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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…
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Author’s Note

Guys are so conniving. They’ll do anything to get into our panties.

They’ll lie, tell us they love us, spend money, try to get us drunk…that’s guys for you.

This story is about one of those guys. He comes up with a plan to take advantage of his girlfriend, who wants to wait a bit before sharing her charms with him.

And his plan works!

Bad boy!

But, don’t worry, the best laid plans of bad people often go awry.

Enjoy, and don’t say I didn’t warn you!

Heh!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“You gotta help me,” Dan said.

“Help you do what?”

They were sitting in a Starbucks. It was a Saturday and Dan had called this meeting.

He was a young man, only thirty, a little slender, and he wore his hair long.

Tom was about the same height, five foot eight, but chubbier.

“I, uh…I need to put something in the programming.”

“What are you talking about? Programming isn’t like a cake! It’s programs, which we buy from the major distributors. Outside of shifting ads around, or trimming something to fill a spot…we don’t ‘add’ anything to the programming.”

“Yeah, but we could, and I have an idea.”

“Uh oh. A bright idea,” Tom scoffed and sat back.

“No. I’m serious. Do you know what subliminal messages are?”

“Of course I do, and if you’re thinking about—“

“Wait! Before you make a decision, hear me out!”

Tom sighed. “Go ahead. Make my day.”

Dan heaved a breath, focused on his friend, and began talking.

“According to what I’ve read, a subliminal message is a technique used in marketing and other media to influence people without their being aware of the message.”

“Yep. And it is frowned upon.”

“But what if we weren’t using it to get rich, or to sell things, or whatever?”

“So what’s the point?”

“So the point is that I’ve got a girlfriend.”

Tom smiled. “Dog! I knew there was something going on!”

“But she doesn’t want to make love.”

“Oh. Bummer.”

“All she wants to do is watch reruns of Jerry Seinfeld. Eleven o’clock at night on the local channel. We watch it together, and we start making out, and I get so damned hot and horny I can’t stand it, and when the show is over…that’s it. She closes her legs, sits up straight, and acts like she’s all over horny.”

“But you’re not.”

“Hell no! I’m ready to go! But she gets up, shows me to the door and…and…”

Tom chuckled.

“So you’ve got a massive case of blue balls. I don’t see how something like subliminal messaging will cure that. What? You want me to put in a subliminal message that makes you shoot your load? Ha! I don’t think so. I don’t think that’s even possible. If anything it would just make you hornier.”

Dan reached across the table and clutched Tom’s forearm. His eyes were fixed and glittering. “I told you I’ve been looking at subliminal messaging, and I’ve come across some of the messages they used to put in the programming, before…well, before.”

“Before the regulatory commission started frowning on the practice,” Tom spoke dryly.

“Yeah. But…look at this!”

Dan reached down to the floor where he had placed a briefcase. He opened it and took out a manila folder. He placed the folder on the table, looked around to make sure they were alone, and opened it.

Tom focused on the picture, but didn’t really see anything.

It was just a picture. Sort of irritating, but it made him want to look at it more, to figure out what was irritating.

“Tom!” Dan blurted, and he closed the folder.

Tom shook himself and looked around. Everything was…different. It was like in one second the people in the Starbucks had shifted position.

“What?” He felt irritation, and he wanted to look at the folder again.

“You’ve been staring at the picture for five minutes.”

“What?”

“I’m serious. There is something in this picture…I know what it is but you don’t…and it captures you. And it makes you feel something, to want to do something.”

“What? You’re full of shit!”

“Look at your watch.”

Tom did. It was 10:14 and 37 seconds.

Dan opened the folder.

Tom focused on it. Heysoos! What was it about this thing? He felt that irritation, and yet he couldn’t look away. Only by staring at the picture could he—

Dan closed the folder.

“What the fuck?” Tom was pissed.

“Look at your watch.”

Tom suddenly found himself holding his breath. Something had happened. Everything was different, and…he looked at his watch.

10:19 and a few seconds.

He looked up at Dan.

“What the fuck did you do?”

“Nothing. The picture did it. Can you even tell me what’s in the picture?”

“It’s a…uh…wait, let me think. It’s…” and his mind was a blank.

Dan sat back and waited.

“Holy fuck! I don’t know!”

“But it grabbed you, didn’t it. Grabbed you so hard you couldn’t think about anything else.”

Tom sat and his eyes got a far away look.

“But that’s not the good stuff.”

“Huh?”

“I’m going to show you another picture. Ready?”

“Not really. This is freaking me out.”

“Well, this will really freak you out, and then I’ll tell you what is happening so you can get over your freak. Are you ready?”

Tom took a deep breath. “Okay.”

Dan opened the folder and lifted the first picture and turned it over.

Tom wanted the original picture, even though he didn’t know what it was, but…the second picture…it was…and he felt sexual excitement course through him. He felt it in his pants, and his penis suddenly was hard as a metal rod. He had never been so hard in his life, and he was getting harder. Then he was dripping, and he just knew he was about to…about to…

Dan closed the folder.

Tom stared at his friend and reached down and pressed his groin down. “Fuck!” he whimpered. “What did you do?”

“It’s the picture. I’m going to show you a picture now…no, not the one I just showed you. Watch.”

Dan opened the folder and flipped over the first two pictures.

Tom could see a shimmery series of lines. They were like lightening bolts, very subtle, just quick hard waves, and they said, ‘You are horny.’

Tom’s mouth opened. “That was hidden in the picture? But that’s…that’s simple! And it’s stupid!”

“But it works.”

“Where did you get this?”

“I was looking into the subliminal thing and I kept coming across sources. One of the sources that was constantly mentioned was MHNSA. Mental Health National Security Agency. MH is apparently a small division. working out of the NSA, but with virtually no government oversight. It is heavily involved with subliminal messaging.”

“Wait a minute. I know you’r into conspiracies, but are you saying the government is doing it?”

“You don’t think the election was stolen?”

Tom blinked. He could see all the ramifications instantly. “But…this is to…you—“

“Hold on. I don’t know what the government is doing, or not doing, but I do know that if the government can do it then so can we.”

Tom lowered his eyebrows. “So what, exactly, do you want to do?”

“I want to put a subliminal message in Seinfeld. Every minute or so you just flash a message, like what’s in the folder…”

“And your girlfriend lays down for you.”

“Exactly!” crowed Dan.

Tom snorted. “Do you know how many people watch Seinfeld?”

“In our town, exactly 436 people.”

“Really?”

“I checked the stats. It goes up or down by five or ten, but it’s almost exactly the same number every single night.

“And you want me to put one of those squiggly messages in the program every minute, and you think that will make your girlfriend lay down for you.”

The smile on Dan’s face said it all.

“Well, let me think about it.”

A week later, Tom having thought through how he could insert a subliminal message into the Seinfeld programming, he decided to do it.

Heck. It wouldn’t harm anybody. His friend would get laid, and it was sort of funny.

TV, movies, used to be on film, but they are all on digital these days, which made it a simple matter of writing a bit of code and inserting it into a scene every minute. Writing the code was simple.

you love Dan

you will fuck Dan

That was it. So simple.He inserted the code, then called Dan and told him the good news. “Hey, buddy! You’re going to get laid tonight! Let me know how it goes, eh?”

“Oh, man! Thanks! I really appreciate this!”

“Not a prob.”

Dan worked until five, then headed for home. He pulled into his driveway fifteen minutes later, took care of some laundry, watched a bit of the TV, and kept chuckling to himself.

He was going to get lucky! Man oh man oh man!

At six fifteen he hopped into the car and headed for Jan’s house.

She lived on the other side of town, but it wasn’t big town, and he as there by six thirty. He went up the steps to her apartment and walked in.

“Honey! I’m home!”

“In here, babe. I’m fixing dinner.”

Dan headed for the kitchen, where he kissed the back of her neck, then planted himself at the dinner table.

“How’d the day go…”

“I saw the most wonderful curtains…”

“Aren’t you looking forward to Seinfeld? I understand it’s going to be the soup Nazi tonight!”

“Oh, yeah,” agreed Dan. He really agreed with Seinfeld. He wanted to watch Seinfeld. There was nothing he wanted more than to watch Seinfeld.

They ate meatloaf with mashed potatoes, chatted, and had a good time.

Dan liked Jan. A lot. He wasn’t that serious about her. But he was serious.

Jan was that serious. She felt her little chest go pit a pat when he was around. He was polite, made good money, and was a good catch. Also, thank goodness, he wasn’t too pushy when it came to the sex stuff.

After dinner he helped with the dishes, and she made a couple of drinks. She liked wine, and he liked bourbon, but that was okay. They were moderate drinkers and never got out of control.

Finally, it was eleven o’clock. Time for Seinfeld.

Dan made a bowl of popcorn, Jan arranged the pillows, and they turned on the TV.

Dan and Jan sat on the sofa, munching popcorn and watching the opening credits. They listened to the goofy bass music and settled in, and the show started.

Elaine wants some soup. Hah hah hah!

Kramer enters the apartment like he’s breaking into a swimming pool. Hah hah hah!

Jan sighed, and felt…a little warm.

Jerry tries to deliver a line without smiling. Hah hah hah.

“Is it hot in here?” asked Jan.

“No, no.” Dan looked at his watch. Two minutes. Zowie!

Elaine stands in line for her soup and George warns her. Hah hah hah!

“Yes. It’s warm. I feel so hot.”

She meant the temperature in the room.

He knew it was her body starting to cook for him.

The interaction with the soup Nazi. Hah hah hah!

Jan shook her hands, waved a hand at her face, undid a button on her blouse.

Five minutes.

Another button and another button.

Dan watched out of the corner of his eye as more and more flesh appeared.

They made out a lot, and he felt her breasts, which were nice and big and soft and everything he wanted in a breast.

But he never saw so much flesh!

More buttons, then she pulled her blouse apart.

Jerry laughing, Kramer laughing, Elaine laughing, George laughing. Hah hah hah hah!

Jan grabbed Dan’s head and pulled it right into her cleavage.

He felt his nose mash into the valley between her mountains.

“Oh! Dan!”

His nose got hung up on the material of her bra, but he was already working the fasteners in the back.

“Oh, yes!”

She clutched him, and then he had his mouth on his dream boobs.

“Oh, baby!” he muttered over big mouthfuls of soft flesh, then he sucked on her nipples.

They were beautiful. They were big and stiff and he sucked and held them in his mouth and licked.

Jan groaned, and suddenly she was tearing at his pants.

“Oh, yeah,” Dan muttered, trying to help.

Jan ripped his belt apart, undid his zipper, and his big dong suddenly stuck up into the air.

“Oh, yes!” She launched her mouth onto it. She grabbed her testicles and pulled them. She licked up and down and round and round.

Dan was in heaven. He’d been with girls before, but never one so eager as this!

They kissed, then he pushed her back, or maybe she pulled him over as she laid back, and then he was poised at the portal to her soul.

“Oh, baby!”

“Do me!

And he did.

It didn’t last long. When you’re that hot it never does. Five minutes had passed and they lay intwined. Naked. Breathing hard. His sperm dripping from her vagina.

And the soup Nazi yelled at Elaine. Hah hah hah!

“God,” Jan mumbled, her face pressed again Dan’s chest. “I don’t know what came over me.”

“It was great, baby.”

He held her and felt that great satisfaction that comes after sex. He was emptied.

But Seinfeld was still playing.

Hah hah hah.

Jan looked up from his chest, she couldn’t help herself, and she stared at the screen. She began breathing harder.

Dan was laying there, basking, relaxing, and he felt her hand go to his groin.

“Hey,” he chuckled. “I’m done.”

But Jan didn’t seem to hear him. Suddenly she had his limp penis in her mouth, and she was sucking mightily.

“Hey!”

She ignored him, gripped his balls and squeezed. He could almost hear her thinking: there’s got to be more! There’s got to be more!

“Hey, baby…”

His penis reacted. He had just cum, but with such attention he couldn’t help it. His dick started to stand up again.

He was sitting, a little sprawled, and his cock was now pointing towards the ceiling.

Jan threw a leg over him, she pressed her a boob into his mouth, she clutched his head and pulled his face into her chest.

Dan had no choice. He was getting fucked whether he wanted it or not.

Jan bounced up and down, pulling her nipples, moaning so loudly the neighbors started pounding on their ceiling, Jan’s floor.

“Hey!”

“YES! YES! YES!”

Jan came, hard.

Dan couldn’t cum, but he was erect, and he was now horny. In spite of having just cum he was back to being horny again.

“Okay,” he muttered, a little put off.

Jan sagged on him, her big breasts pressed against him.

“I…I don’t know what came over me,” she mumbled into his flesh.

“It’s okay, just, get off me.”

She pushed back, turned over and sat next to him. And somehow her hand was on his hard penis.

Seinfeld was still on, and she suddenly focused on the screen.

Dan lay there, wishing she’d take her hand off him, but she didn’t, wouldn’t when he tried to disengage her, and, suddenly, she began moving her hand up and down.

He might be horny, but he was still empty.

“Come on,” he whined.

Then she was mouthing him again, palpating his balls, and she pulled herself over onto him.

Jan grunted and rode him like a two dollar mule, and Dan groaned and wondered what the hell he had gotten himself into.

It was four in the morning before Dan managed to make his escape. Jan was ready to keep going. Something had really gotten into her, and she was the very definition of insatiability. But Dan managed to gather up his clothes and he sprinted out of her apartment. And he was afraid she was going to come running after him.

As he got into his car he heard the sliding door on her balcony open, then she was yelling down to him. “Come back, lover! We aren’t done!”

Dan put the car in gear.

Driving across town, he put an article of clothing on at every stop light, and by the time he arrived at his house he was dressed.

Exhausted, his penis was sore, but he was clothed.

He parked his car and staggered up the steps onto the porch.

“Dan! Honey!”

He jumped, but he was tired and too slow. Shiela from the studio was waiting for him,

Shiela was a buxom blonde with a kind face, and she never gave Dan the time of day.

She was the head software engineer, and she preferred to keep everything on a business level. Besides, she sort of had Dan pegged for what he was: an opportunistic horn dog.

She certainly didn’t want that kind of a relationship.

But now she was clinging to him, unbuttoning the buttons he had just buttoned. Pulling at the belt he had just put back into the loops.

“Shiela!” He tried to back away, but he had opened the front door and she just pushed him into the house. “What are you doing?”

Normally he would have loved to screw Shiela, but not now, not after what Jan had done to him. He tried to fend her off, but she kept clawing at his clothes, popping buttons and ripping stitches.

“I was on duty tonight,” she purred. “I was making sure everything was running right, and Seinfeld came on. I never pay attention to that program, I’ve seen it a million times, but now…this evening, I found I was watching it. I couldn’t keep my eyes off it. And the weird thing, I never realized how sexy that program is, and I got hotter and hotter. My tits started blushing and my pussy got wet. It got so wet I was afraid I was dripping when I walked, that I would splash when I sat down.”

She had his shirt off and was pulling on his pants. She pulled down and he pulled up, but she was winning. He was weakened from his exertions with Jan, she was like a tigress protecting her cubs.

“I don’t know why I’m telling you this, except that I kept getting hotter and hotter, and I started thinking about you. I started thinking about how much I wanted you. All I could see was your body in my mind. So strong and virile.”

She had his pants off and she ripped his underpants off. Then she was on her knees, sucking.

He couldn’t back away without damaging  himself. When he tried she dug in her teeth and held on to him.

“Hey!” he yelped.

“Hay is for horses and cows that go moo.”

Then she had a grip on his testicles.

She stood up, lifted him up on his toes, and moved him, dancing backwards, across the room. She almost literally threw him on the couch and mounted him.

She was soft and velvety and…very wet. He splashed down and it felt good.

But he had just been screwed for several hours! He had cum! But…the ways of a woman are not to be denied.

She sucked on his nipples, filled his mouth with her own nipples, moved up and down on his shaft, twerked her ass like there was no tomorrow, and, amazingly, he felt it coming! An orgasm! After all that he had been through!

But Shiela was too wily for that. She noted his sudden surge of interest and she reached down and gripped him. Hard.

“Don’t you cum yet, you bastard!” she hissed in his ear, then she nipped it so hard the pain forestalled his looming orgasm even more.

Dan grabbed his ear and cried out in pain, and Shiela locked up, grabbed her boobs and arched her back. Her orgasm was truly magnificent! Even in his depleted state Dan wished he cold have joined her, but she wouldn’t let go of him.

Then she started up again.

“No!” Dan cried out. But he was caught.

Two hours later Shiela was passed out. She had had four cums, and he had actually managed to squeeze one in.

Except, while hers were world shakers, his actually hurt.

His penis was sore. His balls were sore. The orgasm had been more painful than pleasurable.

Still, at least he had had one. But he didn’t feel like he was going to ever have another orgasm in his life. At least, at the moment, he didn’t want one.

He was exhausted, beaten, his eyes surrounded by black circles, his cheeks gaunt.

And this was only one night after the subliminal message had showed.

Fortunately, it was only supposed to run for one night, then Tom was supposed to remove it. God! He needed that thing removed, and he never wanted it shown again!

Shiela was supposed to be at work, but she lay naked on the couch, sprawled with a big, happy smile on her sleeping face.

Dan let himself out of the apartment and  trotted down the stairs.

“Dan!”

Dan spun. He thought maybe Sheila had woken up and followed him. Sure, she was naked, but she had been so crazy the night before that—

“Susie?”

His next door neighbor was put a sack of garbage in the trash can at the foot of her driveway. She was wearing a ragged, white robe, her hair was up in curlers, and her feet were ensconced in flip flops.

“God! I missed you, Dan!” She started advancing on him.

He jumped into his car, and she picked up speed.

“I was watching Seinfeld last night, and all I could think of was how much I wanted to fuck you!”

He started the car, and now had a problem.

She was standing in front of the car, her hands on the hood, her big breasts flopping out of her tatty robe.

“Get out, Dan. We need to discuss this in the house. In my bed!”

He stared at her in horror.

She was ten years older than him, and had always looked at him like he was a stupid man. In fact, he thought she might be a lesbian. But now she was staring at him, coming around the corner of the car, and he let the brake off.

The car started rolling.

“No! No!” she yelled. She actually tried to keep the car from rolling by grabbing the antenna. SNAP!

Then she dug her fingers into the roll of metal that went over the door.

He rolled faster.

She screamed. “Stop! We need to do this!”

Then the car was past her and picking up speed.

He drove down the street, her chasing him, hobbling because one of his tires had rolled over her foot.

“Come back! Co-o-ommme ba-a-“ Her voice faded as he drove away.

He was shaken. Sweat poured off him. His hands were trembling on the wheel.

“What in God’s name…she had watched Seinfeld? Oh, heysoos Xristo! What other woman had seen that stupid show?

Slowly, he settled down. He had a fifteen minute drive and he began to think about his situation.

The show only showed to 500 people. Maybe more if it wasn’t the same 500 people every night. No, it was only the same 500 people. The show appealed to morons who could only sit in front of the  TV and appreciate canned laughter.

So, 500 people.

How many were women?

Probably all. He didn’t know any men that liked Seinfeld. That was definitely a chick flick series.

Okay, so how many of those women knew him?

Then he thought about how many people named Dan there might be in town!

There might be a couple of poor fellows being attacked by women just because they had his same name!

That realization started a whole new level of shaking.

He took deep breaths and focused on staying on the road, keeping his place in traffic.

Okay. Okay. No need to panic.

Just…drive…it will work out.

So how many people…women…did he know? How many of his friends would watch Seinfeld.

There might be a couple of people at the studio. So who was on duty last night?

Shiela had been. He knew that. But, uh…he ticked off names in his head and came up with two. Bill and Ted. They were the two geeks who liked working the odd hours. Two guys, they wouldn’t have watched Seinfeld. And they were guys. So he was safe.

All he had to do was make sure Tom removed the subliminal message.

He pulled into the parking lot and into the space he usually parked in.

He opened the car door and—

“Gotcha!” It was the barista at the Starbucks on the next street. She was young, skinny, with purple hair and big, silver hoop earrings.

He had been throwing a leg out, and suddenly he was pushed back over the console. It was awkward, he was in a position where he couldn’t get his muscles under him, and she was ripping at his pants.

“Oh, no!”

“I knew it was you. I serve you coffee every day. I write your name on the cup. Dan. And I knew, last night about eleven o’clock, that I loved you!”

Dan tried to push her away, but his back was bent backwards and he couldn’t even sit up.

She had his pants down now and was strangling his cock with a grip of iron.

“Harder! Damn it! Get harder!” She pumped her fist, and, God of Gods, he started to respond! He had squirted thrice! He was empty! But a dick can be a terrible thing! He started to get erect.

“Ooh! Boner!” she crooned, pumping and watching it grow.

He cried out, “You were watching Seinfeld?”

She cackled, “I love that show!”

“No!”

But she was climbing up on him, sitting on him, and her naked, skanky pussy devoured him.

She bumped up and down, and she looked down at him and crowed, “No soup for you!”

An hour later Dan staggered across the parking lot. His pants were ripped, but at least he managed to cover his groin.

Behind him, the barista was laying half in and half out of his car. Her skirt was up and her panties were gone. Apparently she hadn’t worn any panties when she had gone after him. She unconscious, sleeping the happy sleep of a woman who has suffered three glorious orgasms.

Dan thought his penis might fall off.

He pushed the glass door open and walked through the reception area.

“Dan?”

He turned around. The receptionist was on her feet, rounding her desk and coming after him.

“NO!” he screamed.

He ran for the elevator. He made it, and he heard her pounding on the door as he moved upwards.

He sagged to his knees handheld his face in his hands. Oh, God! What had he done? He had to get a hold of Tom.

The elevator door opened and he stepped out, looked around, then sprinted for his office.

He reached it without being seen and went through the doorway and slammed the door.

“Hi, Dan!”

He spun. Two women, Shirley and Brenda, were sitting on the ugly green couch against one wall. They had been waiting for him, and they stood up.

“NO!” he screamed.

He pulled the door open and ran down the hallway.

“No!”

“Come back here!”

“Dan! I love you!”

“No you don’t…I love him!”

Dan turned a corner, hit in a janitor’s closet, and listened to the two women run past his hiding place.

“I love him!”

“He’s mine!”

“I loved him since I saw Seinfeld!”

“Me, too!”

Then they were down the hallway and Dan risked cracking the door and peeking out.

They were gone. Thank God!

But now he couldn’t go to his office. They would come back and find him!

Tom! He had to get to Tom! Tom could delete the subliminal message, then the effects would fade, and…he had to get to Tom.

He ran down the hallway and up the stairs.

Tom was on the third floor. He worked in a room filled with computers. He put the programs into his computers and put them on the schedule.

Dan came out of the stairs, looked both ways and ran for Tom’s office. He pushed through the door and stood, gasping for breath. Tom wasn’t there.

But Tom was always there! He was notorious for long hours!

“Come on…come on…” wheezed Dan.

He picked up Tom’s phone and called reception.

“Hello?” The receptionist’s voice was breathy. Of course it was. She had been chasing through the building looking for him!

Dan disguised his voice, spoke in a nasal whine. “Can you page Tom Jenkins for me?”

“”Oh, sorry. Tom called in sick today.”

Dan grew faint! “Can you call his home number for me?”

“I…who is this?”

“This is Marsha, in admin.”

“We don’t have a Marsha working here. Is this Dan?”

“No. I don’t know any Dan.”

“It is! Let’s see, oh, you’re up in Tom’s office.”

Click.

“Oh, fuck!” Dan yelped. He threw the phone down and looked around. He couldn’t stay here.

He ran out of the office and down the hallway. Up the next flight of stairs, and just in time. He heard the receptionist’s voice as she pounded on Tom’s door. “Dan! I love you!” Then a howl of anguish when she realized he was no longer there.

Sobbing with frustration and fear, Dan ran down the corridor. The door at the end was open! He could hide in there!

He popped through the door and slammed the door. He put his head against the door and leaned. “Oh, God.”

Then he turned and leaned against the door.

“Dan?”

His eyes popped open.

Martha Wentworth was a kind lady. She was kind because she was, not to mince words, ugly.

She had a beak that should have been on a mynah bird. Her hair was white and scraggly and she wore it in a severe bun. Her lips were thin, and her body was flat as a board. A skinny board with hard edges.

And she owned the TV station.

She stood up behind her desk.

“Is anything wrong?”

“Uh…no…I just…”

“Are you hiding from somebody?”

“No. It’s just…”

A concerned expression on her face and she came around her desk.

“You can tell me, Dan. I’m concerned for all my workers.”

“No. I don’t…”

She reached the door and said, “Well, don’t worry. We’ll lock the door, then whoever is chasing you…”

She pressed the button and locked the door.

“Oh, thank God!” Dan sighed in relief. He was safe at last!

Then she grabbed him and began humping his leg. “I love you, Dan. I realized that while I was watching Seinfeld last night.

“No-o-o!”

But it was too late.

Marsha Wentworth, the ugliest woman in two states, was dragging him to the big conference table at one side of her office, and she was ripping off his clothes.


Part Two

“No!” screamed Dan! “You can’t! I can’t take it anymore!

Martha had him on the table and was ripping at his buckle, and she stopped.

“Any more?”

“My girl friend! My neighbors! The receptionist! They’re all trying to get me.

Martha paused. “Everybody wants you?”

“Everybody,” sobbed Dan. “They rip my clothes off and sit on me and I can’t cum anymore and it hurts but there’s nothing I can do to stop it!”

Martha stepped back and frowned.

“Everybody wants you,” she mused. “Everybody wants to make love to you.”

“They do,” Dan sat up and tried to pull the remnants of his clothes back on. “They all watched Seinfeld, they all got the subliminal message, and they just want me.”

Martha could feel her heart pounding. She wanted Dan in the worst way, but her intellect was bigger than her lust, or, at least, was able to rule over her female urges for a time.

“Subliminal messages? What are you talking about?”

Dan was caught. Tom couldn’t take the subliminal messages out of the Seinfeld show. Women were pursuing him unrelentingly, and he figured if he just came clean, maybe Martha could get the messages removed from he TV show. Sure, he’d be fired, but that was better than being savaged by every woman who had watched Seinfeld!

“I had Tom put a subliminal message in The Soup Nazi episode of Seinfeld. I thought nobody ever watched that show, but it looks like every woman in town has seen it. They chase me! They take advantage of me and there’s nothing I can do.”

Martha’s pussy was wet, but her mind was active. She took a step further back and said, “Tell me the whole thing.”

So Dan did. He was half sobbing as he admitted his complicity, and he explained that he just wanted to get into his girlfriend’s pants.

Martha listened.

When he was going over how the receptionist in the building had chased him she went to her desk and sat down. As he finished explaining what had had happened she pulled up the security feeds.

She looked at the various window on her screen.

Yep. The receptionist going from door to door, looking in rooms, searching.

And there was a strange girl! It looked like the barista from the Starbuck’s on the next block.

And there were other women roaming through the building, looking in closets, calling out Dan’s name.

One part of her mind considered the Seinfeld program. Obviously it was more popular than the numbers indicated. She was going to have to see to getting more episodes.

The other part of her mind watched the women scouring the building, searching for Dan.

Then she heard footsteps outside her office, and pounding on the door. The security feed showed that the receptionist had reached her office.

“Get under my desk,” snapped Martha.

Dan ran around the desk and dove into the knee well.

Martha went to the door and unlocked it.

Instead of being cowed by being confronted by the owner of the company, the receptionist tried to look around her, went up on tip toes, and blurted, “Is Dan here?”

Martha knew better than to mess with a woman in the throes of love. She stepped back a little so that the receptionist could glance over the room. But when the receptionist tried to get in she moved swiftly into her path and pushed back. “Isn’t it time you attended to business?”

The receptionist frowned. “But…”

“Or get fired?”

Dan wasn’t in sight. She had no idea where he was, and now her common sense began to take ahold.

“Okay,” she mumbled, and she retreated down the hallway.

Martha locked the door and went back to her desk. She sat down, trapping Dan under the desk.

“Hey!”

That was the moment Martha almost lost it. He was right there, trapped, between her knees, and she wanted him to eat her, finger her, and finally fuck her.

But she was a woman who had good self-control.

She looked down at Dan’s face.

“I should be furious over what you’ve done.”

“I know. Please. Fix the Seinfeld show and I’ll disappear. You’ll never see me again. I’ll even change my name.”

Martha considered his words, and ignored them.

“I have a better idea.”

Dan looked up, over her lap, past her skinny tits, and worried. She was a woman, after all, and if she had watched the Seinfeld episode then he was in trouble.

“First, we have to get you out of here. I’ve got an idea for that, too. Then I can get Tom down here and we can see about adjusting that subliminal message.”

Dan should have caught on right then. She didn’t say ‘delete’ the message, she said ‘adjust’ the message. But he didn’t.

“How can I get out of here.”

“First, before we do that…where are you going to go?”

“Home,” he looked puzzled.

“And women will surround your house, lay siege, burn the walls down and get to you. No. Going home is the worst thing you could do.”

“Well, but…where can I go?”

Martha sighed, “Well, I suppose you could hide out at my place. I have a rather large house in the country, and…you could hide there.”

“I could? But don’t you have maids or something?”

“Oh, I fired them.”

She made a mental note: call maids, fire them, get them out of the mansion within the hour.

“Okay. I mean, yes. Thank you. Oh, this is such a relief! So how are we going to get me out of here?”

“That’s easy. We’ll disguise you.”

“Disguise me?”

“Sure. We’ve got a make up department. I’ll get you down there at lunch, while everybody is out of the building.”

“Isn’t the make up department all girls?”

“Oh, I fired them. Got all boys now.

She made a mental note: fire all he girls in make up, get them out of the building before lunch. Hire a male make up artist.

Dan nodded, hope growing in his heart.

“But isn’t there a danger of somebody coming in and seeing me?”

“No. Everybody wants Dan the man. We’ll just make you into a woman.”

Looking down at his sweet but worried face Martha wanted to slide under the desk with him, but she managed to hold on. She had to.

“Well, what should I do until then?”

“Uh…” Get between my legs with your tongue? Screw me until I turn sideways! Make me pop until my vagina dies! “You can hide in my closet.”

So Dan went into her closet. He sat on a box amidst other boxes, under coats, in the darkness, and was sorry he had ever had a subliminal thought.

Martha sat at her desk and fired her maids, fired the make up department, and hired an all male make up staff, to start that very afternoon.

Then she called Tom at home.

“Hello, Tom.”

“Uh, hi.” (cough cough)

“I understand you’re feeling under the weather.”

“Yeah,” his voice sounded like a frog gargling gravel.

“I also understand that you placed subliminal messages in last night’s Seinfeld episode.”

Dead silence. The silence of a mine a thousand feet deep. The silence of outer space.

Then: “Uhhh…”

“”Would you like to keep your job?”

“Yes.”

“Then you have to do something this afternoon.”

Tom, on the other end of the line, was feeling really sick. He felt like shit being pounded by a golf shoe. He was squashed and penetrated and feeling like he was leaking out the sides.

But he wanted his job.

He listened to Martha, then said, “Okay.”

Then he was awake, hardly feeling ill at all. What Martha had told him to do…good Lord!

Dan sat in the closet for hours. He listened to the murmur of Martha conducting business through the door, and couldn’t distinguish what her low toned voice was saying.

He sighed.

He dozed, which he needed to do after his most difficult night.

Then the door opened.

“Dan?”

He woke up and got to his feet. “Is it time?”

“It is. Come on.”

She led him through the building to the make up department. He followed her, frightened, afraid somebody would see him. But nobody did, and he arrived in the make up department.

“Hello, darlings,” cooed the new head of the make up department. His name was Lightening, and he was as gay as gay could be.

He was wearing skin tight pants that showed everything, a skin tight leopard skin blouse, and high heels. His hair was coiffed and he had a bit of make up on.

“Hello, uh…Lightening,” even Martha was a little put off by the name and the flame of the new man.

“What can I do for you, darlings?”

“I would like this man made up as a woman. The works. Make it so nobody would ever suspect he was a man.”

“Ooh, goody!” Lightening clapped his hands and pirouetted on his two inch heels.

“Okay, uh, Charlie…” Martha had warned Dan not to use his own name until he was safely at her home in the country. “Lightening will let me know when you’re done, and I’ll drive you out to my home.”

“Miss Wentworth, thank you. I know I’ve caused trouble, but I guarantee nothing like this will never happen again!”

Martha smiled. “I know. Now you just do what Lightening tells you and this will all be over.”

She exited the department and Lightening went to work.

“Okay, darling, first let’s get rid of those terrible, curly hairs you’ve got.”

Dan looked down at his body. Through the rips in his clothing he could see his hair. He looked up. “My hair?”

“Of course, darling.”

Lightening produced a bottle of Nair. “Off with your clothe, honey.”

Dan removed his ripped clothes and Lightening tossed them into a trash can.

“Hey!”

“Don’t be scandalous, Danny Boy. I’ve got a marvelous outfit all picked out for you.”

Then Lightening proceeded to spray the Nair on to Dan’s body. The goo turned into a gelatin, and Lightening smeared it over his body. Every part.

“Hey!” protested Dan as Lightening smeared the slick goo into his groin.

“Be brave, my sweet,” murmured the make up artist.

Dan tried to be brave, but…he was sorely tried. Lightening might be gay, but he was a man! And Dan had never had a man touch his privates, massage his skin, even make sure the hairs in his ass were properly coated with Nair.

Lightening didn’t seem to mind. In fact, when Dan flinched Lightening would often chuckle, and make sure he touched the same place again.

Fifteen minutes, then Dan stepped into the shower. He rinsed his hair off and stood naked, and his skin felt like butterflies were beating their wings against him.

And his cock, of course, durned traitor, had woken up.

“Oh, how sweet,” quipped Lightening. He took Dan’s cock in his hand and Dan yelped.

“Homo,” muttered Lightening.

Lightening handed Dan lingerie.

A bra with two big breast forms. A gaff, which was a tight piece of underwear used by drag queens to keep their junk out of the way.

Once the bra and gaff were on Lightening adjust him, tugging on the straps, pushing Dan’s penis back between his legs and pulling the gaff up tight.

“UNH!” grunted Dan.

“Sissy,” derided Lightening.

Then a corset, a very tight corset, and Lightening put his weight behind the pulling of the draw strings and Dan’s waist became very waspish.

“Oh, you’re going to be darling,” murmured Lightening.

Lightening had him try on a couple of dresses, but finally settled on a culotte and a blouse with a short jacket.

“Do you want to look like a school girl?”

“What?”

“Or maybe a bitch cop?”

“I…no!”

“What? You just want to look like a girl?”

“Yes! Just a girl!”

“Okay, but that’s a real drag.” Lightening pushed Dan into a chair.

He began snipping Dan’s hair, making a bit of a pixie cut,.

Dan watched, and was aghast as his masculine face began to shift to the feminine.

Lightening worked fast. He trimmed Dan’s locks and style them so he had a bubble cut.

He applied layers of make up, professional make up applied by a professional, and Dan’s face took on different hues, his eyes began to sparkle, and his lips turned a juicy red.

Underneath the gaff Dan’s dick was giving him trouble. It kept trying to stand up, and it bent painfully.

Lightening gave him earrings, bracelets, spritzed him with perfume, and finally held out a pair of high heels and some nylons.

Dan put the nylons on himself, then slipped his feet into the pumps.

He stood, and he never felt more ridiculous in his life.

That was the moment, as he stared at himself in the mirror, that he wished he had never heard of subliminal messages.

But his dour mood was immediately crushed. The receptionist stuck her head in the door, looked directly at Dan and didn’t recognize him, and said, “Miss Wentworth would like to see you.”

Lightening cupped one of Dan’s buns as he left the room, and Dan gasped and jumped, but Lightening just laughed.

Dan walked through the building, past women who knew who had known him as Dan, but now didn’t recognize him.

They all thought he was a woman!

Of course they did.

He had been professionally made up by one of the best in Hollywood.

Dan climbed the stairs, getting used to the pumps, then sauntered down the corridor to Martha’s office.

He walked through the door and stopped.

Martha was in her chair, behind her desk, leaning back, and it looked like she was reaching down to her…

Martha jerked upright.

“Oh! I was just stretching!”

It had looked like she was rubbing her pussy, but…that couldn’t be. She was an older woman. She didn’t do such things!

“Come on, now. Let’s go to the garage.”

Martha led the way, striding imperiously through the building. They walked right past the receptionist who looked a little miffed.

Well, she should. She had searched for Dan all day, and hadn’t found him.

Into the garage and they walked to her big Lincoln.

Dan sat down in the passenger seated and Martha fired the brute up.

“Hey, isn’t that Tom’s car?”

“Must be your imagination,” said Martha, smoothly turning the wheel.

Dan looked behind, but they were out of sight now. It sure had looked like Tom’s car. Oh, well. There were a lot of cars in the world.

Martha drove through the city. She didn’t speak, and her face was set in a slight smile.

Into the country, over the rolling hills, and through a dense forest.

Her mansion was three stories, with gables and widow walks and chimneys. It had been built by a retired sea captain a hundred years before, and it was a staunch old collection of beams and bricks.

“Wow,” said Dan.

“I never get company out here, so you need not worry about being discovered.”

“No maids?”

“No. As I said, I fired them. But if you could help out with the duties I would appreciate it. It’s such a big house, after all.”

“Of course,” Dan agreed.

They circled a big drive around a big lawn and stopped in front of the house. Dan climbed out and looked up.

“I’ve got twenty rooms, and I’ve got one picked out for you.”

She led the way up the stairs to the porch. they crossed the porch and entered the big edifice.

It was amazing inside. Tall ceilings, polished wood floors, extravagant furniture, large paintings, drapes, and a monster chandelier.

Dan looked around and felt almost shrunken as the place dwarfed him.

“Come along, Dan.” Martha led the way upstairs.

Dan followed compliantly.

“This is your room.”

The room wasn’t very big, especially compared to the rest of the house. Also, it was decorated in pink. It had pink drapes, a pink bedspread, even a pink dresser!

“I’ll see to getting some more outfits for you. We can hang them in the closet over there.

“Mrs. Wentworth, his is all wonderful, and I can’t thank you enough, but…when can you get Tom to delete the subliminal so everything can get back to normal?”

“Well, that is a problem, isn’t it? Tom is very ill, apparently. It may be a while before he can adjust what he has done. But you’ll be comfortable here in the meantime.”

“What about my girlfriend?”

Martha turned to him. “Do you think she’ll really want to be your girlfriend once she finds out what you did?”

“Oh, uh…gosh.” Dan was quite saddened. Yes, he had not used good judgement, but he thought he might really love Jan.

“But don’t you worry about that right now.” She patted his cheek, stared into his eyes, then seemed to jerk herself back. “I’ll go fix us a big dinner, then we can just…sit around. Maybe watch some TV. I have to watch our stations, you know, make sure everything goes well.”

Dan lay on the bed while Martha went downstairs to the kitchen. He bounced a little bit, got a kick out of the jouncing of his fake boobs, and he just relaxed.

At last. The nightmare was over!

An hour later Martha called up to him.

“Danny? Dinner is ready.”

Grinning, totally relieved, Dan headed down the stairs. He stepped into the dining room and…stopped.

The table was set. Roast beef. Potatoes. Greens. Glasses 0of wine in front of each plate.

But that wasn’t what stopped him. What stopped him was Martha.

She was standing at the head of the table in a flimsy nightie.

It was pale pink and he could see right through it.

He could see her bony hips and her washboard ribs. He could see the saggy breasts, so thin and yet capped by two of the most rigid nipples he had ever seen.

Her hair was down, and it was grey and frizzy and thin.

And her bush. Her bush was thick and gnarly looking.

“Miss Wentworth,” he gasped.

“Have a seat, Danny boy. I just thought I’d get comfortable.”

Her face was made up, and not well. The lipstick was garish, she had pink spots in her pale cheeks. Her eyes were heavy with liner.

Danny stumbled on into the room, staring at her and trying not to. He sat down at the place next to her, and she leaned over him and forked some meat onto his plate, and a big glob of mashed potatoes. Her thin tits touched his shoulder and he tried not to jerk.

“Now eat up, Danny. You’re a growing boy. Or,” she giggled, a ghastly sound like marbles rattling in her throat, “maybe I should say a growing ‘girl.’”

She tittered, then sat down at her own place.

Danny ate, and the food was good, but…Martha leaned on an elbow and watched him.

“Aren’t you going to eat?” he asked at one point.

“Oh, no. I must keep my girlish figure.”

Danny grabbed the wine glass and sucked down the whole flute in one second.

“Would you like some more?” She topped it off and he drank again. And wished it was pure whiskey.

“Now then, I thought maybe you could help out with the yard, maybe mow the law, clean the windows, that sort of thing. And when you aren’t too busy, maybe you could polish some of the wood here. We have so-o-o much wood. Then there’s the silverware, and the dishes after we eat, and…oh, there’s so many things to do in a house like this. You don’t mind, do you?”

Dan minded a lot, but he was trapped. He couldn’t go back to town and risk being recognized, and Martha had gone out of her way to help him. He shook his head and tried not to look at her face.

Finally, the meal was over, and Danny took the dishes into the kitchen and washed them.

He was barely done when Mrs. Wentworth came in and took his hand. “Come upstairs, Danny. It’s time to check the programming, and…there’s something I’d like to share with you.”

“Uh, okay.”

Danny wished he could have stayed downstairs and washed more dishes, but there were more no more dishes. He was led up the stairs and down the hall to Martha’s room.

It was a big room, with lots of underwear and dresses. The bed was monstrous. a big poster bed with a sail for a canopy.

“Just have a seat here, Danny. I’ll turn the TV on.” She pushed him onto the bed and grabbed the remote and climbed up after him.

She made sure he was comfortable, propping him on pillows, and she aimed the remote and clicked it.

“Oh, no,” murmured Dan, as the doodle bass played the Seinfeld theme.

“Don’t you just love this show?” gushed Martha.

“Uh…”

“And, that thing I was going to tell you?”

The show was the one where the Seinfeld quartet, Jerry, Kramer, George and Elaine, got lost in a garage.

“Yes?”

He was torn between watching the show and paying attention to Martha.

“I managed to get a hold of Tom, and he adjusted the computer code that he put on the Seinfeld show.”

“He did?”

George grousing, Kramer double taking, Elaine complaining, Seinfeld with that idiot half smile on his face as he tried to act.

“Yes. I had him change the code.”

“Change it? But—“

Kramer carrying a big box, a TV or an air conditioner or something. Fumbling, tripping, carrying on.

“Yes. It seemed such. pity to waste good subliminal messaging.”

“But—“

“Watch the show, Danny.”

And Danny, oddly, though he didn’t like the Seinfeld show, found that he was staring at the TV. Not really seeing it so much as…as…

“And I’ve got a confession to make.”

“Uh…uh…yeah?”

He was caught between listening to Martha and watching the Seinfeld gang stumble around in the never ending maze of the never ending garage.

“Yes. I like little girls, but…I like them with penises.”

“You…” his head jerked back and forth, but couldn’t escape the TV. “…do?”

“Oh, yes. Are you watching the show?”

“I…yeah…I guess…”

Suddenly he was aware that his dick really hurt.

He reached through the baggy legs of his culotte and pulled at the gaff.

“Uncomfortable? Let me help you.”

She bent over him, unbuckled his belt, pulled off the culottes, then the gaff.

His eyes were focused on Seinfeld.

His dick sprang up, big and stiff, and it was sore, but…but that didn’t matter, because…because…he just realized….he had these very strong feelings inside him, struggling to get out.

The TV.

George whining. Elaine showing off her big teeth. Jerry thinking he was funny.

He loved Miss Wentworth. Funny. He must have loved her for a long time, but he just now realized it.

Martha, however, must have felt the same. She climbed over him, placed her bony knees on each side of him, and lowered her dried up cunt on his cock.

It was rough. It hadn’t been used since World War I. It was like rubbing his dick with sand paper. And she stuffed a skinny tit in his mouth.

“Suck me, lover!” she crooned in her old, ragged voice.

He sucked, and he tried to keep his head over not he side so he could watch Seinfeld, and Martha Wentworth bounced up and down on him and told him how much she love him.

END
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The Feminization Games

CHAPTER ONE

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

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

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

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

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

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

Swing and a miss.

Swing and a miss.

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

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

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

Leslie was up.

Swing and…CRACK!

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

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

And little old I strode out to the plate.

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

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

“Lois can’t hit anything!”

Strike.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But the game was basically over.

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

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

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

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

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

“Easy for you to say.”

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

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

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

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

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

A rude ‘what?’ An insolent ‘what?’

I said, “Let’s have a real contest.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I nodded.

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

“Yes,” I said.

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

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

We stood up and faced the men.

“Yes,” I said confidently.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

We all giggled, and our choice was decided.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Everybody looked a bit curious then.

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

“Whoo!”

“Wow!”

Catcalls and quick quips.

Then the guys went after Jim.

“Come on, Jim. You started this.”

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER TWO

“Lois, I can’t believe you did that!”

“What?” I asked sweetly.

“Embarrassed me like that.”

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

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

“Yeah, but you said it meanly.”

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

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

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

“You really think you can beat us?”

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

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

“Okay,” I acknowledged.

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

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

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

“High school is long ago.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You make me so fucking hot.”

He blinked and stared at me.

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

Oh, men are easy.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Baby,” he said lustfully.

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

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

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

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

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

“Baby…I’m…gonna…AHHH!”

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

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

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

“Wow!”

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

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

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

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

Boy, was I going to get my revenge.

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

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

“Why so soon?” asked Georgina.

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

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

We all smiled cheerfully.

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

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

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

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

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

“What about the foot race?”

“Who are our fastest runners?”

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

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

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

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

The girls looked at me blankly.

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

Man, the grins hit me then.

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

We all giggled.

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

We all looked at her.

“We might even win.”

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

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

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

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

He grinned. “This ain’t nothing.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah, but—“

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

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

“Hey…uh…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I kept working him as I chewed on his lips.

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

“Can you cum right now? Big guy?”

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

“Uh…uh….maybe…maybe…”

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

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

“AH…AHHHH…AH!”

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

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

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

WAR OF THE SEXES

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Lois, guess what?”

“What?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then Leslie called, and I got it.

It was game on.

It was root hog or die.

And it was going to be fun.

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

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

“What’s the grin for, Lois?”

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

My jaw dropped. “Are you serious?”

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

“Yes?”

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

“No problemo, Santa!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes.”

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

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

I nodded.

“Then, girlfriend, you’d better win.”

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