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Author’s Note

Here it is, the second installment on The Feminization Wars.

The first story was ‘The War for Feminization.’ In that story Jeff lost his job, was shanghaied, drafted and made into a woman by the Republic of The Amazons.

At the end of the story Jeff jumped ship with two spies, Judd and Sally, and swam into the darkness.

Judd and Sally are Silithians, and the Amazons are right behind them!

What nobody knows is that a friend of Womanland is on the way.

Now…enjoy!

Gracie


PART ONE

A few thousand miles north of Puebla and the Great Pyramid of Cholula Sam was asleep.

Sam was a chunk of a man. He had thick muscles, thick, curly hair, and very dark and penetrating eyes.

Next to him Shiela, his wife, slept. She was a beautiful woman with a waterfall of shiny, blonde hair and inquisitive, green eyes. Laying on her back, the sheets wound around her, the ampleness of her form was plain to see.

Sam’s eyes flickered open. One second he was asleep. The next second he was awake. And he felt a dire urgency within. He sat up.

“Unh?” Shiela opened her eyes.

Sam got out of bed.

Shiela sat up. “What are doing?”

“I’ve got to go.”

“Go where?”

Sam was pulling on the thick socks he used when he went hunting. He had cargo shorts and a heavy duty safari shirt at hand.

“What? But you’ve got work! I’ve got a meeting with the women’s club…”

He turned, no smile on his rugged face. “You don’t have to go.”

She opened her mouth.

“It might be better if you don’t go.”

Shiela jumped out of bed. “Bullshit.” She hurried to catch up to Sam. She pulled on jeans and a flannel shirt.

Sam pulled on his shorts and shirt, sat on the edge of the bed and slipped his feet into his hiking boots.

“Where are we going?”

Sam didn’t answer. He just tied his shoes. He didn’t even seem to be thinking. He was just getting dressed. He was like an arrow loosed, no path except to the target.

Wherever the target was.

Whatever the target was.

Sam headed into his office, picked his cell phone and tapped in a number. From the other room Shiela heard him say, “I want a flight to Italy. Two.” Then, a strange guttural growl that Shiela had only heard once before, Sam whispered into the phone. “Now.”

Shiela shivered, began putting clothes into a suitcase. Now she knew where they were going, and it frightened the hell out of her.

Sam re-entered the room. “They’re going to be holding a plane for us in Pasadena.”

Shiela straightened up and stared at him.

Holding a plane for them. How did he know?

But she knew how he knew.

Sam the man she loved, was not in the body of her husband. The other Sam was back, and she trembled.

He was the Sam who had been in Womanland, who had almost destroyed the Witches. Even in spite of Silithia; not even Silithia could stop him, and now he was back.

Yet, fear of him or not, she kept packing.

She had mistakes with him before, and that knowledge, that action, had near destroyed her.

She was not going to make those mistakes again. Wherever Sam went, whatever he needed, she was going to be there.

She would never betray her husband again, even if it cost her her life.

“Can I call off the pool cleaner?”

His one word answer only increased her fear.

“No.”

Jeff was a not a great swimmer, but he was going to have to rise to the occasion. The shore was at least a mile away. Maybe more. In the darkness it was hard to gauge the distance.

He heard the splash of arms around him.

He heard Sally calling from the front, leading the way. Behind he heard Judd encouraging the slower swimmers.

Except for the faint flicker of lights on the far shore, he might as well have been swimming in ink. The night was black, the water was black.

And, of course, he worried about sharks.

“Come on, Jeff. You can do it.”

But Judd was big, strong, looked like he could rip up trees by the roots.

Still, Jeff moved his arms, kicked his legs, and tried not to make too much noise.

Interestingly, the water was warm. He knew they had been heading south, but he had no idea how far.

The minutes passed. Ten minutes, fifteen minutes. The lights seemed no closer, but…maybe they weren’t flickering so much.

The waves lifted him up and down. The other swimmers straggled, but tried. They had to try. If they didn’t reach the shore then they would reach the bottom, and not in a pleasant way.

“Hurry,” came Sally’s call from the front. She sounded far away.

“Come on, Jeff,” Judd pushed on his butt.

Then he heard Judd laugh. “You’ve still got the butt plug in.”

Jeff was swallowing salt water, a gulp here, a gulp there, and he choked aloud as he realized the truth.

“You can take it out now.”

“I…I…” Judd wallowed. He couldn’t take the time to stop swimming to get rid of his little toy. The toy that the Amazons had insisted that he wear.

Judd’s voice rose up a notch as he called to the other swimmers. “Take out the butt plugs!”

Then Jeff felt Judd’s strong hands at his ass. The big man gently popped the plug out, and Jeff instantly felt a surge of strength.

“Oh, my God!” he whimpered, and picked up his stroke.

More minutes passing. The new men around him were struggling. they had been men, but the Amazons had drugged them, given them something that had transformed them into women.

Except for their sex organs.

They were effectively shemales, female bodies with male dicks.

“Float on your back,” Judd called out.

Jeff turned over, heard the others turning over, and he immediately felt a buoyancy. His breasts helped him float.

He could hear Sally laughing somewhere as she helped one of the swimmers.

Then, against hope, he heard the sound of waves crashing. It was faint, but it was a beach. Now he sped up, heartened, and shortly was struggling through the surf.

Just in time, he felt the sand beneath his feet. He tried to walk, and succeeded in swim walking the last dozen feet, then he was on top of a mound of sand that led to the beach.

One by one the transformed women struggled up on to the sand. They gasped and coughed, but they had made it.

The beach was a wide one, a couple of hundred yards, and it made the lights coming from small huts seem weak, but there was enough light for them to see each others shadows.

Jeff flopped onto his back and gasped for breath.

“Up…up!” Judd hissed. Twenty yards ahead of them he could see Sally struggling through the sand, calling to them.

“They’ll find out we’re gone. They can be on the beach in two minutes with one of their boats, do you want them to catch you?”

Jeff rolled back over, got to his hands and knees, then his feet. He staggered up the soft sand. He did not want to be caught by the women of The Republic of The Amazon.

Odd. He hadn’t been totally sure when he jumped off the back of the Amazon ship, but he was sure now.

He didn’t realize that the long swim had burned some of the drugs out of him. He was no longer dopey and dazed, and he didn’t want to return to that condition.

Up the beach they went, shadows slowly growing in substance. Jeff stopped at one point and looked back at the Amazon ship. He could see their lights forming an outline, and he could see what looked like flashlights flickering back and forth.

“They’re after us, buddy,” chuckled Judd. “We’ve got to hurry.”

The group, seven traitors to the Republic of The Amazon, reached huts, and the dawn began to light the sky. Jeff took one last look at the Amazonian ship, then stumbled into the jungle. Judd and Sally raced back and forth, making sure they all stayed in a group.

They ran. The tripped, they got to their feet. They were thousands of miles from home, in a stark wilderness, a jungle, and none of them had the faintest inkling of how they were going to survive.

“When can we rest?” asked one of the new women.

“Mountains. Twenty miles.” Judd was breathing hard as he made this statement.

“Why?” Jeff asked.

“If we run a mile they have to search two miles. If we run two mile they have to search eight miles. Three miles is eighteen miles. Four miles is thirty-two miles. And so on.By the time we’ve gone twenty miles they’re going to have to search through about 800 miles.”

One of the other women protested. We should be safe long before then.”

“Hold up,” Judd yelled. Everybody stopped, sagged to their knees, a couple of them women lay on the jungle floor.

“Gather around and listen to me.”

“Quickly,” urged Sally.

They made a semi circle around Judd.

“Take deep breaths while I explain this.”

Sally got them to do the deep breathing and Judd spoke emphatically.

The Amazons are evolved. They are not your normal housewives. Look at me.”

They were.

“I might be able to beat one of them in a fight, maybe two if they aren’t warriors. But 90 per cent of the Amazons go through warrior training, and most of them can take me without breathing hard. They are intuitive in the jungle. They are expert in small arms and squad tactics. They can track a leopard to its lair and kill it with a broken branch. Our only chance is to get enough distance, and if Sally and I can get you to hide your tracks. We stand a chance, but it’s a slim one.

“Why did you rescue us then?”

Judd held up fingers. “One, we need to examine you to find out their methods. Two, we need to give them a black eye. If we can get away it will shake their confidence. Not much, but…we need to try. Three, you were the ones that were resisting their training. We need to know why. And there are about a dozen other reasons. But make no mistake, the Amazons use drugs and sometimes cruel methods to make men into women. Silithia uses love. She is more evolved than the Amazons, but hers is a natural evolution. Still, if we don’t win, if the Silithians don’t beat the Amazons, the planet will turn into a prison planet, and unnatural women will be the guards. And if that isn’t enough, then let me make this point: you can’t quite the Republic of The Amazons. If you want to quit the Silithians then just turn around and head back. Nobody will stop you.

The new women were recovering. They had been conditioned on the ship, and that was working to their benefit now. But the most important thing was that Judd’s words had galvanized them. He spoke, and they intuited that his words were the truth.

“Okay. Let’s get up and move. Sally leads. She’ll change up the gait periodically, which will afford you ways to rest. But we have to make the mountains before tonight. If we can do that we might escape into the darkness, or at least be able to roll rocks down on their heads. Now, let’s go.”

Sally was waiting with an air of impatience. She offered a grin as the new women trotted towards her, and she turned and led the way into the deep jungle.

Jeff had been an athlete in school. He had played football, and he had done martial arts after school. Those disciplines required a lot, but not as much as Sally and Judd required that day.

They had no shoes, but the jungle floor was soft. Still, they stepped on vines that hurt, and often as not somebody was limping.

Judd pushed from behind, encouraging. He even used a thin branch to whack a butt. Not pain, just a wake up.

He lifted arms and half carried. He ran along side and helped runners find a lost gait. If a woman ran into a tree limb he waited and helped them up, got them going again.

Up ahead Sally led around trees, under bushes, and whenever there was water…up the streams. Or down.

Judd dropped back at certain points and brushed the areas they had trod to hide the sign of their passing.

The new women were told to be careful of breaking limbs and leaving footprints.

“Cross on the boulders!” Sally passed back along the line.

“Don’t disturb the rocks under the water,” Judd commanded.

A leopard was startled and slunk into the jungle. Sally chuckled.

An anaconda hanging from a branch was slapped with a stick, and it slithered off, no easy victims here.

At noon they stopped by a tree with fruit. None of them had ever seen the fruit, but Sally deemed it okay to eat a couple of the nuggets.

The exhausted women lay on the ground, sprawled, their pink jumpsuits now brown with dirt and sweat, and munched on unknown fruit.

And they had no erections. but it was too soon for them too complain. They were tired and figured erections would come back later.

Judd and Sally held a conference beneath a tree. They whispered, and seemed to agree on most things. Watching them, Jeff realized that Judd was listened to, but Sally was the leader. He had thought Judd would be in charge, but Sally was. And she seemed to be in better physical condition than Judd. She spoke in sharp, clear tones, Judd had to think, every once in a while he would just sigh and listen, too tired to have input.

Jeff approached them.

“You take the lead when we leave,” Sally suggested. Judd nodded, then looked at Jeff.

“How you holding up?” he asked.

“I heard something.”

They focused on him with an intensity that was downright scary.

I don’t know what it was, but it was just a minute ago, sounded like something back on the trail.

“Get ‘em going,” whispered Sally. “And keep ‘em quiet.”

Judd, tired or not, started moving. “Get up, we’ve got to go. Get up.”

Tired, the women struggled to their feet and staggered out of the clearing. The urgency of Judd’s words were felt, and within a couple of minutes they were moving up the trail at a good clip.

Sally was supposed to bring up the rear, but the last woman looked behind her. No sign of Sally.

“Judd?”

Judd came back, saw there was no Sally, and just told the women to keep going.

For that brief thirty seconds while Judd checked out the situation Jeff was leading the group. He tried to do as Judd did, to walk while encouraging, but he found it a difficult task, and he was glad when Judd returned.

“What’s wrong?” Jeff asked.

Judd just shook his head.

For a half hour the group struggled through the jungle, then Sally appeared.

When she had been leading the group she had had the most energy. She was beautiful, vibrant, and everybody could feel her energy.

Now she limped past the women and took her place at the front. Jeff was close enough to hear the conversation between her and Judd.

“Was it an Amazon?”

“Yes.”

“She won’t be following us?”

“No.”

And: “Are you hurt?”

“Badly.”

Jeff watched Sally. She limped, and she protected her ribs, but it was more than that. Something inside her was damaged. Kidneys? Liver? Whatever it was she was sinking.

A half hour later she was straggling at the rear and Judd was back in the front. Finally, she went to her knees and just set in the middle of the trail.

Judd came back, took one look, and said, “Hide. I’ll send somebody back for you.”

Jeff blurted, “I’ll help her.”

“No. Get to the front.”

“No.”

Judd assessed Jeff, his grey eyes scrutinizing him within an inch of his life. Then he pointed: “Go in that direction, parallel and get closer to the mountains. It’ll be two days before anybody can get to you.”

Jeff nodded.

Judd turned and headed up the trail. In a moment Jeff and Sally were alone.

Sam and Shiela lived in Washington state in the great northwest. Their home was in deep woods, and every day they saw small critters, deer, even bear. They often fed these creatures from the back porch and Sam, who was an inveterate hunter, always traveled far away to do any hunting; he didn’t kill animals in his own backyard.

Now he was toting a travel bag to the car.

Shiela came behind him, lugging her own bag.

Sam turned, took the bag from her hand and tossed it in the back of the car. He turned back to her and his eyes were glittering.

Shiela was actually scared. She could feel Sam changing. She had seen him like this only once, and never close up. When they had traveled to Womanland and his true identity was revealed. She had betrayed him, and why he had elected to stay with her afterwards was something she would never understand.

She stood in back of the car and stared at him. The way his eyes were fixed on her, “Sam?”

Sam smiled, and it was like a smile from hell. His eyes pierced her, and he started taking off his shirt.

“What are you doing?”

“I need sex.” His statement was harsh, brutal, and right in the middle of the driveway. The weather around forty degrees but he stripped off his pants.

His cock was larger now, it looked like a club with gnarly bumps on it.

Shiela began taking off her clothes. She was terrified, it was cold, but she wasn’t about to refuse Sam when he was like this.

Sam might not take kindly to the refusal.

Besides, her betrayal…she owed him this any time he wanted it.

He waited, breathing harshly, and his whisper was more like a growl. “I’m changing. I’ll try not to hurt you.”

She was down to bra and panties now. “Hurt me if you must, Sam. I understand.”

I’m still too human to understand,” he said gruffly, then he was on her.

He picked her up, nestled his face between her boobs. His strength was amazing.

Shiela held on to his head, and then she felt a fierce exultation. Even as a monster…he loved her.

Sam lifted her up, all the way up, until her legs were draped over his shoulders and he cupped her buns with his hands. His face devoured her womanhood.

She cried out as his tongue burrowed into her.

He was rough. He was hard and brutal. He was trying to be gentle.

If this is gentle… thought Shiela, swooning from the way he delved into her.

He held her, and she held on, and he lowered her until her pussy was on cock level, then he shoved forward.

He was bigger. It hurt, but…every woman is curious, and she was curious, and…the pleasure was far greater than the pain.

He fucked her standing up, her back to the cold metal of the car. He thrust in and out, and the car rocked up until the tires on one side were nearly off the ground. Then he backed off and let the weight of the car shoved her back onto his dick.

For long minutes he did this. Shiela was sore, but she wasn’t about to call for mercy.

If Sam was even able to grant mercy at this point.

Then, in spite of the pain, or maybe because of it, Shiela began to cum. Her face tilted up as heaven consumed her. Her eyeballs rolled, and, near animal that he was, Sam began to spew.

For a long minute they were locked, him grunting and making small but powerful thrusts, her cumming again and again, until her mind was like the slats of a washboard.

Then he slowed down, let go, and she slid down the side of the SUV to her feet.

“Oh, God!” she whimpered.

“I’m sorry,” said Sam, hiding his face in her neck, in her luscious hair.

She pushed his head back, kissed him on the lips again and again.

He managed to say, “You should probably stay home.”

“Are you kidding? After that? Where you go I go.”

He was actually embarrassed. Or, perhaps it was the human in him that was embarrassed.

Two minutes later they were dressed and on the road.

Shiela stared out the passenger window. She watched the passing foliage, and she smiled.

“Asshole,” she muttered. “You think you love me.”

“I think you need help,” answered Jeff.

She said nothing more and Jeff squatted, got her arm over his shoulders, and helped her up. They continued up the path for a quarter mile, then Jeff found what looked like an animal trail. He turned into the brush, carried/dragged the groaning Sally for a hundred yards, then went back and did his best to hide their trail.

Then came the journey of pain and tears.

The animal trial petered out and Jeff and Sally made their way through pure jungle. They tried not to break a limb or fell a leaf. They tried to erase footprints and any sign of their passing.

“They’ll go after the main group,” muttered Sally, hanging on to Jeff.

“Probably,” returned Jeff.

But they didn’t stop. They climbed over fallen trunks, crossed streams, and headed deeper and deeper into where man, nor woman, had never gone before.

Sally, in spite of her injury, educated Jeff.

“Cross where it’s shallow. Snakes look like vines.”

Then she fell unconscious.

Jeff picked her up, and was surprised at how heavy a dead weight was. Still, he walked through the jungle, staggered, and angled towards the high mountains.

Nigh approached and Jeff looked for a hiding place. He settled for a small clearing with two boulders. He snuggled them into the space between the two boulders, found some large fronds, and covered them up.

Darkness fell upon them like a blanket. One second it was dusking, then it was darker than the underside of an outhouse.

Jeff pulled Sally back in and held her.

She was weak. Her breath came in little sighs.

She was awake, however, and he could feel her awareness.

“So are you an Amazon or a Silithian? Or what?”

She seemed glad to talk. Perhaps to take the pain out of her body.

“Amazon.”

“Tell me about the Amazons.”

She snuggled a bit deeper in Jeff’s arms. His arms were wrapped around her and she could feel his breasts, and his own arms were under hers.

“The Queen is Nyoka. No one knows where she came from, but she has been gathering women around her for hundreds of years.”

“Hundreds?”

“She is old, but you wouldn’t know it to look at her.”

“How does she stay…young?”

“She claims to know the secrets of the pharaohs. She has studied the works of the alchemists. One rumor is that she was born during the Harrapan civilization, in the Indus Valley, and that she received her knowledge from the mystics who wrote the original Vedic teachings.”

Jeff listened, kept an ear to the jungle, and thought about what Sally was telling him. “But now you are Silithian.”

Sally smiled. “Judd, damn him. He has seen Silithia, has made love to her, or she to him. He claims her truth is the real truth, and he convinced me.”

“So if we get away, where will we go?”

Sally didn’t answer for a second, and Jeff thought she might have slipped into sleep. Then she whispered, “That is the question. But Judd knows. Follow Judd.”

She turned slightly and pressed her body against his. They were two peas in a pod, their breath mingled and Jeff felt the softness of her.

“I’m sorry we can’t make love,” she whispered, her eyes closing. “But you probably can’t, anyway.” An oblique statement, then she was asleep.

Follow Judd. But he attended to her.

But he had been with Silithia, so he must be intending to take them to her.

But…where?

They had to escape the jungle first, however.

Jeff lay, held Sally, and listened to her breathing.

She wasn’t mortally wounded, of Judd would not have let Jeff stay with her. But she was badly wounded.

She had fought with the Amazons, probably a single Amazon, and won…but had been badly wounded.

What were these women who shanghaied men and changed them into women? Were they as bad as Sally and Judd seemed to think?

The night progressed, and Jeff found himself dozing.

Then he was awake.

Sounds. The moon had come up and he saw several women gather in the small clearing. They wore armor shaped to their bodies and carried spears and bow and arrows. Their hair was pulled back in ponytails and their faces were beautiful and fierce in the shards of moonlight. They were mere yards from him, and he prayed that Sally wouldn’t make a sound, a snore, a grunt.

“The trail ends. I can no longer feel them in my mind.”

Jeff wondered at that. Feel who? Him and Sally? In her mind?

“She killed Sara.”

“Sara did damage.”

“And we will do damage to her.”

There were now six female shapes a few yards away from where Jeff and Sally huddled. They whispered in the slices of moonlight.

“Why can’t you feel her?”

“She sleeps. I cannot feel her awareness.”

“Could she be dead?”

“I don’t think so. It is a different emptiness.”

“Okay. Let’s head back.”

“Agreed. Spread out and extend your intuition. We may yet find them.”

Then, as one, the group almost literally evaporated. They slid back into shadow, then jungle, and there was no sound of their passing.

And no feel of their presence.

Jeff shivered. Sally and Judd had spoken of the Amazons as incredible warriors, and now Jeff understood.

Sally had shown him their strength and resilience, and now he had seen how they moved as a single unit, bound together by intuition.

He knew he wouldn’t stand a chance fighting them. His only hope was to get Sally away, to hope she recovered.

He waited, listened, but the Amazons were gone.

He drifted back to sleep.

“Hungry.”

Jeff’s eyes snapped open. He was sore, inside and out. Sally stared at him. “Look for banana shaped fruit. Or nuts. Dry nuts in shells. Nuts aren’t deadly. They might make me sick, but they won’t kill me.”

She was sharp in the eye, somewhat recovered, and intense.

Jeff slid out from their hidey hole, letting Sally shift to the earth.

He was careful, made sure he could find his way back to the clearing. He made his way through the jungle, found a variety of fruit and picked a couple of each. Let Sally tell him which ones were harmful. He also found nuts, many kinds of nuts. He took off his once pink jumpsuit and wrapped it around the food he had found.

He came to a stream, noted a relatively small boa, heard a panther screaming, and turned back.

Of the items he had found Sally chose four different items, held them up and asked for more, and went to eating.

Jeff returned to the area where he had found the food. He ate a few things himself, then brought a large quantity back to Sally.

Sally had moved out from under the boulders and was sitting cross legged. She took his offerings and ate.

“You did good.” She said.

“There’s a river, with a big boa, it looks like. Can we risk a fire?”

“No. But if it has fish we can eat those raw.”

She licked her fingers, then suddenly lay back, closed her eyes, and started to snore.

Jeff made another trip, returned with more food, and found that Sally was awake.

“You’re doing good,” she said again. Come hold me. Warm me.”

The sun was up far enough now, and Jeff held in the middle of the clearing. The sun was warm, and his body was warm, and Sally slept.

And awoke an hour later. She was lying in his arms, he was naked, and she smiled. As when she had when she fell asleep the night before, she said, “Sorry I can’t fuck you.”

Jeff allowed a half grin to peek out. “Me, too. But…I’m limp.”

She nodded. “That’s because you aren’t taking their drugs.”

“They were giving me some kind of viagra?” Now he understood her remarks.

“Erect men are easily manipulated men.”

Jeff grunted. Lot of truth in what she said. But to change him into a woman…keep his dick, what a cruel half measure.

Then he had a second thought. Was it really cruel? He liked his female body. No erections, but his tits, he loved them, and he seemed to see better, and hear better. His whole mode of thought was changing in subtle ways.

Maybe it wasn’t bad to be female. If he could just have a working dick.

Or, he thought, a vagina?

What would it be like to not have low hanging fruit? To have a receptacle instead of a protrusion?

She noted the look on his face. She pulled him close and kissed him. A kiss of thanks. Very sexual, and no risk of creating a response.

“Fuck,” he whispered.

She laughed. “You’ll learn to love the frustration. Now help me up. Let’s go to the river.”

He led the way. She was weak, shaky legged. He said: “They were in the clearing last night.”

“I figured. They’re gone now.”

“How do you know?”

“Look into your mind. Nothing there. No thoughts. No chatter. No people.”

Jeff tried to understand, to feel, but his mind was just sort of…empty. When he explained this to her she nodded. “The emptier it is the further away people are. People go far enough away and you can hear yourself think…then you don’t think anything at all. It’s wonderful to be truly alone.”

“It’s wonderful to be alone with somebody else,” he countered.

She smiled, and there was agreement there.

Suddenly she crumpled, fell to her knees. He snapped a branch, gave it to her for a cane, and held to her arm.

They came to the river, and the patient boa was still hanging from a tree over a space leading down to the water.

“Kill it. It’s meat.

“Kill it? How?”

“Use a stick, hit its head. They have thin skulls.”

He did. And was shocked. It was eight foot long, lots of meat, and she instructed him on how to build a fire.

They sat, warmed by the fire, and watched the meat sizzle on a spit.

“Are you worried about being found?” He indicated the fire.

“If my sisters are far enough that I can’t feel them…” she shrugged.

An hour later, carrying strips of snake ‘jerky’ in the wrapping of Jeff’s pink jumpsuit, they set off. Now they headed directly for the mountains.


PART TWO

“I can’t be late,” Sam muttered over the roar of the car engine.

Shiela glanced at Sam. The SUV was moving at well over 100 MPH. They were weaving in and out of traffic and cars were moving out of their way frantically.

Shiela’s knuckles were white as she held to the handle above the door. Her eyes were wide. She had never traveled this fast in her life before.

“Late for what?” She asked, her voice a broken whisper of fear.

When Sam looked at her his face was twisted in a fierce grimace.

“I can’t be late,” then he looked back at the road and, if anything, he sped up.

Shiela, fear becoming terror, finally just closed her eyes. If they were going to get in an accident she didn’t want to see it.

Sam pressed the pedal harder.

Jeff and Sally made their way through the jungle, and Sally showed her Amazon resiliency by the way she was recovering. By the time they reached the base of the mountains she was walking normally. After a day of climbing she was moving faster than him.

“Hurry.” She smiled at him, aware of how hard he was trying to keep up with her.

They were moving up a trail, angling back towards the area where Judd and the others must have climbed. So far Sally didn’t hear anything in her mind, and they were making good time.

“Hopefully,” she said, “the Amazons have gone back to the ship.”

“How come you’re so much stronger than I am? You’re stronger than I was as a man.”

She pursed her lips in thought, then said, “I have been evolved. Amazons are all about evolution. Without the fiction of needing men to care for them, women are the stronger of the species. We grow, we adapt.”

They rounded a boulder, made their way under an outcropping.

“So where does that put me? I’m not a man, I’m not evolved. How do I stand, or compete, or whatever, with Amazons?”

“You’ve got several choices. If what Judd told me is true, you can go back to being a man.”

Jeff was not heartened by that choice.

“Or you can go forward and continue with your pursuit of womanhood. If you decide to be a woman, you will be given chances to achieve evolution. The Amazons force the issue, use men as they wish, transform them according to need. But their methods can be harsh. Judd told me that Silithia has softer methods, but you have to prove yourself worthy.”

“How would I prove myself worthy?”

“I don’t know,” Sally answered honestly. “I’m waiting to meet Silithia myself. I think the proof is personal for each person, but…I don’t know.”

“Then you’re risking a lot on what Judd says. You’re…you’ve got faith that this will happen.”

Sally nodded. “And sometimes I’m scared. Judd is a wonderful person, but it is possible that even a wonderful person can lie. What if he’s lying?”

But Jeff didn’t think that she really thought Judd was lying.

They continued up the mountains.

“Where are we?” They had been climbing for a couple of days now. They had not encountered anybody, and they were far above the jungle.

Sally stopped, turned and sat down. For a million miles they could see jungle. She appeared to be thinking.

“We came ashore above the Amazon. Normally we—“

“Wait a minute! I was shanghaied in San Francisco. How could we be on the east side of South America?

Sally smiled. We were a month at sea. You’ve just been around the world.”

“What?”

We sailed west, under Africa.”

“So I’m in…Brazil?”

“Yep. But I’m not sure where. We’re behind Judd, I don’t see any trace of the Amazons, so they must have given up.” She grinned. “I’ll bet they’re pissed.”

“So where are we going?”

She studied him, then stated, “Jeff, the world is not as you know it.”

He stared at her.

“The world has all sorts of…I guess we could call them short cuts. We are going—if I have followed Judd’s instructions correctly, to a place where one of these shortcuts exists.”

“Shortcuts,” he repeated. “What does that mean?”

“We’re going to find out.”

“So you’re following a fellow you hope is right to a place where we will take a short cut to somewhere but you don’t know where.”

She smiled. “I knew you were smart.”

He shook his head, “There’s a difference between smart and crazy.”

She stood up and held out her hand. “Not a large one.”

They were above the clouds now, and the land behind was a myth below.

They had come to what looked like the peak of a mountain, but it wasn’t. It was just one more crest, and as they followed the trail through rocks Sally suddenly stopped.

“What?”

Sally turned slowly, her eyes flickering over boulders, foliage, distant peaks.

“We’re not alone.”

Jeff looked around, be it a bit more nervously. They hadn’t seen anybody for the whole journey.

Sally turned in the direction of the trail. “Up ahead. They’re waiting for us.”

“Who?”

“I don’t know.”

They continued on. They came out of the boulders of the mountain onto a large, flat plateau. Sally was fixed, concentrating ont he voices in her intuitive head.

Jeff followed along, tamping his fears down, hoping that Sally’s faith was larger than his fears.

Funny, he hadn’t been fearful as a man. And Sally didn’t seem to have any fear at all. But as a woman, not evolved, he felt fear. He didn’t like it.

They crossed a plain of waving grass, and in the distance were low peaks.

Then, getting closer, they realized that they weren’t peaks. They were…tops. The tops of buildings, but such strange…

Sally stopped and Jeff bumped into her.

“What?”

“They’re here.”

Jeff looked around, he saw nothing.

Sally raised her voice. “We come as friends.”

Nothing.

She raised her voice and said presumably the same thing, but in a different language.

Then more languages.

Finally, out of the brush stepped a short man.

He was brown-skinned, a slight pot belly, and held a spear in his hands. He had a bone through his nose, his hair hung in two, long pigtails. His eyes were like porcelain marbles.

Then more men stepped out.

Sally spoke to them in one of the languages she had tried, and by the men’s lack of expression Jeff thought maybe they didn’t understand. Then the men formed up beside them and the march continued.

“Who are they?” asked Jeff.

“The Invisible People. They exist throughout the Amazon. I have never heard of them being in the mountains, though.”

The Invisible People marched them through grass, through rushes, to the shore of a lake. Across the lake were the strange tops Sally and Jeff had seen.

Pyramids.

“What the fuck,” whispered Jeff.

On an island hundreds of yards, maybe a half mile offshore, were several pyramids. The one in the center was the tallest, and it stood as if surrounded by lesser maids.

The Invisible People guided them to a boat hidden in the rushes and they boarded the thing. It was built of a hollowed out tree trunk, and since there were no trees on the plain to speak of, the task of getting this boat to this lake must have been an arduous one.

I don’t believe this,” Jeff stared up as the pyramids grew closer.

“Pyramids are common the world over. It speaks of cultures that have existed long before recorded history, and many people claim them to be the architecture of aliens.

As they approached the shore of the island Jeff asked, “Why are these people helping us?”

Sally shook her head, then: “Silithia has strange allies, but I don’t know. Perhaps they have been contracted, perhaps it is a legend we have stepped into.

The boat grated on the sand and pebbles of the beach. Jeff and Sally jumped out of the boat and it was pushed back into the water. It sailed away as they were walked between two of the outer pyramids to the larger center one.

Women made their appearance. Some of them seemed to be priestesses, holding burning twigs and wafting smoke over Jeff and Sally. They wore beads and trinkets and had an official air about them. They did smile, however, when either Jeff or Sally caught their eye.

Some of the women were plain women, wearing not robes, but thick dresses. They were usually chunky in body, long in braid, and they held dishes of food which they offered to Jeff and Sally.

Sally put her hands into a dish. “Eat now,” she warned. “It might be a while before we eat again.”

Jeff followed her advice. He was tired of eating snakes and monkeys. 
Eating monkey brain was delicious, but how much steak can a person eat before hamburger becomes the treat?

The pyramids were constructed of large cubes and were stacked so that the sides could be crawled up, like stairs as tall as the body of one of the Invisible People.

Up the center of the side was a stairway, and Sally and Jeff ascended the side of the large structure.

They came to a ledge, at the other side of which was a doorway with a thick stone lintel.

The Invisible People ushered them into the depths of the pyramid. Sunlight gave way to torches, and they walked to the center of the structure and into a dark room about 15 feet on each side.

The Invisible People pulled shut a large stone door and Jeff and Sally were suddenly alone. There was only one torch in a holder on a wall, and it was truly gloomy in the room.

“What the fuck?” Jeff asked of the darkness.

Sally went around the walls of the room. They were just stone. Carved pretty flat, no decorations, and…that was all.

“Leave the torch and walk into the darkness.” The voice was slightly distorted, but plain, old English.

Sally didn’t hesitate. She began walking towards the gloom of the other wall.

Jeff was frozen. He was female frightened of the darkness and things he couldn’t see.

Sally turned towards him. “Come on.”

“I…I…”

She returned to him, took his biceps in her hands and moved her face close to his. “You took care of me. You rescued me. Now, come on. It’s safe. I know that voice.”

She leaned forward, kissed him.

She could feel him trembling.

She reached down and grasped his limp penis. “Come along, honey. There’s places to go.”

Grinning, she walked towards the gloom.

Jeff gasped. He hadn’t been erect almost from the time he had crawled off the beach. Her hand on his limp penis didn’t make it hard, but it reminded him of the fact that he was horny. Horny with no way to deliver his love.

Dully, he followed, her hand on him, his hands on her arm.

Sam was on the 10 now. He had driven straight down the 5, turned left at Los Angeles, and headed east.

Into Arizona. Past the tall cactus and the dry desert. Sam’s eyes were fixed on the road. His hands were loose on the wheel. They shot past a line of trucks.

Dully, Sally realized that people were moving over for them.

She hadn’t realized this before because she had been in such fear. But now, finally able to open her eyes, she realized: people know he’s coming. They’re getting out of his way.

She glanced at Sam. He was physically bigger now. His hands were larger and his head touched the ceiling of the SUV. Touched it and he had to bend his neck a little.

“Honey? Do we have to go so fast?”

He just looked at her and snickered. “Got to be on time.”

Shiela retreated into her mind. This was what he had been like at Womanland. She had talked to the Witches, Silithia’s women, and they described him this way. But worse.

So he was only beginning to change. But what would he be like when he was fully changed?

That thought caused her heart to flutter. Flutter in terror; flutter in love.

For being near him, experiencing his real self, while it caused her fear it also caused her to be wet.

She wanted him. She wanted him like this. She wanted him to make love to her again. It had been a day since he had bruised her pussy, and she wanted it bruised again, and in the worst possible way. 

The gloom receded and the world became light.

Jeff and Sally were still in the room, but the torch against the wall was now in the gloom, and they…it was as if they were in a different room.

Judd became defined, and Sally let go of Jeff’s prick and hugged Judd.

Behind Judd an open door was in the wall. He turned and led them through it. It seemed to be the same corridor that they had come through to get to the room, but it wasn’t. They came out on a ledge above a large grassy slope.

Above and behind them, as if on top of the pyramid, was a church.

In front of them, beyond the green sward, was a town.

Jeff stood in amazement. The town had a low degree of modernity. There were telephone poles, mostly a little out of true, and he could see cars on shabby roads, and he realized: Mexico!

“Come along, we’ve got to hurry.”

Judd led the way down the hill. He was much the same, except he was wearing clothes.

They stepped onto a road and passersby stared at the naked Jeff and Sally. Then they were ushered into an SUV and handed clothes.

“We’re in Piebla, Mexico,” observed Sally, putting on a bra and a shirt and culottes.

Jeff had similar clothes, and he pulled them on, along with a pretty looking serape.

“We’re at Cholula. We’re about two hours from Mexico City. I brought you some high heels.”

“Oh, thank you! A girl’s best friend!”

Judd smiled. “Not good for running, but…? he shrugged.

“Do you have athletic shoes? Or even sandals?”

Judd chuckled at Jeff. “Get used to it. The heavy running is over, and you’ve turned into a pretty good looking woman. We’ll have to get you some make up and stuff, but…” again with the shrug.

“Where are we going?”

“Airport. You’re going to meet Silithia.”

Sally took in her breath. Jeff didn’t know how to react.

Then Judd turned to Jeff. “I imagine you’ve got a few questions. Thanks, incidentally, for taking care of Sally. Let’s take advantage of the trip to the airport. Ask me your questions.”

They were in an SUV and they circled the airport.

“No,” said Judd. “They’ve got it surrounded.”

Jeff stared at the air field. “I don’t see anybody.”

Everybody was staring out the window, and Judd leveled a look at Jeff. “I see them. You’ve got to understand, the Amazons have people everywhere. They have women who buy into their game, they have men, probably more men than women, who have been changed into women, and who do the Amazon bidding because that is the way to become fully transformed, or to go back to being a man.”

He turned to the driver, who happened to be a woman. She was, in fact, a renegade Amazonian, now following Judd.

“Head for the United States.”

“We’re going to drive there?” asked Sally.

“No other choice. We’ll pick up some food when we get out of Mexico City, so sit back and relax.”

Jeff sat back. The passenger seat swiveled to face the rear and Judd faced them all. “Now, about your questions.”

“Who are you? Why do you know so much about both Silithians and Amazons?”

Judd leaned back, placed his hand son the back of his head and relaxed. “I was a rich person at one time. Very rich. My wife booked me a vacation in the Amazon, and I found out she had turned me over to the Amazons.”

“Your wife did.”

Judd smiled. “She believed in the Amazonian plan for world conquest more than she believed in her marriage vows. I was prisoner, and they had a use for me. They wanted my money, and they wanted me to make more for them. And I did. Eventually, however, I ran afoul of them. I was on an assignment to infiltrate a place called Stepforth Valley. Stepforth happened to be the home of the Silithians. At Stepforth Valley I learned I had been betrayed by the Amazons. They were changing me into a woman, and I had no choice. Then I met Silithia. Silithia helped me understand, she changed me back.

“For a while I wandered the world, and I eventually returned to the Amazons. It was Silithia, however, who commanded me. I was a spy, and I earned the Amazons trust, until I found you and the other women. Then I showed my true colors.” He smiled.

“Where are the other women?”

“They’ve gone ahead. They’re probably in Stepforth Valley right now. They took a plane right after we came through the pyramids.”

“So you were going to change into a woman.”

“I was mostly changed. I had breasts, a female form, and my dick…it was shrinking, and I only had an orgasm or two left when Silithia helped me.”

He leaned forward, his elbows on his knees and his hands clasped in front of them.

“Both the Amazons and the Silithians can change you into a woman. Silithia actually discovered faster drugs to make this happen, but she eventually discarded drugs. She opts for a more natural approach, one in which the male can make his choices and aid in his own transformation. Amazons change men as they need them, they don’t care what a person wants, they change you depending on what they want.”

By this time the SUV was rattling over country roads. Judd looked out the window and smiled. “Stop at the first modern supermarket you can find. Get all the fresh fruit and jerky. Canned goods are fine. No sodie pop.” He looked at Jeff. “What?”

Jeff had made a sour look at the restrictions on soda pop. “I like Coke.”

Judd laughed. “One six pack for Jeff. And a bag of chips. Sally, I’m going to need maps and routes and planning. I want to cross near El Paso.”

A minute later they were pulling into a worn parking lot. Only Sally and Jeff went into the decrepit market with the faded Coke sign on it.

There wasn’t much in the way of fruits and veggies. It was mostly cans and pastries. So they loaded up on cans and things like orejas, coyotas, churros, and so on.

Back to the car and back on the road. They munched on the fare and stared at the long, mountain roads. The heat was intolerable, and they were stuck behind a bus with crates of chickens tied to the top, but they were on their way.

In the back of the SUV Sally sat with Jeff and, when she was done eating, shared a can of Coke with him, and her hand snaked down into his pants.

He looked at her. and she whispered, “I love making men horny.”

“Oh, God,” Jeff whimpered.

“Relax,” called Judd from the front. “It’s going to be a long ride.”

The trip through Mexico, though frantic, was a delight for Jeff.

Sally had her hand in his pants every opportunity. He couldn’t cum, he couldn’t even get hard, but he could feel her hand, and it made him more and more frustrated.

And he was growing to love the frustration.

He would hump her hand with his limp dick, and she would turn to him, grab his balls with her other hand, and kiss him.

In the front seat Judd drove. He was in a hurry, and he didn’t care what Sally or Jeff did as long as they kept a low profile and left him to his driving.

Some parts of Mexico are rugged. Some parts are modern. Fortunately, the roads they were on were mostly modern. They did have to watch out for sheep or armadillos, but they made good time.

On the third day they approached a border crossing.

And crossed. No sign of Amazons. No bother from the male bureaucrats the Amazons often employed.

“All right,” he grinned. “The Gods are with us.”

He goosed the SUV and speed picked up.

Five miles later, it slowed down.

The inspection station was buildings made out of tin. A half a dozen cop cars were parked at the side. The lanes narrowed into a chute, and at the chute were a dozen soldiers. They were armed with assault rifles. There were two dogs, large German Shepherds with long tongues and white teeth.

“Uh, oh.”

But it wasn’t the military presence that bothered Judd. To the side was an Amazon. She stood in her shiny, form fitting armor and watched Judd through binoculars. Even from afar Judd could tell she was smiling.

Jeff arranged his clothing and Sally leaned forward between the seats. “What are you going to do?”

“Don’t know.”

Judd slowed down, the line of cars trickled through the station, and the men spread out, moved closer. The Amazon lowered her binoculars and grinned.

“Do we fight?” asked Jeff.

“Against the United States of America?” commented Sally.

“It’s the woman I’m worried about, remarked Judd.

The cars in front of them went through the station and Judd moved up between pillars and several soldiers.

“Oh, crap,” said Sally. “I’ll take care of Cindy…”

“You know her?”

“Of course I do.”

“No,” said Judd. “Let it play out. We couldn’t have come so far just to be stopped.

“But what are we going to do?” asked Jeff.

Judd, watching the soldiers close in on him, said, “There are forces at play here.”

That wasn’t much in the way of reassurance.

Judd rolled down the window and heat rapidly replaced the air conditioning.

“Step out of the car,” stated the soldier. He had a face like a brick and his weapon was pointing directly at Judd.

“Certainly,” Judd replied. He undid his seat belt.

“All of you.”

Jeff and Sally started to move towards the door. They slid it back and…

HO-O-O-NK!

The soldier kept his rifle on Judd, but he glanced at one of the other soldiers.

“Car comin, Sarg.”

Judd looked up the road. It was another SUV. It was caked with dirt and looked like it had traveled a few thousand miles. Which it had.

“Stay where you are,” warned the sergeant.

“No problem,” reassured Judd.

The oncoming SUV moved through a space in the line divider barricade. It was now coming directly for them. Judd could see a woman in the passenger seat. She looked attractive, but scared.

The man driving was harder to see. He appeared to be very tall and his face was partially obscured by the lip of the roof, and by dust and sunlight on the windshield.

“Johnny. Go take care of that fool.”

One of the soldiers peeled off and approached the car that had just arrived.

Judd could see, in his rear view mirror, the Amazon whose name was Cindy move out to the road so she could better see. She had a frown on her face. Whatever was going to happen, she wasn’t prepared.

Johnny moved cautiously towards the SUV. He raised his rifle and aimed at the driver. “Get out!” Yet his voice cracked. Normally, he was brave, right now, everything happening, he wasn’t.

For a long moment nothing happened. It looked like the big man in the driver’s seat was saying something to the woman. Then the door opened.

Inside the SUV Shiela was crying. She could feel Sam. He was changed. Completely.

Sam turned his large head and looked down at Shiela. “I’m not Sam, not anymore, but I think Sam would want you to close your eyes.”

He opened the door.

Sam stepped out of the car. He was eight feet tall now. He was squat, bulging with muscle. His light shade of beard had become a thick, curly mess. His clothes were splitting like he was a hulk or something.

His voice was like logs rolling down a mountainside, and he said, “Let them pass.”

Judd stared at the giant of a man. The man was like a jacked up version of a Greek soldier at Thermopylae. Of Hannibal standing atop the Alps, a man more imposing than elephants, laughing at the puny Romans. They may have conquered the world, but they hadn’t met a real man.

“Fuck,” he whispered.

He turned to the soldier who was now alternating glances between Judd and Sam. “You better think about letting us go.”

The soldier licked his lips, turned towards Sam. “Turn around and leave!”

Sam grinned. A toothy grin that ate wolves for breakfast.

The sergeant advanced, and so did his corporals. Judd noticed that one of the corporals, though he was moving forward, had pissed in his pants. The corporals with the dogs tried to move forward, but their dogs were whimpering and trying to move away from Sam.

Sam reached the nearest soldier, the one who had warned him. His hand snapped out like a darting snake and he suddenly held the corporal’s rifle. He swatted the corporal to the side, then bent the rifle in two.

The sergeant broke. “FIRE!”

POP…POP…POP!

The air filled with lead, and Sam began to move.

Bullets struck his flesh. They caused a puff of dust as they made a crater.

But not many bullets struck him because he was moving so fast. The second soldier opened his mouth and Sam slapped his body. It flew through the air and hit the steel hut. He collapsed, his eyes open and bleeding.

Another soldier tried to angle his rapid fire in on Sam, and was tossed through the air.

The dogs managed to break free and sprinted full tilt into the surrounding sage brush and cactus.

The Amazon behind Judd turned and ran for her car. She wasn’t cowardly, it was just more important to report what had happened to Nyoka.

Judd slowly got out of the car. Jeff and Sally stayed in the car, their mouths open.

The last soldier down, police officers started coming out of the steel shed.

Sam turned his leonine head towards them and roared. “NO!”

The cops retreated into the shed. They could be seen peering through the windows.

Sam walked towards Judd, and as he walked he began to shrink. His clothes didn’t look so split apart now, they just hung on him. His eyes were red and tired.

Behind him, Shiela got out of their SUV.

Judd and Sam met between their two SUVs. Sam was now normal size, six foot tall, the same size as Judd. Judd even looked a little bulkier.

“I’m sorry,” said Sam.

Then Shiela had caught him, was hugging him from the side and crying.

“It’s okay, man. Who are you?”

“Just a guy. But you shouldn’t have any more trouble.”

“Are you from Silithia?”

Sam smiled a rueful smile. “No. I’m from somebody else. I’ve got to go now. You want a ride?”

“I’m going to Stepforth Valley.”

Sam frowned. “Oh, yeah. Well, see ya.”

Sam turned and, with Shiela crying and holding on to him, returned to his SUV. In a half minute the SUV was traveling up the road. Towards the 10. It was moving at an easy 60MPH, no hurry.

Jeff and Sally stepped up next to Judd.

“Who the hell was that?”

Judd turned and looked for Cindy. She was gone. In the confusion she had just driven away. That was fine with Judd.

“I don’t know,” murmured Judd. “I’m not sure I even want to know.”

Sally said, “He sure was hot.”

Then she looked at Judd and Jeff, who were staring at her.

“In a metaphysical way,” she explained.

END

This has been the second installment of The Feminization Wars. Stay tuned, because war is about to come to Womanland, and things are about to get nasty.
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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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