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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!
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A Note from the Author

Did you know I wouldn’t be a writer if it wasn’t for the COVID pandemic?

The pandemic put me out of business. I was broke, had no job, no prospects, and…I started writing.

I suppose I should have been out looking for work. But there was no work to be had.

So I wrote, and was surprised when the money started coming in.

Oh, it wasn’t a lot, but it was a start.

A couple of years later and I’m making a living. Zowie!

So when I write a story like this one, about pandemics and government plots and such…I feel like I’m giving back to that which made me a writer.

Isn’t that weird? Saying ‘thanks’ to a pandemic?

Remember, with the rain comes a rainbow.

And with tragedy comes opportunity.

Hope you enjoy this story, and…STAY HORNY!


Gracie


PART ONE

“Got to go.

James packed his suitcase quickly and efficiently. Shirts folded just so, packed here. Pants folded just so, packed there. Socks. Underwear. Ties.

“You’re going to miss Christmas.” Marsha said.

“World peace, baby.”

James was an interpreter for the state department. He spoke six languages so well he could speak them in pig latin and still understand them.

“So you’re going to Ukraine.”

“Negative. It’s a state secret.” Then he mouthed silently. ‘China.’

“Why China?”

He was in the bathroom, collecting tooth brush, shaver and all that stuff.

Yes, where he was going was a state secret, but unless it was really important he didn’t keep secrets from Marsha.

“Russia is threatening nukes.”

“So why not Russia?”

“Because China is threatening nukes if Russia uses nukes.”

“Holy crap. Should I head for the cabin?”

“Nah. It’s all politics. Everybody rattles sabers, then they come to an agreement. Part of the play.”

“You’d think they’d find a better way to play.”

James was packed now. He looked around, tried to figure out what he was forgetting.

Marsha asked, “When do you think you’ll be back?”

“I don’t know. I don’t think it’s going to be long, but…who knows?” He shrugged. Then he smiled. “Okay. I’ve got everything, car will be here in a half.”

Marsha smiled. “You’re not thinking what I think you’re thinking?”

“I might not see you for a week, or a month.”

“Just think how much you’ll miss me. All those lonely nights, laying in bed. Your poor weenie all sad and blue.”

“It’s my balls that will be blue if we don’t handle that right now.”

Marsha had a twisty grin on her face. “So I’m just supposed to lay down and spread my legs, you squirt your brains out, and then you hop in your car and take off.”

“Something like that.”

Marsha unbuttoned one of her buttons. “I think I’d rather you pined for me.” Another button.

“I get horny enough and I might find a girlfriend.”

“Oh, now he fights dirty.” Another button.

“All’s fair in love and war,” he gave a toothy grin and reached for Marsha.

Marsha jumped back. “Rape,” she whispered.

He laughed. “So that’s what you want!”

“I want to be ravaged. I want you to bite my nipples and savage my pussy. I don’t want to be able to walk for three days.”

“In short,” he said, making a grab and catching her this time, “You want me to fuck you stupid.”

Marsha ripped the last two buttons and threw off her shirt. Her bra was sturdy, and it was full. “I want you to fuck me until my IQ is three.”

“Oh, baby,” and he threw her on the bed.

“Eeeek!” Marsha yelped. She turned and tried to crawl across the bed.

James grabbed her by the skirt belt and pulled her back. He grabbed her legs and flipped her over.

“Scream all you want, my little popsicle. By the time you call the police I’ll be in China.”

“Popsicle? Did you just call me a popsicle?”

James was slender, but strong, and he pulled her panties off easily.

Marsha struggled, as if she was struggling against, but actually helping him remove her dainty underthings.

He dove on to her. He buried his head in her cleavage and reached under her. He made a motorboat sound, flapping his lips against her flesh, as he undid her bra.

She laughed. “You disgusting pig.”

He got up on his knees and looked down on her. He undid his belt and said, “Oink…oink.”

Then he swooped down on her, shoved his penis in her, and she stopped struggling.

“Oh, baby,” she murmured, holding his head and kissing his lips. She felt his warmth breath and tasted his moist mouth.

He felt her tits. Cupped them, ran his thumb over her erect nipples. She felt the rough slide of his thumbs and it excited her even more.

He stopped, raised his head and looked around. “Is that the doorbell!”

“You son of a bitch!” Marsha yelled. “You better finish what you started!”

He lowered himself and began to slowly, excruciatingly, do the in and out that she so loved. Their skin rubbed, and it was like two sticks making fire. Their flesh was heated, he was hard and she was wet, and he rammed and jammed and slammed. She humped and pumped and bumped, and she began to climb the mountain.

James was a considerate lover, and he took his time—the pick up car could wait—and he slid his penis through her vagina.

Marsha felt it comming, the waves of climax that would drown her in a surf of pleasure. She tried to relax, to let it happen, and it did.

“Fuck!” she moaned, and suddenly she was on a crest, flying over reality,  climbing, climbing, and…WOOOSH! She was swept away.

James grinned. HE knew when she was cumming, and he loved it. Making her cum always made his cum feel even better.

He drove into her rigid body, and while she was locked up, unable to think, he began to squirt.

“Oh…yes…yes!”

Then they were lying, him on her, breathing hard, and they both heard…BEEP BEEP!

The pick up car took James to Dulles International Airport. It was a pleasant ride, especially considering that his groin felt wonderful and relaxed.

At Dulles he hopped a private flight straight to Beijing. In Beijing, he was surprised when his group was taken to a railway. They could have flown directly to Wuhan Tianhe International Airport, but that is the way a communist country sometimes works.

Perhaps they wanted the group to see the splendor of the ancient country. Perhaps they just wanted the group to show up unfashionably late.

Whatever the reason, the group took the train to Wuhan.

Wuhan, which was once called Wuchang. Which once consisted of three separate towns that had grown together.

It was beautiful town, communist or not, and there were thousands of bridges connecting all parts of the city.

Arriving in Wuhan, however, the time for sight seeing was over. For the moment.

The Chinese  had chosen Wuhan for the big meeting because they wanted to remind the world of what they were capable of, for this was the place where Covid got it’s start.

James was rushed into the political dickerings without delay, and that was where it got interesting…and boring.

The Chinese would come out with some bizarre proposal. He would translate, even as his people had English copies of the demands.

For instance, Ukraine must rename itself as ‘The People’s Republic of the Ukraine.’

And, Russia must enter into a trade agreement with China, using Chinese currency. Chinese currency was notorious for being devalued.

The hard part was that James could have answered directly and saved a lot of time. But he wasn’t a politician and was forbidden to say anything except what his bosses said he could say.

And his bosses were about as bright as the Chinese bosses.

So, long days of blathering, followed by longer days waiting while their bosses crafted their inane answers to inaner demands.

After a week one of his counterpart translators, one whom James had struck up a mild friendship, made a suggestion. “You would like to go to the Wuhan labs?”

James was fascinated. The home of Covid. He had to check in with his seniors, and, surprisingly, they thought it was a good idea.

He was given a tiny camera and told to ‘knock himself out.’

So on a Saturday morning, after a boringly, long week, James and Wing Ping Poo (that was really his name!) headed across town.

They enjoyed the many bridges, they sauntered through the meat market, and they came to the large, brick building that is WIV. The Wuhan Institute of Virology.

“You are very fortunate to be allowed to visit WIV,” explained Wing Ping. “WIV is very off limits since Covid.” Oddly, Wing seemed a little bit nervous when he said this.

They entered the building, were passed through security rather easily, which was a surprise, and toured the labs.

The place was a showcase for level four bio labs. Everything was sharp and shiny with lots of security features. In an odd moment of truthfulness, Wing said, “We have, of course, upgraded this facility since the unfortunate accident.

James didn’t bother trying to take pictures. As a matter of fact, he had left the camera with the security personnel. He had no interest in becoming an international incident.

They toured for a couple of hours, James had many questions, and he couched them politely and accepted answers easily.

Finally, the tour was over, and the two men sauntered back over the bridges. They stopped at a restaurant and Wing ordered a feast for them. It was delicious, one of the finest meals James had ever had. the only odd thing was when Wing said, “I took you there because I had to.”

It was a subtle, apologetic statement, and James concealed his frown well.

Why would China want him to travel a secure installation, and why would Wing suddenly apologize.

James found out why within the week.

James sent texts to his wife daily. Often many times daily. He made veiled innuendo as to what he was going to do to her when he returned. The messages managed to be subtle, yet quite salacious.

Marsha loved her messages. She even jilled off to a couple of them. She missed her husband so much.

Then, two weeks into the meeting in Wuhan, one week after James had toured the WIV labs, the messages stopped.

One day, and Marsha was panicked. She began calling people in the government to ask after James. Every inquiry was met with a polite ‘know nothing’ response…James must be very busy. Thank you.

Marsha began to fret.

James awoke feeling like shit. He didn’t think about the labs, not at all, because that had been a week previous.

Protocol indicated he should immediately report any ‘mishap.’ He did.

He lay in bed in his hotel room, pulled covers over himself, and shivered.

Oddly, the hotel doctor showed up before the American doctor.

James was dizzy by now, and dazed, and because of this he didn’t fend the doctor off.

The doctor took his vitals, and a blood sample, and nodded to the American doctor as he left the room.

“How do, James?”

“Got the crud, doc.”

“Okay,” the doctor whipped out his stethoscope and managed the feat of asking questions as he listened to heart beats.

“Food poisoning?”

“I eat in the restaurant downstairs. Except last week one of the Chinese translators took me to a restaurant.

The doc took down data, including the name of the restaurant, and continued his exam.

“Shortness of breath? Headache? How severe? Sense of smell okay?”

On and on went the questions. Illness in China, during high level negotiations, were treated seriously.

James spent the next seven days in the hotel room. There was some discussion as to whether he should go to a hospital, but it was decided not.

His cell phone was confiscated because the leaders of his contingent didn’t want any news of anything going out.

The confiscation of his phone made James very miserable. He was used to texting at all times of the day, and Marsha’s answers kept him in a high state of mind.

Still, rules were rules.

After seven days the fever broke. On the eighth day James woke up, felt a bit woozy, but okay.

Still, he was quarantined, and that was that.

And that was the day he came face to face with the real effects of his ‘illness.’

James slid out of bed. He was wearing boxers and pajamas to stay extra warm, and he wavered for a moment, getting used to being on his feet for the first time in a week.

He sighed, steadied himself, and walked slowly to the bathroom.

Amenities in China, in a top tier hotel, are much the same as amenities in America. Nice shower with good hot water. Toilet. Sink. Shelves with fluffy towels, lots of toilet paper under the sink.

James took off his pajama tops and looked at himself in the mirror. He had lost weight during the past week. He was slender to begin with, but now he was skinny. Except for his chest, which seemed to have some thickness to it.

He yawned, splashed water on his face, and took his pajama bottoms off. Even his legs looked a bit skinny. And, oddly, they seemed less hairy than they had been. Not that he was super hairy, but now he was a little less hairy.

He looked at his chest again. Hunh! Less hair there, too. If he was any judge of his own hair. He felt his pectorals, and they felt sort of…’spongy.’ Weird.

He turned towards the shower and opened the door. He turned the hot waster on and pulled off his boxers. He stepped into the hot shower and sighed. First shower in a week, and he felt grody.

He soaped his underarms, his chest. There was a long handle brush there and he even soaped his back. He was starting to feel a bit human finally.

He bent slightly to soap his groin area. And froze.

He rinsed soap off, then bent over and examined himself.

His balls…they seemed…smaller. He hefted them, felt them, and…they sure felt smaller.

Then his attention turned to his dick.

Men’s penises, when they are not being used, tend to stay in a relatively shrunken state. James’ penis was in that shrunken state.

But it should ‘unshrink’ when he started handling it.

It should, but it didn’t. He began to shake it, to stroke it, to bounce it. He even slapped his penis.

Nothing.

It was the size of a Vienna sausage, and it wasn’t going to get any bigger.

James didn’t panic. Too much.

His heart racing, he followed protocol and called the doctor.

Oddly, the Chinese doctor, the same one that had seen him before, who he assumed to be a hotel doctor, showed up within minutes. The doctor tapped his knees, listened to his heart, took a blood sample, and examined his penis.

Oddly, the doctor put on a face mask prior to handling his penis.

James watched the man hold his thing. The Chinese doctor had small hands, but that didn’t help the matter. His penis still looked small, and wouldn’t become erect.

James talked to the doctor in Chinese, but the doctor merely smiled and gave him the equivalent of ‘take two aspirins and call me in the morning.

Unfortunately, the next morning, when the shit hit the fan, the Chinese doctor was nowhere to be found.

Two hours after the Chinese doctor left the American doctor showed up.

Again with the listening to the heart, the blood sample, and the handling of the penis.

“Doc, I’ve never had trouble getting it up. And…it looks so small!”

The doctor felt his penis, palpated various points in his groin area, and was less communicative than the Chinese doctor.

Another week in isolation.

And, the doctor stopped coming to see him. Another doctor took his place, and this doctor entered his room wearing a hazmat suit and a very efficient face mask.

“Where’s Doctor Fitzgerald?” asked James.

“He’s busy,” came the brusque reply.

Stethoscope, blood sample, and…very scary…a biopsy from his penis.

A fucking biopsy!

The doctor put a needle in his dick and extracted material.

It didn’t feel good, and at the end of the exam James demanded his phone back.

Nope.

He demanded to see his boss, or his boss’s boss.

There was some delay on that, and when James got dressed and tried to leave the room he found the door locked. He pounded on it, and when it was opened he took a step back in surprise. There was a plastic sheet over his door. And two marines, fully armed, facing him.

Not facing out, to protect him from an outside attack, but facing in, to prevent him…prevent him…from what?

Escape.

Now James knew he was in trouble.

Marsha was going crazy. She expected little glitches in international communications, but nothing like this.

She was refused communication when she called the hotel. And the switchboard operator for the hotel James was staying at sounded suspiciously military.

“Yes, ma’am. No, Ma’am.” And that was all.

She called up James’ Washington boss, and received a song and dance.

She tried calling airports, hospitals, the police station in Wuhan. She called agencies in Washington, and even the media.

And learned nothing.

Now she wasn’t jilling happily off. Now she was terribly worried, and there was absolutely nothing she could do about it.

Another week of isolation. James was going crazy. He had a television, and he understood Chinese in several dialects, but there was nothing on the TV worth watching.

If people in the US thought their 500 programs and nothing worth watching was bad, they had never experienced the communist equivalent.

Still, time passed.

James had his meals brought in, slid under the plastic sheet covering his door, but he wasn’t gaining any weight back.

In fact, over the next week, in spite of eating, it looked like he lost  more weight.

He requested a scale, and it was delivered. He had weighed 160 pounds. He was 5 foot ten. Now he weighed 130 pounds, and…to frighten him even further, he was shorter.

He didn’t have a measuring stick, but…he felt shorter. Or the lamps in the room were higher. And he had never heard of a lamp growing a couple of inches.

His penis, if anything, was smaller. And it still wasn’t getting erect. And his balls felt smaller.

WTF?

Three weeks, and his boss rang him on the phone.

“What the hell is going on?” James tried to keep the alarm out of his voice.

“We’re not sure, James. It looks like you caught some sort of virus.”

Images flashed through James’ mind. Touring WIV. Eating at the restaurant. And…the weird apology from his counterpart.

James overcame a desire to be silent and asked, “How are the negotiations going?”

“They’ve been called off.”

Now James knew the shit had hit the fan. A lot of shit, with a fan too small to handle the overload. Politicians lived for talk, and the talk had been canceled.

“Has everybody gone home?”

“Some. Some of the guys are, uh, in your position.”

“Shrinking dicks.”

His boss said nothing. Merely watched James with a judging eye.

“So when do I get to go home?”

“Not for a while.”

“They’re afraid that whatever I have can be brought home.”

His boss said nothing.

“I want a phone.”

“No.”

“If I don’t get a phone I’m going to rip through this plastic and…”

James stopped talking because the two marines ‘guarding him’ touched their holsters.

“So I’m a prisoner.”

“James. I’m sorry. But—“

“Without due process.”

“We’re working as hard as we can. You’re a medical problem, that changes all sorts of things.”

James nodded. “Believe it or not, I actually understand.”

At home, Marsha was totally going crazy. She talked to  anybody and everybody, and the government came by and suggested that she be circumspect. That was the word they used.

So she was. She knew how governments worked, and she knew that advice to be ‘circumspect’ was a threat of some sort.

She would just have to be patient.

One month, and James got a hard on. It was two inches long, and very ferocious. It was as if his penis was trying to make up for a month of being soft.

Or maybe for being small.

James called the doctor, and this time the Chinese doctor didn’t show up first.

“This is a good sign, James.” The doctor took his blood, listened with a stethoscope, and actually smiled.

Smiled through his hazmat suit.

“So how soon before I get to go home?”

“Actually, a week might be reasonable. No guarantees, of course.”

“Of course.”

And the doctor packed his bag.

The next day James was given his cell phone back. It had no charge, and he plugged it in and waited an hour, biting his nails and worrying.

As he sat on the couch he noticed himself in the reflection of the window.

He was skinny. His hair was long. Not just ‘I didn’t get a haircut’ long, but…female long.

Hell, he could have braided it.

And he wasn’t just skinny. He was thick in the chest. Real thick.

In fact, he had noticed that his pectorals were swelling.

And his nipples hurt.

Still, he had a phone.

Tootle de toot!

Marsha ran for her phone.

James number!

Her hands trembling, she clicked it on.

“James?”

“Oh, baby. Am I glad to hear your voice.”

“James! What has been happening? Why haven’t you called me?”

James considered how much he could say. His phone would be hacked, that was a given. So he had to be…circumspect.

“I got sick, honey. That was all.”

“But nobody would say anything! Nobody would tell me anything!”

“I know. It’s a political thing. Nobody wants to screw up a political meeting.”

“James, the meeting was called off. People are already home.”

“Well, don’t worry. I’ll be home in a few days. The doctor said maybe a week.”

“Oh, thank God!”

They continued talking, but both were being careful. Marsha didn’t know what was happening, but from the careful way James was talking she had better be careful.

Ten days later, a week plus a convoluted flight schedule—apparently some countries were putting in heavy restrictions as to who could, or couldn’t, travel into their countries—James got off a military flight at the Andrews Air Force base.

He felt weak, and he rolled his suitcase slowly. He had pulled his hair back, and he was given a ride by a senior airman. An hour after setting foot on American soil he was walking up the walk to his house.

“James!” Marsha dashed out of the house. She hadn’t even taken the time to put on shoes and her bare feet pattered on the walk.

James smiled tiredly and braced for impact. He was so weak now he had to brace for her hug.

Marsha wrapped her arms around him and her tears soaked into his jacket, and he realized that he was only an inch taller than her now.

And he wasn’t much thicker than her.

Marsha cried for a while, then walked him into the house.

At last, alone, and she demanded his story.

James told her about getting sick, what it felt like, and the stall the doctors had put on him. He even told her about the tour of WIV and what the Chinese translator had said to him.

Marsha listened, and at the end she said, “There’s something weird going on here, too.”

“What do you mean?”

“There’s talk of a new Covid. People are wearing masks again, there’s travel restrictions, businesses are closing, it’s the old Covid stuff all over again.”

James shook his head, and Marsha suddenly reached up and pulled his hair out.

“Oh, my God!”

“That’s not the only thing,” James mumbled. He was sitting opposite her on a couch, and he looked up through his long tresses.”

“What?”

“My, uh…my penis has shrunk.” And he added, “Badly.”

“Your, what?”

Gulping, now suddenly more scared than he had been his whole time at Wuhan, he stood up and undid his pants.

He lowered his boxers.

His penis, hard as a pencil, and not much bigger, stuck out.

Marsha gasped.

“It shrunk, and it wasn’t hard for a month, but now it’s hard all the time.”

“Oh…what…what…”

She reached out and touched his little penis.

James jerked, and shivered. It might be small, but it still had the same number of nerves and nerve endings. A sexual shock ran through his body.

She held it in her hand and stared at it. It was so small. It was only an inch and a half long, and it looked more like her clitoris than a penis.

“What happened?” Her voice shook and her mental process was dazed.

“The sickness,” he said. The doctors don’t think it’s going to grow back.”

“And your balls! Where are they?”

“They got so small, and they seem to have retracted into the space, the place where they descended from when I grew up.”

“Oh, my God! James…James…” she looked up at him with horror in her eyes. “This is bad!”

“I know,” he burbled, suddenly losing control of his ability to speak. “I don’t…we can’t…there’s…”

Holding his penis in her hands, or rather her fingers, she leaned forward and fell against him. She began to cry.

“I’m sorry, honey. I’m sorry.”

The first days home were a trial for James and Marsha. They couldn’t look at each other without thinking about his lost manhood. At odd times they would cry, just stop what they were doing and sob.

James tried making phone calls. He called his bosses in the State Department. He asked for answers, demanded answers, but the state department was, as usual, saying nothing.

He called doctors and hospitals endlessly, but none of them offered any hope, or even any knowledge of what had happened to him.

James didn’t mind when they went silent when he was on the inside, but now, on the outside of the governmental process, he felt the frustration that a normal citizen feels when they try to get the government to do anything, to answer for anything, to even have the slightest polite response to a question.

He stopped making phone calls when one of the secretaries whispered to him that his boss was sick, that he had contacted a sexual problem.

The innuendo was an STD, but James knew better than that. His boss had a shrinking dick.

And there were hints in the newspapers. Again, everybody referred to the problem as an STD, but James, having gone through the sickness, knew better.

A month after he got home, thoroughly frustrated with his government, James walked out of the bedroom, and the next cruel blow came.

He was wearing a bathrobe, it dangled open a little, only tied at the waist to hide his shrinking weenie. Marsha looked at him and said, “I think you need a bra.”

James stopped and opened his robe. He had been trying to deny it. He had tried to lie to himself. But the fact was simple: he was growing breasts.

“Oh,” he said, looking down at himself.

Marsha had become dour. Her expression was sad but resigned. Her man was no longer a man.

“I’ll get you one.”

She walked past him, shuffled past him, and returned a minute later. She handed him a bra.

James took the bra, figured it out, and put it on.

His boobs were near as big as hers. At least, her bra fit him nicely.

He turned to look at himself in a window reflection.

His body was slender, and his ass was starting to swell, and his hair was so long that Marsha had considered styling it.

James had considered styling it himself, and he had done what he could with a hairbrush and water, but he needed help.

“Come on, honey. Sit down by the window here and I’ll brush your hair.”

James sat, and his eyes gleamed with tears hiding in the corners.

Marsha brushed his hair. Slicked a little water on it, then sprayed it.

Watching her in the foyer mirror, James was struck by how feminine he was starting to look.

She showed him how to turn the brush to make curls and flips, then she sprayed it with a bit of hair spray.

“All I need is the lipstick. Even my lips are changing.”

Everything was changing. His skin was softer, his ass was bigger.

He had tits.

His sense of smell was changing, and he didn’t even smell like a man.

His eyes were changing shape, becoming larger, more dewy.

“What are we going to do?” asked James.

Marsha had been brushing his hair, now she was leaning against him from the rear, holding him. Her breasts were pressed against his back.

James turned and…kissed her.

For the first time in a long time, they kissed. And there was excitement.

His dick was always hard, he had balls. He wasn’t producing as much testosterone, but he was producing a little.

And Marsha was simply starved for affection. She wanted to be held, to be loved, and in her mind she had come to the point where she didn’t care if her man was feminine, or if he was girly.

James placed his hand on her breast and she gulped and gasped and pressed against him harder.

“Oh, baby.” He sounded ludicrous, saying his endearment like a man yet looking like a woman.

She didn’t care. Now her hands were all over him, feeling his breasts, working at the fastening on his bra, grabbing his teeny weeny.

They stood together, and James realized he couldn’t carry her, like he used to.

That was okay. Arms around each other, their mouths pressed together, they made their way down the hallway to the bedroom.

It was hard to say who threw who, but they wound up on the bed. They struggled out of their clothes and were rapacious in their actions.

Marsha slid down to his groin and took his hard dick in her mouth. It was small, no trouble deep throating now, and she gobbled at the little thing. She sucked and pressed up against his nuts. They were in his body now, but he felt the pressure and groaned.

“Come on, honey. Cum!” she moaned.

He tried, but he couldn’t. It felt good, he was excited, but the trigger never clicked. He grunted, and she scooted up and tried to get him into her pussy.

He was too small. It stuck into her soft flesh, rippled against the lip of her pussy, but it didn’t penetrate.

Terribly frustrated, James did what he could do; he went down on her. He used his mouth, and she groaned as she felt his soft lips push across her pussy. They were plumper now, and they felt so different.

Then he used his fingers. He inserted two and hooked her G spot.

Marsha tilted her hips up and held his wrist. “More,” she muttered.

Three fingers, and he grew rougher. He jammed his fingers into her, and she felt his knuckles ripple over the rim of her pussy.

“Oh, yeah!” She moaned.

After a minute she was close. She held to him, gasping, and the orgasm swept up over her. Her body locked up and her hips kept jerking forward.

James kept up his pressure, running his fingers in and out, and then she broke. She slammed her legs together and hunched forward. It was a violent cum, a great cum, and she sobbed with the intensity of it.

Then it was over.

She lay back and James took his fingers out of her.

“Oh, God!” she said. “Oh, God!”

They lay next to each other, held each other.

“You didn’t cum?”

“No,” he said.

“You can’t?”

“No.”

“That must be so frustrating.”

“It is.”

He stood up and walked over to the window. He parted the drapes and looked out, not caring that the world would see him for what he was. A man with boobs and no penis.

Almost a woman.

After a minute he turned to her. “We need to find out what happened.”


PART TWO

James had gone to several doctors, and several hospitals. He had been poked and prodded, thumped and listened to. And he had gotten nothing.

What he had found out, however, was that George Washington Hospital was the center of activity. When all the data was taken he invariably heard somebody say, or saw it written down, ‘take this data to GW.

GW being George Washington.

GW was a big hospital. It was modern having been built after 9/11. It handled some 75,000 patients a year.

And it had been designated as the major hospital for this new COVID-STD, as the news media was calling the new sickness.

Nobody was talking about shrunken dicks yet, but…GW was the place to go to find out about it.

James headed for the hospital on a Tuesday morning.  Weekend shootings were over, the hospital wasn’t crowded, and he was hoping he could something out.

He entered the hospital at seven o’clock. Shifts wold be changing, and hopefully things would be lax.

He stepped up to the entrance counter and asked to be seen.

“Your condition, sir?”

“I think I’ve got COVID-STD.”

The nurse didn’t look up. “What makes you think that?”

Without blinking, James said, “My penis has shrunk.”

James filled out a form, and prepared to sit down and wait. Instead, he was called almost immediately.

He walked up, handed in his clipboard, and was admitted to a small exam room.

The doctor came in, wearing a hazmat suit. He asked James questions, listened to his heart and his breathing, asked to see his penis.

James showed him.

More questions.

Then, amazingly, the doctor said, “We have some medication that has proven quite promising. Take it for a month and you’ll likely recover fully.”

James knew the doctor was lying through his teeth. Simply, James was used to high level negotiations. He had gone through many a debriefing, and been questioned often as to which politician was telling the truth. His opinion, as a person versed in the language used, was valued. And he had learned, through history after negotiations, when somebody was lying, and when they were telling the truth.

The doctor was lying. Blatantly. Without even blinking.

The doctor filled out the prescription form and handed it to James. “Take this to the pharmacy.”

James took the prescription, thanked the doctor, and had no option but to leave the exam room.

Walking towards the pharmacy, he wondered why all the lying. There could be several reasons, but…why?

At the pharmacy he collected his pills, then left the hospital.

Thirty pills, thirty days, and there didn’t seem to be anything special about the pills.

On a hunch, he dropped them off at a lab with a request for the contents. He didn’t even make it out the door before a technician called to him.

“Yes?”

“These are sugar pills.”

James blinked. “Sugar? Are you sure?”

“I’d put them in my coffee. I’ll still run the analysis if you want, but…they’re sugar.”

James nodded. “Yes, please run the analysis. And…yes.”

“Sugar?” Marsha’s eyes were wide. “Why would they give you sugar pills and tell you you’re going to be returned to normal? How can sugar pills make your penis large again?”

“They can’t. And I’ve got to get into that hospital.”

At first Marsha wanted to be the one to infiltrate the hospital. After all, she was the real woman.

By this time, however, one couldn’t tell that James wasn’t a woman. And he knew more about what he was looking for than Marsha did.

So the next morning they got up an hour early and Marsha made him up as a woman.

It didn’t take much making up.

His body was already female, and so was his face. A little cleanse and primer, foundation and blush, and then the fine work of making up his eyes, and he was as female as anybody. Any woman, that is.

Marsha drove over to the staff entrance to the hospital and dropped him off.

“I’ll have the computer on. Send me anything and everything. And let me know if you’re caught.”

He looked at her. “If I’m caught what will you do?”

“Everything will go on the lap top, and I’ll head for the cabin upstate.”

James nodded.

He walked up the drive to the staff entrance. There was nobody there, security wise, and doctors and nurses were entering and leaving the building freely.

James slid in behind a group of nurses and followed them to a locker room. Inside the locker room he filched a card and a stethoscope. He was now named Diane Boswell, and he had a bunch of letters in front of his name.

Once in, he encountered almost no security. The hospital had the front door well guarded, but past that they were very lax. He wandered here and there. He tried to be logical, but it was a big place.

And he couldn’t find anything out. He just wandered around and avoided nurses and doctors and looked for some sort of clue, or reason.

Until he stepped onto an elevator.

Two doctors were in intense discussion. They were secretive, and one of them was holding a binder. On the binder was the legend, ‘Operation Shrink Wrap.’

He managed to get a picture of the binder, all skewed and partially hidden by a forearm, and he sent it to Marsha.

Finally, after a day of wandering, he returned  home.

“What did you find out?”

“Operation Shrink Wrap. It’s taking up a whole floor, a top floor, and nobody is talking about it.

“You’ve got to get into records. They’ll have something.”

“I went there, they had nothing. Apparently Operation Shrink Wrap is hush hush, and they secure records at another location.”

Another location, but which one? That was the question.

With no way to find out James tried an end run. He went in to work.

He worked  at the Department of Diplomatic Security, at a small facility off Pennsylvania Ave. Not near the White House.

On this day he dressed as a male. He had to scrub off all make up, and he wore an especially tight brassiere. His hair was pulled back tightly and put under a cap. Then he went to work.

James presented his card and made his way through security easily. Which was surprising, as with the new COVID-STD he expected security around the world to be tightened to the max.

He headed upstairs and entered his office. He locked the door.

His office was a small, not much more than a phone booth, but he had a computer that was linked to the government network.

The problem was that he didn’t think that government was going to put Operation Shrink Wrap on the menu.

Still, there were ways.

He tried a few. He typed in search terms. He sent out a few feelers to people he knew. He got nowhere.

Sighing. Sitting back in his chair, he decided there was only one way to go about this.

He picked up his cell and tapped in a number.

George Sanchez.

George Sanchez was a hacker par excellence. He had hacked his way through all sort of security procedures, into all sorts of businesses, but when he broke into the Federal Reserve they caught him.

Not that he would have stolen anything. Not George.

George was put in the State Department and told to look for hackers.

It was a nothing gig for George, and he caught them by the handful. He especially caught Ukrainians. Which was odd because the US was backing the Ukraine.

He was surprised when he caught the phone call from the translator he had barely met.

“George. This is James, upstairs. We met at the Christmas party.”

George remembered. Nice guy, but a square. And George picked up on the nuance that James wasn’t using last names or department labels. Hmm.

“What can I do for you?”

“I’ve got a problem which might interest you. Could you spare one of your busy minutes and help a guy out?”

George could. George could spare a lot of minutes because it was getting very tiring to bust hackers. They were so simple.

George walked into James’ office. He was skinny, a geek, with thick glasses.

“Hi.”

James wasted no time. “There’s something called Operation Shrink Wrap. Apparently they’re pretty secret. Can you find it?”

“You want me to find it on your computer or mine?”

James thought about that.

“Somebody else’s.”

George smiled. “Give me ten.” He turned and left the room.

He didn’t go far, just three offices down. It was the office of one Henry Smith. Henry had been let go a month before, and his office was empty. Except for his computer.

George say down, cracked his knuckles, and went to work.

Seeing a hacker work is quite interesting. They type fast, enter commands that make no sense, and chuckle every once in a while. It’s almost like the movies, but faster.

Twenty minutes later George opened James’ door and stuck his head in. “Sending you a file. Print it, erase it, and hope nobody comes to see you.”

George closed the door.

James opened his email, printed a file right off the email platform, then erased the email.

He put the print out in a folder, stood up and headed for the door. And stopped.

A racket in the hall. Lots of feet moving past his door.

He waited until the stampede was past, then cracked the door.

A squad of what looked like SWAT, or HRT, were charging into the office of Henry Smith.

Uh oh.

James slipped out of his office and walked to the elevator. Then, not wanting to be caught in a box, he took the stairs.

He heard somebody yelling ‘Hey!’ Then he was taking the steps, three at a time, all the way to the ground floor.

He walked out the front door, right past all the security. The folder was tucked into the back of his belt and covered by his coat.

Zippity do dah.

James returned home to find Marsha perched in front of the TV. She looked up at James. “Big news. They’re talking about men turning into women.

James sat down and watched.

…government’s trying to track down patient zero. That would be the first person to contract this disease.

James turned pale. “That’s me.”

“What?”

“Of course. I toured the labs. They gave the disease to me.”

“By why?”

“Because they wanted to. I don’t know.”

“Should you go to the newspapers?”

“The mainstream media? We all know they’re just the Department of Propaganda.”

Marsha put her hands on his and asked, “What should we do?”

James said, “Read operation Shrink Wrap.”

His hands shaking, he lifted up the folder, then stopped. “But first we have to get out of here.”

“The cabin?”

“Not yet. Let’s get what we need packed.”

“But where do we go?”

“Johnny’s place.”

Johnny was Marsha’s brother, and he was out of town, and would be for a month. What was even better, he lived behind them. They could, if they were sneaky, simply carry their suitcases, whatever else they needed, through the back gate and into his house.

Marsha packed all her lingerie into a couple of shopping bags. James trotted them to Johnny’s house, then came back for more.

All female clothes, documents, a stash of bills, and they were done.

Now ensconced in Johnny’s house, James locked the back gate, threw dirt on it and rubbed it in to hide the fact that it had been opened in recent days, and headed inside.

He was just in time. He had no more closed the door than people looking like SWAT, or maybe HRT, crept through his back yard. He and Marsha peeked through curtains and watched as their home was breached and invaded.

James closed the curtains and they sat down, their backs to the wall, and breathed a sigh of relief.

“They’ll eventually come here, but not for a few days.”

“I hope not. Shall we looked at the report you found?”

They sat at the dining room table and began perusing the report, and in a matter of minutes they were stunned out of their gourds. They had never imagined…they had never thought…

Marsha cooked dinner. It was simple, hot dogs and beans, and not much. Neither felt like eating. Not after what they had found out.

“What will we do?”

“Whatever we do…it has to be quick.”

Later that night, sleeping in Johnny’s bed, they held each other, and Marsha cried.

Man Turns into Woman!

That was the headline when they awoke the next day. It was accompanied by a picture of James.

James and Marsha ate cereal and listened as the news painted him as a fugitive responsible for knowingly bringing COVID-STD to America.

“How can they lie like that?”

James was more worldly in that respect. “First thing politicians do is always cover their ass. And knowing what we know…they’ve almost got to attack me. They undoubtedly know I have ‘Operation Shrink Wrap,’ and they want to shut me up before I can speak.”

“But that’s so unfair! It’s un-American!”

“America was sold out long ago.”

There wasn’t much that Marsha could say to that.

“However, on the bright side, they forgot one thing.”

“What’s that?”

“They are showing pictures of me as a male. They don’t have any of me as a female, so all I have to do to avoid capture is be a female.” And James smiled.

Marsha really went to work on James now. His survival depended on how female he could be.

She didn’t just put make up on him, she taught him how to apply it, how to fix it, what kinds of make up…everything.

And James soaked it up.

Oddly, he liked it. He couldn’t be a male any more, so why not be a woman?

He learned which dresses worked, which wouldn't, how to coordinate outfits, what accouterments to wear with what outfit.

And, he learned how to walk in high heels.

He walked all through Johnny’s house. First in inch high heels, then two inch, then three inch.

He learned to walk on a line and let his fanny sway.

He learned how to put his foot down just right so he could make his heels click.

He learned how to cross his legs, how to get into cars, what hand motions he had to make, and a thousand other things.

It wasn’t just a matter of do a few things and everybody will think you’re female, it was a matter of learning to undo a lifetime of male-ism and create entirely new female habits.

And while they transformed him into a full time woman, they watched the activities in their own house. FBI agents. Teams of heavily armored military types.

The government really wanted him.

“Okay,” he said, getting up from the computer. “I’m done.”

Marsha took the sheaf of papers and read them. It was his story, from being called on to translate, to discovering what Project Shrink Wrap was.

And after his story was a copy of Project Shrink Wrap.

Actually, copies. They had ten boxes, ten copies, an extra one to keep with them, and they hid the original story in Johnny’s attic.

“Do you think it will work?”

“Maybe.”

“Do you think we’ll be alive in a week?”

He looked at her and sighed. “Honestly, I don’t know.”

They stared at each other, then she said, “I want to have sex with you.”

He looked at her quizzically. It was obvious she wasn’t just talking about him doing her.

“I can fuck you.”

He tilted his head to the side.

“I have a strap on.”

“A strap on?”

“Is there an echo here?”

“You want to…to do me? With a strap on?”

“Why not. You’ve been giving me sex without complaint. Maybe this will work for you. Maybe I can show you how a woman makes love.”

“Well, I don’t—“

“Look. We have a feast tonight. I got a couple of steaks out of the freezer. We’ll eat steaks and mashed potatoes, and maybe some ice cream, and we’ll drink some of Johnny’s good bourbon, and then…who knows. Maybe you’ll get lucky.” She smiled happily.

James considered. He was always a woman now, but there was always that bit of inner frustration tempering any happiness he had.

“What kind of bourbon is it?”

“Blanton's Gold Edition Bourbon Whiskey.”

“How much is that a bottle?”

“$350.”

“Fuck! But will you care if I mix it with Coke?”

“Honey, you can mix it with pig piss if you lay down and spread your legs for me.”

It was exactly the right thing to say, and they laughed, and then James went to get the bourbon out of Johnny’s cellar. Marsha went to the kitchen to start their celebratory meal.

What would you like your last meal on earth to be? That is a question people sometimes ask, and they talk about the convict who ordered Kentucky Fried Chicken..

Johnny read the tasting notes for the bottle of Blanton’s.

‘Strong vanilla on the nose with dried fruit, dark chocolate, honeyed notes and cereal. The palate is rich with caramel, charred oak and subtle peppery spice. The finish is lingering and pleasantly sweet.’

Then he read a review:

‘Very enjoyable. The vanilla aroma is obvious at the crack of the seal and the taste is one of a kind.’

He smiled when he cracked the seal on the bottle, and he took a straight sip.

Fuck! It was good. It really did taste like vanilla, and it slid down his throat smooth and easy. Then it popped into his belly and said ‘hello.’

“No Coke,” he decided. He brought the bottle up and poured a snifter for Marsha and brought the bottle up to the kitchen.

Marsha sipped, and her eyes lit up. “So that’s what the good stuff tastes like!”

They sat on the island counter and watched the steaks sizzle. After a while, the steaks nearly done, Marsha made instant mashed potatoes. Then they sat down and ate.

The steaks were perfect, and the grease poured over the potatoes and thick pats of butter were truly ambrosia of the Gods.

“Why don’t you get out the ice cream. I’ve got to get something.”

Johnny had several types of ice cream in the freezer, and James decided on vanilla with cookie dough. He dished up a couple of large bowls.

Marsha came back, and she was naked except for a bra and the strap on.

James looked down at her crotch and felt a momentary misgiving.

“That’s pretty damn big,” he whispered.

“And when I’m done with you you’ll be big,” she quipped.

Her irreverence relaxed him, made him chuckle. “Well, if you can take it, then so can I.”

“That’s the spirit.”

They sat at the kitchen table and ate ice cream and sipped heaping helpings of bourbon. They were close enough to kiss, and they did so. A lot.

Tomorrow was going to be the start of the end. Or something like that.

Today was their last chance to just be regular folks.

As regular as a guy with tits and a teeny weeny and a girl with a strap on could be.

Ice cream gone, a bit drunk because of the high class bourbon, they walked up the stairs to the bedroom.

“This is pretty sexy,” Marsha noted. “Now I know why guys like to have big, old swinging dicks between their legs.”

“And I’m a little excited by what you’re about to do to me.”

“You realize that after this I’ll be the man, and you’ll be the woman?”

James nodded. “But I don’t see any other course.”

They entered the bedroom, held each other, sipped bourbon, and were happy.

They were apart from COVID-STD, at least for a while, and from a world ruled by cruel and dishonest people.

“We’re about the same size now,” James observed.

“Height wise. Your boobs are bigger. I never thought I’d have a case of boob envy for my husband.”

“I never thought I’d have boobs.”

“Pretty cool, isn’t it?”

He nodded. “Now that I’m used to it, yeah. Pretty cool.”

They placed their glasses on the dresser and Marsha said, “Crawl up on the bed and show me your ass.”

“You’re so subtle,” he chuckled as he mounted the bed.

Marsha had a tube of lube on the little. table next to the bed. She squirted a big glob in her hand and rubbed it into James’ ass.

“Oh, fuck,” he said.

“Feels pretty good, eh?”

“This is liable to be fun.”

“I think we’re going to finally get you off.”

James was on all fours. His dress was up over his hips and he had lost his panties.

Marsha stared at his brown hole and inserted a finger.

James groaned and wiggled his ass.

“Take it easy, honey. Let me do the work. You just lay there and take it.”

He nodded. And gulped.

Marsha pushed lube into his ass and used two fingers to spread it around the rim. Then she slipped in three fingers and began opening James up.

At first James was tense. They had never played with his butthole, but he rapidly figured out how to relax.

“How you doing, honey?”

“Good,” he breathed. His head was hanging slightly and his back started to twitch and ripple.

“You’re doing good. Just keep relaxing.”

“Okay,” he gulped.

After a few minutes of making him feel good Marsha moved forward and touched the tip of her dildo to his asshole.

“Oh, God,” James muttered, then she slid it into him.

James eyes opened wide. He was stunned. He was filled. He felt good.

Marsha placed her hands on his hips and began to gently saw in and out.

James grunted, and moaned.

“Pretty good, eh?”

He nodded and mumbled, “Yes.”

“Okay. I’m going to angle the dick down. That’s going to rub your prostate, and it’ll help you come. Tell me if anything hurts.”

She moved in and manipulated his hips. The penis in his butt began to rub against his prostate, and it was heaven.

“I’ll give you an hour to stop,” he moaned.

Marsha laughed.

As the minutes passed she sped up her pace. She took her time, letting her body sway, but that dick was doing its business deep inside of James.

“Fuck,” he whimpered.

He started to lower to his elbows, then went back to his hands. The penis was rubbing his prostate, and it was getting truly exciting.

“I’ve been reading up on this. You’re supposed to relax, not try to make it happen. You need to let it happen.

He nodded. His mind wasn’t thinking much now, but he understood what she was saying.

Marsha rammed him carefully, but with a growing confidence. The way James was responding was exactly how the internet had predicted.

Then, she didn’t expect it, James arched his back, tilted his hips, and…jerked.

Semen came out of his tiny dick. Not a lot, he didn’t have the big balls to produce that much semen, but enough.

“OH…GA-W-WD! OH…FUCK!”

Another dribble of semen. And another.

Marsha smiled.

James was in a haze of white heat, his groin exploding, and it was better than any cum he had ever had before.

“There you go, honey. Wishes come true.”

James collapsed on the bed and she slowly extracted the dildo from his ass.

They mailed ten boxes. Four to major news outlets. Four to major newspapers. Two to minor news outlets with a reputation for the truth.

Then they drove out of town.

They wanted to go to their cabin, but that wasn’t smart.

So they simply drove north, slept in camping areas, and treated the thing like a second honeymoon.

After a week there was no news.

Nothing.

They were sitting in the car, eating sausage McGriddles, and reading newspapers. James was on the internet looking for news.

“They had to have gotten the packages.”

“They did. The government just managed to suppress the truth.”

“Once again.”

“Once again,” James agreed.

“So what now?”

“Now we try something else.”

James wrote a short story. In it he described what had happened to him. He described what it was like to be made into a woman against his will.

He talked about how COVID-STD was designed to work on just 2% of the population. Small enough so the efficiency of the disease could be hidden. Large enough so the population would be set on a slowly descending spiral downward.

And why?

The answer was China.

China wanted to rule the world, but they had to deal with their own population first.

They passed laws that couple could only have one baby each.

The problem was that Chinese couples all wanted nothing but boys.

If a child was revealed as female by X-ray during pregnancy, that child was often aborted.

Female children were abandoned.

The population of China tilted towards too many males.

Now China had a problem. Too few females.

They still wanted to conquer the world, but with their population crashing, they wouldn’t be able to sustain it. Within a couple of decades China would be old men and a few women.

Then came the war between Russia and the Ukraine.

China was being sucked in, and they knew they couldn’t compete with the world because, although they had enough males to waste in war, they didn’t have enough females to sustain the population.

The solution to this quandary was to release COVID-STD.

Except that once the United States found out they would nuke China into oblivion.

So China was caught, until the United States offered them a deal. Release COVID-STD, let the United States suffer their own population bomb. It would be slow, but insidious, a plot to rob the United States of healthy men. Then, when there weren’t enough wives in China, the United States would send them their surplus females.

That was the essence of Project Shrink Wrap. Turn enough men into women. Crash the male population, then send the surplus to China so they could beef up their population.

And when the populations achieved an evenness, the world would be at peace.

It wold be a new world order, but…world peace.

Would the government of the United States betray their people in such an insidious plot?

Would they change men into women in some bizarro plan for world peace?

Would they suppress the fact that millions of men, 2% of 350,000,000, were changing into women?

The very idea is ludicrous.

The plot is something that could only be hatched in the feverish mind of a writer.

It could never be true.


EPILOGUE

James put the story into a box, along with his history and a copy of Project Shrink Wrap. He addressed it.

Grace Mansfield

c/o Gropper Press

“Do you think she’ll believe it?”

James responded, “Writers are a bit crazy, they’ll believe anything. The real question is…will she publish it?”

“If she does, then that sort of proves she believes it.”

“And if she does…will her readers?”

“Okay,” said James. “This is our last chance. We’ll mail it tomorrow.”

They put the box on the table for transport to the post office, then they walked upstairs to make love.

END
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Here are the first two chapters from…

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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