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Author’s Note

This is the third section in a series.

Jon inherits millions of dollars, and now he can turn into a woman.

Except that his birth mother has some objections.

Fortunately, his step-mother is on his side.

But that doesn’t insulate him from a night of terror and mishaps.

Poor Jon. His dreams are about to come true.

Pick up the first two sections of this story on Amazon, and remember…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

The text read:

Coming home tomorrow night.

Pick up at eight.

Thx

Miles

Ann sat on the side of the bed and sobbed.

“What’s wrong?” asked Jon, swing over to sit next to her. He put an arm around her, but nothing seemed to console his father’s wife.

Jon felt terrible.

She had done so much for him. She had feminized him, had helped when his father had discovered his feminization, and now, when she cried so hard, he couldn’t do anything for her.

Jon looked at the text, tried to figure it out.

His father was supposed to be gone three months. It was almost two, and he was returning. What was the big deal?

But Ann wouldn’t tell him, and when she was finally able to speak she just lay down on the bed and said, “Hold me, Jon. Just hold me.”

“But won’t you tell me what’s wrong?”

“Tomorrow. You’ll find out tomorrow.”

Thoroughly puzzled, Jon lay down next to her, spooned her, and they both felt his cock wiggled, trying to get free, wanting to fuck.

That wasn’t in the cards, however.

Even if she let him out, which she had pledged not to, she definitely wasn’t in the mood for sex. Heck, she even claimed there was no key.

For an hour he held her, listened to her sob.

Finally, she drifted off to sleep.

In spite of his trapped penis, wiggling so hard in the cage, he slept also.

He woke up in the middle of the night and Ann was out of bed. She was standing by the window peering out at the night.

He got up and went to her.

She half turned and accepted him. She just stood there, looking at the darkness of the night.

Finally, she led him back to bed and they slept again.

Morning, and Ann was up early. She was in the kitchen making breakfast. She smiled at him when he entered, but it was a wan, tired smile.

He sat. He was wearing a negligee and no make up. He wore a bra under the negligee. He didn’t have to, it had been a while since he had had his breast implants put in, but he wanted to. He liked the support. His boobs were heavy enough to cause muscle strain, and even pain, if he didn’t wear a bra.

“How are you?” he asked, as she put pancakes and sausage on the table.

“I’m fine,” she lied, offering a struggling smile.

“And there’s nothing you can tell me?” He couched the words carefully. He didn’t want to set off the waterworks again.

“No. Not now.”

“When?”

“At the airport. I’ll tell you when your father comes in.”

Jon wished she would tell him right then, but at least he had a commitment.

They put lots of butter on the pancakes, and drowned them in syrup. It was overly sweet, but apparently exactly what Ann needed on that morning.

“You’re a mess,” she observed as she cleaned her plate. “I’m going to have to help you.”

“You think I should meet my father like this? Like a girl?”

“Why not? He knows. I’m sure he’d like to see whether I did my job.”

“Whether you actually turned me into a girl.”

She nodded.

Then she put down her fork, came around the table and hugged him. It was awkward, her breasts were against his arm, trapping it, her leg was half over one of his, and she would have struggled for balance except that she was holding to him.

Her lips met his, and it was the most desperate kiss Jon had ever experienced.

It was the last grasp of the sailor’s hand before it sinks below the waves.

Jon took it, and it was exciting, but it was also sad.

But he realized it was for her, not for him. She needed this, she needed him to be strong for her.

Then she abruptly stood up. Her eyes were shiny, but she grabbed his hand and pulled him up.

She hesitated, then kissed him again. Longer, more balanced. Their breasts now met full on, and it was pretty crowded between their chests.

“Would you like to be drained before we pick your father up?”

“I don’t know,” he answered honestly. “You’ve got me awfully nervous about whatever is happening.”

“Well, I’d like to drain you. Doing that, giving you pleasure, will…”

She bit her lip and considered him.

“What?”

“There was one thing I was supposed to do before your father got home, and I haven’t done it.”

“What?”

She just stared at him, judged him, and even that was making him nervous.

She reached down and gripped his cage. She felt his excitement as he tried to escape.

Jon shuddered, he hadn’t squirted since before the summer, since he had jacked off one last time before leaving college on summer vacation. Ann had spent the summer priming him, teasing him, and even though she drained him every week or so, he felt so full down there he thought he might explode.

“I’m going to have to make love to you. All the way. You’re ready. you can handle it.”

“You’re going to take my chastity tube off?” That confused him even more.

“Ha!” she said, and the first hint of a real smile crossed her lips.

She pulled him by the tube, walked him out of the kitchen, and down the hall towards the master bedroom.

Jon followed along, sexual thrills shooting out from his balls, coursing through his frame. He felt light headed. What was she going to do? Were they really going to make love?

She turned him by the bed and held his face with her hands and explored his mouth with hers.

He felt her breasts, put a hand down to her junction and inserted it.

She gasped in his mouth, and continued kissing him. Then she maneuvered him to the bed, turned so she was closer to the bed, let him go, and fell back.

She shoved herself back and spread her legs. “Get me off. Do me good. Make me know it.”

Jon did his best, which, with the tutelage she had been providing for the last two months, was considerable.

He gripped her boobs, squeezed, pulled on the nipples with his teeth.

She groaned, felt shivers of ecstasy ripple out of her breasts, her pussy was so hot she could hardly breath.

She needed this. Needed like she had needed nothing ever before.

Jon crawled forward, lapping, kissing, biting.

Then he used his fingers. One, two, three…driving, opening her up, being deliberately rough.

When she came it was massive. It was an earthquake with tsunami that left her sprawled like a discarded rag.

Heck, she felt like a rag. used and twisted until there was nothing left in her.

They lay on the bed for long minutes. She turned her face to him. “You smell of pussy.”

“And a most delightful smell it is,” he quipped.

She faced the ceiling and chuckled. “I needed that. I’m okay now.”

Jon tried not to speak, but he couldn’t stop himself. He was just too wrought up, too needy. “I thought we were going to screw?”

She looked at him again. She grinned. “We are.”

She leaped up, turned and faced him. “Honey, it’s time to christen you.”

“Christen me?”

She bent to the lower drawer on her side table. For a brief second Jon thought about the gun there, but she wasn’t going for the gun.

“I picked this up last week. I knew it was almost time.”

She turned and was putting a harness around her hips. She snapped snaps, and screwed a dildo into the socket.

Jon sat up, staring at her groin. “You’re going to…”

“That’s right, honey, we’re going to screw, but it’s not you screwing me.”

She made the final connection and stood in front of him, hands on her hips, her breasts thrusting out, her lips red and a gleam in her eyes.

“You’re not going to…”

“Oh, yes. This is what it’s all about. This is the day you become a woman.”

“But…but…”

Sweetly, gently, she whispered, “Shut up, Jon.”

He shut, and he stared up at her.

She stepped up to the edge of the bed. “Do you have any preferences? Because I’d like to fuck you like a dog. I want to show you what it’s like.”

“I…you…however you want to.”

“A wise decision, young girl.”

Sometimes she referred to him as a male, sometimes as a female, but this time her choice of ‘girl’ was very pointed.

She pulled him to the edge of the bed, made him stand in front of her.

Then she walked over to her vanity and slipped her feet into high heels. Now she was taller than him.

Then she picked up a tube of lipstick and came to him.

She pinched his mouth gently and painted his lips. Being taller by her heels she looked down on him, and he stared at the fixed expression on her face as she applied the lipstick.

His heart was pounding, he could feel every nerve in his body sparking.

He knew he wanted this.

“Now you’re a tart. You’re a whore. And I’m about to possess you. Get down on your knees.”

Jon was compelled by the throatiness of her voice, the raw desire dripping from her. He knelt, and she brought his head to her penis.

Jon sucked. He had to. He wanted to. He wanted to feel this, to understand it.

“When a man fucks a woman he owns her. They will always be connected, and there will always be a hint of authority. He is the fucker, he is dominant, and the woman has given herself up to him. But we haven’t screwed, that is not between us. What is between us is that I will be the fucker. I will be dominant. I will have power over you, and you will always be submissive too me, to my desires. wherever you go, whatever you do, no matter what woman you are with, you will always remember who owns you. And you will love it.”

Jon was gagging. She was being a bit rough, but he tried to stay with her, to service her like a whore would a man.

Then she lifted him, by the hair, and kissed him. She brutally savaged his mouth, then shoved him backwards.

He fell on the bed, and she slapped his chastity cage. “Turn over.” Her voice was like gravel. There was not love in it, but lust. Raw, ragged, driving lust.

He turned over and his upper body lay across the body. His huge breasts were flat underneath his chest. His legs were straight and he was bent ninety degrees. His butt rose up like a mountain to be climbed.

She took out his butt plug and lubed him. Lots of lube. This was going to be a little more different than a plug, or a prostate massage.

He cried out when she entered him, and he cried, but the tears shortly stopped and he felt the fullness. He felt the completeness. And, finally, he felt his prostate impacted, sawed upon, and his semen began to drain. And he had never been so happy in his life.

Jon lay on the bed. He had been used, opened up, his cherry popped.

Ann was at the vanity table. She had showered, and now was seeing to her make up. She hummed lightly, rolled lipstick on, smacked, then chose a pair of earrings.

Jon stared at her. He was in love. He had been possessed, and it felt like nothing he ever could have imagined.

His balls might be empty, but his heart was full. Now he knew what she had meant. She owned him, and he was fascinated by everything about her.

He stared at her calves, so shapely in her heels. He watched her red lips and wanted to kiss them forever. Her waist was so tiny. He became aware that she was watching him.

“How you doing?” she asked.

“I love you.”

“I know.”

“Will I ever get over it?”

“No. If we live fifty years apart, on the day that you see me, old and wrinkled and a crone, your penis will stand up and you will want me. I own you now.”

Her every word brought a lurch from his penis. There definitely wasn’t much room in his cage now.

“Can you feel that I own you? That I’m the most important thing in your life.”

“Yes,” he answered. No doubt.

“Go take a shower. It’s time for you to get ready.”

Obediently, Jon slid off the bed and trotted to the bathroom. As the water rinsed soap off him, as he soaped his balls and scrubbed his long hair, as he fondled his breasts and groaned with the sensual feeling of having breasts and extra large nipples, he could feel her in the other room.

She was like a magnet the size of the sun, and he was but a piece of metal, drawn to her wherever she was.

She owned him, and he wanted to be owned.

He stepped out of the shower, his heart high in his chest. So high that he doubted it would ever lower again. He toweled off, then used the hair dryer on his cage. He made sure he was totally dry down there, then he came out of the bathroom.

Ann had laid his clothes on the bed, and she was ready with his make up.

“I bought you some bras,” she said. “Your boobs are bigger than mine.”

“Thank you.”

She handed him a shelf bra. It was a larger size, but his breasts still crowded over the top. They bulged, and there was a little indent for his nipple to peak through.

“Oh, my God,” he whispered as he felt the sensuality of the material, the better cupping, the way his nipple was free to be rubbed by outer material.

“I thought you’d like that. I got you some sissy panties. They’ll fit better than regular panties.”

They did. They were stretchy with a bit more pouch. He was still pulled back out of the way, but it was much better support.

She helped him with a corset. It was for the midsection, but it had garter straps for his nylons.

She helped him get it on, and he held his breath, as she pulled the ties.

Looking in the mirror he was wasp waisted, and that made his hips and bust flare. God, his body was sexy.

She handed him a dress, and he gasped. It was maroon with a deep V, layers to fold back when he walked so as to expose his legs, and ruffles that looked more like waves along the lines of the dress.

He was shaking as she balanced him and helped him put it on. She tied the little bow on the left side and that brought in the material

He had shiny, sleek legs, bulging breasts, and the outline of his nipples could be seen through the thin material. When he walked, especially after he put on high heeled sandals, he jiggled, and he had never been more proud in his life.

“All right,” murmured Ann, smiling broadly at him. “Let’s put on your face.”

Usually Jon put on his own make up, but on this special day she had him sit and she did the heavy lifting.

She cleansed his face, applied primer, then foundation, then began to add color.

She applied concealer and powder, then sculpted in his cheekbones with blusher and highlighter.

Jon watched his face transform. Suddenly his jaw didn’t seem so wide, and his cheeks looked higher.

She put very light eye liner on him, and mascara. “I got some new mascara,” Ann said, concentrating on him. “It’s waterproof.”

He kept his face still as she worked.

Finally, she handed him lipstick and while he painted on his lips she put earrings through his lobes and began brushing his hair.

He was done, and it was absolutely the best he had ever looked.

There wasn’t a trace of masculinity about him. His breasts were real, his lips were plumped and curvy and moist looking.

His eyes glistened in their darkened caves.

“Oh, honey. You are so gorgeous.”

They stood together then and stared at themselves in the mirror.

Two absolutely beautiful women. Decked out, made up, stunningly gorgeous.

“Well,” asked Ann. “Are you ready?”

Jon nodded, and the two women walked out of the house.

Ann drove Miles’ car to the airport. She wanted to drive her own car, but it wasn’t roomy enough for her and Miles and Jon, not to mention whatever luggage Miles had.

The mood as they drove became sober quickly.

The high of being beautiful receded as Ann thought about Miles arrival.

Jon didn’t know anything, he didn’t know Miles’ condition, but he picked up on the mood, and though he felt wonderful, he couldn’t help but empathize with Ann.

LAX is one of the world’s worst airport. This as attested to by the over 30 million passengers that travel through that poor construction. It is in the shape of a horseshoe, but it was built for a time when not everybody drove, and it simply didn’t have the room to expand as much as it needed to.

Fighting the traffic, Ann parked as close as she could in the central garage, then the two women haded for the terminal.

They walked through the international terminal, and while Ann was oblivious to the stares of passersby, Jon was made nervous. All those eyes checking him out. He could literally feel the gazes examining his hips, his ass, his boobs, his face.

They reached China Airlines and Ann told Jon to stand back while she went to the information booth and talked.

Jon waited. He wanted to be with her. He was consumed by her. But her every word, no matter how soft, was like a command. He was compelled to follow her every whim like it was delivered by sledgehammer.

Ann came back to him and led the way to a side door. An attendant met them there and took them back to a side room. It was just off a corridor that led to the planes, and they sat in comfortable chairs and watched the planes roll in and out.

They only watched for a moment, however, before Ann turned to Jon. “Okay, Jon. I’ve got some bad news for you.”

Jon’s eyes were wide and innocent as she began speaking, but they rapidly transformed into something more akin to misery. He started clenching his fists, and only reminded himself to relax in time to save himself some broken nails.

“They’re going to bring him through here and we’ll have a chance to speak to him.”

“What?”

“Shush. Let me get through this.” She took a deep breath. “Jon, your father has stage four pancreatic cancer. He discovered it on his last business trip, and that’s why he looked so worn and drawn. He went to China to try the latest in medical procedures, and to try some of the more ancient methods. Pancreatic cancer, when it bites, bites hard and fast. Your father collapsed in China and they decided to ship him home. No fault to the Chinese, they just knew…they knew there wasn’t anything they could do for him. So he’s home, and he doesn’t have long. Maybe just days. We make him comfortable. We don’t upset him. We love him.”

By the time she was done Jon was crying, and she didn’t bother telling him not to. That was why she had gotten waterproof mascara.

“Why didn’t you tell me?”

“He swore me not to. He didn’t want his problems to get in the way of you handling your life.”

“But…but…”

“Jon, I love your father, and while I disagreed, while I thought you had a right to know, I did what he asked. I hope you won’t hold it against me, but I understand if you do.”

Jon felt his heart breaking, his world coming apart. His mind was a shattered, murky mess.

“Jon, he wants to see you like this. Like you are. As a woman. He is too close to the end to judge people. He knew this when he gave me my instructions.”

Jon nodded.

Ann moved in and began repairing what ravages his tears had accomplished.

“Now, I know it will be difficult, but don’t cry. Present your best side. Only let him see you as you are, a happy, confident woman. Do you understand.”

Jon nodded.

Then, his face repaired, Miles’ plane coming into the terminal, the two women stood and watched his plane. they held hands, and gave what spiritual assurances they could to each other.

The plane rolled up to the terminal and the collapsible corridor was run out to her. Workers on the ground busied themselves with refueling, maintenance, cargo, and so on.

And all the passengers debarked.

Then a lone stretcher was rolled out of the forward hatch, up the corridor to a side door, and through the side door to where Jon and Ann waited.

Ann gripped Miles’ hand and gazed lovingly into his eyes. Not a trace of tear or sad emotion.

Jon stood on the other side of the stretcher and the two nurses pushing the thing stood back.

Jon was shocked by the difference in his father’s appearance. In just two months he had lost fifty pounds. His cheeks were drawn and the bone structure of his skull was visible.

Under the wrap of the blankets he was thin.

He had been a robust man, even two months before, but now…now he was just sickly.

“Hello, Miles. How’s my honey?”

“Hi, Sweetheart. I missed you.” His voice was a whisper, a desiccated rattle.

“And I missed you.”

Jon would always admire the nerves of steel Ann had.

“How is Jon? Did everything…” he paused to breath, “…did everything go all right?”

“He’s right here, honey.”

“Let me see him.”

It was obvious that Miles’ vision was fading. Ann moved slightly and Jon moved into his father’s sight.

“Hello, father.”

Jon wasn’t so steely. His eyes had moisture in them, but he didn’t cry.

“Ah…” The flesh may have been frail, but there was still a sharp mind back of it. “My girl. I am so happy to see you. Are you happy?”

“Yes, father. Thank you.”

“Good. Good. Let me talk to your mother.”

Ann shifted back and for a moment the couple muttered endearing words, then one of the nurses cleared his throat.

“We’re on a time schedule, ma’am.”

“Of course.”

Ann bent and hugged Miles, then moved back out of the way.

“We’ll see you at the hospital, Miles.” She walked a couple of steps next to the stretcher, then Miles was being squeezed through a door, and Jon and Ann were left alone.

Still, no tears.

Ann walked, and wavered very slightly.

Jon caught her arm and steered her.

Her eyes weren’t crying, but they were shiny and she wasn’t seeing the world well.

Jon guided her out of the terminal and back to the parking lot, and when they reached the car he helped her into the passenger seat. There was no way she was going to be able to drive. He cold sense that.

Jon got in his side of the car. He slipped off his high heels so he could drive better, reached for the ignition, and Ann let loose.

With a wail she buried her face in her hands. Her whole body rippled with her repressed emotion. She sobbed uncontrollably.

Which started Jon off.

Jon leaned to her and the two women held each other and cried.

And couldn’t stop.

The next two weeks were rough.

They got up early, dressed for the day, and headed for the hospital.

They sat in Miles’ room when they could, but often he was getting treatments.

“Why’d he go to China for his treatments?”

“Some of the procedures haven't been approved by the medical associations. He also wanted to try traditional methods.”

Whatever he had tried, the medicine had proved inadequate.

Within two weeks he was hovering, barely conscious, and when he was conscious he was drugged.

Still, there was a hint of that fabulous courtroom grin on his face. Through the pain and the wasting away he was Miles to the end.

Two weeks of a strained, saddened existence, then he left peacefully in the night. The hospital called them early in the morning and let them know.

They were prepared, they knew this was the only eventuality, but it still hurt.

That day they hung together, but rarely talked.

Sometimes they would hug, and a sob or two would escape, but…mostly they just lived with their grief.


Part Two

Time heals all wounds. Sort of.

The huge space in their souls that was occupied by the pain of Miles’ passing became smaller. the hurt faded a bit, and slowly, they recovered.

Hugs out of pain became an occasional kiss, a fondle, even a wan grin.

Then the lawyer called.

His name was Harold Jenkins, and he did not belong to Miles’ firm. This was to avoid any sign of impropriety that any challenger to the will might use.

On a Tuesday afternoon Jon and Ann were shown into his office, and were surprised to find a woman sitting to one side. They weren’t wearing black, but they were dressed conservatively. Jon had on a grey dress and Ann had opted for a conservative pencil skirt and jacket. Both were fully made up.

Jon could swear he had never seen her before, but she was old and wore black, and the black mesh covered her face. Every once in a while she would give a half sob and push a hankie under the mesh to dry her eyes.

Jon nudged Ann and gave her a questioning look.

Ann shrugged and appeared just as puzzled as he by the woman’s presence.

Harold Jenkins entered the office. He was brisk and professional as he sat behind his desk.

“First,” Harold said, “I want to offer condolences. The legal profession, and the world, lost a good man in Miles.”

He seemed to include both Ann and Jon and the woman in black in his gaze.

“Second, since we’re all here, I would like to proceed with the reading of the will.”

Jon couldn’t help but glance at the woman in black.

“Is there any reason for us to wait?”

The woman in black cleared her throat, a nasty, little rasp, and said, “I thought we were going to wait for my son?”

It hit Jon. The proverbial ton of bricks. His heart stopped and he stood up.

“Mother?”

Ann’s mouth opened and her head jerked as she turned to look at the other woman.

Harold: “I’m sorry, I thought everybody knew everybody!”

The woman in black turned to Jon. He couldn’t see the expression on her face, but he could imagine the shock.

“You’re not my son!” She removed her veil and peered at him.

The years had not been kindly to Margaret—Maggie—Pearson.

Her face was thin and had lots of lines. Lines at the corners of her eyes, lines on her forehead. Everywhere, and especially on her thin neck.

Worse, the effects of liquor and smoking, and drugs, were evident. Her once beautiful eyes were now shallow marbles. Her whole face seemed to have sagged into some kind of parody.

“I’m Jon,” Jon said. He was having a hard time understanding what was happening.

This was the woman who had abandoned him and his father. She had had an affair with a con man, and the con man had hooked her on drugs, then dumped her. She fell in with a hard core criminal and drove a car when he tried to hold up a bank.

They had gone to prison, and Jon vaguely remembered that she had received a ten year sentence.

But time off for good behavior, the way prisons were being emptied…she had probably gotten out three or four years previous.

Now she stood there, a pale imitation of the gorgeous woman she had once been.

And she was there for the reading of his father’s will.

Why?

But it was obvious. She wanted a share, or all, of Miles’ loot.

“You’re not Jon. Jon is a boy.”

She was trying to sound pathetic, to garner sympathy, but it was hard to cover such a flinty rock with ribbons and bows.

“No. I’m Jon.  I’m…” he choked a little, “…your son. I live like this now.”

She showed little on the surface, but Jon could see it smoldering under the surface.

Distaste. Disgust. Accelerating to hate.

Jon’s mother was not a tolerant woman.

“Well,” she said. “Well.”

Horace spent a couple of minutes trying to smooth the situation over. It was useless, however, as Maggie just sniffed and glared at Ann, and tried to smile—her teeth were bad—at Jon like she loved him.

“Well, Jon, I’m surprised, but you are so beautiful.”

Her voice was like pushing apricots through a strainer, pit and all.

“Where have you been?” asked Jon, trying to hold up his end of the conversation, but really wanting to be a million miles away.

“I was…we really have to get together. We have so much to talk about.”

Her disgust was now well tamped down, and she weaseled and tried to work her way into his good graces.

The son she had abandoned for drugs and crime and a stay in the state penitentiary.

“I’m…I’m pretty busy. But…”

“Maybe I could come over tonight…I don’t have a place to stay.”

Ann slid in there. Her voice was cultured, but her intent was plain. “We can probably put you up in a hotel for a few days. Just to help out.”

The look in Maggie’s face was a flash of hate, covered over immediately with gratitude. “Oh, that would be wonderful, but I would like to reconnect with my darling…uh…” she was confused as to how to address Jon, “daughter.”

“No,” said Ann.

That was the moment the knives were bared, the teeth were shown, and war was declared. Though it was covered in tinsel and gauze.

Maggie gave a start, as if she would leap from her chair.

Horace saw an opportunity then, a space in which to insert himself and stave off the coming war.

“Perhaps we should continue with the reading of the will? You ladies can get together later, on your own…”

He wanted to extricate himself from this maelstrom of malicious intentions.

Ann turned away, virtually ignoring Maggie.

Jon, unable to not glance at his mother, sat next to her.

Maggie, giving a whining sort of a growl, sat back and glared at the lawyer.

Horace cleared his throat and assumed a more official attitude.

He read:

My darling Ann and my beloved son Jon. Or Jane, as the case may be. I have gone to a better world. I hope.

To Ann, I love you with all my heart. I leave you five thousand dollars.

I have made provision for my first wife, who betrayed and abandoned myself and our son. I bequeath five thousand dollars to Margaret.

Maggie snarled under her mesh.

The bulk of my estate I give to Jon. This includes ten million dollars of stocks and bonds, my savings accounts, my interests, various ownerships in…

The list of goods went on for a while. Jon was about to be a rich man.

Horace finished up with a simple statement.

Jon, you will shortly, upon receipt of a personal letter to be delivered to you as part of my estate, understand why I have made out my will like this.

I have no doubt you will be generous with your step-mother. She deserves much, but for reasons you will shortly read, I cannot give it to her.

Ann, Jon. You are my heart. Thank you for enriching my life, and I’ll see you in the great beyond.

Horace’s voice stopped and the room was left with a space. Space filled with remorse by Ann, who sniffled, and rage by Maggie.

“I’m contesting this. Five thousand dollars! How could he…I’m his wife!”

“Were,” Ann managed to speak through a choked up voice.

Maggie turned to Jon, “Jon, surely you see how unfair this is.”

“I…I…”

Jon’s heart was confused. His father’s words, his mother tugging at his heart, what was he supposed to do.

“You’re going to take care of me, aren’t you? I’m your mother!”

“Maybe we won’t put you up in a hotel,” Ann was growing stronger, and a fierce desire to protect Jon from this harridan was emerging.

“You shut up! You have no business in this.”

“Please, mother,” blurted Jon.

Then Maggie was up and throwing herself in his arms.

Jon held the bony, old woman loosely. He looked at Ann helplessly.

Horace saved the situation. “I have a letter here to give to Jon. If you could have a seat?”

Margaret looked up at Jon, a pathetic mess of an old woman. She held back her crocodile tears and sat back down.

Horace held out an envelope, and Maggie darted forward and grabbed it.

Jon and Ann gasped, but Horace showed some steel.

“If you don’t hand that to Jon I will have you arrested.”

He was on his feet, leaning forward like a viking about to go into battle.

“But, I…he’s my son!” She spoke with a disgustingly ingratiating manner.

“And that is an official document to be delivered to one person and one person only. Would you like to spend a few nights in jail, explain to the judge how you stole a court document?”

“But this isn’t a court document!”

“It is until Jon has it in his hands.”

Horace picked up the phone.

The threat of arrest had effect and Maggie held the envelope out to Jon.

“I just wanted to make sure Jon was treated right.” Sniveling, corrupt, ragged harpy.

Jon took the envelope and with shaking hands began to open it.

Maggie moved as if to look over his shoulder.

“Sit down, madam!” Horace’s voice was rising and he had just about had enough of Maggie.

She sat, and Jon unfolded the letter.

Ann waited patiently.

Jon read:

Jon, I love you. Thank you for being my son. Or daughter.

No doubt you are wondering at my will. If I gave my estate to Ann your real mother, Margaret, or Maggie as she is called, could contest it. She probably wouldn’t be successful, but she might be, and at the least she would tie my estate up in the courts for years.

I know you love Ann, and I know you will take care of her.

Have a great life, and I hope you experience the love and happiness I have experienced.

Miles

Jon sat in the chair and his eyes misted over.

“Jon? Can I see that letter?”

Maggie had a claw out like a beggar.

“It’s for me…mother.”

He could see the flint in her eyes, the spark of rage.

He folded the letter, put it back in the envelope and slid it into his purse.

Maggie stared at the letter, a mix of suppressed rage and pleading.

She turned to Horace. She stood up, trying to act prim and victimized. “As I said, I will be contesting this will.” She turned and walked out.

Horace sighed and sat back. “That was certainly unpleasant.”

Ann asked, “Does she have any grounds?”

The lawyer grunted, and grinned. “No grounds at all. I flew to China myself, last month. Miles was not on drugs, he was in the soundest state of mind a man could be in. I will attest to that in court. The fact that Miles did give her something showed that he was aware of her. No. She has no grounds. Of course you might get a letter or two, she will find a lawyer, somewhere, who wishes to chase an ambulance, but…no. Just turn any letters over to me and I’ll handle them.”

And that was the reading of the will.

“That was interesting,” Ann said when they returned home.

She had been acting ‘careful’ ever since the reading of the will. Jon could figure out what was going on in her mind. Apparently she had been snubbed by Miles, and was in some kind of shock.

“I’ll make the drinks,” said Jon. “You read this.”

She took the letter and sat down at the table.

Jon got down some good whiskey, Blanton’s Single Barrel, and threw some in two glasses, added ice cubes and bruised it all with Coke. When he placed the drink in front of Ann she was just sitting, staring.

She focused on him, smiled. Sipped. “That explains that.”

“I think you saw how Mother was…” Jon was at a loss. It was his own mother he was attempting to describe.

“Nasty? Vindictive? Junk yard dog mean?”

He smiled ruefully.

“Yeah. That.”

“Which leaves us with the big unanswered question.”

“Where’s the key to my chastity tube?”

“Ha! When I said I didn’t have it I was not kidding.”

“So I’m locked up and at your mercy.”

She smiled, a bit evilly, and said, “I guess you’re not going to throw me out into the cold, hard world just yet.”

He put a hand on hers. “Ann. You were married to him. You can have whatever you want.”

She stared at him and he grinned.

“Besides, I am sort of your property now, aren’t I?”

She finally broke down and gave that famous smile he so loved. “Yes, you are.”

“Then let’s just sort of live our lives and see where it goes. If ever you want to be rid of me, for whatever reason, I’ll abide.”

She leaned across the table and kissed him then. A sweet, solid, more than a sister kiss.

“Whew!” he said. “You know, we’ve been so busy grieving, I’d forgotten how horny I was.”

Then she was on her feet, rounding the table and pushing in on him. She was almost laying on him as she molested his mouth.

Then she reached a hand under his dress and pulled him by the tube. She pulled him upright and led him out of the kitchen, towards the bedroom.

Jon tried to keep up, but she was in a hurry, and he felt like she was going to pull his member right off.

Then they were sprawling on the big bed, shedding their clothes, grabbing each other by lip and by sex organ.

She stopped, almost undressed, and snapped, “Get out the strap on. You’re going to do me first.”

Jon was short of breath. So horny, so anticipating, and he fastened the strap on in place.

“Use the big dildo,” she said, divesting herself of the rest of her clothes.

He snapped the big ten incher onto his harness and climbed onto the bed.

That was a wonderful afternoon. He screwed her, watched her eyes light up, explode with orgasm, then reside into a bone deep happiness.

Then she took him. It was his first time with the big one, and he thought he was going to leave his body. He couldn’t stop twitching, and he had no control when she put him face up, held his tube high so she could get better access, and penetrated him.

She held him up, and the sensations shook him. Vibrations coursed through his legs and his heart felt like it was going to pop.

When he drained it was the most indescribably experience he had ever had. Just an emptying of the soul and a filling of the heart.

Then they lay, and slept, and dreamed of happiness and money and being together.

Even though he didn’t have the key.

Days passed.

Life resumed as play, and Jon and Ann spent every moment they could doing what they loved best, which was each other.

Then Horace knocked on the door.

Jon had received several letters from various law firms. He had sent them, unopened, to Horace. Now Horace sat in the living room and faced Jon and Ann.

“Got a problem,” he said. “It’s not a big one, but your mother is attempting to declare you unfit.”

“How can she do that?” asked Ann.

“By attacking the fact that Jon is now a woman.”

They were silent for a long moment, then Horace continued.

“She’s claiming that your father was unfit for letting you become a woman, and therefore non compos mentis when it came to the will.”

“But that’s ridiculous!”

“I think so, but she’s lined up a bunch of mental health experts, and they are going to go to court and express their opinion. If she wins she gets Jon put in an institution, and has complete control of Miles’ estate.”

“Can she get away with it?”

“Normally, I would say no. But we live in California.”

His meaning was clear. In California there were more than eighty-nine sexes, Antifa was responsible for enforcing the law, and even though there more LGBTQs than anywhere else in the world…anything was possible.

“So what do we do?”

“Well, there are several options. One would be to declare your mother as unfit, citing her prison record, and putting her in an institution. It’s expensive, but…” he shrugged.

“What are the other options?”

“Ann, you could adopt Jon. But that’s rather risky. Once he is under someone’s ‘control’ somebody else can fight to take over the control. It would present Jon as a helpless victim. It’s an option, but I would reserve that for bizarre eventualities.”

“And…” asked Ann.

Horace turned to Jon. “It would help if you went more legal with your status.”

“What does that mean?”

“Change your name. Change your sex legally. Have all your documents in order. If you do that it shows a certain commitment of intent, and it will be more difficult for Maggie to attack you. Such changes tend to enforce your stability.”

Horace was done, and he sat back and waited for an indication as to how he should proceed.

Ann sat back and watched Jon.

Jon was leaning forward, his elbows on his knees, twirling a drink in his hands. He looked up at Horace. “It sounds like the best bet would be to change my name. Do the legal stuff.”

“I agree. That would be my advice.”

A week later, all paperwork in order, John became Jane. Horace filed all the paperwork properly, and brought legal documents to the house.

They celebrated with a whiskey, and when Horace had left Ann and ‘Jane’ celebrated with a fuck.

Ann on top.

Of course.

The truth was, though Jon sometimes thought about the missing key, he was quite satisfied with the way they made love.

He liked the reinforcement of his submission. He liked being owned. If he had the key, would he change his mind?

Doubtful.

Time passed. Jane thought about going back to school, but she didn’t really need to.

Oh, she wanted to some day. He wanted that degree he had worked so hard for, but understanding and handling his father’s estate was more important.

Not just the overt ten million dollars, she owned interest in a law firm.

Heck, if it got more complex she was going to have to go to law school.

As it was, her father’s partners urged him to do just that.

And she was thinking about it.

But not too hard. After all, she was young, and she had a beautiful woman loving her in the best possible way.

And so life went on. Figuring out complex economics, being screwed every possible chance, taking small vacations and enjoying the beach, the mountains, resorts in the high desert.

They traveled as two women, laughed as men tried to pick them up, and life would have been grand.

Except…

Jane was wearing a negligee and inspecting her figure.

“Are my breasts sagging?”

“I don’t see how they could,” Ann said. She was wearing a matching negligee and painting her toes.

“Do they need to be bigger?”

Ann looked at him and laughed. “Now you’re asking for it.”

“Hey, I just want to look beautiful for you.”

“Take it from me. You’re beautiful.”

Jane looked down at his package.

“What?”

“I sometimes wonder if I even need this.”

“Oh,” she gave him her full intention.

“I’m a woman. I live as a woman. To have this appendage, plastic and metal, hanging off me is silly. It is sometimes awkward when I want to dress up. I never use it. I could have the penis removed, the balls tucked up in my groin, and…” he looked at her.

“My. That’s a lot to think about.”

“I’m just thinking.”

“I know.”

She was done with her nails and she came to Jane. She took her cock in her hand and contemplated it.

“There is a chance I would like you to break loose and do me like a man.”

“No. You don’t. You like owning me, and you don’t want anything to get in the way of that.”

“Damn,” she said. “You’re right.”

She held him, kissed him, and their eyes lit up.

“Is it time to go to bed?”

“Past time.”

They slipped out of their negligees and went to the bed.

“Take me standing up,” she said. “Bend me over. I love it like that.”

“Great minds think alike,” she chortled.

She stood, half bent over, her hands on the bed, while she secured the strap on.

“You want the big one?”

“Sure.”

She moved up behind Jane, lubed her up, and entered.

Jane arched her back and groaned. God! That felt good!

Ann began to tilt and twist and screw the dildo around inside Jane.

Jane felt the surge of urge. Semen started swelling up his limp shaft, and just before she could squirt came the voice.

“Well, look at this!”

Maggie was frustrated. That money should belong to her, but lawyers either laughed at her, or told her she had no case.

Now she couldn’t even declare that brain dead son of hers incompetent. He had gone and changed his name, changed his sex, and the lawyers said that put an end to her case.

Which didn’t put an end to her intentions.

On a night she drove her rickety Chevy, firing only on five pistons, to the bus station.

The man who got off the bus was sloppy fat, extra chins, bad teeth, and bald.

A far cry from her bank robbing partner of many years previous.

“Hey, Maggie,” he hugged her, and put up with the scrawny bitches ugliness. What the hell had happened to her?

And he ignored the question of what had happened to him.

Maggie hugged Frank, and wondered how her stud had changed into a fat, tub of lard. And, of course, ignore what had happened to herself.

“So, I got your message, here I am, what you got lined up for us?”

They got into her car, Frank making the passenger’s side sag badly, and Maggie explained. “My son just inherited ten million dollars, and it should be mine.”

Frank grinned. “Sounds good. What’s the plan?”

“We can’t get the ten mill, but Miles, that was my husband—“

“I remember.”

“Miles always kept stuff in the safe.”

“What kind of stuff? How much?

“When we were married he kept a hundred thousand in cash. Two bars of gold, and lots of jewelry. Rolex watches, expensive diamond stuff, things like that.”

“Did he keep bearer bonds?”

“I think so. Why?”

“Hell. That might be your ten million right there. Depends on a lot of things, whether they’re old…”

“They’re old. I remember him telling me they’re old. Is that bad?”

“That’s good. It means we can cash them. No proof of ownership required.”

Maggie smiled a crooked grin. One of her molars was aching.

“So how do you plan on getting them?”

“We just go over and take them.”

“Yes!” Frank pumped a fist.

“Besides, I have a score to settle with the bitch Miles married. Did you bring a gun?”

“Yep.” Frank reached into his jacket and produced a snub nosed revolver. “Old faithful. Never misses.”

Maggie drove through town towards the house she had once lived in.

Maggie drove by the house. It was a thing of stone and glass with lots of bushes on the ground level.

“Not very big,” said Frank.

“It opens up in the rear. Two wings, big pool. Real nice.”

“And you gave this up for me.”

That made Maggie wonder.

She parked her Chevy down the street and the duo sauntered up the sidewalk. There were lots of shadows, and not many houses anyway. There was no danger they would be seen.

“So, we going to kill them?”

“Christ! Frank! That’s my kid!”

That made Frank frown, but not for long. After all, it wasn’t his kid.

They went between bushes up to the shallow porch. They stood on the brick porch and peered in the windows.

No lights downstairs, but a faint light shone into the foyer from the right hallway.

“They’re in the bedroom,” Maggie whispered.

“How we going to get in? I don’t want to make a lot of noise. I don’t want nobody calling the cops.”

For answer Maggie tried the doorknob. It opened.

It was probably the only time Ann and Jane had forgotten to lock the front door, but it was to prove their undoing.

Frank snickered and followed Maggie into the house.

They poked their heads into the main room. Silence, and through the big windows a swimming pool reflecting the moon.

Check the left wing,” Maggie said.

Frank walked quickly down the corridor. For a fat man he was a little clumsy. But he was back in a minute, not having tripped over anything, and whispered. “Nobody.”

“All right.”

Maggie mounted the short steps to the hallway that led to the master bedroom. It was all as she remembered it.

And she felt bitter about it. In her drug addled mind the house belonged to her. The house, the millions and everything! And if her boneheaded son didn’t understand that…well, he would just have to learn.

They heard sounds coming from the bedroom as they got closer.

They stood next to the door, looking at each other. Excited, eager.

Maggie peered around the corner and her mouth opened.

Jon was laying bent over the bed and Ann was porking him.

She stared as the beautiful woman hammered on Jon’s rump.

Oh, my God! she mouthed.

Then Frank stepped around her, saw the sexual activity and blurted.“Well, look at this!”

Startled, Ann couldn’t pull back. In fact, she lost her balance and fell forward, impaling Jane all the more.

Frank rushed across the room and placed a hand on Ann’s back.

“Just stay where you are!”

Ann screamed, and Jane tried to get out from under her, but she was pegged tight.

“What? What?” she yelled.

Frank, one pressing on Ann’s back, held his sub nose to her neck. “Shut up, sister.”

There was no mistaking the feel of the cold barrel on her warm flesh. Ann stopped screaming and just lay on Jane. Lay, breathing hard, her breasts pressed into him.

Maggie walked up to the end of the bed and Jane managed to turn her head and see her.

“Maggie!”

“And you call yourself a son of mine,” she sneered. “The poo poo choo choo.”

“Let me up,” she tried to struggle, but Frank had Ann pinned against her, and the big penis held her impaled.

Frank laughed. “Look at this shit!”

“What do you want,” gasped Ann.

“I want my ten million dollars that you stole from me!” snarled Maggie.

“We don’t have a million dollar here.”

“That’s ten million dollars, and I know all about the safe!”

Jane wasn’t thinking, he was gasping under the weight and the penis. He hadn’t ever felt anything so deep in him. Ever.

He wanted to cum, to drain, to anything, but the shock of Maggie and Frank showing up had totally discombobulated him.

“Let me up,” she gasped in a hoarse whisper.

“Keep them down, Frank.”

Maggie went over to a big picture on the wall. She swung it out. And frowned.

She turned. “Where’s the other safe?”

But it was obvious. Miles had replaced it with a newer, sturdier model.

She came back to the bed, leaned over the end and grabbed Jane’s long hair and jerked her head upright. “Okay, little girl!” she made ‘girl’ sound so throughly despicable. “Open the safe.”

“I…I…”

“Are you refusing?”

Jane was refusing. He jerked his eyeballs back and Maggie realized what the problem was.

“Okay, Frank. Let her up. But make her stay out of the way.”

Frank let Ann up, and she pushed off Jane.

“I’m sorry,” she muttered as Jane rose up.

Maggie pushed Jane towards the safe. “Frank. If he tries anything, shoot her.”

Frank grinned and pushed Ann down on the floor.

Jane approached the safe. She knew the combination, and she didn’t want to. But she knew, and Maggie knew she knew.

“Open it.”

Frank stood over Ann, grinned at her bare tits and actually slobbered.

Then the action at the safe drew his attention.

Jane opened the safe and stood back.

Maggie stepped in and shrieked. “It’s here! It’s all here!”

Frank couldn’t help himself. He glanced at Ann, then walked towards the safe. At first he kept glancing back. Then he didn’t.

Ann looked at the side table.The gun was in it.

She simply opened the drawer and picked up the gun.

It wasn’t loaded. She never kept it loaded.

She held the gun down at her side and scooped her hand in. She snagged three bullets.

She pushed the drawer shut, was about to load the gun, but Frank glanced back at her.

She froze, didn’t move, and Frank looked back to the safe.

Maggie was pulling out a gold bar. It was heavy and she handed it to Frank.

Frank almost dropped it, but he held on. It was heavy and he was excited and he lowered his revolver. He looked at the bar of gold and actually drooled.

Ann put the bullets into the gun. Snapped the chamber closed and aimed it.

Maggie saw it first. She jerked back and yipped, “FRANK!”

Frank turned his head, started to raise his snub nose, and Ann pulled the trigger.

Ann had decided, many years ago that if she was to keep a gun she should know how to use it. That was just basic common sense. Thus, her first shot did all the damage.

The bullet hit Frank in his twisted neck. Doctors would later tell her that that shot had severed nerves and killed him rather quickly. Which she would attest to as he lay on the ground, groaning and making sounds, and trying to figure out why he couldn’t do anything.

But he dropped the gun, and Maggie snatched it up.

“NO!” screamed Ann.

But Maggie was beyond reason. She lifted the gun and aimed it towards Ann.

BANG!

The bullet hit Maggie in the chest. She would die of the wound, painfully, a week later.

But as she spun from the impact she pulled the trigger, and the bullet hit Jane in the groin.

Jane collapsed and lay there. She was out of it. Didn’t understand why there wasn’t much pain. She knew she had been hurt, but…it didn’t feel all that bad.

“What’s wrong?” she said, then she passed out.


Epilogue

Jane returned home several weeks later.

She had bandages, and she was sore, and she was learning to walk differently.

The bullet had proved to be the key they couldn’t find. It had struck the base of the chastity tube, severed the penis and destroyed her balls.

At the hospital the bleeding was staunched and repairs were begun.

When the doctors were done Jane had a vagina.

It looked like a vagina, and could even handle sexual relations.

Then Jane had laid in bed for a couple of weeks and dealt with the emotional ramifications of what had happened to her.

Surprisingly, or maybe not surprising because she was already living like a girl, there were not a lot of adverse emotions.

Heck, she had been thinking of having her package removed before Maggie and Frank had come calling.

After two weeks she was sent home. Bed rest. Take it easy.

Jane lay in bed and Ann waited on her. And one day Ann was sitting by the pool when Jane came out the sliding door.

She moved gingerly, and had a cane just in case.

Ann sat up, and Jane sat next to her and sighed.

“How are you doing?”

“I can have a drink,” Jane whispered, watching the pool, the garden behind it.

Ann brought a couple of drinks back and they sat and considered life and all its options.

“How’s it going?” asked Ann.

“Pretty good. It’s weird…not having anything down there, but…I’m getting used to it.”

“Do you miss it?” It was obvious what ‘it’ was.

“Actually, no. But it’s so weird sitting down to pee.”

“But you had to do that before, when you were wearing the chastity belt.”

“Yeah, but I had something there. Now there’s nothing.”

“Welcome to womanhood.”

They both smiled lightly.

“So what are you going to do now?”

Jane sighed.

“I have to finish school, and I want to do the lawyer thing. With all the money I’ve got, I have to do the lawyer thing.”

He turned to her.

“And I want to live with you.”

“I’d like that.”

“I mean, you can have the money, all you want, but…you own me. I like that, And I’d like to stay owned.”

“I couldn’t give you up if I tried.”

Ann leaned forward, held his chin with one hand and kissed his lips so very, very tenderly.

Jane said, “I can’t have sex, but you can.”

“Oh?”

“And since you own me, maybe I better do my duty.”

“Well, if you must you must.”

With that Ann, a grin spreading across her face, held out her hand, and the two women went back into the house, back to the master bedroom, and to bed.

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.

This has been the first two chapters from

The Feminization Games!
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