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A Note from the Author!

Been a while since I wrote a story using hypnosis. Not that Roofies are hypnosis, but…they do tend to make easy targets out of beautiful women.

Bad drug dealer!

But we don’t have any drug dealers in this story. We just have a nice guy who likes to play jokes on people…and doesnt’ really understand that karma is a be-yotch!

Enjoy!

And…STAY HORNY!

Gracie


PART ONE

“I have got the coolest idea!”

“Cooler than a milk shake?”

“Cooler than a popsicle in the arctic!”

“Cooler than an eskimo’s toilet?

“Way cooler!”

Sam stared at his wife. “If it’s that cool then I have to hear about it!”

Sam’s wife stood just inside the kitchen, a big grin on her face. Sara was a short gal, a little chunky, but mostly in the boobs. She had a round face, plump lips, and a sense of humor that wouldn’t quit.

“And you will!”

“Well, hell, woman! Tell me!”

Sam was a few inches taller and very slender. He had a wiry body and a twisty grin.

“Okay, get out the bourbon and pour us some drinks, because I’m going to lay it on you.”

Sam went to the cupboard and took down a bottle of Old Grand-Dad. He threw some cubes in a pair of glasses, splashed the OGD on the rocks, then added a touch of Coca Cola.

They sat down at the table and sipped, and Sam said, “Okay, woman. What gives?”

Sara took a gulp, leaned forward and said, “You know Janice Dewalt?”

“Sure. You and her are friends from way back.” He smiled thinking of all the jokes he had put her through.

“Well, she came up with an idea at the meeting tonight that was just shit over bonkers. I mean, it’s so wild…and all the girls were scared to do it.”

“Really?” Sam was definitely interested. He was the kind of guy who liked to do things that other people were scared of. “So what is it that’s so scary?”

“Well, it has to do with sex.”

Sam moved his head back an inch. “And what’s so scary about sex?”

“Normally, nothing. Sex is sex. You put it in and wiggle it around and then we squirt our butts off and zowie. That’s it.”

“Well if that’s it then what’s so scary?”

She leaned forward another inch, looked around as if to make sure nobody was listening, and whispered. “Unconscious sex.”

“What?” Sam wasn’t sure he had heard that right.

“Yeah. You see one of us goes unconscious, and the other one gets to fuck ‘em.”

Sam sat all the way back. This was so weird he wasn’t sure if he had heard it right.

“So you’re saying that you go unconscious, and I take advantage of you?”

Sara’s head bobbed up and down excitedly. “I can get real drunk so I can’t stand up straight, or maybe even take a pill—Janice says she’s got some of those pills—then you take my clothes off and have your way with me.”

“Well, I don’t know,” he rubbed his chin.

“What’s not to know?”

“Seems like that sort of defeats the whole purpose!”

“Okay, two things. First, sometimes you wish I’d just lay down…and I’m not in the mood. This way if you feel like sex and I don’t, I just go unconscious and you get your sex. And if I feel like sex, and you don’t…”

He smiled at that.

“Then you take a pill and I get to hump and ride you till my pussy is sore.”

“What if I don’t get an erection?”

“I don’t know. We feed you some of that Viagra stuff. What do you care? You’ll be sleeping!”

Sam poured a couple of more drinks. It sounded sort of stupid. But, at the same time, there was a sort of excitement to it.

“So you’re passed out, can’t move, and I fuck you.”

“Yep!” she nodded happily. “I won’t know it so I won’t care. Hell, you could do anything you wanted to me.”

“Anything?”

“Sure. You can fuck me, cum on my face, suck my tits when you know it would irritate me…”

“Could I fuck your asshole?”

Sara blinked. She hadn’t thought about that, but… “Sure. Long as you grease me up. I don’t want to wake up all sore.”

“Hmm.” I hate to say it, but it sounds interesting. Unconscious sex. Might be hot.”

“And remember, some day I’d get to take advantage of you. You get drunk, or take a pill or two, and a lot of Viagra, and I could hump your pogo stick to the moon. I could slap your ass and kick your balls—“

“Not too hard now,” he frowned.

“Nope. Not too hard. Hell, I just want to have fun, not insapitate you.” She wasn’t quite sure of that insapacitate word, she didn’t know she was trying to say ‘incapacitate,’ but it was close enough that Sam understood what she meant.

“Well. That sounds…cool. I got to say.”

“Cooler than a eskimos ice hole?” She giggled at her play on words.

He laughed. “Cooler than a polar bear’s penis.”

They leaned across the table and shared a juicy kiss. All this ‘cool’ talk had got them hot.

“Well, let’s go explore some of this potentially unconscious sex stuff.”

They poured another drink and headed for the bedroom.

In the bedroom they got undressed, leering at each other, and Sam’s boner was obvious.

“Baby. I can’t wait to feel that dipstick check my oil.”

“You mean my unconscious dipstick check your unconscious oil?”

“Exactly!” She tossed her dress in a hamper and bent her arms back to work on the fastening at the back of her bra.

“Let me do that, woman.” Sam walked to her, nearly tripped because his pants were around his ankles, and reached around to undo the snap.

“Oh, baby,” he muttered, eyes down to her chest as her charms tumbled forth.

As he eyed her tits she grabbed his balls and pulled them.

“Fuck!” he wheezed, his knees buckling. “Tell me I’m not going to feel that!”

“Just think. You won’t even know when I do this,” she sank to her knees and put her mouth over his pecker.

“Oh, fuck!” he repeated. “I sure can feel it now.”

She gobbled on his shaft, sliding her lips along his flesh. He shivered and groaned. The slide of her moist tongue around the curvature of his beast was totally…cool.

He put his arms under her arms and lifted, then transferred his hands to her breasts and groped them, and felt the nipples, then sucked the nipples.

“Oh, ho!” she yelped as he pushed her back on the bed. “Suck my unconscious pussy!”

Then his face was in her muffin, his tongue delving and his lips sucking in between her labia.

“Oh, baby!” she yelled, holding his head.

He began yelling into her pussy. He loved to do this as she couldn’t understand a word he said, but the combination of sound and air reverberating in her coosh was unbelievable. Her labia lips flapped and made a big sound that she said was like a motorboat, but he thought was like a giant fart.

Finally, laughing, he slithered up her body and pushed his penis into her vagina. He grinned. “You’re not going to feel that, baby.”

She laughed. “And you’re not going to feel this!” She tilted here hips and pulled on his cock with her pussy rim.

“Fuck! Are you kidding? There’s no way I couldn’t feel that!”

Back and forth they went, in and out, saying what each other would, or wouldn’t feel.

The conclusion, of course, was that he felt his nuts roiling, and the semen shooting up his shaft.

She felt his white stickum splattering inside her pussy, and she held on, held him hard, and felt her own orgasm coursing up from her pussy.

“Fuck!” she whispered, closing her eyes and curling her toes.

“Take that, you unconscious bitch!” he whispered as he slammed his last squirt into her.

“Oh, yeah…yeah…” and they were done.

Going unconscious for sex has some potential pitfalls.

Hell, going unconscious for anything has potential pitfalls.

They talked it through thoroughly. They didn’t want to just get drunk and pass out because what if the unconscious one started barfing?

Barfing was definitely a deal breaker.

That left pills, and pills had some drawbacks.

First, where do you get them?

Second, how do you know there won’t be side effects?

Third, where do they get them?

In this Janice was adamant. She had gotten the pills from a doctor. They were called Flunitrazepam, and they were guaranteed to knock you on your ass. Apparently if you took this Flunitrazepam stuff you got real drunk, real fast, then sort of lost track of everything. You’d be unconscious for a few hours, then you’d wake back up. Easy peasy.

So they had the pills, and they were good to go.

But now the question was who was going to go first.

“I should get to go first because I came home with the idea!”

Sam frowned. “Yeah, but I should go because if something goes wrong it should go wrong with me, first.”

“But nothing’s going to go wrong!”

“But it might. So I should be the guinea pig.”

They argued back and forth, even raising their voices, and no decision was reached.

That irritated them. They had the pills and were ready to rock and roll, and they couldn’t make up their minds about this one, simple thing.

KNOCK KNOCK! “Hey, guys!”

Janice was at the door and Sarah let her in. Janice took one look at Sarah’s face and asked, “Okay. What’s wrong.”

“Bozo balls over there doesn’t want to let me go first.”

“And basketball tits over there doesn’t seem to understand the risks involved!”

Janice was the same height as Sam. She was as good looking as Sarah, which gave her a pretty good set of knockers. She frowned and looked at Sam.

“Sam. You realize that you’re not the first to do this?”

“I’m not?”

“No, no. Unconscious sex is all the rage in high school and college. Even grown adults are doing it. And I heard, just the other day, that old folks in old folk’s homes are having unconscious sex.

“They are?”

“Sure, and sometimes they don’t even need pills. You get some old guy who has Alzheimer’s or dementia, and they don’t know what they’re doing. All the sex they have is unconscious. At least, they don’t remember it.”

“Well, I never heard of all that,” his face was a study in deep thought. How could he have not heard this? How could he have been missing out on all that unconscious sex?

“So maybe you should just back off and let Sarah have unconscious sex before you.”

“Well, I don’t—“

“You certainly don’t. But I’ll tell you what. If you let Sarah get unconsciously screwed first, we’ll have a special present ready for you when you go unconscious.”

Sam grinned. “Really?” He loved presents.

“Really,” Janice stated confidently.

Sarah looked at her friend. “Wait a minute.”

Janice simply smiled and said, “Sam, could you excuse us for a minute?”

“Sure.” He wanted the time to think things through, anyway.

Janice took Sarah into the other room.

“What do you have in mind, girlfriend?” Sarah asked.

Janice grinned. “You know, when he’s unconscious he’s going to be willing to do anything we say?”

Sarah pursed her lips and lowered her eyebrows. “Anything?”

“Sure. And he’s agreed that anything you do is going to be all right, right?”

“Well, yeah.”

“And do you remember last Halloween when Sam hooked an airhorn to the toilet seat?”

“Do I? He scared the shit out of us. Literally!”

“And do you remember when he coated the bathroom soap with nail polish?”

Sarah giggled.

“And how about when he put that red food dye pill in the faucet.”

“Oh, crap! I thought water had turned to blood.”

“So isn’t it time you got him back?”

Sarah was now grinning widely.

“So we’re going to get you to have unconscious sex first. And I’ll watch over you. But when’s it’s Sam’s turn…” she grinned.

“But what are you planning to do?”

Janice whispered in her girlfriend’s ear. At first Sarah frowned. Then she smirked a little, and finally she was holding in the laughter.

“You really want to do that to Sam?”

“Oh, you can bet last month’s Tampon on that one!”

The girls went back in, trying to hold in their giggles, and told Sam that Sarah was going to go first, and that Janice would be the referee.

“Referee? What do we need a referee for?”

“Don’t worry, Sam. I’ll be the referee for you, too. It’s all for safety, to make sure nobody gets carried away, that there are no accidents, and that sort of thing.

Frowning, Sam finally agreed. And then he was grinning. He was going to get to have unconscious sex with his wife!

It was a Friday night on a three day weekend. Sam and Sarah were looking forward to the great adventure.

Janice showed up at four o’clock, an hour before Sam came home from work, and talked with Sarah at length.

“Don’t worry, honey, I’ve given you a half dose. You take it with a drink and you’ll feel super loopy, but you probably won’t go all the way out. I’ll be there to make sure Sam doesn’t get too weird, so you’ll be fine.”

Sarah nodded and gulped. “Okay.”

Sam arrived home at five o’clock. He was whistling and happy and possessed of a nervous energy.

“Hey, babe, are you ready?”

Sarah nodded.

Sam stripped down to his underpants, and couldn’t stop grinning.

Sarah put on some sexy lingerie and a chemise. Her lush body was inviting and ready. She was a little nervous. After all, she was the one who was going to go unconscious.

Sam mixed three bourbon and Cokes and set them on the dining room table.

Janice placed a pill in front of Sarah, and Sarah picked it up and swallowed it, just like that.”

Sam smiled like a dog licking its balls.

The girls each sipped, and Sam took a big gulp.

“You’re looking forward to this, aren’t you, Sam?” Janice placed her glass on the table and eyed her friend’s husband.

“Oh, yeah.” He took another gulp. “Funny thing, I always thought you were a little pissed at me, then you come up with this great idea.”

Janice smiled. “Oh, I’m fine with you, Sam. You’re a good husband, so…” she shrugged and took another sip.

They chatted for a while, then Sarah said, “Whew, I feel hot.”

“It’s starting to work,” observed Janice. “Give it another fifteen minutes.”

Under the table Sam had started stroking himself. Fifteen minutes and he could have unconscious sex. Whooo!

Janice noted his hand moving under the table and smiled. “Now, remember, Sam, I’ll be here, and if you do anything nasty I’ll call an end to it.”

“Oh, no problem.” He couldn’t stop looking at Sarah hungrily.

The minutes passed slowly, and Sam gulped another whiskey. It was downright suspenseful, and he couldn’t take it.

He reached over and put his hand on Sarah’s hand. “Are you unconscious, yet? Baby?”

“No,” answered Sarah.

“Now, Sam, how will she know if she’s unconscious?”

“Well, I…” he was a little puzzled by that, so he took another gulp.

Fact was, Sam was getting a little loopy. If he wasn’t careful he was going to be the one that went unconscious!

Sarah giggled a little, a nervous giggle.

Sam leaned forward, his eyes big and round.

Janice leaned forward and placed her hand on Sarah’s hand. “How you feeling, honey?”

“Oh…uh…”

“Are you unconscious?”

Janice was way back in her mind. A half dose and she was still there, watching as if from afar. She remembered Janice talking to her, telling her what she should say.

“Yeah.” She let her head loll a bit on her shoulders.

Sam focused on his wife and blurted, “Now?”

“Yes, Sam. Now.”

Sam was like a glutton, drooling like a horny dog, unable to control himself.

Then he looked at Janice suspiciously. “I thought she wouldn’t know when she was unconscious?”

“She doesn’t.”

Sam was confused, but…he was horny.

Unconscious sex! Mmmm.

He stood up and walked around the corner of the table.

“You’ll be able to tell her simple things and she’ll be able to do them, but don’t get complex, and don’t yell or get irritated if she’s slow.”

Sam nodded. He wanted to lift Sarah out of her chair and run with her to the bedroom.

Instead, he managed to say, “Stand up, Sarah.”

Slowly, very slowly, Sarah stood up. She wobbled for a second, hands on the table, then she was on her own.

“Okay, baby, take my hand and let’s go to the bedroom.”

Sarah’s gaze was a dazed and dizzy thing. She was so far away, yet she could make her body move.

To anybody watching, she was slack jawed, loose lipped, confused and bumbling. It was like she was unconscious.

Sam led her down the hallway. Janice followed along. She was there as an observer. She followed Sam into the bedroom and sat down in a chair in a corner.

Sam didn’t like it that she was there. Heck, he’d never hurt his wife, but it was part of the deal so he tried to put her out of his mind.

“Lay on the bed, honey.”

Sarah lay down. She was beautiful in her chemise, the underwear just showing through. Her breasts were pointing upward and her eyes wandered.

Sam climbed onto the bed. “Spread your legs, honey.”

His boner was the boner of all boners. It was stiff and hard and dripping. He was dripping so much he was leaving a snail trail of his pre-cum slime.

Sarah spread her legs. “Sam?”

Sam jerked his head towards Janice.

“It’s okay. It’s like she’s talking in her sleep.”

Sam stared at his wife’s face. She certainly didn’t seem to be there.

“Go on, Sam, have yourself an unconscious fuck.”

Sam glanced at Janice, then moved his hips forward.

Janice felt it from so far away. She felt his cock sliding into her, and it was all right. Janice had talked to her, and she had known what was going to happen, what it was going to feel like. This was her husband, he wouldn’t hurt her. And Janice was there just to make sure. It was going to be all right. In fact, it felt good.

Sam pushed slowly into her, his eyes glinting, feeling the slack way her pussy accepted him.

He was gulping, and he was half drunk, and he had been playing with himself. He suddenly felt close.

“Shit,” he mumbled.

“Sam?” Sarah whispered. “Sam?”

And she tilted her hips and thrust them up.

That was all it took. Sam’s dick spurted and spurted, and he grunted, and he was panicked. It wasn’t supposed to happen this fast! He wanted to make it last! He wanted to fuck her butthole, and her ample chest. He wanted to go in and out and glory in the unconsciousness of it all!

Instead, his semen squirted and in short order he was pulling his limp dick out of his wife’s pussy.

“Oh, shit,” Sam cursed again.

Janice held in a grin, bit her lips to stop from laughing. Good, old horn dog Sam had come through.

Sam lifted himself up and looked down at his weenie.

Small, glistening with cum, and…spent.

He had shot his load.

“Just wait, Sam. Maybe it’ll spark up again.”

But she knew it wouldn’t. Sarah had told her that Sam was a one time squirter. One load and he was done.

Sam slowly backed off, climbed off the bed. His face was crestfallen, his eyes were disappointed.

“Don’t worry, Sam. There’s still time.”

Sam went and got another drink and Janice watched Sarah sink into a slumber. With the mild dose Sarah had taken she would wake up in an hour or two and be fine.

Better than fine, actually. She would be rested and ready to go.

Sam returned to the bedroom and sipped his drink.

“Damn, that was too fast.”

Janice withheld herself from making any comment on his quick trigger. “Yeah, but it was good, wasn’t it?”

Sam thought about it, and gave a weak smile. “Yeah. It was good, but I didn’t get to do half the things I wanted to do.”

Thank goodness, thought Janice. “There’ll be other times, other opportunities for unconscious sex.”

That made Sam smile a little wider, and he softly agreed. “Yeah.”

Sarah slept for two and a half hours, then woke up. She was still a little out of it, but she was okay. She looked around, then Sam and Janice were at her side, and she smiled up at them.

“How was it, Sam?”

“Oh, it was great!” Sam enthused.

Well, it wasn’t, but he wanted to act like it was. And Janice had told him he should really be appreciative of his wife’s sacrifice. So he was.

“Was it, really?” She stretched and tried to sit up.

“Oh, yes.”

Sam and Janice helped her stand up and she was a little wobbly. Suddenly she frowned and reached down to her vagina. She felt his goop on her and frowned. “Oh.”

It hadn’t hurt, she had actually enjoyed it, in her far away state of mind, but…it was unnerving to know you’ve just made love without knowing about it.

“Are you okay?” Sam asked worriedly.

“Oh, yeah,” she gave him a wan smile. “It’s just…I don’t know.”

“You did great, honey.”

Janice’s cheer encouraged Sarah, and she started to smile again.

“Yeah, it was, wasn’t it.”

And the three helped Sarah out to the living room where they had more drinks, talked about the experience, and thought about Sam.

Sam was next, and he was worried, but everything had gone off all right, and…dammit! He could do this!

Sarah recovered fully within a couple of hours. Not even a hang over. She was mildly surprised by how pleasant everything had gone. She thought about doing it again—Sam certainly wanted her to, he was that excited—but she remembered that Janice had set the thing up and given her a half dose, and she had talked her through it.

No, she better just wait until Sam had had his turn.

It was a couple of months before Sam got to experience his night.

A couple of months of worrying. After all, it was something to turn control of your body to somebody else. Even for wild, raging sex.

But he kept thinking about how Sarah had seemed to have fun. And Janice came over a few times, and she was pretty encouraging. She kept building up the experience, telling Sam how cool he was, and how much he was going to enjoy being on the other end.

And Sarah did seem to like it, though he caught her pondering, a frown on her face, a few times.

But…he could do this.

A couple of months and it was time for Sam to have a vacation. He was a good worker, had not taken a vacation for a couple of years, and Sarah had talked him into taking a month off.

It didn’t take much talk.

First there was the fact that it was vacation. Paid vacation. And he that was something to look forward to.

Second, Sarah and Janice kept telling him how great unconscious sex was going to be.

Sam believed it. He wanted it. He was ready.

On a Friday night he came home, and the scene was set.

He walked in the door and Janice held out a drink. She had a big, smirky grin on her face.

He laughed, sipped, and said, “You look like you’re the one who’s going to get fucked.”

She said nothing, just patted him on the shoulder and pointed him towards the back room.

Sam sauntered down the hallway and into the bedroom.

Sarah was waiting. She was wearing a simple dress, a little revealing, but…simple. High heels, make up, and a grin.

A smirky grin just like Janice’s.

Sam laughed. He was nervous, but he was feeling better. The way the girls were acting, it was going to be nothing but fun.

“Well, Sam, since this is going to be my turn to fuck you, I thought I’d like you to wear a little something for me.

She held up a bra and panties in one hand, and the very same chemise she had been wearing when she had been unconsciously fucked.

“Whoa…” he eyed the girly apparel. “I don’t think I need to wear sissy stuff.”

“Oh, so I was a sissy when I wore it, eh?”

Janice was standing behind him, and she said, “Be a sport, Sam. She wore what you wanted, it’s only fair that you wear what she wants.”

“Yeah, but…she was a girl wearing girl stuff! This is different!”

“Heck, what do you care? You’ll be unconscious, anyway.”

Sam thought about that. He’d be unconscious.

“Yeah, but…what if somebody finds out?”

“Now who would ever find out, Sam?” Sarah said. “This is you and me in our bedroom.”

Sam was suspicious. He turned and looked at Janice.

Janice put her hands up and smiled. “Don’t worry about me.”

“Come on, Sam…I did for you.”

“Well…”

“It’s sort of kinky feeling. You’ll like it. Of course you won’t have any real boobs, but you can make believe.”

“Make believe,” Sam repeated dubiously.

“Sure. Now come on. Off with the pants and let’s get this show on the road.”

Still a bit of a frown on his face, Sam toed off his shoes and unbuckled his pants.

“That’s a boy,” Sarah unzipped him and pulled down his pants.

Janice headed for the kitchen. “You’re going to need another drink,” she tossed over her shoulder.

Sarah pulled down his underpants and his dick was standing proud and tall. It bobbed with the pulsing of his racing blood, and he couldn’t help but grin.

All his nervous energy was being translated into excitement. His heart was racing, and his dick was so hard it hurt.

“What if it goes soft once I go unconscious?” he worried.

“Not to worry. Janice has lots of viagra. We can give you a bunch of that, then the Flunitrazepam, and I’ll willing to bet that your dick stays as hard as…as…as I don’t know. But it will be hard.” Then she giggled. “Besides, I can play with it and even if you’re asleep you’re going to be springing to attention.”

Sam grinned. He liked the way this was going.

Janice entered the room with another drink at that point. She also held three, little, blue pills.

“Are you ready for your first does, your Lordship?” She did a little curtsy.

They all laughed, and Sam took the three pills and tossed them down his gullet. He poured bourbon and Coke after them to make sure they reached his belly.

The girls smiled happily.

“Okay, Sam, we’re on our way.” Sarah hugged him, then she helped him get dressed.

Sam put on the panties. They were snug, but they had a little pouch on them.

“I bought them special. They’re called sissy panties and they have space for your big dong.”

Sam couldn’t resent such a happy explanation, and he pulled the panties snug and inspected them.

They were a good fit.

“Okay. Let’s put on the bra.” She held it up and she slipped it up his arms and over his shoulders. Behind him, Janice fastened the back.

Sam’s prick was really hard. It was even dripping a bit of pre-cum.

“Oh, man,” he said, licking his lips. “This is going to be good.”

The bra was a perfect fit. Sarah had bought that special, too. Of course the cups were way too big.

“What? Did you think I was a super G cup or something?”

“Super G?” laughed Janice. “I don’t think they have a size like that.”

“Only, in Sam’s dreams,” quipped Sarah. “In Sam’s dreams every woman has boobs the size of Kansas.”

They all chuckled.

“Okay. Try on the chemise.” Sarah held the garment up and Sam slipped into it. He shook to settle it in place, then looked at himself in the mirror.

“Hunh!”

It was sort of neat. Of course he wasn’t any kind of raving beauty, but…he thought he looked sort of studly. And he liked the way his cock pushed the panty material out.

Man, this was cool!

The party adjourned to the dining room where Janice had another drink ready, and one, small pill.

“Okay, Sam. this is a nice, light dose. You’ll probably feel a little warm after fifteen minutes, and after that you’ll be far away and ready to be taken advantage of.”

“Oh, yeah.” He licked his lips. He wanted to be taken advantage of. He wanted his cock sucked and fucked. He wanted his wife to fuck the living crap out of him while he was unconscious. This was going to be so cool!

He picked up the pill, looked at it, then washed it down with bourbon and Coke.

He smiled, and sat down at the table.

The girls sat down next to him and they chatted while they waited for the pill to take effect.

What Sam didn’t know was that while Sarah had had a half dose, he had the double dose. He would be unconscious for real, and his wife and Janice would be able to do anything they wanted to him, and he would just go along with whatever they commanded.

After fifteen minutes Sam yawned and said, “Yeah. It’s getting warm.”

Janice whispered, “Yeah, but look at your cock.”

His cock was pointing to the skies. It threatened to rip right through the panties. It was seeping pre-cum and throbbing like a son of a bitch.

Sam smiled. Then he had a thought. It was a goofy thought, being limned by Flunitrazepam, but it was real. “Heck, I’m not going to be able to feel this.”

Janice leaned forward and placed her hand on his. “That’s the point, Sam. This is for Sarah, not you.”

“Am I extemporaneous?”

The word came out clear, but it had nothing to do with his thoughts. Sam’s mind was starting to jumble about and things weren’t making sense.

The girls laughed. “Yeah. Extemporary Sam.” At least that’s what he thought they said. They had actually used an entirely different word, but Sam’s mind was making the long journey to goofy land.

“Oh, yeah.” He grinned.

The girls were swimming in his vision. “I think something’s happening.”

“Yep, Sam. Things are happening. See you on the other side…”

Side…sife…still…wife…sterilize…pretzelize…good doggy…man, thoughts a boner…are we really going to do this to him…

Sam was far away watching the words distort and become something else. He had no control, and he sank back against the chair and felt his big hard on and the world turned and turned and…


PART TWO

Sam had a dream.

He dreamed he was a Hollywood movie star in fields of tall grass…no. That wasn’t his dream. That was Eric Burdon.

Sam was flying in his chemise, he had bit, huge, king-sized tits hanging down from his chest.

His little weenie, funny how it had shrunk so much, hung down from between his legs.

He had long hair and he wanted to wear a dress.

How weird. Of all the things he dreamed while he was floating along, this was the weirdest. Why would he want to wear a dress?

Wasn’t a chemise bad enough.

But a chemise was the uniform of the day for the flight he was on.

He found himself in a cockpit—hee hee, cock pit, he had made a Beavis and Butthead funny—and he was holding on to the stick.

His stick. His big penis, large enough that he had to use two hands.

And he moved his stick one way and the plane swooped that way. And the other way, and the plane swooped that way. He pulled it back and the plane did a loop.

Then, for some reason, his dick started shrinking. Shrinking. And the plane went into a nose dive.

He was aimed straight for a volcano on an island in the ocean! He pulled on his now miniature stick, his shrunken dick, and pulled and pulled, and slowly, slowly, the plane began to respond.

He dipped into the crater of the volcano, then the plane level, then swept up a bit, and he roared over the lips of the volcano.

He was screaming and crying. Something wasn't right! Something was…

“Sam? Sam?”

The voice was in his headgear.

“Sam?”

“No…no it wasn’t. It was…”

“Sam?”

He ripped off his head gear, opened his eyes and…looked around.

He was in his own bedroom. Where he and Sarah slept. The ceiling was above him. He was under covers. And Sarah…Sarah…

He turned his face. Sarah was right there, smiling, looking at him.

“Sarah?”

His voice seemed a little high pitched. He tried to clear his throat, to speak in his normal baritone, but his voice came out high pitched again.

“Sarah?”

“Hush, Sam. Take it easy.”

“What’s happening? Did you fuck me?”

He heard giggles,  lot of giggles, and he tried to see past Sarah, but she moved to stay in his line of sight.

“Yes, Sam, I fucked you. A lot of us fucked you.”

Yet she was grinning fit to kill a cat.

“What…what’s going on then?”

“Well, Sam, this was my turn, and I went a little overboard. After all, the deal was we could do anything we wanted, and I wanted a lot more than a simple fuck.”

“But…but…” his head wasn’t working quite right, and he was having trouble figuring everything out.

“Sam, you’re quite beautiful now.”

“What do you mean.” Damn! Why was his voice so high pitched.

“We gave you a make over.”

“A make over? Isn’t that when girls get make up jobs?” What was going on?

He started to feel his body, and it felt weird. The covers on the bed were squashing his chest. And he didn’t feel his dick.

Of course, why would he? Sarah had fucked him, probably a lot, and his dick would be pretty empty now, wouldn’t it?

“Yes, Sam. It’s when girls put on make up and do their hair and their nails and stuff. But we went a little further than that.”

Sam’s brows came together a little. “You went…further?”

“Yes, Sam, honey. Do you feel this?”

She reached under the covers and he felt her hand on his chest. But…it wasn’t quite his chest. It was something more. It felt like she was cupping his pectorals, but…not his pectorals. She was squeezing, and he was flabby, and…

“Those are your breasts, Sam, dear.”

Sam’s eyes opened wide. He was in denial. No! No! This couldn’t…no!

“And you’ve got such lovely hair now.” She lifted his locks, long tresses of lush hair. “We gave you boobs, and we gave you extensions for your hair, but that’s only the start.”

“Only the…” Sam brought a hand out to brush his hair, and saw long, red fingernails on his fingers. “What! What is this?” His voice was rising, and it was ridiculously high pitched now.

“We gave you some shots. One makes your vocal chords thin. Another one makes your penis limp.”

“What? What have you…”

Sarah stepped back, and Sam sat up and saw a room full of women.

Blondes, brunettes, redheads. All made up and wearing their best clothes. Lips and tits and buns and…and…they had all the things that he now had!

Sam struggled out of bed. He had been unconscious for a couple of days and he was feeling woozy, but he held himself up and looked down at his body.

He was wearing panties, with the pouch, but now the pouch wasn’t full. It was just a slack piece of material, and…and…he felt the pouch. His penis was in there! Terribly shrunken! Just a limp, little weener!

He looked at his chest. He was still wearing the bra, but now it was filled. He remembered saying something about wanting super cups, but…this was ridiculous!

His boobs were so big they over balanced him and he had to grab on to one of the posters on the bed to stay upright.

Janice moved in from the side and linked arms with him.

He saw his hairless, white skin. His voice was high. His long brunette hair was in his eyes. He brushed the hair back with his long, red fingernails, and Janice pronounced, “Ladies! I present Samantha!”

Sam stared at her, his whole body shaking, which made his boobs quiver.

The ladies began clapping loudly, and cheering, and then they moved forward and touched Sam, hugged him, kissed him.

To the sides Janice and Sarah watched him. They had big grins on their faces.

And Sam thought: What the fuck have they done to me?

Sam was escorted out of the bedroom, down the hall, to the living room.

He was surrounded by beautiful women, and they kept telling him how gorgeous he was. Slowly, he figured things out. The women told him what they had done, and his mind whirled and whizzed and he tried to grok it all.

Sally and Jen had put extensions in his hair. That hair was real hair, and it was his until he decided to cut it, or let his own hair grow out. Which it would…if he took hormones.

Becky and Susan had done his fingernails. They had chosen long ovals, attached them with super glue, and painted them a metallic red. They glistened in the light, actually flickering as he moved them.

“Don’t worry,” said Becky. “They won’t lift, and when you want to replace them, or cut them off, just let us know.

Susan kissed his cheek and whispered, “This is such a brave thing you’ve done. You make us all proud.”

Sandy and Charlene had done his make up. They had done it right before he had awoken, and they had given him the full treatment. He was cleansed and blushed and foundationed and his eyes were sparkly and his lips…his lips were injected with botox and painted a shade of red to match his fingernails.

Sam licked his lips. They were fat, and they tasted of lipstick, and the girls laughed at the look on his face.

As for his boobs, one of the girls was a doctor, a plastic surgeon, to be precise, and she had injected him with the latest ‘vacation boobs.’

He would have these big tits for a month or two, and then his body would absorb them…or he could get more injections, or even implants.

His choice.

But the pièce de résistance was his penis.

His big, proud, eight inch cock.

The doc had given him a shot that would last for a month or two. Technically, it was a chemical castrator. It would cause him to be totally limp. And it would last until it wore off, a month or two, and she was quite willing to give him another shot, should he wish.

Sam listened to the women as they handed him drinks—wine spritzers, of all things—and explained, proudly, what they had done to him.

Sam thought he had been…abused.

But he said nothing. He just sat and listened. There would come a time for talking later. Right now he was just trying to absorb it all.

Feminized. Emasculated. Chemically castrated. Made into a woman.

The party went long, and the women all insisted on dancing with him, and he felt their boobs against his, but his penis…it didn’t do anything. It just hung, a little spineless worm, in his panties.

Janice danced with him. Some of the women were going home now, but there were still a lot of them drinking and eating and congratulating each other on the wonderful job they had done.

“Hey, Sam.”

“Janice.”

“You sound like you’re working yourself up.”

He grunted, and it was his first expression of irritation, and it hinted at more to come.

“Well, before you recover your senses completely, before the drugs wear off and you start getting upset and want to kill somebody, let me tell you why we did this.”

Sam looked at her. He was very aware of her big boobs. He wanted a hard on.

Yet, the touch of her boobs against his was enjoyable. He couldn’t deny that.

“Okay,” he muttered.

“Do you remember when you gave me that onion made up to look like an apple?”

Sam stared at her.

“Or the time you put a Mentos in the cap of my diet Coke? I twisted the cap and the Mento dropped…that was pretty funny.”

Sam couldn’t help it. His lips rippled. It had been so funny when the Diet Coke exploded all over her.

“Or how about the time you stuffed a bit of paper into my computer mouse? That drove me crazy. I was trying to figure out how to take it apart before the paper dropped out. I unwrapped that paper and it said, ‘Ha ha! Gotcha! Sam.’”

Sam smiled. “That was pretty funny.”

“And I heard about when you froze some mentos in ice cubes for Sally.”

Sam’s grin grew wider.

“And the time you replaced mayonnaise with yogurt for Jen?”

Sam chuckled.

“Or when you replaced the cream filling in the donuts with mayonnaise? The whole ladies’ club thought that was a gas.”

Sam laughed. “It was pretty funny.”

“The point is, Sam, dear, you have played practical jokes on everybody. And now everybody was willing to play a practical joke on you.”

“Yeah, but I didn’t hurt anybody!”

“We didn’t hurt you.”

“But…you’ve changed my body!”

“Only for a while. Everything will wear off.”

“But my penis!”

“Oh, yeah. That. Sorry, but it was supposed to be a month of chemical castration.”

“What did you do?”

“Oh, I don’t know. I might have slipped a year of castration into the injection. Of course you won’t know for sure how long I castrated you for. I might be ten years. Might even be the rest of your life.”

She grinned.

Sam felt his heart sinking.

A year without dick?

The rest of his life?

She had to be kidding. She had to be!

“So, that’s the story, Sam. And it pleases me more than you’ll ever know to be able to get back at you like this.”

With that Janice stepped away, blew him a kiss and laughed, and sauntered out of the room.

Sam stood, frozen, and it would be nice to say that he was having second thoughts on all his practical jokes. But what he was really having thoughts on was his current condition.

He was a woman. He was a slender fellow, and the boobs gave him curvature, and he wondered what he was going to do.

What if all this stuff didn’t wear off by the time his vacation was over?

How would he walk around the town?

And…how was he going to make love to his wife?

His thoughts were interrupted as women kept coming up to him and giving him hugs and welcoming him, with a broad smile on their faces—to womanhood.

On the surface, Sam was calm, but on the inside he was…in turmoil.

He would get mad, but…it was done.

And according to Janice, he deserved it.

But…how was he going to live like this?

Sarah was doing the dishes in the kitchen when the last woman left, and Sam came in and sat down at the table.

“Hello, honey. How was your unconscious fuck?”

“How could you do this to me?”

“Pretty easily, actually. After all, you’ve played more than your fair share of practical jokes, it was time for a little karma to bite you on the ass.”

“Yeah, but…how can I function? I can’t go out! I’m worried it won’t wear off before I have to go to work.”

“Lot to think about, honey.” She reached up and put glasses in a cupboard.

Sam looked at her sexy ass, and he realized something.

“I’m still horny.”

She turned and looked at him.

“I’m still horny. But didn’t you fuck me? Didn’t you make me squirt while I was unconscious?”

Sarah chuckled. “Oh, Lord. No. I could do whatever I wanted, and I certainly didn’t feel like fucking somebody who wasn’t even there. Besides, this way you’re all full of juice with no way to relieve yourself.”

He stared at her.

“Just because you’re limp doesn’t take the sperm out of your balls, honey. You’re going to get hornier and hornier, with no way to get off, and…you’ll have a limp dick and blue balls.” She laughed at her little witticism.

“But that’s not fair!”

“I know. But, Sam, you brought it on yourself.”

She walked out of the kitchen and down the hall.

He stood up and followed her, wanted to say something more, but what was there to say?

It was now late, and Sarah took off her clothes, folded them neatly, and put them away. She stood, her breasts thrust proudly forward, her ass so curvaceous and delicious, and Sam stared at her body.

“What?” she laughed. “You want some of this?”

He found himself nodding.

“Well, feel free to take advantage of me. I’m actually feeling a little horny. In fact, seeing you like this, all made up and sexy with big boobs…it makes me very horny. Do you think you could get me off?”

Sam shook his head, then he nodded. He didn’t know what he could do, yet the sight of her so sexy and naked, the way he was feeling…he really wanted to fuck her.

But he couldn’t.

So, the next best thing, he couldn’t stop himself, he had to do it, he had to get her off.

Without his dick.

Sarah lay back on the bed and smiled and spread her legs.

Sam licked his lips and moved to the side of the bed. He looked down at his beautiful wife.

“Oh, God,” he said. He was so horny, but his dick just…sat there. Doing nothing.

“Come on, honey. Don’t you want me?” She was laughing on the inside, teasing him.

“I do…I do…” he muttered.

“Then come on! Eat me! Finger me, get me off!”

Sam leaned down, he couldn’t help himself. He hadn’t cum for a week before his ‘unconscious fuck,’ and he was stored up. His balls were full and he wanted to squirt.

But his dick was like a rubber band.

Still, he moved in, placed a hand on her mons and squeezed.

“Oh, yes! Do me!”

He squeezed, and he used a finger.

Sarah arched her back and gave a small cry.

Sam sucked on one breast as he jammed two fingers into his wife.

Sarah was moaning. “Eat me, Sam. Eat me first, then the fingers.”

She reached for his head, pushed it down towards her vagina.

Sam went with her hand. He plastered his mouth on her hole and sucked. He tasted her moist sweetness and licked her slit.

Sarah bucked a little. “God, this is better than dick!”

Sam didn’t think so, but it was an exciting thought. He sucked on her clitoris.

“When the shot wears off I’m going to have you get another one! “I’m going to keep you like this forever!”

Sam sobbed and smushed his face into her. He ran his tongue up and down her slit. He worked a finger in there so he was fingering her and eating her at the same time.

“Oh, Sam! This is it! Use all your fingers!”

Sam made a point of his digits, squeezed his fingers together, and entered her pussy.

Sarah held to his wrist, tried to control him.

Sam pushed his fingers into her, four plus the thumb, and felt his knuckles hit the rim of her vagina.

“Oh…Whoa…Oh…”

Sarah moaned and pulled his hand harder.

Sam had never fisted anybody before. He hadn’t even seen anybody do it in porn films. But his hand suddenly slipped inside her.

She froze, her eyeballs rolled back, her back arched, her hips tilted.

“Fuck me,” she whispered. “Fuck me!”

Sam pushed his hand in and pulled it out. It was only a couple of inches, but from her reaction one would think it was a couple of feet.

“Oh, yes…yes…”

She pulled on his wrist again, and again. She pulled him in, then he pulled out, and she groaned and writhed and made sounds.

Sam was fascinated. He had his whole hand in his wife, and his wife was totally out of control. Not in any fuck they had ever had had she acted so wanton, so out of control.

Then she began to cum, and it was the biggest orgasm Sam had ever seen.

Sarah shrieked, and her pussy clamped down on his wrist. She froze, her head tilted way back, her mouth open, and she moved her mouth and said soundless things. Other language things. A gasp to the stars and the angels.

Then she simply collapsed. Just laid there, breathing hard, looking at nothing.

Sam took his fist out of her, extracted it slowly. It was soaking with her juices and he got off the bed and left the room.

Sarah just lay there, and a few minutes later she was asleep. She was exhausted by her cum.

Sam walked into the kitchen. He was away of his boobs jiggling. He swayed his hips a little. Now that the big super fear was over—it was done—he was interested.

He washed his hands in the sink and wondered: what am I?

“Am I a shemale? But I’ve still got a dick. Am I a trans? Am I transitioning?

Oddly, in this self inspection, Sam didn’t think of the male him.

Now he was female, or intersex, or some other species.

And…it didn’t bother him.

“Oh, a little, but there was an excitement coursing through him. What was he?

And it was exciting to know that he could only get horny and never relieved. His dick…it was so small.

Sam had woken up in bra and panties and a chemise. Yet he had seen other female clothes, clothes he had never seen Sarah wear. They were for him.

Some of the women had mentioned that they had bought him this or that, so…he had a pile of clothes to help him make the transition.

He walked back to the bedroom and looked at the piled of clothes. It was sizable, and there were shopping bags around the mound of clothes.

He picked everything up and, in a couple of trips, transported everything to the living room. He placed the stuff on the floor in front of the couch and began going through it.

He had dresses. Some looked to be very expensive. All of them were sexy, had low cleavage and high hems.

He had tons of underwear. Of course. Women like sexy underwear, and that was one bunch of sexy women that had bought for him.

He had a wig, and quite a few pairs of shoes.

And, there was jewelry, rings and necklaces and all sorts of stuff.

He was going to have to get his ears pierced. That thought popped out of the blue and surprised him.

He took off the chemise and tried on some of the underwear. It was kinky, but he cold get used to it. Thongs and days of the week, all sorts of ribbons and bows and decorations.

He wondered: Why would a woman care if she was wearing ribbons where nobody would ever see?”

And, the answer: Just because it was sexy. For them, if for nobody else.

He settled on a pair of stretchy but really tight panties that held his little dingle up against his body. Or down, if he felt like it.

He tried both up and down and found that he liked the down position better. That way he had no bump, even a tiny bump, in the front.

“That’s a gaffe.”

Sam looked at Sarah, standing in the doorway with her arms folded and a smirk on her face.

Sam looked embarrassed.

“It’s okay, honey. It’s a lot to get used to. I know.”

“How do you know?” he mumbled.

“I’ve been through puberty. Months of embarrassment as these big, old honkers grew on my chest. And you have to get used to it instantly. Poor boy.”

Her smile twisted, she entered the room and sat next to him.

“How do you think this will look?” She held up a bra.

Sam was tight lipped for a few moments, but as Sarah kept holding things up to his body he started to relax and actually look at the things.

Sarah had him wear a half bra, simply because she wanted to see his tits. She wanted him as feminine as she could possibly make him.

She put him in stockings, then a sheer dress with a porthole for his boobs, and a slit on the side.

Then she held out the high heels.

“Oh, God. I can’t.”

“Any 16 year old girl can, Sam. Now put them on.”

Sam did, and he was surprised to find himself taller.

His balance was terrible, but…it was okay.

Sarah had him practice walking up and down the hallway, and showed him how to make his heels click.

“That’s your power, honey. When a man hears a woman’s heels clicking they turn and look. There’s the power, and power leads to control.

“I never thought about it,” Sam admitted.

“Nope. You just looked.”

He nodded ruefully. “Men are easy, aren’t they.”

“You have no idea.”

“No, but I have a feeling that within a month or two I will.”

Sarah nodded, then she touched his made up face carefully. “Sam, I have a confession to make.”

He stared at her.

“Janice started this. And I went along. And I thought it was all a joke, a giant gotcha for all the things you’ve done. But as went along I started thinking. What do I want out of a man?”

Sam watched her.

“I love you as a man, but there’s always been a piece of me that wanted something else. I thought about going lesbian, but…there’s things about a man that are…fun. So why not a man who is a woman?”

She took a moment to draw a breath, then continued, “There’s still things you’ve got to do. Hormones might even out your facial fat, might make you look more feminine.”

“What about my dick?”

“That’s up to you,” she answered honestly.

“You wouldn’t miss it?”

“Sam, I’ve got a strap on. You wouldn’t believe how good it is. Sometimes it’s better than a penis.”

“Really?”

“More than really. Come on.”

She stood up and held out her hand.

She led him down the hallway to their bedroom. She let go of his hand and rummaged in the bottom dresser drawer. She pulled out the strap on and started putting it on.

“What are we doing?”

“You’ve got to learn. You’ve got to experience it if you’re going to be making any decision about strap ons.”

“So you’re going to use that on me?”

“Yep.”

Sam was silent.

Sarah took a dildo out of the drawer and snapped it into the socket on the front plate of the strap on.

Sam stared at it.

It was as big as his cock, when his cock used to get big.

It was eight inches and had big, gnarly veins twisted up and down the shaft.

“I don’t know.”

“Of course you do. You were willing to try ‘unconscious sex,’ weren’t you?”

“Yeah, but…that was…different.”

Sarah just chuckled, turned him towards the bed and pushed. “You can be face up or face down. Your choice.”

Sam lay down on the bed, face up. He took off his gaffe and. lifted his dress. He stared at his wife as she slathered lube on her cock. then she stepped forward, spread his knees apart, and put lube on his asshole.

Sam shivered. Fuck! It felt good.”

Sarah smiled and fingered him. She rimmed him. She pushed more and more lube into him.

“It’s all about relaxing, honey.”

Sam took deep breaths and tried to relax.

Sarah stepped closer, held her cock in one hand and touched it to his brown button.

Sam gasped.

“Relax, honey,” and she pushed forward.

Sam didn’t have time to resist, the big thing just sank into his rectum. He could feel the big, twisty veins. He could feel the balls striking his, and she deep into him. So very, very deep.

“Fuck,” he whimpered. He was pinioned, couldn’t move, and it felt…good!

“That’s it, honey. This is what it feels like. When you fuck me…and when I fuck you.”

She pushed in and pulled out, again and again.

Sam make ‘erking’ noises. His eyes rolled back a little as the pleasure exploded inside him. His hips tilted automatically, and he was sorry he hadn’t laid face down.

Yet, face up wasn’t bad. Sarah grabbed his cock and pulled it up. It was now small in her hand, and he had to rise up or it would hurt.

“Here it is, Sam. Do you love it?”

She went in and out. She fucked him, long, slow strokes, rubbing her penis against the his anal walls.

Suddenly, she grinned.

“What?” asked Sam, forcing his mouth to work in spite of all the pleasure building inside him.

“You’re cumming.”

“No!”

She held up the hand that had been holding his limp dick. “I must be pressing on your prostate, or maybe you’re just having some sort of sissygasm. But this is your sperm leaking out.”

She put her hand forward, put it in his mouth.

Sam gagged, then stopped, and tasted it.

His own sperm. He was eating his own sperm.

And it was all right.

“Come on, Sam. Give me some more.” And Sarah kept holding his dick, then transferring the seed slopping onto her hand to his mouth.

Finally, his sperm done, Sarah stopped and just held still, her cock buried to the hilt inside him.

“What do you think, Sam? Are you going to want to get another shot when your dick starts to wake up?”

Sam felt good. He felt relaxed. He felt full of energy. He had been drained, and was relieved, and the weird thing was that five minutes before he would never have thought he would want another shot of chemical castration, Now, however, he wasn’t so sure.

He reached up and grabbed his wife’s face. He pulled her down, which caused her penis to move further and further into him.

Then their lips came together, and Sam started sobbing with happiness.

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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