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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


Author’s Note!

Here’s a little tale based on Alyce Thorndyke’s Broken Man Series.

I love Alyce’s books, and ‘The Broken Man’ stories in particular. And I really love her characters.

I mean…who wouldn’t want women to take over the world?

So a swinging dick cop is assigned to a murder, and it looks he’s figured it out, then the other shoe drops and he realizes that his world is about to change. Now the question is…can a solid citizen, knock on wood cop handle the truth?

And can you handle the truth?

Can you…STAY HORNY!

Gracie


PART ONE

Brad got the call just past midnight.

“1413 Cooper St.”

“You got it.” Brad hung up the phone and swung his legs out of bed. He was about five foot ten, a bit on the chubby side, and had a ruggedly handsome face. He’d never win any beauty prizes, but women seemed to like him.

Of course, maybe it was because he was a cop. Some women liked a man in uniform.

“You’ve got to go out now? You just came to bed!”

Brad smiled. He was tired, but these calls always woke him up. “I’ll be back before morning.”

Shiela sighed. She sat half up and reached for his back. She ran her hand down it, massaged his tired shoulders. “Don’t they have the night time crew for this?”

“Well,” he stood up and put on his shirt, “they must be busy. Die now and avoid the fall rush.”

Shiela gave another sigh. “Your dark humor is not appreciated.” She bent as if to touch her toes. Her heavy breasts spilled forward, and she grabbed a pair of panties.

“Here you go.”

Brad chuckled and took the panties. He stepped into them and pulled them up.

“Sissy,” she teased him.

She had made him start wearing panties right after he had become a cop. Her thoughts on the matter were specific: if he was scared somebody might see him panties, he would be all the more anxious to avoid getting shot.

And she found that she liked it. He was sexy, and she wanted to get him to shave his legs, wear nylons, or maybe even a bra.

He was a rough man, and feminine underthings brought out the softness, made him think twice before he said or did anything.

Brad pulled up his slacks, put on his shoes, then put on his holster.

Shiela watched as he put a thumb to the gun safe, then pulled out a Glock.

“When are we going to have a world when we don’t need men to go around armed?”

He shook his head. “I don’t know, maybe never.”

She got to her knees on the mattress and hugged him, kissed him, and said what she always said: “Come home all in one piece.”

He smiled, and left.

Shiela lay back down. The moonlight came through the window and illuminated her beauty. Her face was an exquisite work of art, her body was a culmination of work outs and DNA.

And she thought: When will we have a world that doesn’t need men with guns.

Brad drove through the Los Angeles traffic. It was light and he didn’t bother with the siren. Besides, whoever it was, he wasn’t going to be waking up just because of the siren.

Not no more.

1413 Cooper St. was on the edge of Beverly Hills just off Sunset. It was a tri-level with immaculate lawn, trees that looked like giant dandelions, and a Maserati in the driveway. The Maserati had the top down and a paper license on the back plate.

There were four cop cars there, along with an ambulance, and a wagon.

Brad nosed his car into the mess that blocked the street, flashed his badge at the cop manning the yellow tape, and headed up the walk.

It was a beautiful home. Big, sunken living room with beige carpets deep enough to come up between the toes. A miniature statue stood next to the door, and a young cop directed him towards the back bedroom.

The murder victim was messy, all right, but not in a normal way. And Brad didn’t need the menthol rub.

The man was laying in bed, a look of agony on his face. He was contorted so he looked like he was ready to bounce on a springboard and take a high dive.

A high dive right into the morgue.

His eyes were open and his fists were clenched. He was naked, and Brad had a brief thought: They come into the world naked, and they go out naked.

“How you doing?”

Brad bumped fists with Tom Beninger. Tom partnered with him often, and they were a good team.

“Better than him.”

Tom grunted and looked at the man laying on the mattress, the sheets askew and half thrown off the bed.

“Randolph Hollingsworth. Dying testament to the fact that you can’t take it with you.”

A cop was walking around the bed, snapping shots. Next he would video the whole thing, then Brad and Tom could get their hands dirty.

Brad was pulling on his latex gloves when he noticed the man’s erection.

“What the fuck?”

“Yeah. First impressions?”

“He’s got a boner, and…it’s still leaking.

It was leaking, and it had made a mess. There was a huge puddle of sperm next to the body.

“I expected blood, but when I saw that…” Tom shrugged.

Brad squatted down and peered at the man’s member. It was maybe ten inches, thick, and it wasn’t completely hard, but it certainly wasn’t soft.

“Jerry,” Brad called to the coroner, who was filling out some paper work.

“Yo, how you doing?”

“Better than Randolph here. What about his dong?”

Jerry stepped over to the body and squatted next to Brad. “Yeah. It’s big, but dying sometimes gets a guy erect.”

“I never noticed.”

“Sure. Blood settles, and if the guy is in the right position it settles in his wang. Not always, but this guy is positioned perfectly. But that’s not the big deal.”

“What’s the big deal?” Tom squatted next to the two men and looked at the dead man’s dick.

“Guy’s been dead almost 24 hours. Rigor is starting to relax, but he’s still cumming.”

The three men stared at the end of the dead man’s huge dong. The head was big as a golf ball, and his balls were like tennis balls.

“Are his nuts swollen?”

“I don’t know. I’ll know when I get him on the table.”

The three men were silent then, just staring, and suddenly the dead man groaned, “Unhhh!” and twitched.

Brad and Tom jumped back in shock.

Jerry chuckled. “Twenty four hours. Muscles are starting to relax.”

“Scared the piss out of me,” remarked Tom.

“You and me both, partner.”

The dead man on the floor belched.

“Maybe I’ll put some of that menthol under my nose after all.”

The other two were already reaching into their pockets.

“Here you go,” the captain tossed a folder onto Brad’s desk, and sauntered on.

Brad motioned to Tom and opened the folder. Tom slid his chair over and looked over Brad’s shoulder.

Randolph Hollingsworth was rich and important, which didn’t seem important because he was now dead, but what was of interest was the manner in which he died.

His semen was rich with L-argnine, saw palmetto, Swedish flower pollen, and a dozen other substances that were not normal to the human body.

Tom murmured, “It makes sense, but what the fuck…”

“That’s why he had so much semen,” Brad pointed to the coroner’s conclusions.

Randolph Hollingsworth had cum himself to death.

He had squirted his load, kept squirting until he was empty, then squirted some more. In the end, his heart couldn’t take it, and he expired.

“But what would make a man have that much semen?”

“So who do we look for? He was fucked to death, there are signs of a woman, and he had made love, but…”

“Well, she really banged him.”

“Bad pun.”

The two men stared at the coroner’s report dourly.

They had to find a woman, but she might have nothing to do with Hollingsworth.

Or maybe she gave him something that made him cum. Some super Viagra or something.

“You know, I don’t think I really want to go out that way.”

“Probably not. Shall we divide up his black book?”

“Might as well.”

Randolph Hollingsworth had a thick black book. Lots of names in it, and it would take a while to go through them all.

“I’m going to see if I can get some help.”

“Okay.”

That night, after a dozen phone calls to beautiful women, Brad headed for home. He walked in the door and Shiela handed him a drink, and followed him to the bedroom where he took off his holster and locked up his Glock.

Shiela had a couple of steaks simmering, and a gallon of mashed potatoes. She served him, and asked about the case.

“When you told me cause of death was an orgasm I couldn’t believe it.”

Brad shivered. “The guys all agree it wold be the way to go, but not me. Think of how the guy must have suffered.”

“Did you have much luck tracking his girlfriends down?”

“We’ve got his black book, and most of the women are listed in his cell phone. Is that weird? To have both a black book and a cell phone filled with the same stuff?”

Shiela shrugged.

“I mean, he’s even got pictures of each woman.”

“Are any of them suspects?”

“Not really. They have alibis, they were appropriately shocked, nothing in Hollingsworth’s house to point a finger.”

He bit into his steak and smiled. “Man, this is good.”

“You know, most times I’m not interested in your cases.”

“I know. Mostly they’re just messy shootings, disgusting to look at. But this one…this is weird.”

“Well, keep me up to date. Wanna fuck?”

Brad laughed. “Well, you have wined and dined me…”

“Hurry up and eat. I’ll make you another drink.

Ten minutes later they were naked, humping and bumping, laughing and chortling, and going in and out.

Then Shiela rolled over on top of him. He was close, and she said, “You want me to fuck you to death?”

“Baby, you already are.”

“Not yet I’m not.”

And with that Brad began to cum. And, the weird thing, he came extra hard, and he seemed to have a lot of semen. And it made his heart pound extra hard.

The telephone calls didn’t pan out. No likely suspects.

“Well,” said Tom, “pick out the best looking ones and we’ll do a little legwork.”

Brad gave his partner a twisted smile. “You pick. I’m married.”

Tom grinned mightily.

They did the footwork, and still nothing stood out, then they had a break.

Across the street from 1413 Cooper Ross Worth was on vacation. He had security cameras on his property. When he came home and heard that his neighbor had been killed—the media had not been told the cause of death—he went through his security tapes, and he brought new evidence to the police station.

“Who is she?” Brad stared at the screen.

The shot was clear. A street with no traffic. Bushes didn’t wave because there was no wind. Then a lady drove up in a corvette and parked in the driveway. The top was down,  and her top was up.

She had magnificent hooters, much better than your average woman.

She was blonde, her hair long, but held up in a purple, silk scarf. Her body was a symphony of sex appeal as she walked to the front door.

The front door opened and Randolph Hollingsworth, very much alive, opened the door.

She stepped into the house, kissed Randolph mightily, then turned to close the door. And in that one instant they had a perfect face shot.

Her cheeks were high, her mouth was wide and red, the light in the house shone down on her perfectly.

“Freeze it.” Brad said.

The two men studied her face. Tom opened up her cell phone and looked at the pictures. There was a match.

“She’s a beauty,” Brad explained to Shiela as they sipped good bourbon on the back porch.

Their house wasn’t high on the hill, but it did have a good view of Los Angeles. The smog made the multitude of lights twinkle and waver.

“And there’s no record of her?”

“Cynthia Fixx.”

“Fix, like in double cross?”

He nodded.

“So have you found her?”

“It was easy. She works for a corporation. ‘Amazons.’ Guy in charge is Judd Morgan.”

Shiela watched her husband, and listened, and her eyes couldn’t be seen in the gloom.

“She’s got a page on the Amazon’s website. She’s a babe, built like a brick you know what. Makes you wonder.”

“Wonder what?”

“Wonder why a woman that beautiful would kill somebody.”

“You know she did it?”

He shook his head, took a sip of bourbon.

“We’ve got that weird chemical combination in Hollingsworth’s baby batter, and that’s about all. But we’ll go talk to her. We’re having forensics go over the house again. We’ll find something. We always do.

In the darkness Shiela bit her lip. She had a worried expression on her face, but she made herself calm and said, “I’ll go get you another drink.”

He nodded.

And she added, “Then we can fuck a little.”

More lab reports came in. More inconclusive evidence that meant something, but what Tom and Brad didn’t know. They were surprised when Jerry asked them to come down to the lab, that he had something to show them.

“There are traces of alcohol in Hollingsworth’s blood, but it’s weird,” said Jerry. “He wasn’t a big drinker, but his cells retained a lot of alcohol.”

Brad and Tom stared at the forensic scientist. They were standing around a tall, steel table on which stood a couple of beakers and a small petrie dish.

Jerry’s face was unhappy. “You have that much alcohol in you and it should show up, but it’s like the alcohol got locked up in cells, was no longer able to get him drunk, but…it’s there.

“So what if it’s there? I mean, anomaly, but where does it lead to? Or point to. Or whatever?”

“Watch.”

Jerry poured liquid from a beaker into the petrie dish.

“This is the L-argnine, saw palmetto, Swedish flower pollen, and all the other stuff that was in his semen.”

The liquid sat in the petrie dish. It didn’t move or bubble or anything.

Jerry reached under the table and brought up a brown, paper sack. He opened the sack and brought out a bottle of cheap bourbon. He opened the bottle inserted a dropper and extracted about a drop from the bottle.

He held the dropper over the dish and squeezed the black bulb on the end.

The drop of alcohol struck the liquid in the dish, and nothing happened.

“This is exciting,” quipped Tom.

“Wait.”

They waited.

Jerry wasn’t put off by nothing happening. He explained, “My portions are probably all off. Do a little math and figure out the proportion of substance X, alcohol and the human body and…there we go.

The liquid began to bubble. Then it began to bubble over. It topped the lip of the dish and poured over the steel table.

Jerry placed a couple of towels around the dish and the towels became soaked. And still it bubbled.

“What the fuck?” said Brad.

“This reaction isn’t going to happen right away. When Hollingsworth drank the booze it had to go through his body. It caused this reaction in his nuts. This is the semen that was bubbling up.”

The three men stared at each other, and the substitute semen dripped to the floor.

Shiela was not normally interested in his cases, but she was sure interested in the Randolph Hollingsworth case. She asked about it every day when he came home. And when there were new developments she downright grilled Brad.

Brad didn’t mind. Cops suffer through bad experiences, and it always helps to talk.

Not that this death was particularly gruesome, but it was weird.

“So this woman, Cynthia Fixx, she feeds her victim some kind of super poison, but the poison doesn’t take effect until she gives him alcohol.”

Brad grunted and sipped his drink. “That sounds like it. I mean, that’s one possible scenario.”

“And you’re sure she’s the one?”

“She’s the only one that we can put in Hollingsworth’s house. We’ve found a bottle that was fresh opened. The bottle was wiped, but the cellophane wrapper still had a partial print on it. We’re going to go see Ms Fixx tomorrow, get some prints.”

“Don’t you have to get a court order for that?”

“Got one in the works. Tom will pick it up tomorrow, and then we’ll go see our young lady.”

Shiela made Brad another drink, and they sipped, and they made their way to the bedroom.

“You know,” said Brad as he took off his shirt, “It helps to talk this stuff. Thank you “

“Oh, heck,” she smiled as she unrolled her nylons, then, when he took off his pants, and stood revealed in panties, she pushed him back on the bed and climbed on top of him.

She pulled his cock out and sat on him. He went in easy, and she began rocking back and forth.

Brad felt good. He was feeling better and better every day. It was like he was slightly drunk, but without any of the bad effects.

He leaned up and took her nipples in his mouth and sucked them.

“Oh, yes!” she muttered, holding his head to her breasts.

Back and forth, in and out, deeper and deeper. 

She felt like he was up to her belly button, deep, and it felt good. Thens he stopped.

He looked up at her.

“Brad?”

“Yes?”

“What if this Cynthia Fixx is the murderer…”

“Yes?” There was something in her voice that alerted him: she was serious.

“What if she had good reason?”

“To murder somebody?”

“What if it was a mistake? What if they were experimenting with some new way to get high, and she just…made a mistake?”

He mused inside, then said, “Doesn’t matter. First degree or manslaughter…if she killed him she killed him.”

“But isn’t there some sort of accidental death charge or something?”

“I suppose. Accidental death, or death by misadventure, but it doesn’t matter.”

“Why not?”

“Because if she gave him the substance, or even if she saw him starting to croak and didn’t call 911, she is guilty. Maybe even more guilty for leaving the scene of whatever misadventure they had.

In the darkness Shiela was silent, and finally Brad pushed his hips deeper into her. “Come on.”

She laughed, and got back to work. She twisted and writhed and took full advantage of his man meat.

Brad was sleeping. He looked to be sleeping deeply.

Shiela got out of bed and padded down the hallway. In the kitchen she reached into her purse and took out her cell phone.

She stood for a long minute and thought about the situation, about what she was going to say.

She tapped on the face of the phone, but before it could connect the light went on.

“You okay?”

Brad was behind her.

She jumped, and turned, and her face showed her alarm.

“What’s the matter?” Brad approached her.

She forced herself to calm. “I just wanted a drink of water.”

He smiled, “Calling out for it?” He pointed with his chin at her phone.

She was back in control. “Just checking the weather.”

“So what’s it going to be?” He stuck his head under the faucet and gulped.

She waited, and for a moment she thought about clonking him on the back of the head. Unconsciousness. Maybe her weight forcing his unconscious head under water.

But she really wasn’t that kind of a person. No matter what beliefs she held, she was not partial to violence.

Brad raised his head and looked at her.

“I don’t know. You caught me before I could…” she tapped the phone and brought up the weather.

Eighty degrees tomorrow. No clouds.

“Great. A los Angeles day.”

Then he peered at her. “Honey? Is everything all right?”

“Of course,” she smiled. “Why do you ask?”

“Just…you’ve been so nice the last few days. Great dinners, bourbon and Coke on the doorstep, making love to me like a nympho.”

She put her cell back into her purse. “So that’s all I am to you…a nympho.”

He was grinning. “I certainly didn’t mean it in a bad way.”

“Oh, you’re in trouble now, buster!”

She grabbed his cock and lifted.

“Ouch!” But he was smiling. He had just come, but…it felt good.

She kissed him. Passionately. Then she pulled him, by the dick, down the hallway. “Think you can get it up again?”

He was shocked when he could.

And, after a second bout, and a great squirt, a hefty squirt that felt like it would have filled up a Coke bottle, he lay back and put his arms behind his head on the pillow.

“You know,” he said, “I don’t think I’ve ever been so happy.”

Shiela snuggled. She would have to make her phone call on the morrow. She hoped she would be in time.

The next day dawned, and Brad was up early.

He took a shower, fixed breakfast, and dawdled.

This drove Shiela crazy. She needed to make that phone call. He had to head for work. The court order would be waiting for him and Tom. They planned to hit Cynthia first thing, and that didn’t leave Shiela much time.

Finally, Brad gave her a kiss, then headed out the door.

Shiela watched from the window and made sure his car was driving down the street, then she tapped the face of her phone.

“Yes.” A flat voice. Nothing to give a clue to the caller about who was answering.

“Cynthia Fixx is in danger. Police will serve a court order on her this morning. They have evidence.”

Click.

Shiela stood and held her phone tightly. She had done her duty. She had done what she could. Now all she could do was keep here fingers crossed.

Cynthia Fixx had parked her Corvette in the garage. She got out of the Corvette, and click, click, clicked across the parking garage. She was wearing a pencil skirt. Mauvish. A matching jacket and under it a sheer blouse.

No bra. No panties. She didn’t like to feel confined.

No nylons because her legs were that perfect.

She stepped into the elevator and, while riding up to the 28th floor, checked her phone.

Nothing. Of course reception was lousy in the building, so no big deal. When she reached the top she’d check again.

The elevator stopped at the ground floor and half a dozen police got crowded into the box. One cop held the door open, two cops moved to the sides of her.

One cop, five foot ten and a little chubby, stepped in front of her and said, “Miss Fixx. I’m detective Brad Johnson. We’ve got a search warrant. We’ll be searching your offices, and your home, and we’d like a DNA sample right now.”

Jerry didn’t usually go on busts, but he had asked for this one. He was most curious, and he swabbed her mouth, and had the uncomfortable feeling of a boner rising.

It was the woman. She was packed with sex appeal. She would have given a dead man a boner. Then he realized what he had thought and chastised himself.

They went up to the 28th floor and entered the Amazon offices. A muscular man named Judd came out of the back offices and looked them up and down. His look was cold and hard.

He smiled at Cynthia. “I’ve called a lawyer. Please don’t say anything.”

That didn’t make Brad happy, but what was he going to do?

They ransacked Cynthia’s office, which was a windowed affair on the side of the building facing the ocean. They opened every drawer, took pictures, took the drawers out and checked to make sure nothing was taped to the bottom.

They checked the trash can, under the blotter, examined the lamp on her desk.

They asked for her phone, which she gave cheerfully, but not the security code.

Tom and Brad had a short discussion just out of her hearing.

“You want to try anything?”

“No. She’s already lawyered up.”

“Might surprise her.”

“Might give her a clue as to what we’re about, and we don’t want that.”

So the two detectives waited, watched, and couldn’t help but admire the incredibly beautiful woman sitting so patiently in a chair in the waiting room.

Shiela received a phone call. she listened, then she ran out to her car. She risked speeding tickets, but hoped all the cops were at the Amazon offices. Or maybe a fire somewhere, or anyplace that wasn’t the home of Cynthia Fixx.

She parked on the street in front of the next house down from Cynthia’s. She walked to a hedge, turned up a drive, and through a side gate.

She went to the garage and picked up a rock. she smashed the window and entered the garage.

The garage, and the house, was cool. Not a feel of anybody inside. No dog or cat.

She hurried through the house, following the instructions she had been given. Into the bedroom, and a wall safe.

She turned the tumblers, praying the police wouldn’t arrive.

The safe opened and she reached in. The little vial was right where she had been told it would be. She took it, and a sheaf of papers, and ran for the garage.

As she crossed the kitchen she saw the cop cars arrive.

She was caught!

She turned and ran to the front door. She unlocked it, then, staying low beneath any windows, she ran back for the garage.

She went out the door and ran down the walkway to the fence. She looked through the spaces between the boards and saw a dozen cops moving over the lawn.

She watched, and she prayed, and her prayers were answered.

“Front door’s open!”

Then a series of voices yelling things like, “Clear!”

She stepped out of the gate and walked swiftly towards the street.

All the cops were crowding in the front door. If one of them had turned and seen her it would have been all over.

But nobody turned and she made it to the edge of the hedge. A few steps more and she was in her car, soaked with sweat, her heart pounding, thanking whatever Gods had watched over her.

“So you got her?” Shiela handed Brad a bourbon and Coke.

“We got her,” he smiled. “She’s got a high priced lawyer, but we’ve got evidence.”

“What kind of evidence?”

“Her blood. A partial print on a wrapper. The security cam from across the street. There’s stuff on her phone.” He frowned. “What’s weird is that her safe was empty. Somebody got to it, ran out and left it open. If we could have caught them I’m sure everything would have come undone.”

“Do you have enough to convict her?”

“We will.” He grinned and took a big sip. “We’re getting warrants for the whole office. That Judd Morgan guy. We’re going to take him apart, and everybody else working for Amazon.”

“Amazon. What a strange name for a company.”

“You said it. And we’re going to take it apart. Baby, when we’re finished we’re going to know every last thing there is to know about The Amazon Corporation.”

“That’s wonderful!”

“I’ll say. Say, do you mind if I take a quick shower? I’m pretty grody from working all day.”

“Not at all.”

He hopped in the shower, and she ran for her cell phone. She tapped the faceplate.

“Yes.”

“The police are planning to serve warrants on Amazon.”

“A moment.”

A series of clicks. Then nothing for thirty seconds. Then: “Do you still have the vial from the safe?”

“I do.”

“Excellent. Here’s what I want you to do.”

Shiela listened to the woman speaking. Her mouth opened. She trembled. But, in the end, she had to follow her orders.

She heard Brad get out of the shower and she went to her purse. She took out the small vial and held it in her hand.

She got out the bourbon and a Coke. She put ice in a glass, then bourbon, then Coke. She swirled it.

She uncorked the little vial and emptied it into Brad’s glass.

She swirled the drink again.

She heard him coming down the hall, and she felt like crying.

She was going to…she was going to…but she had to.

Amazon demanded it.

She turned, a brilliant smile on her face. She held the glass out.

“Well, Mr. Sherlock Holmes. Shall we give you a night of rewards?”

He took the glass, grinned, and swallowed a large gulp.

Large enough to do the job.

He said, “Bring it on, baby.”

So she hugged him. She put her arms around him and wished she was some place else.

If she had known this was going to happen when she had fallen in love and married him, she wouldn’t have fallen in love. Wouldn’t have married him.

Then, arms around each other, smiling at each other, they walked down the hall towards the bedroom.


PART TWO

Brad was happy. He had solved a near unsolvable case, was going to charge a murderer with a crime, and who knew where the corporate investigation would lead.

On top of that his wife had been treating him like royalty. He was being served bourbon and Coke as much as he wanted (and he did like that brew!), and she was taking him to bed nearly every night.

What could be better?

They entered the bedroom and Shiela unbuttoned his buttons. “Let me do the work,” she murmured, kissing him gently.

She took off his shirt, then his undershirt. She kissed his nipples and cupped his manhood.

She unbuckled him, took down his zipper, and pulled his pants off.

She pushed him back on the bed and grabbed his panties and took them off.

Brad was in heaven. His wife, the most beautiful woman in the world to him, was going all out.

She arranged him on the bed, put her mouth on him and began fellating him like there was no tomorrow. She cupped his testicles and mouthed him, then reached under him and fingered him.

This was something that Brad particularly liked. He had so many nerves down there, and it was taboo, and…he loved it.

Then she crawled up his body kissing his flesh, stroking him, then finally straddling him on her knees and sinking down.

He touched her beautiful breasts. He felt her liquid essence envelope him. He grunted, and they became the beast with two backs.

They devoured each other.

They fucked.

And she backed off.

“Oh, ho! What is this?” he groaned.

“Just going to make it last a little longer,” she whispered, nibbling on his ear, kissing his mouth, edging him and edging him.

Again, they were together. Again they pumped. Again she did everything in her power to bring him to the lip of climax…then pulling back.

“Oh, God!” he moaned. “You are incredible!”

Again she rode him, she teased his nipples and he sucked on hers.

And she backed off.

Again and again and again.

And he had had enough.

“Let me squirt,” he begged.

She refused.

“I’ve got to! I’m desperate!”

“She took him to the precipice, let him look in, then pulled back.

And again and again.

There comes a time when it doesn’t matter anymore. The man’s cock will reach a point where it’s going to squirt, regardless of stimulation or withdrawal or whatever.

Brad reached that point. His cock had had it, it was going to shoot, except…except…it was sorta not shooting, but shooting…but…it hurt!

Semen came out, a thin trickle. And kept coming out.

Shiela knew what was happening. She drew back, and off him.

Brad lay on the bed, cumming, but so slowly, and so painfully…and even his nuts hurt!

He grabbed his penis, strangled it, tried to stop it, but it was on full overload. It was going to cum and that was it!

“Stop! Stop!” Brad yelped, the pain increasing as his essence was ripped out of him.

Shiela, a sob in her throat, stepped back from the bed.

“I’m sorry,” she said. “I’m sorry.”

Brad contorted, and howled in agony.

Shiela ran to the kitchen, grabbed her phone and tapped it.

“I did it! Please…make it stop!”

Shiela, in spite of any ism or belief or belonging to any cult, loved Brad. Brad was a good man. He had thought he was doing the right thing in his police work. She didn’t want to kill him!

The voice returned, “He may not die. Comfort him, make it easy for him, but if he survives he’s going to change. We’ll send somebody.”

Shiela ran back to the bedroom.

Brad was laying on the bed, sheets flung off, bent over and crying.

“Oh, Brad!” Shiela jumped onto the bed. She held him. She kissed him. “It’s going to be all right. You just need to survive. Help is on the way.”

Brad was in agony. His head was bent back, his eyes were filled with pleading, he held to Shiela and tried to understand what she was saying.

For hours Brad was in pain. For hours his cock leaked the terrible fluid.

Sometimes he was relatively lucid. Sometimes he wasn’t.

In the lucid moments he knew something had been done to him. Something like what had been done to Randolph Hollingsworth.

He even realized that it was his wife who had done it to him.

She didn’t summon an ambulance. The things she said…she was comforting, but seemed to have an idea where all his pain was leading.

Somewhere, during the long torment, the doorbell rang.

Shiela jumped up and ran, and brought back a tall brunette, very gorgeous, who inspected him with a candid eye.

She felt his nuts, gave his cock a stroke, looked into his red lined eyes.

“Ice water,” she murmured. “Got to cool him off.”

Shiela brought ice and the wrapped it in bags and surrounded his body with it.

The ice turned to water, his body was so hot.

Shiela went out for more ice.

More ice melted against his fevered body.

His chest hurt. It was like somebody was pounding spikes into his nipples.

His balls felt like they were exploding. His penis was a tower of burning agony.

The woman wrapped ice in a sock, wrapped the sock around his penis, and began stroking him.

More semen issued forth.

More pain exploded.

And the woman said, “We need to cool him down inside.”

Shiela stared at her.

“Do you have a dildo?”

She nodded.

“Put it in the ice box. We’ve only got about an hour left. If this doesn’t do it…”

Shiela had three dildos. She put them all in the ice box.

A half hour later the woman said, “Okay, now. Get me the dildo.”

Brad lay on the bed, shrieking in breathless silence, his body arched, his pain so great he couldn’t speak.

The woman took the big penis, it was cold to hold, and said to Shiela, “Turn him butt up.”

Shiela did.

The woman spread Brad’s cheeks and administered the biggest dildo to him.

For a second, Brad’s eyes were so large and bulging, Shiela was afraid he was going to expire on the spot. His muscles went as rigid as steel, his back bowed and his bones actually cracked.

But the woman shrugged off Shiela’s touch and kept moving her hand, and suddenly Brad relaxed. He began to breath, and the pain passed.

He had endured so much pain, however, that he couldn’t move. He just lay there.

The woman left the dildo in him and turned to Shiela. “He’s going to make it.”

“Oh, thank you. Thank you.” Shiela had been crying all afternoon, and more tears issued from her eyes.

“You must really love him.”

“I do.” Yet, talking to this very experienced woman, she felt a little guilty.

“It’s okay,” the woman said, touching Shiela cheek with one hand. “We can use him.”

Some time later Brad went to sleep. The dildo was still inside him. It as like it was collecting all the poison inside him.

Shiela and the woman went out to the living room.

“Got a drink?” asked the woman.

Shiela prepared two drinks, handed one to the woman.

The woman sipped his whiskey and murmured, “My name is Sally. I’m a specialist in matters like these.”

“Hollingsworth died. Would Brad have died?”

“He came close,” Sally nodded. She sat back and breathed deeply. “That was rough, but we can use him.”

“How so?”

“We can always use people in strategic positions. How long have you been a member of Amazon?”

“A year. I’ve attended seminars, gotten a little training, but I’m obviously out of my league with this,” she waved a hand towards the bedroom where Brad was now sleeping peacefully.

“Yes. Well, you did admirably. You kept your cool, and…he’ll live.”

Then the women discussed Amazon, the people who worked for that international organization, and how the world would change.

It was evening before Brad woke.

He was stiff, very sore, and he had something…something…he reached back and felt the dildo in his ass.

His eyes grew large, yet he knew that this thing in him must have helped save him.

He extracted the thing gently, and felt a sense of relief wash over him at its absence.

He lay there in the semi-darkness for long minutes, then decided he was going to have to move.

That he had been near death he knew. The puddle of semen soaking the bed was proof of that.

He had been about to go out the same way Randolph Hollingsworth had gone.

He sat on the edge of the bed, his asshole felt…good. Who would have thought?

He stood up, his legs shaking, and almost fell over.

He staggered to his closet and put on the robe. He stood, weak as a kitten with palsy, and waited.

His strength was coming back.

He walked across the room and down the hallway. As he approached the living room he heard voices. His wife’s. somebody else’s, somebody he had heard before, while he was suffering.

He stepped into the living room. His cock hung, and was…smaller. And his front was caked with semen. His chest…his chest was changing, it had small breasts.

Shiela and Sally looked up at him, then Shiela was on her feet, sobbing, hugging him.

Sally merely regarded him with a pleased but jaded expression. “Well, glad to meet you, Brad.”

Brad made it to the couch where he collapsed. He looked down at his weenie, at his chest. He looked up. “What happened to me?”

Shiela was about to say something, but Sally beat her to it.

“You, Brad, have become a real pill. A danger to the Amazon Corporation.”

“Amazon Corporation?” He understood words, but the concepts behind them were still a bit fuzzy.

“Randolph Hollingsworth was in our employ. We thought he was on our side, but, alas, he was collecting material and was going to reveal us.”

“Who…who are you?”

“We are the inheritors of earth. Amazon is a group of women who had decided to correct planet earth. To do that we must control men, put them in their place. We certainly don’t need people like Randolph Hollingsworth working against us.”

“So you killed him?”

“Do you know how many people have died from wars?”

Brad stared at her.

“Not just the wars, but collateral damage? People just wanting to grow their crops and suddenly they have crazy people shooting guns and dropping bombs all about them?”

Randolph looked up at Shiela. “Could I have some water?”

Shiela trotted off to the kitchen.

Brad turned back to Sally. “So you killed him.”

“Not I, but my organization. Though, to tell you the truth, it was an accident.”

“You make a guy die, you make him cum himself to death, and you say it was an accident.”

“The chemical concoction we administered was supposed to change Randolph into a woman. Unfortunately, we miscalculated, and…” she shrugged.

“And did you miscalculate with me?”

“Yes and no. We had no other recourse, we didn’t want to just kill you out of hand, but we figured that if we changed the dosage, and I was on call to help, then maybe you could live.”

“Lady, you’re under arrest.”

Whatever response Brad expected, it wasn’t the one he got.

Sally smiled.

“That’s funny?”

“And you’re changing into a woman.”

He couldn’t help it. Brad looked down at his chest. Little boobs, and they hurt, and he had the feeling—hell, he knew—they were going to get bigger.

And his cock was shrinking.

Shiela handed him a glass of water. She placed a bourbon and Coke on the table next to him.

Brad was speechless. Everything that was happening, it was too much. It was overwhelming.

“You will reduce in height a couple of inches. You will lose weight, and your fat will be redistributed. Your hips will flare out and your chest will grow. Your waist will become thin and your voice will change. Your penis is going to retract and, at the risk of a bad description, it will turn inside out and your penis will become a clitoris. Your balls have already started their journey up into your pubic area. Your skin will become finer, your eyes will grow slightly larger and become finer. Your hair will become softer and longer. Within a week, two at the most, you will be a woman.”

Brad stared at the Amazon. “You’re crazy.”

“Look at your boobs. Feel them. Feel your manhood. It is happening. Within a couple of days you will no longer be able to pass as a man.”

She leaned forward, placed her elbows on her knees and spoke directly to him. “Or I can help you.”

Brad was speechless.

He had sipped the water, but not he leaned over and picked up his drink. He sucked it, hard, and tried to figure out things.

Sally leaned back. “A planet without war. Instead of spending billions on weapons we can cure disease. Heart disease, Diabetes, cancer, all of those things will become history. Or you can arrest me.”

Brad sat and regarded Sally. She was nuts. Insane. She…she…he had boobs. Within twelve hours of ingesting the concoction they had given him.

He looked up at Shiela. “You’re a part of this.”

“Yep,” answered Sally. “So when you arrest me…you must arrest her.”

Brad looked at the floor. Arrest this…this…criminal, this murderer, and the world would, supposedly, suffer its same old same old path.

And he would change into a woman.

No more boners. No more swaggering down the walk. No more being in charge of the world.

Or he could not arrest her, and…and she would help him.

“How would you help me?”

“In my purse is a pill. It will stop the changes. I’ve got one for two days. Long enough for you to help us. After that, should you do a good job and be beneficial to our cause, I can give you more pills. You can actually live out your life as a man.”

“What about these?” he hefted his boobs at her.

“You’ll always have those. A reminder of a decision well made, or not. Your manhood hasn’t changed enough, so if you start taking our pills right now you will retain the use of your penis, and your balls will produce semen. You can even have children with Shiela. Should you wish.”

Her tone was unmistakeable. There was unfinished business between him and Shiela.

Would they continue on? Or had Brad been abused so badly he would wish to separate from her?

Brad sat still, but his mind was traveling at light speed.

Sally commented, “I know you love being a cop, and you love the way the world is structured. You’re a top dog in a dog eat dog world. But someday you’ll be old. Someday you’ll be retired, and you’ll watch the news and see countries going to war, and you’ll wonder if you could have stopped that. Could you save a million men from slaughtering each other?”

“I just turn the world over to women. Who have not been elected. Who have engineered a massive coup.”

“Yes.”

More silence. Then Sally spoke again. It was obvious she was going to speak until she had convinced him, or he gave up and arrested her.

“Women can be as guilty as men. It’s something about power. But the Amazons have created a society where women have decided to go in another direction. We’re going to…”

She talked in a low voice, putting that voice in his head. She talked about the evils of the world, and how they could be fixed.

She talked about the new structure of society.

Men were on the low end, but by adhering to this new society they could be made into women. And he would enjoy being a woman, if he decided to stop taking pills. He could be a woman and have the option of actually joining the Amazons as a woman. He could enjoy a long life with medical benefits. He could…if he had the courage.

Brad thought about it.

He thought about the age old question that philosopher’s asked: if you could go back in time to before Hitler, and knew all the evil he would do, would you kill him? Would you be willing to sacrifice yourself for the changing of the world? To make a new and better society?

“What is it you want me to do?”

“We want you to walk into the police station. Handle the evidence against Cynthia Fixx. Don’t let the police investigate the Amazon Corporation. Do that and we will give you pills. We may ask other things of you then, but nothing of consequence. At least, not compared to what we are asking now.”

“And I can be a man for the rest of my life.”

“If that’s what you wish.” Sally’s face was calm, no hint of what she thought, though it was obvious what she thought.

A long moment passed. Then Brad said, “Yes.”

Sally nodded, and Shiela let her breath out.

Brad was given the pill, and he was fed, and he got dressed. He was still weak, but he was functional.

Judd Morgan and Cynthia Fixx showed up, and he stared at them and wasn’t sure of his feelings.

On one hand, he hated them, he felt betrayed by them. On the other hand, nobody cared what he felt; they just cared what he did.

“They’ve got a vial of the stuff Shiela gave you. You need to recover that, or maybe just pour it out and fill it with water, or Coke, or coffee or whatever.

Cynthia talked about papers. “Shiela recovered papers from my safe, and we’ll get rid of those. When you get done at the police station we’ll go the Amazon offices. The police are there, and if you can distract them, or if we can distract them, then somebody can destroy papers that are in the safe.”

And so the plan was set in motion.

A half hour later Brad walked into the police station. The day shift was over, and the night shift was non-existent. Homicide cops worked during the day, rarely at night.

Brad found a vial in a box marked evidence. He poured it out in a sink and put water in it. He replaced it.

He went through the papers and found several documents that would help the case against Cynthia Fixx. He folded them and put them in his pocket.

“Hey, Brad, working late?”

Brad turned, his face a little red. His breasts were bound tight, but he was afraid somebody would notice his shape, or his face, or something.

“Just a few last minute things, then I’m out of here.”

The cop he was talking to him frowned. “You don’t look well.”

“Yeah,” Brad admitted, “I don’t feel well. I know we have a lot of work to do, but if I can get enough things done tonight I’ll sleep in tomorrow. Tom can handle whatever.”

“Yeah, well, lots of chicken soup.”

“You got it.”

“And Brad…?”

“Yeah?”

“Well done on that murder bust today.”

“Oh, well, thanks. But it was a team effort.”

“Just the same…” The cop pumped a fist as he left the room.

Brad took a last look around, then exited the room.

He felt like a traitor, but at least he would be a man. what kind of man he didn’t know, but he would survive.

What was actually more important was his thoughts about Shiela.

She had near killed him. She had put him in a position. Yet, through it all, his feelings for her were strong.

Judd was waiting at the curb in a limo. A beautiful women in limo driver apparel held the door open for him, and he sat down next to Judd.

“You know,” said Judd as the car pulled into traffic, “I was in your position. My wife sent me on a trip and I was captured by Amazons. They threatened to turn me into a woman.”

“But here you are…a man.”

“Here I am.”

“What about your wife?”

“We’re married, but we don’t see each other much.”

“You don’t want to?”

“I want, but the Amazons keep me humping. I happen to be good finances, and they need a. lot of finances to take over the world.

“And you’re okay with that? With them taking over the world?”

“Honestly? I don’t know. On paper it sounds good, but deep down I have a lot of considerations.”

“How do you deal with it?”

Judd looked out the window. He didn’t look like an unhappy man. He whispered, “They make sure I get fucked a lot.”

There were only two cops at the Amazon headquarters. They were sitting in the lobby drinking coffee and smoking.

Judd and Brad walked into the lobby and Brad greeted them.

They straightened up, but Brad just smiled. “Don’t worry about me.”

The cops relaxed. They frowned at Judd, but didn’t say anything when Judd and Brad went into the offices.

Brad was high on the chain, after all. If he was investigating a crime scene, or whatever this place was, after hours, that was fine.

Judd and Brad walked into the back, into Judd’s office, and Judd opened his safe. He took out two vials and put them in his pocket. He collected several stacks of documents, and they went into the mail room. Without speaking, Judd fed the documents into the shredder. Then he reached into the shredder and took out the shredded papers and ripped them into smaller pieces. Then he poured a bottle of glue over the pieces.

Smiling, Judd said, “That’s it.”

And the two men left.

On the way home Judd spoke of what it mean to be a man, or a woman. He spoke of the hierarchy of the Amazons, and he gave Brad advice. It was good advice.

They arrived at Brad’s house and went in.

Sally and Cynthia and Shiela were sipping wine coolers in the living room.

Shiela stood up and hugged Brad. Brad let himself be hugged, but when she backed off he looked at her. He searched her with his eyes. It was probably the first time in his life that he had seen so deeply.

“All done?” asked Sally?

Judd nodded. “Brad is the man.”

Cynthia stepped up to Brad. She put out her hand. Brad hesitantly took it. “Thank you for saving my life. Thank you for saving a planet.”

She smiled, then leaned forward and kissed his cheek.

Sally stepped in front of him. She held out a vial filled with pills.

You’ve got a year’s supply, we’ll refill you at the end of the year. You might hear from us before then, or might not. By the way, there is a red pill in there, keep that separate. That will make your change happen faster, should you get tired of being a man.”

Brad took the vial. He could stay a man. Or…he could be a woman.

Then Sally hugged him and kissed his other cheek.

Judd shook his hand and slapped his shoulder. “Remember my advice, but what you do is up to you.”

Judd and the two women went out the door. Cynthia got into the ‘Vette and squealed her tires down the street. Judd and Sally got into the limousine and drove off.

Judd watched them leave, and he thought about what Judd had told him.

He turned back into the house, and Shiela was staring at him.

“I guess we have to talk.”

She nodded. She looked miserable, yet, determined.

She didn’t believe she had done anything wrong. If anything, she had supported a higher cause.

They sat down at the breakfast table. They sipped bourbon and Coke. Brad looked at his wife.

“Well,” she spoke almost defiantly, yet he knew she was hurting.

“I talked to Judd,” Brad said. “He gave me advice. He told me, accurately, what I would be going through, and what to do about it.”

Sally hadn’t been privy to their conversation, so she didn’t know what was coming.

“I am broken. I’ve betrayed my group, the police. I’ve obstructed justice and destroyed evidence. I’ve ruined a good case, and…I feel like I’ve totally and completely betrayed everbody. And, what’s worse, by myself. I did it. I can’t hide from that. No matter what pressure was put on me…I did it.”

Shiela would have said something, but Brad wasn’t finished.

“Judd told me that either men or women can be in charge. He said if I was broken enough I could change my mind by giving up. All I have to do is recognize you as superior, and I do that by submitting.”

Suddenly Shiela knew what Brad was talking about. “Do you want me to…do you want to submit to me?”

Brad nodded. “I feel so broken, I can’t be in charge anymore. So you’re going to have to take over. If you’re in charge then maybe I can look at this being female thing.”

Shiela took his hand. “Come with me, Brad.”

Brad stood up. His chest felt like it was caving in. He felt like crying, but he had to do this. Whatever else, he believed in what Judd had told him. It just made too much sense.

Shiela led him into the bedroom, and once again she undressed him. She took off his shirts and pants and panties. She kissed the little tears seeping from his eyes.

She took off the binding holding his breasts in. She kissed his nipples and he felt the sexual electricity charge through him.

She undressed herself, then went to the dresser and took out her strap on with the big dick.

“Lay on the bed,” she commanded softly.

Brad lay down, his tears coming more and more.

Shiela put lubricant on her cock, then slowly rimmed his asshole.

Brad shuddered, and covered his eyes with his forearm.

Shiela reached up and pulled his forearm down. “Look at me while i do this. Understand it. Embrace it.

He nodded, gulped, and she pressed into him.

It didn’t hurt. It felt good. And he felt himself opening up.

As she moved back and forth his sense of treason turned to wonder.

She held his penis and stroked it in time with her own movements.

He felt his balls again. For the first time since he had almost cum to death. They were full, but…they were different.

He didn’t need to assert, to be in charge, to be the fucker.

He could be the fuckee.

For long minutes Shiela bored into him, and he began to push back, to arch his back, to grunt at the wonderful feeling suffusing him.

“Are you about to cum?” she asked.

He nodded.

She said, “Good.” She pulled out.

He stared at her. “From now on you only cum when I tell you. You don’t masturbate. You recognize that I am your superior. I am in charge and you are my property.”

He gulped and nodded.

She smiled. “And just let me know when you want to take the red pill.”

He nodded again, and began to sob gratefully. He was so glad to be owned, and all his pain left him.

END


A Note from the Author!

I hope you liked this little tale.

Please take a moment to rate me five stars.

That helps support my writing,

and lets me know which direction I should take

for future books.

HAVE A HORNY DAY!

Grace


You can find Grace Mansfield titles at

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com

If a link doesn’t work for Amazon

you can sometimes find a title

by searching ‘The Title Grace Mansfield,’

or by going to the author’s page on Amazon.


THE 21 STORY BUNDLES!

[image: ]

A massive collection of bundles!

21 steamy five star stories in each book!

All focusing on Feminization, Female Domination,

chastity, spanking, BDSM, pegging, and more!

GO TO:

21 STORIES!


Do you have all the bundles of

THE BEST OF GRACE MANSFIELD?

[image: ]

each bundle has

15 steamy five star stories

PLUS a complete novel!

GO TO:

The Best of Grace Mansfield


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: sisridebook cov use.jpg]

THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.

Sissy Ride: The Book!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: Changed cov use.jpg]

Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: ]

The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!

The Long, Hot Feminization!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: ]

Falsely accused of peeping and masturbating, James is on the Pink Path. Why is this happening? Why is his mother going along with it? At the heart of this steamy tale is Mrs. Johnson, and what she is about to do is so terrible it will shake the nylons off a fat lady!

I was Feminized and Dominated!


Here are the first two chapters from…

The Feminization Games

CHAPTER ONE

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

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

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

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

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

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

Swing and a miss.

Swing and a miss.

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

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

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

Leslie was up.

Swing and…CRACK!

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

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

And little old I strode out to the plate.

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

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

“Lois can’t hit anything!”

Strike.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But the game was basically over.

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

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

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

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

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

“Easy for you to say.”

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

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

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

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

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

A rude ‘what?’ An insolent ‘what?’

I said, “Let’s have a real contest.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I nodded.

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

“Yes,” I said.

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

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

We stood up and faced the men.

“Yes,” I said confidently.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

We all giggled, and our choice was decided.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Everybody looked a bit curious then.

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

“Whoo!”

“Wow!”

Catcalls and quick quips.

Then the guys went after Jim.

“Come on, Jim. You started this.”

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER TWO

“Lois, I can’t believe you did that!”

“What?” I asked sweetly.

“Embarrassed me like that.”

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

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

“Yeah, but you said it meanly.”

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

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

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

“You really think you can beat us?”

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

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

“Okay,” I acknowledged.

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

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

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

“High school is long ago.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You make me so fucking hot.”

He blinked and stared at me.

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

Oh, men are easy.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Baby,” he said lustfully.

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

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

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

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

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

“Baby…I’m…gonna…AHHH!”

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

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

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

“Wow!”

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

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

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

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

Boy, was I going to get my revenge.

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

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

“Why so soon?” asked Georgina.

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

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

We all smiled cheerfully.

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

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

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

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

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

“What about the foot race?”

“Who are our fastest runners?”

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

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

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

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

The girls looked at me blankly.

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

Man, the grins hit me then.

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

We all giggled.

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

We all looked at her.

“We might even win.”

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

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

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

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

He grinned. “This ain’t nothing.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah, but—“

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

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

“Hey…uh…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I kept working him as I chewed on his lips.

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

“Can you cum right now? Big guy?”

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

“Uh…uh….maybe…maybe…”

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

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

“AH…AHHHH…AH!”

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

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

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

WAR OF THE SEXES

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Lois, guess what?”

“What?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then Leslie called, and I got it.

It was game on.

It was root hog or die.

And it was going to be fun.

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

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

“What’s the grin for, Lois?”

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

My jaw dropped. “Are you serious?”

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

“Yes?”

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

“No problemo, Santa!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes.”

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

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

I nodded.

“Then, girlfriend, you’d better win.”

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