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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


Author’s Note

Feminization is catching on.

I remember when a man was arrested because he fled the cops because he was scared because he was in full femme.

Nowadays the cop is liable to be wearing lingerie.

And, if you know where to look, you can find parties where men are dressed up, and women wear tuxes.

It’s all good fun, and it bends the genders in ways that open the eyes and enlighten people.

So how does a whole town go femme?

It starts with a joke gift, and goes from there.

Come on in and experience the fun.

But, be careful. You might be the next one in the barrel.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Why Tom did it he would never really figure out.

At the time he thought it was funny. Later, he would realize it was not only not funny, but…well, it wasn’t funny. Especially after what she did.

But at the time…

“Hey, Tina?”

“I thought you left? she called from the other end of the house.

“I was, but some delivery guy just dropped something off.”

“Okay.”

“I didn’t order anything, so I left it in the foyer for you.”

“Okay.”

“See ya!”

“By, honey.”

The door closed.

Tom, snickering, headed for the curb where Bruce and Lee were waiting. He put his golf clubs in the back and jumped into the front seat. “Let’s boogy, dudes.”

“What are you laughing about?” asked Lee.

“I just played a joke.”

“Yeah? What’s the punch line?”

Bruce was driving and he glanced over at Tom. Lee, in the back seat, put his arms on the backs of the front seats and leaned forward. “Come on. What’s so funny.”

Tom controlled his chuckling and chortling after a minute, and he said, “Remember when I got that box at work last month?”

“Yeah. The one with the dildo in it.”

“Yeah. I opened it in front of everybody and I never been so embarrassed. All the guys were laughing, the girls were red in the face and I had to apologize and…thank God none of them sued the company.”

“So,” laughed Lee. “Did you ever use that dildo?”

“Yeah, did you ever get your jollies from the gift that keeps on giving?”

“Are you kidding? I’m a straight arrow! I’m not like you guys.”

“Big talk from a guy who has a collection of dildos.”

Lee and Bruce laughed, and that irked Tom.

“Okay, so I finally figured out who gave me the dildo.”

“Who? I thought there was no return address!”

“Tina did.”

“What?”

“No!”

“Yeah. I found an entry in her check book from the post office just two days before that thing was delivered to me.”

“Nah. That’s not evidence. She could have mailed anything.”

“Not Tina. That wasn’t her kind of joke.”

“Of course it was. And when you think about it, there’s not a big list of suspects. People at the company would be scared I’d fire them. Our friends? Nah. They’re all straight and narrow minded.”

“Tom, I’m telling you, you’re haywire on this one. Tina would never do something like that.”

“I’m telling you she would. You don’t know my wife like I do.”

Lee burst in, “Tom…what did you do?”

Tom started snorting. “I sent her…it was expensive but I got the money…I sent her…”

“What?”

“A Sybian.”

There was silence in the car for a moment.

Lee knew what one was, but Bruce didn’t.

“What’s a Sybian?”

Lee explained, “It’s a thing you get on and ride. It’s got a vibrating dick and…it…you know?”

“Oh, my God! Tom! Tell me you didn’t!”

Tom, utterly pleased with himself, was having trouble controlling himself.

“I did. Oh, God. This is going to blow her mind!”

Tina stepped out of the shower, dried off and pulled a robe around her shoulders. She bent at the waist and wrapped a towel around her hair.

She was a shapely woman if ever there was one.

She was five foot four with long blonde hair. Her face had even features and her lips were curved in a beautiful M shape.

She looked at herself in the mirror and smiled. She was under thirty and her mind was dirty. She loved sex with a passion, and sex with Tom was out of this world.

She broke out the hair dryer and went to work. She blew and brushed and teased her hair into long, luxurious waves.

Then, a little make up, and it was time for clothes.

She turned sideways and studied herself for a moment. Her boobs were perky, no sag in those babies, and her nipples stood up.

Damn, she felt good. She rubbed a nipple, gave a groan, then went into the bedroom.

Save the good stuff for Tom.

Right now she had a women’s meeting to prepare for.

She slipped into a half bra, put on a light blue blouse that would barely hide her nips, but would rub them all day long. Oh, baby, she was going to be horny by the time Tom returned from his golfing.

She pulled up some panties, felt her snatch and smiled at the lush feeling, then put on a brown skirt. Into some high heels and she looked at herself in the mirror.

Yes. She was holding onto her looks, thank you.

She left the bedroom. She intended to set out some crackers and cheese, some ginger ale and a bottle of wine for those who wished.

She loved the women’s club meetings, and looked forward to hosting them. She—stopped.

In the foyer was a large box, the one Tom had shouted back about.

He hadn’t ordered anything?

Well, she hadn’t, either. So what could it be?

She looked at the address. Yep. It was addressed to her all right.

She smiled. Tom must have bought her something. There was no return address, but…it had to be Tom.

Who else would send her a present, let alone a big one?

Forgetting about the women’s club party for a moment, she took a pair of scissors out of the drawer of the little table sitting at the side of the foyer. She cut the string around the box, then she sliced through tape, and finally she lifted the top off.

What the heck?

Peering in, all she could see was a dark half moon shape. It had a bit of packing material around it, but…what the heck was it?

She gripped the box by the lip and pulled it out into the living room.

She laid the box on its side next to the coffee table and began lifting, pulling and wiggling. Slowly the thing started to slide out of the box.

It was made of some sort of faux leather material. It was shaped like a half a barrel and there was some sort of a knob or something halfway down the rounded part of the thing.

She flipped it onto the flat side and tried to figure it out.

A half barrel with some sort of connecting part.

She looked into the box and found a small triangular box that had acted as part of the packing. She opened it and out slide…her eyes grew wide, her mouth opened…a dildo!”

She giggled.

it was a nervous giggle, a surprised giggle, and she remembered when somebody had sent a dildo to Tom at work.

He had asked her about it, but she knew nothing about it. He had been so embarrassed, and he had figured maybe some disgruntled worker was, in essence, calling him a dick.

But that had been a month or so ago.

Had the same practical joker struck? This time her instead of him?

But that made no sense. She had almost nothing to do with Tom’s company. The people there she knew from the Christmas party, or the Fourth of July barbecue, and maybe from a birthday card she wrote to all the employees for Tom.

But that was all!

Nobody would have any reason to call her a dick, and she couldn’t imagine somebody trying to get back at Tom by aiming at her.

Besides, there were a swell bunch of people working for Tom. Not a disgruntled one in the group.

She was holding the dildo in her hand, looking at it, and suddenly she realized something: it attached to the half barrel thing.

She reached forward and put the dildo into the socket and…yep. It was a barrel with a dick.

What a weird idea. Who would have ever thought of such a thing?

But, as she looked at it, she suddenly realized that it was…erect. Which is to say it was standing up, sticking up, and…it was perfect to—she blushed—sit on.

She looked into the box again and found some instructions.

Some of the instructions were stupid. Avoid operating around open bodies of water. Use plenty of…lubrication?

She stared at the dick sticking up. Yes. Lubrication. It was a good shape, hefty, long enough to do the job, but it would be a little dry going in.

Then she came to the part in the instructions which showed a woman sitting on the machine, holding her breasts, a look of lusty pleasure on her face.

“Oh, my God!” she whispered. “It’s a…a type of vibrator!”

Tina was sweet and relatively innocent, but like all women her age, she had a vibrator.

And she knew what to do with it.

After all, there were times when men couldn’t rise to the occasion, there were times when men weren’t around, and…she knew what to do with a vibrator.

But a vibrator like this?

She looked at the instructions again.

It was a ‘Sybian?’

Who on earth would buy such a thing!

She had an image of young cowgirls riding the vibrator and waving their hands in the air and yelling ‘whoopie!’

She giggled.

She touched the dildo. It was soft, but firm at the same time.

It filled her hand and was thicker, but shorter, than Tom’s. The plastic was smooth, but had nubs around the base.

She looked at the cords that extended from the base of the Sybian. A ten foot cord for the wall, and a four foot cord that ended in a hand held remote.

Now dying of curiosity, unable to help herself, she plugged the machine into the wall.

It sat there. Didn’t move. And why should it?

She picked up the remote and flicked the switch.

mmmmmm!

A nice, light buzz.

She examined the remote saw there were six settings.

She turned to the next setting.

MMMMM!

And the next.

MMMMM!

And so on up to the highest setting.

RRRRRRR!

More of a roar then a buzz.

She had put her hand on the dick as she tried the various settings, and it was okay. It shook, put a healthy vibration up her arm to her shoulder. And the highest setting caused a vibration across her shoulders and down her spine.

“Holy fuck!” she whispered.

She stared at the machine, humming along. She stopped it. She felt the saddle, and her imagination started to go with it.

Imagine that kind of a vibration on her pussy.

Oh, my God!

She could almost feel the way it would shake her innards. Rub her clit, shake her ovaries.

She suddenly felt a moistness between her thighs.

Damn! Just thinking about this beast was making her wet!

What would the real thing be like?

She liked a dick in her, but this…this would be wide, and those nubs…and the vibrations.

In a moment of compulsion she squatted over the Sybian. She lowered herself until the tip touched her private parts.

She flicked the switch.

Oh, God! She felt the tip rubbing her slit. She felt the vibrations coursing through her pussy.

She couldn’t help it.

She didn’t stop and think.

She stood up and pulled off her panties, then she spread her skirt and squatted.

She was wet. Didn’t need no stinkin’ lubrication.

It slipped inside her and she gasped.

Yes. Wider.

And she could feel the nubs.

“Oh, God. This was heaven, and she hadn’t even turned it on, yet!

So she picked up the remote, breathed a prayer to some God somewhere, and turned it to the lightest setting.

“I’m telling you, Tom. you don’t want to do things like this.”

“Yeah,” added Lee. “You should call her and tell her not to open the thing.”

“Aw, you guys have no sense of humor.”

“You think Tina’s going to be laughing when she think’s you’ve called her a dick?”

“I didn’t call her a dick! I just sent her a Sybian. A ‘told you so’ for when she sent me that stupid dildo.”

“But how do you know it was her that sent you that party gag?”

“Hey, can we play through?” Three guys in shorts and polo shirts, two balding and one on the way, stood at the back of the tee off area.

“Oh, sure,” said Tom, stepping aside. “Sorry about that. We just got to talking.”

“Yeah, said one of the bald fellows, “something about a dildo present or something. What’s that all about, anyway?”

Lee chimed in, “Tom here got a dildo for a joke present, so he sent his wife, who he figures, without proof I might add, sent him the dildo, a Sybian.”

The three older fellows turned and looked at Tom.

“A Sybian? One of those automatic things women sit on and get their, um…you know?”

“Yeah,” admitted Tom. “I thought it was funny, but my friends think otherwise.”

“Well, it is kind of funny,” said the half balding guy, sticking a tee into the grass and putting a ball on it. “If you think divorces are funny.”

“Oh, come on. this is a gag. She’s not going to divorce me over a gag.”

“I don’t know,” said one of the bad guys. “I’m a lawyer and I‘ve seen plenty of reasons for divorce’s.”

“Tell them about the lady without a vagina, Ted,” said the other bald fellow.

“No vagina?” blurted Bruce.

“Yeah. It’s called Mayer-Rokitansky-Kuster-Hauser syndrome (MRKH). Girl is born without sexual parts. Girl in every way except…you know?”

THWACK!

The ball left the tee and the half balding guy watched it head on down the fairway.

“Good shot.”

“You mean the girl’s got no pussy?” asked Lee. “Where does the guy stick his dick?”

“That’s it. He doesn’t, unless she wants oral or anal, and that’s why he wanted a divorce.”

Another ball was placed on the tee.

“So my advice to you is get ahead of it.”

“Yeah, Tom. Call her and tell her not to open the box.”

“You guys are nuts!” he laughed. “A woman without a pussy. You’ve got to be kidding.”

“Do you guys know how many divorcées it takes to screw in a light bulb?”

The other lawyers and Tom and his friends turned to listen. “No,” asked Lee, waiting for the punchline.

“None, the sockets go with the house.”

Everybody groaned.

Thwack!

“Hey, you guys want to let us play through?” another foursome had reached the tee area.

Cindy Lawson sauntered up the front walk. She was Tina’s best friend, and she always showed up early to help Tina get ready for the meeting.

She was a good looking woman, large chest, round butt, a grin that liked to laugh, and a mouth that was downright kissable.

She stepped onto the porch and knocked.

Nothing.

She opened the door a crack and peered through. “Tina? Are you—oh, my God!”

Tina was lying bent forward. Her bottom was on a sort of a half barrel sort of contraption. Her hair was frazzled and she was sweat soaked and dazed.

Tina raised her head. Her eyes were blood shot and her features were slack and stunned.

“Cindy,” she murmured, then she lay down again.

Cindy rushed across the room and helped Tina off the Sybian. She lifted her arms and somehow Tina got her legs to push up, and then Cindy dragged her off the wet dildo.

“Are you okay?”

Tina lay, propped against the edge of the couch, and smiled happily. “Honey, you got to try it. It’s amazing. You got to!”

Cindy looked at the Sybian doubtfully. She took in the glistening penis with the nubs. She saw the remote laying in front of it.

“I don’t think so,” said Cindy.

Tina gathered strength, pushed and pulled, got up herself, and maneuvered Cindy towards the device.

“If you don’t do it you’ll always wish you had.”

“What…what does it do?”

“Put your hand on the dick.”

Cindy did. That couldn’t hurt, right?

Tina turned on the switch and Cindy felt the vibrations going up her arm. Soft and gentle and sensual.

“Oh, my God!” She brought her hand back.

Tina grabbed her skirt and pulled it up. “Cindy. You got to. You won’t believe it. Take your panties off.”

It took a minute, Cindy wasn’t convinced, but finally Tina had the other girl’s panties off and was placing her over the saddle.

“Don’t worry about lubrication,” murmured Tina. “I’ve got it all ready for you.”

“But I don’t think—“

Tina pushed down on her friend’s shoulder and Cindy’s feet slipped on the sweat that had pooled on the carpet around the Sybian. She fell, and gasped as she was filled.

“Fuck!”

She looked around, placed her hand down on the barrel to push herself off, but it was too late. Tina pressed the remote.

“Ahhh….ooooh…ye-e-es!”

Tina fell back against the couch and watched her friend moaning and groaning, and suddenly pulling on her nipples and slapping her pussy. She grinned as Cindy arched her back and went to the moon.

Again and again and again.

“It was a joke!” cried Tom. “She’s got a sense of humor! She’s going to be laughing when I get home!”

“I don’t know,” said Lee.

Tom, Lee and Bruce were at the 19th hole, the little bar/restaurant at the end of the golf course.

Because of the way his friends kept telling him he had made a mistake he had had a terrible game.

He had hit bogeys and double bogeys and two triple bogeys. He had been in sand traps and in the water all afternoon long.

“Hey, guys,” the bald fellows with their half bald friend showed up. “You ever get it figured out?”

“No,” all three stated simultaneously.

“We’ll, let me buy a round and let’s hash it out.”

Drinks appeared. And not just beer.

Glasses were tilted, and arguments were voiced.

“Women are all against ya!”

“I love my little lady!”

“You’ll never understand a woman!”

“Women ain’t got no sense of humor!”

“They do if something is funny.”

“And I’m telling you a mystery dildo from an anonymous source is funny!”

“Was it funny for you when you got yours?”

“You won’t think it’s so funny when you find out she prefers it over you.”

Tom sighed, glugged his drink, and ordered some more. honestly, these guys had no sense of humor!

Sally and Joanne walked up the walk. They were a giggly pair if ever there was one, and they looked forward to these weekly meetings. It was good to sip some wine and talk about things you weren’t supposed to talk about.

They were both good looking women. One a redhead and the other a brunette. They reached the front door and Sally put her hand out and noticed the door was ajar. “We should just go in,” she said, figuring the door was left ajar for that purpose.

She cracked the door, peeked in and called, “Hello? Anybody home? Anybody—oh, my God!” She pushed the door open and trotted, as best she could in sexy high heels, into the living room.

“Help…help…” Cindy giggled as the orgasms flowered within. She couldn’t get off the thing, and she was bending forward and sprawling, just like Tina had.

Sally and Joanne reached her and each took an arm and lifted.

POP! Her pussy made a sound as it left the hefty dildo.

Cindy collapsed on the carpet next to Tina, who was smiling and half out of it.

“What in the world?”

Tina sounded goofy as she explained, “You got to try it. It’s amazing! Best fuck in the world! You’ll never want anything else as long as you live!”

Sally ran for the kitchen and grabbed a wash clothe. She came back and began washing Tina and Cindy’s faces.

Joanne stared down at the machine.

Round on top. Solid base on the bottom. And that thing sticking out of the barrel…that looked like fun!

“It’s okay,” muttered Sally.

“No, you got to do it. Sit on the Sybian. I guarantee…”

Cindy joined in. “I was dubious, too. But once Sybian you won’t want men again.”

It was a play on the old saying, ‘once black never back,’ and Joanne glanced at the two sopping, exhausted, orgasmed out women.

“Just take it easy,” said Sally. “You’ll be okay.”

“Not until I get back on that thing again.”

Behind Sally Joanne lifted her skirt…

“Now listen to me. We’ve got to get you cleaned up. You’ll feel fine when…

…and pulled her panties down. She squatted over the Sybian.

“…and don’t worry, we won’t tell your husbands. It’s just a little mistake, and…

Lowered herself. The tip touched her privates, slipped inside, and she clicked the remote.

Mmmmmm!

Sally whirled at the sound. She barely heard the Sybian, but then she saw Joanne gasping, penetrated, rocking back and forth, grabbing her breasts and squeezing.

There were now ten people in the little after course bar. All ten were drunk, severely so, and they were still arguing as to whether Tom should have sent the Sybian to his wife.

“Man, woman, they don’t understand these things.” A fellow blurted. He was wearing checkered pants and a beanie and he had missed a hole in one by a foot that afternoon, and if that isn’t a reason for drinking nothing is.

“Aw, you guysh ish shtupid,” Tom burped. “My little lady is a laughing fool.”

The girl serving drinks got her ass slapped again. Her ass was getting a little sore, but man, these guys were tippers!

“Did ya hear about the guy who divorced his cross-eyed wife?” yelled out one of the lawyers. “They didn’t see eye to eye!”

The responses ranged from guffaws to curiosity.

Lee put a hand on Tom’s shoulder. “Tom, buddy, there’s only one way to find out.”

“Wush that?” Tom tried to focus his eyes on his friend.

“We got to go ashk her!”

A loud chorus of agreement went up.

“Yeah!”

“Got to ashk her!”

“Then the pudding is in the proof.”

Tom stared around the little bar. Man, he didn’t know he had this many friends, and they all wanted to go see his wife. He didn’t know she had this many friends.

“Okay,” he yelled. “I’ll proof it. I’ll go there and we can ashk her about her Shilibyn.”

“Sullivan,” suggest somebody.

A few more guesses and somebody actually said, ‘Sybian.’

So they overflowed the bar right out the door. They dragged golf bags filled with clubs, clattered with their spikes on the cement and asphalt, and began loading up their cars.

Drunk, three sheets to the wind, the men climbed into their expensive cars, tromped on the brakes and the gas with their spiked shoes, and almost had a demolition derby in the parking lot.

“Come on!” yelled a bald lawyer from his convertible Cadillac. “Lesh go shee the little lady!”

“Yeehaw!”

One drunken idiot actually had a gun in his glovebox and he got it out and fired six into the air.

A question that must be asked is…why didn’t the cops pull them over?

The answer is simple. If you were a cop and you saw a bunch of lawyers and the mayor driving crazy down the street, yelling at little old ladies out walking their dogs, swilling from flasks, and waving guns in the air, would you stop them?

At the front of the procession Bruce drove. Lee and Tom were squeezed into the front seat, the same belt buckle, telling each other to sit on their lap and let’s talk about the first thing that pops up.

The parade waggled down Main St., where the mayor stood up and threw an empty bottle of whiskey at his office and screaming, “Fuck hizzoner!”

Horn honks past the police station, and eventually into the suburbs.

Through the polite streets where responsible citizens raised entitled children and claimed that Joe Biden was the most intelligent president in history.

And, finally, horn honking, yelling, the half dozen cares turned onto Tom’s street.

“Whathefuk?” blurted Tom, trying to get off Lee’s lap.

The street was filled with cars. Every curb space was taken up. Every driveway was filled. There were even a few cars double parked.

Bruce slowed down, wedged at an angle in front of a fire hydrant, and other cars pulled up behind them, found lawns to park on, and drunks piled out like clowns out of a car in a circus.

The assembled men stood in front of Tom’s house and stared. They looked like a band of brothers, arms over each others shoulders, blinking owlishly.

“Where’sh everbody?”

“Front doorsh open.”

“Think we oughta go in?”

The group started into motion. The crossed the lawn and headed for the front door that was swung half back.

Music came out the half open front door. A Boy Named Sue, by Johnny Cash.

Except this old guitar and an empty bottle of booze

“What the fuk?” Tom’s head wobbled on his shoulders.

They reached the door and looked at it. The door looked back, but didn’t say anything.

And I got a lot of laughs from a lots of folk

“Who’s laughing?” asked some indescribably nobody.

“We oughta go in,” said Bruce.

“I doan know,” mumbled Tom. With one hand he was feeling the bottom of his pants. He felt some sticky stuff on his butt. All he’d done was sit on Lee’s lap.

But I grew up quick and I grew up mean

“Aw, hell,” muttered one of the lawyers. “When in doubt whip it out.”

He pushed the door open.

To a Christian the scene revealed when the door swung back wold have been a scene from hell. Or at least heck.

To a bunch of drunken debauchers such as the golfers, however, it was a party in paradise.

Women. Women in various states of undress.

Drunk women. Young women. Old women. Women with big tits. Women with little nubs.

Women running, shrieking, through the house, chasing each other with the dildo that had been given to Tom a couple of months before.

Well, it was Gatlinburg in mid-July

Tom’s eyes bulged out as he stepped into the house. The golfers followed him, staring to the right and left, trying to take in all the activity.

Women in the kitchen in embrace. Empty wine bottles on the counter. A small Pekinese barking.

Women in the hallway, hands up blouses and groping large breasts.

Kissing everywhere, women’s faces smeared with lipstick.

Somebody had broken the goldfish bowl and several women were kneeling around the wreckage and the dead, little body, wailing and gnashing their teeth.

Then Tom caught a glimpse of a woman’s head over the top of the couch. Her head was bopping up and down and she was yelling with pleasure.

“More! Harder! Faster!”

Tom approached the couch and saw more.

The woman was naked, and she was sitting on…on the…the Sybian!

Half a dozen women were laid out around her, looking exhausted, sweaty, their breasts flushed and their pussies enflamed.

Half a dozen more seemed to be waiting for their turn. Talking avidly to each other, eyeing the woman on the machine as she clawed at her breasts and screamed hoarsely.

“TOM!” A bag of flesh and tits smacked against Tom and drove him back against a wall. A rabid, red mouth slapped onto his, and Tina kissed him.

For a moment Tom was overwhelmed. His wife was out of control, horny, molesting him.

Then he managed to pushed her back, “Tina! What’s happening here?”

One of the bald lawyers stepped up and butted in. “Ha! Sounds like your joke backfired!”

“This isn’t a joke,” Tom yelled, aghast.

“It isn’t a tea party.”

“No,” said Tina. “It’s a Sybian party. Look, Tom. Somebody sent me a Sybian. We all, we all…you know.”

Now, in a small town like this, where men played golf and bored women had too much time on their hands, it was inevitable that one or two of the golfers would know the women. In fact, two of the golfers recognized their wives. Two recognized their mistresses. One recognized both his wife and mistress. And one poor lawyer recognized both of his wives.

These fellows were suddenly pissed off, felt that they had been brought to the house under false pretenses, that they had been entrapped.

Well, let the divorce court figure that out.

The main thing was that with the introduction of men the Sybian party changed in dynamic.

Things got a little calmer, accusations were made, and, finally, everybody was standing in the living room watching an older woman bounce on the Sybian so hard her wig fell off.

She didn’t care, she just wanted another orgasm.

“You gave me that Sybian?” accused Tina, hiding her delight. After all, she had been caught, and what women do, when caught, is accuse.

“Well, you gave me that dildo at work.”

“I did not!”

“Well, no matter. We have to get rid of that Sybian!”

“We do not! It’s better than you!”

“Honey? How can you say such a thing?”

“Pretty easily. Look, you gave it to me. It’s mine. I want it.

Other women stopped watching the older lady on the Sybian, who had flung herself forward and was lying bare boobed on the rug, and entered into the conversation.

“You can’t take it away from us!”

“We need it!”

Some of the men, especially those married, countered the women. “That’s immoral,” they lied.

And the lawyers: “That’s grounds for divorce.”

“I’ll take half your communal ass!’

“Fuck you!”

The whole thing was threatening to get out of hand.

The golfers had been playing with their clubs all morning and getting no satisfaction. The women had finally achieved satisfaction, and now everybody was at loggerheads.

Drunken loggerheads, and it wasn’t looking good.

Suddenly Tiny pushed forward, pushed Tom so hard he sat on the lap of Lee, who was sitting on the couch and started smiling.

“Wait a minute!”

Everybody waited.

“I got an idea!”

“A woman with an idea,” scoffed a lawyer. Several women around him slapped him, and one kneed him in the balls.

Tina said, “Look, my loving hubby gave me this present, and it’s mine to do with what I want, and if I want to invite a few friends over for some fun, that’s my business.

Heads shook and heads nodded as people tried to figure out what she meant.

“And, I’ll tell you, you guys, that Shybian is better than your puny dicks!”

The men were a mix of protest and embarrassment. The women all nodded and high fived.

“But I undershtand your viewpoint!” yelled Tina over the growing hub bub. “So I got a deal for ya!”

The men quieted down and listened.

“Look, we women, having discovered this marvelous device, aren’t going to be feeling like fucking you guys any more.” She knelt and patted the butt of the older woman who had collapsed off the Sybian, “After all, this little marvel never runs out, never goes limp, and doesn’t require us to fix dinner.

Women muttered, and men looked around in confusion. They were losing the argument.

“But!” Tina grew strident, “if you try this little gizmo for yourselves you’ll understand that we’re right.”

One of the lawyers, one who had met his wife at the party in the arms of another woman, turned to his wife and, with tears in his eyes, “You aren’t really going to not fuck me any more, are you?”

“So we need one of you guys to volunteer to ride this machine.”

Dead silence.

Then: “What?”

“Now it’s a girl machine, if you get my drift, so we’ll take one of you guysh, dress you up like a girl, and let you experience why we want this machine more than we want you. Then you’ll understand. Right?”

The drunken golfers were looking at each other, blinking, nodding, shaking, wondering what in God’s blue blazin’ name was going on.

At that moment Tom realized what was poking him in the ass. And he suddenly knew what the slimy liquid on his pants had been.

Lee grunted and groaned, and Tom jumped up, spun about, and yelled, “HEY!”

Tina grinned, “And we have a volunteer!”


Part Two

Tom stood in the center of the room and looked around.

Women in stages of undress. Men with their hands in their pants.

Lee smirking on the couch.

Tom rubbed his ass, his hand contacted a bunch more of goo, and he glared at Lee. “You asshole?”

“Sorry, dude, but…you know?” He shrugged.

Tina moved up and grabbed Tom by the back of the neck and the groin. She mashed a kiss on his lips and everybody cheered. More women came up and congratulated him for being brave, and Tom felt himself weakening.

Who wouldn’t? Dozens of women hugging him, a few of them groping him, lips kissing his face.

“First, let’s get rid of these,” yelped a woman. She grabbed his pants, the rear of which were soaked with Lee’s cum, and pulled.

Other women cheered and joined the tug of war.

Tom tried to keep his pants on, but the ladies outnumbered him. They grabbed his hands, pulled on his pants, and the things slid down his legs.

“Look at those legs!” cheered somebody.

The guys, all glad they hadn’t been chosen, joined the cheer.

And, horrors, Tom had a boner!

With so many women groping him, feeling his shaft, fumbling with his balls, it was impossible not to.

“That’s my hubby!”

The women grabbed his underpants then, and pulled those down.

The waistband snapped over his dick and his penis sprang up and bounced.

More yells. More cheers. Then Tom was actually picked up and carried out of the room.

“Hey! Hey!” he yelled, but the women had him firm, and they weren’t letting him go.

Tom was carried down the hallway to his bedroom.

Tina led the way, she called for a drink for Tom, and a minute later a bottle of bourbon was put in his hand.

He needed it, and he glugged it fiercely.

Then the girls set to work on him.

His socks and shoes and shirt was pulled off and he stood, naked, in the middle of dozens of women.

The women laughed, and one of them rubbed her breasts against him and the others cheered and clapped.

A radio started up and fifties music filled the room.

Two women moved through the crowd and smeared him with Nair. Everything but his eyebrows and scalp.

“Tina!” he called out. “I can’t do this.”

But Tina was talking with several other women. they were making plans on how to feminize him, and they didn’t want to be bothered by his  protests.

“Tina!”

She turned to the women gathered around Tom and said, “There’s a penis gag in the bottom drawer. If he doesn’t shut up use it!”

The girls got out the gag and danced around and threatened his mouth with it.

Tom gulped and kept his trap shut.

After a while Tom realized that his skin was getting hot.

“Hey! This stuff burns!”

Into the shower the girls ran him. Several of them stepped in with him, and they rinsed him and soaped him and stroked his dingus.

“Don’t let him squirt, girls! We don’t want to waste anything!”

That was sad news for Tom, because he was getting close.

One of the women, a redhead with juicy lips who had actually gone down on her knees and sucked him, stood up and slapped his dick.

“Bad weenie! Bad!”

So much for cumming.

They pulled him out of the shower and dried him off. All of the women wanted to dry his dong, but Tina yelled at them again, so they settled for spanking his balls and laughing at the look on his face.

Then one of the girls ran in from the bedroom. “Guess what was in the drawer with the penis gag?”

She held up a butt plug and Tom groaned.

It was Tina’s toy, and though he had tried it once, he hadn’t liked it. It was too big.

But the girl who found it knew what she was doing. She had lube in the other hand and she greased that puppy up and then jammed it into the doghouse.

“Aie!” Tom yelped, but it didn’t hurt. Not much. More like a sting than a hurt. Then he felt surprisingly full.

Tina chuckled. “I knew you’d like it if you gave it a chance.”

“Give it a chance?” he protested, but the girls pulled him out of the bathroom and sat him down at the vanity table.

There were so many women that Tom actually couldn’t move, and they almost fought for the right to ‘decorate’ him.

His hands were pulled out to the sides and placed in the laps of two women. The women began trimming and prepping his nails.

Meanwhile, two other women were sitting cross legged, under the table, working on his toenails.

The interesting thing, and Tom would reflect on this later, is that though the women were all in various stages of inebriation, they didn’t mess up the job. He supposed they were so used to putting on make up and working on nails and things that muscle memory took over.

Or maybe women were just smarter.

He felt the ladies painting his toes, and he watched as they fit long nails to his fingers and glued them in place.

They smiled at him, leaned up to kiss him, and held the nails tight until the glue dried.

And they used real glue, not the weak adhesive that came with the fake nails.

These nails were going to stay!

Then he smelled the sweetly bitter smell of nail polish.

The girls chose a fire engine red color, and though drunk, they brushed down the nails a few times, and everything was in the lines, professionally done.

While this was going on, other women were pulling his hair back and putting a strip of adhesive across his scalp.

Several women cleansed his face, then applied primer.

A wig was pulled over his head and glued in place. Somebody gave it a yank and he yelped, “Ow!”

The women high fived.

“Good job!”

He stared at his mitts again. His fingers were almost done, and they looked so long and slender and…sexy?

The girls working on his face had gotten through the foundation and his face was plain, and a canvas to be painted upon.

He stared as hands wormed over his face and brushed color on his eyes.

Somebody stuck a pencil next to his eyes and he tried to shy away, but the hands won, and his eyes suffered the sharp pencil drawing liner onto him.

All the while his penis was standing up, waving in the air. Getting occasionally bonked by the women who thought it was hilarious that he was erect from them putting make up on him.

“Hey, Tom,” Tina pushed her face up to his. “You look pretty.”

She was drunk. Of course he was, too. But she was so drunk she was cross-eyed and having trouble focusing her eyes. There seemed to be two of her husbands sitting in the chair, and she couldn’t figure out which one was the real one.

“What?”

“I said you’re gonna have fun!”

“Okay.”

“She kissed him a slobbery kiss, then the other women pulled her away.

“None of that! We have to paint his mouth!”

Lipstick was rolled onto his lips, and he kept blinking as he tasted the stuff.

“Hey! I got to fix him!”

A portly woman who had spent a long time on the Sybian pushed through.

For a second Tom thought she meant to fix him, like to neuter him.

But she held up a little bottle and started spritzing his face.

“What’s that?” he blurted.

“It’s a fixer. It keeps your make up from wearing off. With a few spritzes of this you’ll be pretty for all day, and even a couple of days after.”

“Oh.” Great, he thought, not meaning it, but wishing his dick wouldn’t reveal how exciting all this was.

Finally, the women were done, and Tom was pulled out of the chair and stood in the middle of the room.

Tom was not one of these big, muscular guys. He was slender, but didn’t have much in the way of curves.

In fact, his only contribution to this metamorphosis was the fact that his face was soft. He had a rounded jaw, and the make up had actually brought out a certain femininity.

Now the girls took advantage of this. They scoured the house for articles of clothing, of which there was a lot, and pieces of lingerie were brought in and held up next to him.

The girls chose a pair of panties, but they stuck out because of his peeny.

So they selected a tummy shaper. They pulled it up tight, shoved his peeny down between his legs—“NO!” yelped Tom—and pulled the shaper up tight.

It worked. It hurt, but not too badly.

Then they found a bra for him.

It was oversized, a sturdy thing from the older woman who had been on the Sybian when Tom had arrived home, but it fit.

Two guys, seeing the girls put the bra on him, giggled and ran to the garage. One of them had several condoms, just in case, you know, and they filled them with water, then tied them off and ran back to the bedroom.

“We got his tits!” yelled the men.

The girls whooped and the boobs were passed through the crowd and stuffed into Tom’s bra.

Tom looked down and thought they looked awful.

And they did.

They pushed the bra to the limit, there was spaces between the straps and the flesh, and they just didn’t look right.

But everybody was too drunk to care. The women just howled and the men clapped each other on the back. It was all too funny for words.

But there was a solution. Clothes.

So the girls put a garter on Tom, rolled up some nylons and went looking for clothing.

And, since the women in the house were in partial states of undress, there were all sorts of clothes lying about.

Quickly the house was ransacked. Articles of clothing were held up to Tom and opinions were given.

“Nah! It’ll make him look fat!”

“Not enough cleavage!”

“Too much cleavage! We don’t want to see balloons! We want flesh!”

Yippee!”

In the end the women settled on a cheongsam. It was a Chinese dress, high on the collar, which covered and helped shaped the boobs, and down to the knees. What made it better was that the dress was slitted up the side to mid thigh.

The girls tugged the dress over Tom, and it was a tight fit, which helped make his waist small his his boobs big.

Then he was almost done.

He stood in the middle of the room, slender with big boobs in a red cheongsam with white butterflies adorning it.

He looked like a girl. No trace of manliness about him, and suddenly the place was silent.

The men stared, and there was a bit of confusion.

After all, Tom was a man.

“Man,” said one of the lawyers. “I hate to say it, but he gives me a hard on.”

“You hate to say it,” scoffed a woman. “He gives me a boner!”

“Okay, Tom,” whispered one of the women into his ear. “We just have to pierce your ears and put you in heels, and you’ll be ready to go.”

Tom’s heart had stopped. He stared at himself in the mirror. He saw his figure, his face, and he didn’t recognize himself.

He was drunk, and he looked like a girl, and…he felt like a girl!

Two pin pricks and his ears were sporting a string of small, silver rings. He felt them brush his neck, and darned if that didn’t contribute to his state of excitement.

Two women helped him balance and slipped high heels onto his feet. His red toes poked through the open ends and he looked down, over his voluptuous boobs, and couldn’t believe it.

He was woman.

And, sensing the affair was culminating, or at least getting close to a climax, the crowd cheered.

Men and women yelled and clapped and stamped their feet.

Several couple, so turned on by the proceedings they couldn’t help themselves, slipped into the spare bedroom and screwed. One couple on the narrow bed, the other couple pressed against a wall.

The rest of the party moved down the hallway, supporting Tom, making it feel like he was walking on air.

Into the living room.

Somebody turned the music up and everybody looked at the Sybian.

It sat in the middle of the floor, the prick in the saddle coated with dried juices. An ominous ride for somebody.

And Tom was that somebody.

But, before Tom took his ride, the girls wanted to dance with him.

Woman after woman, took him in arm and circled the living room.

Slow songs and he was pressed into a grasp and floated along, drunk and happy and not sure what was happening.

Or fast, his breasts bouncing so hard he was afraid they would burst.

And women came and cupped him, and kissed him, and placed their palms over his mons and squeezed.

And the man, holding him tightly, pressing their groins against him.

Many of the men were taller than him and he could feel their erect manhoods pressed into his belly.

And he had no choice.

He was drunk, shorter, slender, and confined by his clothing.

He couldn’t struggle.

And even if he had, nobody would have paid attention.

He was the party gift. He was the flavor of the day. He was what everybody wanted to hold, to feel, to love.

So he danced, and he was a little bent at the waist because his penis was pushed back between his legs, and…he felt good.

He felt good because he was appreciated.

He was appreciated like a beautiful woman should be.

He was held and loved, and he was kissed. By both sexes.

If anybody, before this day, had said Tom was gay, or bi, or anything other than a straight arrow, he would have punched them in the eyeball.

But now, seeing himself properly dressed and made up, he couldn’t argue with anybody.

But, even as he danced, the moment came closer.

The moment of truth.

The moment in which he would discover for himself whether a Sybian was better than a real, live, flesh peeny.

Everybody could feel it, and they vied for a last dance before he was put to the test.

But, finally, it was time.

Tom stood in front of the machine.

Somebody put a drink in his hand.

He sipped.

He stared at the dong in the saddle of the Sybian.

It was time.

“Do it, Tom,” whispered somebody.

“Have a seat, buddy,” one of the bald lawyers quipped.

Tom took a step forward, handed his empty glass to somebody.

Everybody gathered in a circle and watched in fascination.

Tom straddled the Sybian. He looked up. “Lube?”

Women rushed out of the room, and the guys chuckled.

There were enough dudes there that had experienced anal that they knew the need for lube.

Tom was bent at the waist, and hands held him up.

His dress was lifted and the tummy shaper unsnapped and rolled up a bit.

The plug pulled out of him and gentle hands probed him. Slathered goo in him. Patted his ass.

Now everybody was holding their breath, waiting.

Tom was properly greased up, and he held his dress up and began to bend his knees.

He bent and bent, and the crowd held their breath, and he felt his anal ring touch the dildo.

A shiver went through him, the crowd drew in air, and…Tom sat down.

There are many stories of that day, the day Tom impaled himself on a Sybian.

Some stories have Tom wailing like a baby as he was shaken to the core.

Some stories have him gasping and sitting straight up as he felt himself being penetrated to the core.

Some people talk about the amount of sperm he finally gave, how he kept cumming and cumming.

But all people smile when they think of one thing: the smile on Tom’s face.


Epilogue

There is a small town, somewhere in America, where the people gather for a monthly party.

At that party the men wear dresses and make up, and they contest to see who is the most beautiful.

The climax of the party is when the men sit down on a machine and learn what a woman experiences when she sits on a man.

It is a wonderful party, reeking with alcohol and good nature.

During the party women fight for the opportunity to sit on the Sybian and have the only orgasms they are allowed all month.

And, the men all wish to be the winner of the beauty contest, for at that time they will be allowed to sit and experience an orgasm.

For the men are all locked up in chastity, and the women never let them out.

The women, you see, prefer Sybians.

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.

This has been the first two chapters from

The Feminization Games!
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