

Womanus Maximus!

Feminized and castrated!

A story of medical transformation!

Grace Mansfield


Copyright © 2023

All rights reserved. No part of these books may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without the written permission of the author.

[image: Changed cov use.jpg]

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


Author’s Note

Men are becoming an endangered species.

Men are no longer producing the testosterone to make them real men.

Men are making choices and changing their sex.

Are we, as a race, evolving?

Or is it just a government conspiracy?

Moo hah hah!

In this story Don is a soft person, a pink man, and his wife decides to help him along the way.

Of course he doesn’t want to become a Womanus Maximus, he’s a man, and he doesn’t really know what’s best for him.

But we know.

We certainly do!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“I think I’ve got everything.” Kim stared at the open suitcase on her bed and frowned.

Kim was 30, and 8 by 24 by 36, and 5’ and 4,” and 120 pounds. Twenty of those pounds were her beautiful breasts. And that magnificent body was topped off by shining auburn tresses and a smile that lit up the room.

“Everything but the kitchen sink,” quipped Don.

He was the same height as her and 40 pounds heavier. His hair was long, but not as long as hers. Unfortunately his extra poundage was love handles and belly bulge.

“Oh, that’s what I forgot!” She snapped her fingers.

Don had to laugh. “Yeah, right.”

“Except, there is one thing…”

“What?”

The suitcase was jammed full. He was going to have to jump up and down on the thing to get it closed.

She turned to him and smiled.

“Oh, no.” Don backed up.

“Come here, baby,” she snagged one of his sleeves and pulled at him.

“I don’t want to!”

“Sorry. You have to!”

“That’s two weeks of me in that…that…thing!”

Kim laughed. “Two weeks of unable to even get erect. Two weeks of thinking about me at the convention. Do you think I’ll have a lesbian connection this time? Or will I settle for the same old, big dicks?”

“Honey, don’t talk that way. It’s hard enough just being away from you for two weeks without you teasing me that way.”

She pulled him closer, gripped his belt with two hands, then snaked one hand downwards. “Who says I’m joking?” She whispered, catching his dingus and gripping the head, running her finger under the head, flicking a finger against his balls.

“Oh, ow! Oooh!” Don fidgeted this way and that as she worked her magic on him.

“Now, come on, get that thing out and make it small.”

“Honey? Can we let it go this time? Give me a break?”

“A break to do what? Watch porn and waste your seed? I want you full and ready when I get home, and this is the only way I can be sure.”

“But I promise!” he wheedled. “I’ll be good. You can trust me.”

She had his belt undone now, and she had a full hold of him. “I can trust you. Ha! If there’s one thing I’ve learned it’s that when it comes to matters of the penis no man can be trusted.”

“How can you say that?”

She had his zipper down and was pushed his pants down. He was exposed, and quite erect.

“Do you know how many men tell me that their wives trusted them?”

He blinked and his mouth opened and she giggled. “You believed me. You schmuck!”

“Well, it sounded like you meant it.”

She walked across the room, dragging him by the dick. He scampered along, trying not to trip and fall.

She bent at the knee, pulled him down so he had to bend at the knee, and opened the bottom drawer.

“Where is that little thing?” She mused. “Aha!”

She took out a little velvet bag. She stood up, causing him to stand up, and walked him back to the bed.

She threw him on the bed by the penis and said, “Get it on.” She held out the bag.

“This isn’t fair!” he groused, taking the little bag.

“Fair shmare!” She quipped. “I want that thing on you in the next five minutes, or else.”

“Or else what?”

She folded her arms under her breasts and glared at him.

It wasn’t a mean glare, but it meant business, and here’s where Don’s trouble lay. Kim was stronger than him.

He mowed the lawn and took out the trash, she did yoga and jujitsu. She could tie him in a knot. Easily. She had only done it a couple of times, but it was particularly humiliating when she did it.

“Okay, okay.” He sat on the bed and stared at the little sack. Then he looked up at her. “Do I have to?”

She started to reach for him and he backed up. “Okay! I said okay.”

“Then get that boner down and put your tube on.”

“Can’t you help out? I mean…it would be great if you could lay down and let me have some fun?”

The look in her eyes ended that idea.

“Well, how about you giving me a hand job?”

Her eyes started to tighten up.

Don liked to masturbate. When he was alone, maybe watching some porn. He didn’t like to masturbate with her watching.

“Okay.” He started to stroke himself. His face turned red and he felt about an inch tall.

“It’s going to take me longer this way,” he griped.

She said nothing, just waited.

“Can I just go do it in the bathroom? By myself?”

She grabbed his hair and bent his head back. Very calmly, but with a boatload of intention, she said, “No more stalling.”

And he knew he was going to have to do it.

He licked his hand and began to stroke in earnest.

Kim watched him as he moved his hand back and forth.

She was smiling on the inside. She loved to make him do this. Him turning beet red was cute, and it made her feel good.

It made her feel powerful and in charge. Which she was.

He was a technical writer, worked from home.

She was in charge of a corporate division, and that took some real balls.

Speed up,” she murmured.

He closed his eyes and his hand moved faster. He could feel the urge within, but he could also feel the mortification of being forced to jack off by his wife.

She tapped her foot.

He stroked.

She reached down and slapped the bottom of his balls.

“UNH!” He jumped and slowed down, then saw her watching him and sped up again.

That was the only help she gave a him. A slap on the balls if he was slow.

Or maybe a punch of the nipples.

One time she had pushed him over, slapped his balls hard, and when he curled up she had pushed a finger into him.

God, that was embarrassing.

But it was also incredible. He had squirted so hard he nearly passed out.

But he preferred to cum without his balls being slapped, or his brown star to suffer indignity.

“Hurry up,” she said. “This is it for two weeks. This is your last chance. If you don’t come in the next minute I’m going to slap your peter until it shrinks, and I won’t even let you out of the chastity device when I get back.”

He was breathing hard, his hand was moving in a blur.

“Think about that. Not getting to squirt even when I get home. Month after month of being denied. That delicious baby batter building up in your balls until you can’t even walk for—“

“FAAA!” He yelled. It felt like the head of his penis had exploded. Which it had.

Kim smiled as the seed splattered on his legs and on the floor. “Good boy,” she said. “Put the things on your dingus and show me when you’re done.”

Defeated, and pleasured, and embarrassed, and vaguely proud that he had managed to get off, Don nodded.

Kim went into the bathroom to collect some cosmetics and left him to his problem.

Don stared at his little, white slug. It was drained, empty, and lay there like a limp…dick.

He sighed and put the ring around his package. Then he slid the tube over his thing and clicked the two pieces together.

The chastity tube had an inset lock, no way to cut it off, and his sexual apparatus was safe for the next couple of weeks. Or maybe longer, if Kim felt like it. And she frequently did.

Don lay back on the bed and thought about his marriage.

Kim had collared him right after graduation. She had encouraged him on the corporate path until it was obvious that wasn’t his thing. But she didn’t complain when he went into he technical writing field. It paid less, but she seemed to revel in being in a more powerful position than he had, and making more money than he did, and that had led to her taking more charge of their sex life.

She wasn’t a harridan, she didn’t pick on him and brutalize him, except for a little.

He was allowed inside her every few weeks, and she had given him hand jobs, but it was his duty to make it fast and get it over with, and if he didn’t draw out when he squirted he was in big trouble.

But that was okay. He lived a quiet life, doing chores was often a welcome break from work, and he didn’t mind being the second banana in their marriage.

But he hated it when she made him wear the chastity device.

He wasn’t going to cheat on her!

But he didn’t understand that it was all power trip for her.

He sighed and stood up and went to the bathroom. “It’s on.”

Kim smiled and turned to him. “Shame. I was feeling like a little in and out tonight.”             

“What? And you made me…”

The laughter bubbled out of her and he realized that she had played him. Again.

She put a hand behind his head and pulled his face towards hers. She kissed him lightly on the mouth. “It’s okay, dear, you can still eat me. I like that.”

In his cage the worm struggled. Even though he had just cum there was something about being locked up that made him try to get hard all over again.

The alarm was set for four. The plane left at five thirty, which gave them enough time to get up, get breakfast, and for her to drive out to the airport.

She woke him at three thirty and demanded his attentions down there.

Now his weenie was in complete revolt. Let me out! It shouted, but all he could do was keep licking and sucking and trying to get her off as soon as he could.

At four she was ready to rock. He walked her out to the car, put the luggage in the trunk, and received a kiss good bye.

“Remember, no porn.” She patted his package and chuckled. “Not that it would do you any good.”

He nodded and grunted. He loved the way she patted his balls.

“And don’t worry. I won’t fuck more than two guys a night. Unless, of course, they are really big.”

He took on a pained expression.

“But I have no limits when it comes to lesbians.”

She giggled at the look on his face, then she moved in for a real kiss.

She liked to tease, but when teasing time was over she meant business. She mashed her lips on his, drove her tongue half down his throat, and played with his balls.

“Oh, fuck,” she whispered, pulled back from him. “It’s times like these that I wished you didn’t want to wear that stupid chastity thing all he time!”

“But…but…” he tried to protest, but she just patted his cheek, got in the car, and drove up the street.

Don stood on the pavement, waved, and watched.

And the car stopped.

She must have forgotten something. He went on a mental checklist trying to figure out what. He had seen here pack her charger, she had plenty of make up, maybe an article of clothing.

He waited a half a minute, then walked towards the car.

Ah, a phone call. She was talking animatedly into the phone, her eyes glancing up at him in the rear view mirror as he approached.

He stood next to the car, waiting, knowing better than to tap on the window or otherwise distract her.

She talked, glanced at him a few times, laughed, then hung up.

She looked at him with a quirky smile, then rolled down the window. “Honey, this is your lucky day.”

“What?”

“Go lock up the house. You’re going with me.”

“Really?”

A big grin burst out on his face.

“Really. Now go.”

“But I need to pack.”

“No time. I don’t want to be late.”

“But I have no clothes! Nothing to wear!”

“I’ll buy you new clothes.”

He turned and trotted towards the house.

She backed the car up and into he driveway. She backed right up to a couple of feet from the garage.

He ran through the house, checking windows and locking doors. His heart felt light in his chest. He was going to get to go on vacation with his wife!

She would probably be working all day, and he could go out and sit at a swimming pool, maybe even have a drink. They would go out dancing and he would get to hold her fabulous body.

It was such an exciting thought his cock wiggled in the cage and tried to stand up.

He locked the front door and trotted to the car, then stopped.

Kim was outside of the car, standing at the back, holding the trunk open.

“No,” he whispered.

“Yes,” she chuckled. “Take off your clothes and get in.”

“Please, honey. I’ll be good. I won’t talk, I won’t change the radio, I—“

“Do you want to go?”

“Oh, yes!”

“Then strip and get in.”

Saddened, still happy that he was going, but…saddened, he took off his shirt, his pants, even his shoes. He placed them in a neat pile on the cement driveway.

She had made him ride in the trunk before, but not for long distances, and not in a while.

Naked, except for his little cock cage, he stared at her with a hang dog expression.

She just laughed and motioned with her head for him to get into the trunk.

He climbed over the lip of the trunk. She handed him a water bottle. “Drink sparingly, I don’t feel like stopping for you to pee.”

He opened his mouth to say something, but she just smiled and closed the lid.

It was dark in the trunk, but he knew where everything was. It had only taken him one ride before he placed a blanket and pillow in the trunk and arranged everything so he wouldn’t be lying on the jack or something else with hard edges.

As he settled on the blanket and fluffed the pillow he heard Kim’s heels clicking. She moved to feet, probably to pick up his bundle of clothes then walked to the left.

The left? But the front door was to the right?

Then he realized. She was going to throw his clothes in the garbage can.

He sighed.

Footsteps moving back to the car, the door opening, weight settling, the door closing, and the motor started up.

She drove out fast, not worrying about the bump as the car went through indentation at the bottom of the driveway.

She usually did this, picked out a dip, or a pothole, or a speed bump, at the beginning of the drive. He placed his hands up so he wouldn't hit the underside of the trunk.

Shortly, they were on the freeway, and he closed his eyes and listened to the thrumming of the tires on the road.

He got to go on vacation!

He smiled. In spite of being locked in the trunk…he was going on vacation!

The trip lasted a couple of hours. Don knew Kim was heading vaguely east, into the Sierra Nevada mountain range. The last hour they were constantly climbing and swooping around corners.

Don felt a little carsick, but he didn’t bother yelling. Kim didn’t like it when he yelled, and she would likely just go faster.

Finally, they slowed down and moved to the right, then turned.

He heard a little chatter when the car stopped, but he couldn’t make out what was said.

The car started up again, and now he was subject to ruts and potholes. He held on and the car shifted this way and that, dipped down hard, and the road waggled back and forth, sometimes viciously.

Then they crossed an open space and came to a stop.

The engine pinged and the driver’s door opened.

Don sighed. At last. The drive hadn’t been bad, but he was ready for some sunlight.

Then he realized something: he had no clothes!

The sound of Kim’s heels moving away. Ten minutes of laying and waiting. The sun was up and it was getting a little stuffy in the trunk.

Then several sets of heels approached the car, came to the back.

Several sets?

“But he had no clothes!

He started to panic, thinking that surely she wouldn't open the trunk with him naked in it.

Then she opened the trunk.

Don blinked and stared up.

There were four women standing there. Two looked like professional women, dressed in pencil skirts and jackets, almost like they were wearing uniforms.

Then there was a slightly older woman, very beautiful, with very perceptive eyes.

And his wife.

“Here he is. Does he meet the requirements?”

“Oh, yes.”

“He’ll do just fine.”

And the older woman reached in, grabbed his caged cock and merely said, “Hmm.”

“Okay, honey. Hop out and let the girls take a good look at you.”

He was so embarrassed his whole body was red with humiliation, but what could he do?

He climbed out of the trunk and stood in front of the four women. He was aware of his nakedness, and it made his penis try to stand up.

He was as tall as his wife, but the other three women were all several inches taller than him. They looked down at him, and they moved up and circled around him.

The older woman was frowning and in deep thought, but that didn’t stop her from doing things like pinching his love handles and lifting up his hair to examine it.

Finally she nodded. “I think I can work with him.”

Kim and the other two women sighed in relief.

“Excellent,” said one of the professional women.

Kim leaned to him and quickly said, “Take the luggage to room 225.”

Don was a. Little stiff from the ride, but he tried to move quickly. He was glad to be out from under the eyeball. He went to the side door and took out Kim’s suitcases and her make up kit. He tucked the make up kit under his arm, and gripped the suitcases with his hands, and turned towards…the hotel!

Except it was more than a hotel! It was a sprawling retreat surrounded by miles and miles of forest. The air was thin and pure, and he studied the lay out of buildings.

There were hundreds of suites laid out in a criss cross manner, with a large convention halls.

And everywhere he looked were women, dozens of women, walking through the covered corridors, sitting on benches and talking, going in and out of what looked like a front office.

And they were all dressed.

He wasn’t.

“Go,” Kim slapped his ass and he gave a lurch and started up.

He walked across a wide drive and towards some stairs. Women glanced at him, grinned, and looked away. Except for a few of them who pointed and snickered.

He climbed the stairs, his chastity cage shifting between his legs.

He passed a pair of woman coming down the stairs and they laughed, then glanced back at him.

He reached the first landing and saw a sign pointing to the left: 201-225.

He turned to the left and began walking.

The suitcases were heavy, and awkward, and the corridor was long. It wasn’t long before he wanted to stop and rest, but he could see the four women still talking by Kim’s car, and he didn’t want Kim to see him stopping and resting.

Finally, he reached the room, and it was locked.

Oh, crap!

He turned and looked around. The women were moving away from Kim’s car, and not in his direction.

He needed a key.

He considered his options.

Wait. No. Kim would get mad if he just stood there like a doofus. And he c certainly couldn’t sit on one of her suitcases.

Or, he had to go get a key. Which meant going to the office. Past dozens and dozens of women, running the gauntlet of their laughing eyes.

But what choice did he have?

He placed the suitcases on the floor and turned back the way he had come.

That was the longest walk of his life.

On his way to the room he had been walking out of the crowd, now he was walking back into it.

Past women who sniggered as they looked at his caged cock. Into the front office, where a cluster of women were taking, drinking in the bar adjacent, and…looking at him.

The conversation died a bit, then he heard some laughs, and the conversation started up again.

“May I help you?” The woman behind the big counter was suppressing a smile.

“I need the key to room 208.”

“I’ll bet you do,” she laughed, then she turned and took a key from a board and handed it to him.

“Thank you.”

“No, thank you.” And Don’s face turned even redder as the women nearby all chuckled at him.

Back to the room, but this time out of the crowd, and he sighed with relief when he finally approached room 208.

The door was open.

He picked up the suitcases and entered the room.

“Where have you been?” asked Kim. She was sitting in a club chair in a corner. She was sipping what looked like a Mai Tai and looked very cool and complacent.

“I…the key.”

“Silly. The room was open. Didn’t you think to turn the knob?”

He shook his head, achieving new depths of misery. Such a simple thing. He could have had the room open and waiting, Kim’s clothes hung up in the closet. Instead he had had to endure nearly debilitating mortification. And the door had been open all the time!

“Sorry,” he mumbled.

“Well, no matter. But be on your best behavior, Leanne is going to be visiting soon. Oh, you’d better call her Miss Smith. She wants to talk to you, so be on your best behavior. She’s a very important person.”

“Miss Smith, okay. But why me?”

Kim grinned and sipped. “Mmm, these are good. Because she does. Now, before she gets here, we should probably talk both your behavior.”

“What’s wrong with my behavior?”

Small lines appeared in the space between Kim’s eyebrows, but she didn’t chide him.

“There are a few men here, but you likely won’t see them. You’ll stay in the room for the most part. When you do see women make sure you keep your head lowered, don’t go looking them in the eye, even if they should address you.”

Don’t mouth opened slightly and he frowned. “I thought this was going to be a vacation?”

“Where did you get that silly idea? This is a convention. We will be going over things like MTF protocol, the latest procedures for systems transitioning, all that sort of thing. You best stay in the room unless you want to draw unwanted attention to yourself.”

“Unwanted…” he was now officially flummoxed, and he didn’t even know what this MTF thing was. “I don’t understand? I thought you dealt with software and systems for large corporations?”

“Of course I do. But it’s all free lance, consultation, and this organization has hired me.”

“What is this organization?”

For a moment Kim didn’t say anything. She just sipped her drink and  considered him. Then, as if resigned, she said, “This is a group of women who deal with hierarchy in society. They establish proper relations between men and woman. Their unofficial name is ‘The Mistress Club.’

“The Mistress Club.”

Then she smiled at him. “Don’t worry, honey. You’ll do well here. Just follow directions and…you’ll have a great time. Believe me when I say that the ends of The Mistress Club are right up your alley.”

Don was unsure what she meant, but she seemed confident, so he went about putting the things in her suitcase away.

Kim picked up her cell phone and dialed numbers and held various conversations.

Don finished put her things away, then looked at the little refrigerator. He opened it and found a row of little liquor bottles. He took out a tiny bottle of bourbon, went out to door and looked at Kim, who was leaning on the rail and talking into he cell. He raised up the bottle and raised his eyes.

She covered the phone. “Wait until after Leanne comes.”

He went back into the room and sat down on the club chair.

He couldn’t drink, and he really needed to. And he had no clothes, and he needed them. He couldn’t walk around for two weeks with no clothes!

Well, when Kim finished talking on the phone he would broach the subject with her, maybe go to the little shop he had noticed to the right side of the check in counter.

He would—a shadow blotted the sunlight coming in the door.

He looked up, then stood up. It was the slightly older woman. Behind her Kim was standing, and she had a serious lot on her face.

“Uh, hello. Come in.”

It sounded lame, but he didn’t know what else to say. If this woman was so important, however, he had to say something.

Leanne Smith entered the room and smiled.

“Please sit down?” He moved away from the club chair and made way for her.

Leanne moved across the room. She was six inches taller than him, and outweighed him. She had enormous breasts, so enormous that the slight thickening of her waist still gave a wasplike appearance.

She had no lines to speak of on her face, and her eyes were well made up and fascinating. Inspecting her this closely Don could feel that she was important. Her attitude, her bearing, Kim was right. He had to be respectful.

“Good morning, Don. How are you?” She sat with one leg folded over, her hands on the arms of the chair, a curiously almost imperial look to her.

“I’m fine.”

“Excellent. Have you ever been to one of these shindigs?” She waved a hand to indicate the whole resort.

“Uh, no. I mean, I’ve been to hotels, but this place…” it wasn’t hard to be awed.

“Now, I would like to ask you some questions. These might be embarrassing, but I want you to answer me carefully and truthfully, and just forget all the embarrassment crap.”

He blinked. She was direct, the fact that she had used the word ‘crap’ showed that she had an earthy nature.

He had thought maybe she was a bigwig executive, but now he was rethinking that.

“Okay.”

“Very well. Have you ever crossdressed.”

That stopped him. But she had said to be honest, and Kim already knew everything he had ever done. When they were first married, before they were married, she had interrogated him to within an inch of his life.

“When I was young.”

“How young?”

He told her, and she didn’t blink an eye, just kept asking questions. She asked rapid-fire, but didn’t seem to care when he took his time in answering.

“How often did you masturbate?

“How do you like the chastity tube?

“Do you think married women should have boyfriends?”

Then she started in with the weird things.

“Do you think men would look good if they had breasts?

“Do you think your cock is big enough?

“Can you imagine walking without your testicles keeping your legs apart?”

Weird questions, never ending questions, but the effect of answering them, of being truthful with a complete stranger, was that Don started to like Leanne. A lot.

His cock wiggling in its cage confirmed that.

Finally, she said, “Would you like a drink?”

He nodded. He was dying of thirst. He needed a shot of courage.

She actually stood up and went to the refrigerator. Kim was sitting apart from them, and she gave a light gasp.

“I assume you’re a bourbon and Coke man?” She asked, but she put a weird emphasis not he word ‘man.’ Almost like she was questioning the word itself.

“Sure.”

She made the drink, made one for herself, ignored Kim, and brought him the drink.

They drank companionably, and she asked, “Do you think you have fulfilled your potential?”

He thought about that for a while. “I guess the honest answer is that I haven’t, but I don’t feel any desire to…I’m happy in what I do.”

“Do you get enough sex?”

Now he equivocated. “I guess.”

“Do you like eating your wife’s pussy?”

“Oh, yes.” But there were times when he didn’t.

He thought that Leanne had to see beyond his answers, but she accepted them easily.

“Have you ever considered how good a woman’s life is?”

“Not really.”

“We get to play dress up, men are trained to wait on us, they support us and all they ask is a simple hand job or a bit of  in and out.”

She went on and on, now not asking questions so much as telling him things.

She made him another drink, a strong ones and she encouraged him to drink up.

Now she wasn’t the important person, she was the drinking buddy, the person you could confide to, the person you could talk honestly to and never worry about being betrayed.

Don leaned forward, just drunk enough to be brave, and he asked, “Say, Kim tells me you’re a very important person.”

To the side Kim took in her breath, but Don didn’t notice.

Leanne laughed a gentle laugh, “That was sweet of her.”

“So what makes you important? I don’t mean to be rude, but I never heard of you.”

She leaned forward, almost conspiratorially.

“To tell you the truth, I like to keep a low profile, which is sometimes difficult considering what I do.”

“What do you do?”

“I write books. Have you never heard of ‘The Man in Woman?’

He shook his head. “Sorry.”

“Oh, don’t be. I’ll send you over a copy. End of the week. I have to send to my publisher for copies, and I’m not about to buy my own book in the gift shop.”

She laughed, and he laughed, and everybody laughed, and then she added, “But before then…have you ever read Grace Mansfield?”

“I guess I’m not a well read person.”

“Don’t worry about that. I’ll send a couple of her books over. I’ve finished them, and they should give you an idea of what I’m all about.”

“Okay.”

When Leanne left Kim let out her breath. “Well, I don’t know how, but you pulled that off.”

“Pulled what off?”

“You’re a little drunk, aren’t you?”

He grinned, and enjoyed how foolish he felt.

“Well, normally I wouldn’t be so tolerant, but you did so well…heck, have another drink.”

Grinning now, feeling happier than a happy drunk, he made himself a drink.

“So what was that all about?” he asked.

She just smiled, and went to make herself a drink.


Part Two

The following day was Sunday. People were still coming into the resort, and Kim actually spent some time with Don. He was used to her living her own life and tapping on him only when she wanted something, but today she had breakfast delivered, went on a long walk, and laughed when he complained that he wanted clothes.

“Why would you want to follow the trend? Live a little. Do you know how much the ladies are enjoying seeing you out and about?”

“Yeah, but—“

“Besides, they’ve seen you now. Get over your embarrassment and live a little.”

Live a little, that seemed to be the catchphrase for the day.

She also let him have a few drinks, and she sat with him and talked to him.

They didn’t talk about anything important, just this and that, a little bit on fashion and what he thought of women’s fashions, and why didn’t men get to enjoy looking good.

That evening Leanne dropped by again, and this time she had a briefcase and a bit of paperwork.

They sat at the table in the suite, Leanne on one side, and Don and Kim on the other.

“What is all this?”

“I’d like you to help me with a demonstration.”

“Oh, okay. What is it that you’ll be demonstrating.”

“Yes, we should discuss that. Let me get you a drink first.”

Don smiled. He was really starting to like this woman.

Sipping his bourbon and Coke, Don listened.

“You may not know it, but before I was a world famous writer,” she smiled ruefully, “I was a doctor. In fact it was being a doctor that led me into my present field. You see, I became aware of how small, and how great, the differences were between men and women. Do you see the differences?”

He leered at her, “Oh, yeah.”

She laughed, and if anything, she appreciated his attention.

Kim sat quietly next to him, and her mouth quirked at the edges with humor.

“The main thing that I’m concerned with, however, is what we call ‘systems transitioning.’

“Oh, okay.” He had no idea what she was talking about.

“Let me freshen that drink for you. In fact, would you like something a bit stronger?”

Being a man, out to impress, he blurted, “Sure.”

Leanne made a quick call, and two minutes later a woman showed up at the door with some Bacardi 151.

“Hard to get this anymore, the company discontinued it, presumably because they were always getting sued.” She held up the bottle and swirled it. It had been sampled, but there was plenty left.

She mixed it with Coke, which was the normal drink for mixing good rum, and handed it to him.

Don sipped, and his eyes opened up. He coughed. “Strong,” he murmured, his voice altered by the heat in his throat.

Leanne went to wine, and Kim sipped pure Coke.

For a half hour Leanne described the benefits of system transitioning. She used technical language, and Don kept nodding like he understood what she was talking about.

Finally, she pushed the paperwork towards him. “So that’s what it’s all about, Don. I would love it if you could help me in this project. You wouldn't have to do much, just experience some of the benefits, and…I think you’ll have fun.”

Don smiled. He would have jumped off a building for this babe. He noticed that the room was hot, and that she had loosened the top buttons on her blouse. She had pretty fine ta tas for an older woman. Her bulging breasts were round and sleek and sweaty.

He couldn’t help but look at them as he took the pen from her manicured hand.

She brushed her hand against his, and pursed her red lips in a smile.

Don was just drunk enough that he didn’t care that Kim was watching. He just signed his name.

Another drink, then Leanne had to go, and Don was left with Kim.

“That went well,” Kim said, taking the empty glasses to the sink.

“She’s nice,” blurted Don.

“Yes, she is,” agreed Kim, facing the sink, her back to Don.

Don swigged the last of the Bacardi, and he felt truly golden. Part of it was the rum, part of it was finally being appreciated. He was going to help a beautiful woman with her transitional systems things.

Kim came back to him. She took the glass from his hand and sat on his lap. His dick had been banging in the cage all night, and now it felt the closeness of pussy and it throbbed and thrashed all the harder.

“Wow,” mumbled Don.

She kissed him then. A deep kiss, no tease, just…interest passion.

He came up for breath and stared at her.

She leaned into him, hugged him. She mumbled into his neck. “Take off my clothes and get me off.”

He didn’t need to be asked twice. He undid her buttons, his drunk fingers fumbling, but still efficient.

She stood up and slithered out of her skirt.

She walked to the big king-sized bed and lay down. She looked at the ceiling, her legs spread, and waited for him.

He came to her, he knelt and began to make love to her.

She stopped him and pulled him up to her. She whispered, “Am I doing the right thing?”

“Oh, yeah,” he said, thinking of the sex he was giving.

She looked him deeply in the eye and just…watched him. Gauged him, plumbed his depths, wondered at him.

Then she kissed him, and it was the juiciest, most tender and wonderful kiss in his life.

It was all of her, gobbling up all of him.

Then she said, “Show me.” She pushed his head down and he went to work.

The following day was Monday, the start of the convention. No more fiddling around and chatting, it was time to get to work.

The day started early for Don. Three young ladies, very bosomy and well made up, came for him. They ignored his inquiry about breakfast, and took him to a back room in the big convention hall.

There, they smeared Nair all over him.

“I have to lose all my hair?”

One of the girls chuckled. “You don’t have all that much.”

“Oh, well…” there wasn’t much he could say to that.

They wiped the Nair, and his hair, off, then used soft towels to wash his body.

He stood and enjoyed the feeling of warm soapy water, then cooler rinsing water.

They spent a lot of time focusing on his genitals, and he enjoyed that.

Heck, he was even starting to get over his red-faced embarrassment.

After he had been completely, except for the hair on his head, depilated, they took him to a small area just behind the stage in the big convention hall.

The hall was almost totally filled with women, and they were talking in a constant buzz.

Suddenly, Leanne appeared next to him.

“Hello, Don, are you ready?”

“Sure?”

“Excellent. The girls will help you get ready. Girls, take him to the curtained area.”

Don moved off, accompanied by the three good looking women, and Leanne stepped out onto the stage.

Don heard the roar of the crowd, but not much more. He was taken down a hallway, a curtain on one side, then through a slit in the curtain.

A narrow sort of bed was in the middle of the area. It was sort of like a gurney, but padded.

The girls helped him up and he lay on his back. It was quite comfortable, and they fastened straps over his arms and legs and over his midsection.

“You need to do this?”

“Leanne does very delicate work,” answered one of the girls, pulling a strap tight. “We want to make sure you don’t move and hurt yourself.”

He understood, but his understanding raised more questions. What was she going to be doing to him that he might move around? He had thought they were going to be going over this systems transition thing, but here he was, trussed up and unable to move.

“All right, open wide.”

The woman held a small leather mouthpiece over his face.

“What’s that for?” He didn’t open his mouth wide. He was starting to feel a bit nervous.

“We’re just testing it,” the girl reassured him.

“Oh.” Still nervous, he opened his mouth and she fit the mouthpiece into his mouth.

He couldn’t talk, and she fastened a strap around his head.

He could hear the mumble of Leanne talking over a speaker, but her words were indistinguishable. Still, the women in the audience chuckled and clapped.

But Don was feeling more and more nervous.

Then the curtain went up, the three girls stood in a row behind Don, and Leanne strode across the stage towards him.

At the back of the stage was a huge screen, and Don could see himself laying on the gurney thing. His eyes were wide as the picture went to close up.

“Hello, Don,” Leanne smiled to him.

“Ugh,” he said, unable to make any other sound.

She turned and faced the audience.

“Before we begin, I want to caution you to make sure you have all the paperwork.”

She lifted a sheaf of papers, the very papers that Don had signed the night before. “This will forestall any legal action in the event that your initial diagnosis, that the man was ready to be turned into a woman, was incorrect in any way.”

Don blinked. Man into a woman? What the fuck? Suddenly he knew what ‘systems transition’ was. The system of a man changed into the system of a woman!

He tried to make noises, but the mouthpiece kept his words in check.

He struggled, but he was fastened securely.

Leanne handed the paperwork to a woman, and the woman scurried away.

“Send the original paperwork to the corporate offices where they will be on file and ready for our lawyers.”

She turned to Don and smiled.

“Now then, Don. I will be speaking to you, but the microphone will relay my voice to the big screen. This way I can explain to the assembled Mistresses what I am doing and why.”

She turned to the audience again. “And you do have a rather thick booklet under your chairs so you can follow along. If you have a question write it on the 3 by 5 cards also under your chairs and pass it to one of the ladies in the aisle. Are you ready?”

A mighty wave of a cheer went up, and Leanne turned to Don.

Don’s eyes were wide open, showing a tremendous amount of white. His skin was sweaty, and his cock was actually not trying to break free.

“Okay,” said Leanne, picking up a scalpel, “When doing liposuction one must make the smallest cut possible. Skin is very stretchable, and the slit should just be large enough for the vacuum tube to…”

She slit, and she inserted, and Don watched the big screen. He didn’t feel the cut, but he felt the vacuum tube entering his flesh. He felt the weird vibration as she began sucking fat out of his belly, and his love handles, and any other place on his body that she chose.

He watched as the fatty material went up a see through, plastic tube and into a container.

He watched as his body with chubby parts became nothing but slender.

He watched as his body lost years of hamburgers and sloth.

Then, when she was done sucking all the fat out of him, she said, “Now we reverse the process. We’re going to insert his fat back into his body, but in the places we choose.

He watched in horror as she made little slits in his chest and began injecting the fat into the area around his chest. His chest swelled, and boobs appeared, and they grew bigger and bigger. Leanne continued her lecturing as she did this.

“The advantages of injecting fat, over, say, something like silicone, is that fat is a natural, organic material. The body will not reject it, or absorb it. These boobs are here to stay.”

After he had quite sizable boobs she worked on his hips.

“This will round out his hips. We will be administering hormone therapy afterwards, this will aid the transition.”

A member of the audience asked if the fat replacement procedure plus hormones wold make the hips or chest too big.

“Not at all,” smiled Leanne, moving the tube around Don’s hips. “In fact, one of the benefits of HRT is that it redistributes fat. This will just give the therapy something more to work with.

Done with the liposuction and fat replacement, Leanne stepped back and an assistant shut the machine down and took the vacuum tube from her.

Leanne strode to the center of the stage and sat on a stool chair. “I’m going to take a short break here to answer questions. While I do this the girls will help Don with his nails. Any questions?”

Hands rose in the audience.

While Leanne answered questions Don stared up at the screen. His body was totally different. His love handles were gone and his waist was waspish. His chest was large with tit. His bottom was well rounded. Leanne had maneuvered the fat replacement tube into his buttocks and he knew that his ass must be perfectly rounded.

Then he realized what the girls were doing.

Nails.

They were painting his toes, and putting fakes on his fingers and painting them.

He tried to talk, but now his throat was dry, and he couldn’t say a thing.

He tried to wiggle his fingers, but the girls held them firmly and did their work.

Then it was lunch time.

Don lay on the table, the big hall empty, and Kim approached him.

“How you doing, honey?”

He grunted at her.

“I’m sorry, I can’t take the mouthpiece out. They want it left in throughout the whole operation.

He glared at her.

She ignored his glare and reached down and touched his caged cock.

She sighed. “I really wish I could have fucked you one last time, but it just didn’t work out that way. Besides, you never were much of a man.”

He tried to talk, and she knew he was protesting.

“You really weren’t. You were just a horn-dog, always wanting to hump my legs. Don’t get me wrong, you were a good husband, but there’s more to being husband than a small cock and a big sex drive.”

She fondled his cage, and his cock started trying to wiggle out.

She smiled. “It is a lot of fun, your dick, but from here on out I will be availing myself of men with larger penises. And, don’t worry, when they get to your final conditioning you won’t mind. In fact, you might even want to partake of some of those big dicks yourself.”

Little tears ran down Don’s cheeks.

“Well, I see that women are returning from lunch, so I’d better get to my seat. I’ll see you afterwards. Okay, honey?”
He grunted, and she leaned down and kissed his cheek.

And darned if it didn’t look like there was a bit of moisture in her eyes.

“Ladies and..more ladies!” Leanne shouted to the audience, and the audience cheered.

“We are mid-transition with Don, and the next part of our procedure will be quite interesting.”

She walked over to where Ron lay. She gripped his cock cage and lifted it.

He groaned.

“This…this is the culprit, and this is what we must handle if we are to be successful in our transition of society.

“Take away a man’s penis and you change his psyche. He no longer invades, rapes, or otherwise abuses.

“BUT…if you take it away his sex drive is lowered precipitously. He loses the drive that makes him an asset to society.

“So…what is the solution?

“Societally, men must be transitioned, leaving only the alpha males, well endowed and sex drive intact. An Apha’s sex drive is so enormous we won’t have to suffer too many of them. One Alpha can satisfy hundreds of women, if he is managed correctly.

“So we are not concerned with the societal implications. We just want to consider how to remove the penis, and not reduce the drive, on Joe Normal.”

Leanne produced a syringe. “When following Hormone Replacement Therapy it is very important to choose the right ingredients. For instance, we can give the man a shot that will feminize him, but leave his cock big and hard. Many of you will want that for your husbands. You will have the soft, responsible female you always wanted, and yet he, or she, will be able to service you in the manner in which you wish.”

She produced another syringe. “Or, there is this other product, which will feminize him, and cause his penis to lose all potency. He will be limp. The glory of this method is that you can choose a time. You can make him limp—and this is called ‘chemical castration’—for three months, six months, nine months, or a year.”

The crowd buzzed and appreciated the information.

“In talking to Don’s wife she decided she would like him limp. She chose this option because his penis was a little small anyway, and she wanted to take advantage of the Alpha Male program.”

Leanne turned to Don and stuck the needle into his arm. She pressed the plunger, and Don felt a coolness invade his biceps.

Leanne took the needle out and turned once again to the crowd. “Don will be limp within fifteen minutes. Kim, would you come up and unlock him?”

Kim was in a front row seat, and she stepped up to the stage and crossed to where eLeann was operating. She took a key off here necklace and put it in the tiny lock in his chastity device. A quick turn and she removed the pieces of the device.

Leanne took the pieces of the chastity device, thanks Leanne, who returned to her seat, and turned to the audience. “Behold! No more use for such silly devices! The future is here!”

An assistant hurried across the stage and held out a trash receptacle. Leanne dropped the pieces of Don’s chastity belt into a trash receptacle, and the girl scurried away.

The audience buzzed, then broke out into cheers and an extended length of applause.

Don’s cock had bonered up as soon as the device was removed. It stood up from the center of his body, throbbing desperately.

Leanne took hold of it and stroked it gently. She accepted questions from the audience, but never stopped stroking.

At first Don thought he might be able to squirt. He wanted to squirt, but Leanne stroked him just slowly enough that he couldn’t get a head of steam up.

He tried to move his now fat hips up, but couldn’t. He tried to wiggle, but he couldn’t.

Leanne kept moving her hand up and down, and after a while she used the other hand to polish his knob.

Don was going crazy! He was horny to begin with, but now he was insane with the desire to squirt.

Then, slowly, his cock started weakening. It faded, started to bend, and at almost exactly fifteen minutes it was more than half limp. The end was a minute away.

The audience oohed an ahhed, and he went limp.

“There you go, ladies!”

The cheers rose to the roof.

Leanne smiled and gave half bow, then turned back to Don.

“We are, however, not done.”

The audience grew silent.

“First we are going to put his testicles back where they came from. This is a very simple procedure, only takes a few minutes.

She pushed his limp penis up towards his belly and raised the table slightly at the feet end so it wold stay pointed towards his face.

She then pushed his balls, one at a time, into his inguinal canal in the pubic area. She pulled the skin of his sacs tightly and stapled them. The balls now had no place to fall into.

Leanne deftly sliced the excess skin off and sutured the now tight skin together.

The audience was buzzing and giving little cheers.

Leanne held Don’s limp penis up. “Now comes the fun part.”

She simply pushed the head of the penis down into the penis. Because the tool was limp it went easily. His penis had only been three inches long in the limp stage. She collapsed it until it was an inch long, then began stitching, closing the shaft off so that it was only one inch long, and the penis head was still visible.

“There are drawbacks to this procedure,” Leanne explained. “In a year, unless we give him another shot, his penis will start acting up. That can cause all sorts of problems. However, we are working on this problem and anticipate a solution in the near future.

She stepped back and the big screen showed a close up of Don’s groin.

There was no maleness there. It was just a smooth area with a rather oversized clit.

“All right, I’m going to take questions now, while my wonderful assistants put the finishing touches on Don.”

Leanne moved to the stool in the center of the stage and her assistant’s clustered around Don.

They put make up on him. One of the girls took the gag out of his mouth and gave him a sip of water.

Don was overwhelmed, he didn’t try to protest, he was finally getting free.

They put on his foundation, worked on his eyes, and finally painted his lips.

His lips, which had become larger than they were from a series of botox shots.

Leanne finished talking with the audience, and the girls helped Don to his feet.

He was now female. His body was no longer male. He had no penis, he had boobs, his features had softened and become beautiful.

He stood and faced the audience, held up by the assistants, and Leanne yelled into the microphone: “BEHOLD! WOMANUS MAXIMUS!”

The audience, probably a thousand women, came to their feet and began cheering and clapping and stomping their high heels.

Don felt the rush of warmth from their appreciation and admiration. He felt it in his dickless groin, his once male heart, and in his abused psyche.

But then he realized that as a male he had never received such heartfelt appreciation.

A warm feeling began to glow from his heart, and he began to cry.

Maybe this wasn’t all that bad.


Epilogue

“You realize this is only the first stage, don’t you?”

Don and Kim were sitting on their bed, her holding him. What was left of him. Soothing him and reassuring him.

“After this you’re going to have to take courses in how to behave as a woman, you’re going to have to learn how to deal with men—you are an attractive young woman, you know—and you will have to learn how to multitask, apply your own make up, walk properly in high heels, and…oh, there’s thousands of things you have to learn.

Don was comfortable in her arms, he snuggled against her breasts, and she had one hand cupping one of his.

“And if you’re good, if you do well, then someday you might get your very own vagina.”

He looked up at her. “Really?”

“Of course, really. You saw what Leanne did to you, and that’s only the start. The operations will become simpler, the transition will be easier, and I will bet that within a couple of years they will be creating the first vaginas for Womanus Maximus. Not the simple rolls of fat plastic surgeons are doing now, but functional pussies, with G spots, and, who knows, maybe someday, in the future, the ability to have child.

Don sighed. He was already getting used to his new body, and he hadn’t even had it for twelve hours. And he didn’t miss that nagging boner that was always distracting him.

“One thing,” he asked.

“What’s that?”

“Can I get some clothes?”

She pushed him back and smiled at him. “You want to go shopping?”

He nodded, a little embarrassed, but that was okay.

She laughed. “Shopping. See? We’ve made a woman out of you already!”

END
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The Feminization Games

CHAPTER ONE

It started with a simple game. Baseball. Rockwell City Park. Boys against girls. A break from our normal mixed league games.

The guys were terrific. They slow pitched, gave us extra strikes, and even gave us pointers on how to play baseball. And we liked how they looked in their jerseys.

And we girls were appreciative. We know the guys are stronger, they play a lot of sports, do weight lifting and like to wrestle around. We didn’t expect to win the game.

But there we were, score tied at 12 each, and the guys had just struck out.

Oh, we laughed and giggled, and teased them, but gently. They had put aside their usual drive for us wives, and everybody was drinking beer, and a couple of couples were in the dug out making out.

Bottom, of the 9th. Georgina was up, a tall red head who needed to choke up on the bat.

Swing and a miss.

Swing and a miss.

Swing and…CRACK! She hit a good one. Her first hit of the game, and she took off like a rabbit. Good at first.

The guys tossed the ball around, made teasing remarks, but were kind.

To tell the truth, we all knew each other, and the guys didn’t care about competing, they were quite happy to go along and get along. There was no point in ramping up their testosterone and squashing us.

Leslie was up.

Swing and…CRACK!

Foul ball. But she was a good athlete, her hubby was pitching and he gave her a good next pitch and…CRACK! The ball sailed into right field.

Georgina made it to third, and Leslie was perched on first, a big grin on her sexy face.

And little old I strode out to the plate.

Oh, the guys gave me catcalls, and I blew them kisses and told them I was going to hit it out of the park. We all laughed, and I tapped the far side of the plate with the end of my bat and got ready.

I watched the first pitch sail over the plate. I thought it was high, but they called a strike, so I got ready again and…

“Lois can’t hit anything!”

Strike.

I stepped out of the batter’s box and stared at my husband.

Jim is a nice guy, I love him, but the tone of his voice was not right.

Even the other guys on his team looked at him. Bob, over on first base, lightly yelled, “Easy, Jim. It’s just a game.”

Wrong thing to say to Jim. To him everything is do or die. He did sports in school, almost went pro, played on the company team, and his testosteroney drive pushed him to be vice president of his company.

“Ah, fuck you guys,” he said in disgust.

I realized then that Jim had had a few too many beers. He was not normally like this. He just had too much to drink.

A couple of the guys looked down, a little embarrassed by his words.

“Come on,” he yelled. “Strike her out. Next pitch.”

Now, I’m a pretty good player, but Jim had me rattled. He’s my husband. He’s supposed to have my back. He’s not supposed to insult me in a mean fashion…and I don’t care how much he’s had to drink.

That said, I struck out. My bat whistled, I turned half around, and I was out.

But the game was basically over.

“Let’s call it a tie,” Bob called out as he walked in. “I’ve got to get to work early tomorrow.”

Jim didn’t like that, nor that a few of the guys agreed with Bob. “Come on. We’ve got this game in the bag.”

But everybody gathered up their stuff, chatted a bit, and started drifting out to the cars.

“Damn,” muttered Jim, and then he did the unthinkable. “You caused this.”

I stared at him, about to start talking the talk, but Bob stepped in. “Come on, Jim. Take it easy.”

“Easy for you to say.”

“The girls did good, we did bad, time to let it go.”

Well, Jim grumbled, turned around to pick up a spare ball, and I blurted: “You’re a bush leaguer.”

I meant his temper, but it came out wrong, and he felt personally challenged.

A couple of the girls came up and tried to calm me down, but I had had it. Jim’s a great guy, but he had gotten my goat, and my goat was feeling a bit peevish.

He straightened up and stared at me. “What?”

A rude ‘what?’ An insolent ‘what?’

I said, “Let’s have a real contest.”

Suddenly I had everybody’s interest. Hey, the guys like to compete. And the girls were naturally curious…so what did I have in mind?”

“What kind of a contest,” he asked suspiciously.

“Three games. You choose one, we choose one, and we coin toss for the third one. Chooser chooses the rules.”

The guys looked at each other, and I could hear their testosterone click to the ‘on’ position. There is nothing a guy likes better than a real game. And I was giving them a serious challenge.

“So if we choose wrestling, you’ll wrestle us.”

“Yep. We choose our girl and you choose your guy. And If I say you have to play baseball in high heels, then that’s what you have to do.”

The guys started mealy mouthing at that. They didn’t want to play in girly clothes.

But the girls liked the idea. And I knew they would. I had already given us one big advantage, and the guys didn’t know what it was. Here was another one, and it was bigger than the guys thought.

So after a few minutes of them protesting about having to wear heels, I made it happen.

“You guys are embarrassed, but I can fix that.”

“You can make it so we won’t be embarrassed by wearing girl shoes?” That was Bob. Even sweet tempered Bob was feeling the heat.

“You bet. “Charlene will put an ad in the paper. Guys against girls, all in heels, gate proceeds to charity. We can even play winner’s choice of charity.”

Now the guys looked thoughtful. They rubbed their chins, they scratched their balls.

Only Jim was suspicious. My guy knew me a little too well, and he knew I had an ace up my sleeve. But he was the only one.

Bob: “Hey guys, that’s not bad. Everybody laughs, we can sell a little beer at the game, maybe even drink a little, and…and yeah. I’m in.”

Tom said, “So are you choosing baseball, in heels?”

I nodded.

“And are you really willing to go with wrestling?”

“Yes,” I said.

The other gals on my team, all except Janice, who had a quirky smile on her face, all chorused “No!”

I quickly called a huddle. I whispered a couple of sentences, saw some grins, and then they all began looking at Janice, and then nodding their heads.

We stood up and faced the men.

“Yes,” I said confidently.

Hubby, dear Jim, couldn’t believe it. He must have thought we had lost our senses, for he stood there and shook his grinning head.

Bob: “So we’re going to do baseball and wrestling. You sure you girls don’t want to pick a girl’s sport? Ballet or something?”

We girls were smiling, and I asked. “Are you giving us the third choice?”

The guys looked at one another. Jim, bless him, helped my case. “Hell, give it to them. We’ve got them beat ten ways from go already.”

So the guys shrugged it off, and kissed their chances of winning away.

“So what is your choice for the third competition?”

Now, truth, I hadn’t thought that far ahead. I didn’t show the guys that, though, I simply turned to the girls and called for a huddle.

We went and sat in one of the dug outs and started throwing ideas around. I knew we were going to win the wrestling, and I knew we had a better than even chance with the baseball game. My skulduggery was paying off, but I wanted a third win. I didn’t want to take any chances.

Ping pong was offered, basketball in heels, and finally, we agreed on a simple foot race. At first we were going to insist on heels, but having heels twice seemed a little unfair. Then Georgina had a good idea: “Make ‘em wear pencil skirts.”

We all giggled, and our choice was decided.

I was afraid the guys wouldn’t go for pencil skirts, but when we presented the idea to them they just shrugged. I guess now that they had accepted baseball in heels, a simply foot race in skirts wasn’t much. Of course, they didn’t really know what pencil skirts were.

Then Bob, his turn to be blessed, asked, “So what are we really playing for? I mean besides charity?”

I spoke up quickly. “If you guys win, two out of three, then we gals will buy you beer, cook your ribs, and wait on you hand and foot for five football games.”

“Oh, yeah!” Their eyes lit up, and a couple of them even patted Jim on the back.

“But… if we girls win…you guys have to take us to five girly movies. Five chick flicks, complete with nice dinners and wine.”

They raised their eyebrows, it seemed too reasonable, and they were about to say yes when I added, “And I get Jim for a week.”

Everybody looked a bit curious then.

I said, “For one week I am going to dress him up, make him into a woman, and even have my way with him.”

“Whoo!”

“Wow!”

Catcalls and quick quips.

Then the guys went after Jim.

“Come on, Jim. You started this.”

“Hey, we aren’t going to lose, what are you worried about.”

And when Jim still hemmed and hawed, one lone voice said the magic word. “Chicken.”

Man, Jim turned red, his fists got tight. He looked around and couldn’t help himself.

“Okay!” The cheers started up, and that helped him relax, but I tell ya, my hubby was one pissed puppy for a second. Deep down, he knew I was a conniver. He knew I had something planned. He didn’t know what, and maybe if he did he wouldn’t have allowed himself to respond so easily. But he didn’t, and I did, and zingo bingo, there went my good old hubby’s manly life. Heh heh.


CHAPTER TWO

“Lois, I can’t believe you did that!”

“What?” I asked sweetly.

“Embarrassed me like that.”

We were at home, getting ready for bed, and I had decided to be nice and pleasant, but he was pushing my buttons. “You started it with that ‘she can’t hit,’ crack!”

“Yeah, but that’s just baseball. That’s the kind of thing we say in baseball.”

“Yeah, but you said it meanly.”

He grumped at that, but he didn’t complain too hard. He’s a hard charger, but when the truth hits him in the face he usually goes with it.

So we calmed down, he popped into bed and laid back, folded his arms behind his bed and thought.

I was plucking my eyebrows and getting ready to take off my make up.

“You really think you can beat us?”

“I wouldn’t have made the bet if I didn’t.”

He smiled. “You don’t stand a chance.”

“Okay,” I acknowledged.

He frowned. He didn’t like the way he won that little mini-argument. “You’re going to outwrestle me?”

“We’ll find somebody on our team. You find somebody on yours.”

“Heck, Bob was a wrestler in high school.”

“High school is long ago.”

He smiled. “Okay.” Turned my own strategy back on me.

Then: “And you think you can beat us at baseball? We’ve all played our whole lives. You gals are a recent addition, you just started playing a year ago, when the mixed league started up.

“Well,” I said, figuring out how much to give him. “I guess you do have an advantage. But it’s for charity, and we’ll do our best.”

There. That did it. He was happy now. And, suddenly, I had a thought. That thought was mean and devious, and so filled with love it was impossible for the average male to comprehend.

Guys, let’s face it, think with their lower heads, they aren’t good at sneaky, conniving strategies.

So I suddenly stopped taking my make up off. I scrubbed my face, then put a little make up back on. I hadn’t done my eyes yet, so I added fresh lipstick, pinched my cheeks for blush, then stood up, stripped off my night gown and turned around.

“You make me so fucking hot.”

He blinked and stared at me.

I grabbed my breasts, a handful, I am well endowed, and squeezed them in his direction. “I need a real man. Are you …’up’… for the task?”

Oh, men are easy.

The bed spread at his groin began to lump. He began to breath harder and became flushed.

“Well, are you going to ravage me? Take me like I need to be taken? I’m so damned wet I really need it.”

“Well, uh…yeah. I think I can, uh, help you out.”

So I advanced on him, and he threw the covers back.

“Whoa! Big guy! I don’t know if I can handle that monster!”

Jim always was a horny bastard, and he grinned as I grabbed his meat and started rubbing.

“Baby,” he said lustfully.

I gobbled his knob. I swallowed his shaft. I played with his balls.

“Oh…fuck!” he grunted. “You better hurry up if you want any.”

But I had better ideas than temporarily sating my carnal hungers. “MmmmMMMmmm,” I moaned, working him harder.

He realized then that I was giving him the works. I wasn’t worried about my own satisfaction. He laid back and thrust his hips up a little.

Up and down his shaft I worked my lips. I slobbered on him as I deep throated him. And I started giving his red balls little slaps. Slap, slap, and he jerked upward, and that caused him to get even hornier.

“Baby…I’m…gonna…AHHH!”

White semen spurted up, like a little volcano. I swallowed, and let some of the sperm seep out of my red mouth. It dripped all over his cock and I kept pumping and sucking.

“Oh, baby,” he groaned. “You’re so fucking good!”

I stopped, licked up the overflow, then smiled up at him. “You’re right. I shouldn’t have gotten so upset. So I’ll make it up to you. I’ll do this to you every night until game day.”

“Wow!”

“But remember our second bet. Beyond the charity stuff.”

He grinned, a satisfied, happy camper. “Not to worry, my word is my bond.”

But I knew what he was thinking. ‘No way those bitches are going to outdo us guys!’

I kept my grin on the inside, and went back to removing my make up.

Boy, was I going to get my revenge.

The next day I met with some of the girls and we discussed our plans. We were in, of all places, a high school malt shop. We were ruining our figures with milkshakes and loving it.

“Can we do it in one week?” I asked, sipping some of my strawberry shake.

“Why so soon?” asked Georgina.

“I don’t want the guys to have a chance to practice in high heels.”

Leslie snickered. “Tim laughed when I asked him to try on heels. He really thinks there’s nothing to it, that he can put on a pair of spikes and run a race.”

We all smiled cheerfully.

“What about Janice? Can she really beat…who’s she gonna wrestle?”

Jim said Bob used to wrestle in high school, so probably Bob, unless they have a sleeper.”

“Like us,” chortled Georgina. Then she grew serious, “And you’re sure Janice can do the job?”

“Nobody knows this, she’s been away for a while, and she doesn’t usually like to talk about it, especially to guys, but she trained for MMA. Even had a couple of bouts. She used to—get this—train with guys all the time. And she won as much as she lost, and this is against professionally trained MMA fighters.

There were grins when I finished. Nothing like a little confidence to help us along.

“What about the foot race?”

“Who are our fastest runners?”

So we went over our roster. Georgina got the nod, and then Leslie, she was always a quick, little thing, and then we threw around ideas for the third girl. They ended up choosing me.

“I don’t know,” I objected. “Jim might get pissy, and if his blood gets up, and this goes for most of the guys, they try harder.

“Well, then we just have to keep them calm, cool and collected until race day,” suggested Leslie, and that fit perfectly into what I was about to say.

“Did you know that boxers are not allowed to have sex for a week before a match?”

The girls looked at me blankly.

“It saps their energy. It’s like after sex, they just roll over and feel lazy. Could you imagine what a week of hot, wild, energy sapping sex would do to our guys?”

Man, the grins hit me then.

“Well, then,” crowed Leslie, “I started sapping Tin last night.”

We all giggled.

“This is going to fun,” interjected Georgina, “and you know what?”

We all looked at her.

“We might even win.”

We all traded looks of delight. Yes, we had a chance.

“Girl power!” I said, putting my hand in the center of us. Quickly, the others stacked their hands on mine and chirped, “Girl power!”

Then, plans all made, we all giggled and finished our shakes.

That night Jim wanted to put on some high heels. So I got out a two inch heel, a real comfy one, and let him slide his foot in it.

He grinned. “This ain’t nothing.”

And, here’s the odd thing, even though it was only a two inch heel, it was girly, and it made me horny.

Sure, I hadn’t cum the night before, but…there was something about seeing my guy in a low heel that turned me on. And thinking about a real high heel, I started to get real turned on.

“So when are we going to get me some heels so I can practice running?”

Oh, Lordy, did I hold the mirth in. He thought he was going to hop into a pair of heels and start running. He didn’t understand that there is a curve, a big curve, to wearing a real pair of spikes. That’s something that women know, but men have no clue about.

“Oh, we can pick something up this week end,” I returned nonchalantly.

Then I told him how big he was, and how I needed a little loving, was he up for the task?

He had just cum the night before, and he was usually a three times a week man, which meant a day of rest, but I wasn't going to give him any rest.

“Well, I don’t know,” he said, “After all, we just did it last night.”

“Yeah, but it was you that did it. I didn’t even get my feet wet.”

“Yeah, but—“

We were in the kitchen, me standing at the sink finishing a dish, he was next to me, leaning his butt against the counter. I reached over and grabbed his cock.

“Uh!” he grunted.
I gripped that puppy right through his shorts, then I knelt down and reached up one of the legs. I snagged his pole and began to work it.

“Hey…uh…”

I undid his zipper, and pulled his cock out. He stopped protesting and started sighing.

I munched on that ding dong like it was a ding dong, with a white, creamy filling.

In truth, I thought I was going to have to lay back and spread, which I wouldn’t have minded, but I wanted to get him off with my hands and mouth, save my pussy for the heavy lifting later in the week.

As I bobbed on his dick I felt his legs give a quiver, always a good sign. I held his balls and gave them little squeezes. I reached up, snuck my hand under his tee, and played with his nipples.

Jim always like having his nipples played with. But, as I said, he’s always been a horny bastard, and he liked anything I could have done. Heck, I could have told him a toe was an erogenous zone and he would have started getting horny in his toes.

So I played, and sucked, and gobbled, and squeezed his balls rhythmically. He grabbed my head and fucked my face, which I usually didn’t like, but I was fine with it now that I was enacting my plan.

And he started to lurch a bit, to buck his hips.

I pulled back. He was in the mood now, so I pulled back and let his desire build.

I kept working him as I chewed on his lips.

He was moaning now, and I knew he was close. The heck with this day of rest thing.

“Can you cum right now? Big guy?”

He thrust his hips, drove his man meat into the circle of my fingers.

“Uh…uh….maybe…maybe…”

I redoubled my efforts. I dropped to my knees again and mouthed him. I pulled up his shaft with my lips. I even reached around and rimmed his asshole with my finger. And that was what did it.

Sometimes I wonder if Jim wants a little anal. Wants to feel like a woman, take it like a woman, because when I touch his asshole he shoots like a rocket, which he did right then and there.

“AH…AHHHH…AH!”

Rope after rope shot down my throat, and I happily guzzled it. I don’t always like swallowing, but these were special times.

My special times would come when he lost the games and I had him for a week.

Tuesday, and Charlene managed to get our game announcement into the local paper.

WAR OF THE SEXES

The guys and gals of the town’s mixed baseball league have finally tossed down the gauntlet. Playing as equals was apparently not good enough for our knuckleballers and bat swingers. On Saturday, 10:00 in the AM, the guys  will take on the girls, but there is a catch.

To offset any physical advantage our glorious guys have grudgingly agreed to play the game in…get this…HIGH HEELS!

In addition, there will be a special pencil skirt foot race, and a wrestling match.

That’s right, sports fans, one girl will take on one guy in a special grudge wrestling match, and the girls are appearing pretty darned confident.

So, will the guys dominate? Or will the gals pull the ultimate upset? Get your tickets now…proceeds will go to the Wounded Warrior Project.

I read the press release with satisfaction, and the phone rang. It was Charlene.

“Lois, guess what?”

“What?”

“The papers only been out for two hours, and the phones are off the hook with ticket orders.”

“Oh my gosh!” I blurted, and that’s when it hit me…this was going to be big.

It wasn’t going to be a 20 or 30 fans sitting in the stands and ignoring us while they drank beer…it was going to be a sold out, whomper stomper of a sports event.

Sure, it was just a couple of hours, and a few phone calls, but…I knew it! Bobby Riggs and Billie Jean…people are hungry for this sort of thing. There has always been a little bit of competition between the races.

On the surface it was just a friendly give and take between the loving two sides of the species.

Under the surface, and this was some place people don’t usually go, it was do or die, get tough and grit the teeth, give no quarter, our side can beat your side you dirty…mofos!

Probably best that this depth was usually not reached. After all, we are the same race, be it with dicks or tits, but somehow this game, and I felt it when Charlene called me and told me of the ticket sales, had reached the depths.

After we finished talking I sat at my desk, I work for a small finance company downtown, and thought about it.

Oddly, my first thoughts were about how maybe I had started something I shouldn’t have.

Then Georgina called, all excited because Charlene had called her.

Then Leslie called, and I got it.

It was game on.

It was root hog or die.

And it was going to be fun.

Heck, if enough people showed up we were going to buy a house for a Wounded Warrior. And I knew it was going to fill up.

Then my boss walked in. Annette is a grey haired matron with a great body and smiling lips. And the meanest, wickedest sense of humor I have ever seen.

“What’s the grin for, Lois?”

So I told her about game and the ticket sales, and she said, “You know, I bet I could get a couple of corporate sponsors.

My jaw dropped. “Are you serious?”

“Good cause. Let me make a few phone calls, but…”

“Yes?”

“Do you mind if I put a couple of signs on the field? A little advertising for us?”

“No problemo, Santa!”

She laughed, then she grew serious, “But there’s more to this than a simple game, isn’t there.”

We talked for a while then, about the differences between men and women, and how sometimes those differences are glorious, and sometimes they are a pain in the ass, and, I swear, I didn’t say anything…but she guessed it.

“You’ve got a side bet with your husband, don’t you?”

My stone face told her she was right and her face lit up.

“Come on, girl friend, tell me the good news.”

“Okay,” I begrudged, actually a little happy to tell the tale. “If the gals win I get to dress Jim for a week.”

“Oh, Lordy,” she breathed, her eyes getting all excited. “And he works for a realty, doesn’t he?”

“Yes.”

“Okay, here’s how it’s going to go down…” and she sat down and helped me flesh out plans for Jim’s comeuppance, and a nefarious sub plot that rocked my mind.

When we were done, all happy and giggly, she said, “Now it’s just up to you to win.”

I nodded.

“Then, girlfriend, you’d better win.”

And she was serious. And I felt a deep degree of seriosity come over me. And I knew she was right. And my competitive nature, in that moment, really rose up.
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