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PART ONE

“This place is spooky.” Debby placed her foot on the step and tested it. The wood was old and rotten, the nails rusted and coming out of the wood, there was a loud creaking sound.

Debby was 18, ready to go to college, and spending the summer partying with her friends. She was halfway between five and six foot with hair that waved onto her shoulders.

Jeff was six inches taller, a football player, and in love with Debby. He moved his bulk past her, making the steps creak even more.

Chris was surfer cut blonde. He was slender, agile, and always had a smirk on his face.

Jeff reached the porch and the boards squeaked ominously.

Chris took  hold of Debby’s elbow and made her mount the rickety steps.

“Hey!” she objected, not wanting to be hurried.

The house itself was a 100 years old. It had three stories, gables, and boards were warped out of true, shingles were missing, and the turret at the top looked like the Leaning Tower of Pisa.

“What’s the matter?” asked Chris, snickering at her fright.

“I don’t want to fall through the floor, for one,” Debby snapped.

“Hey, quiet, guys.”

Jeff gripped the door knob on the wide door with the iron bands and turned it.

EEEK! The door protested as he pushed the door open.

The inside of the house was creepy. It had spiderwebs and bats, dust on everything, and once white sheets over the furniture.

“Brrr!” said Debby.

Chris pulled the sheet off a couch and sat down. “Ow!”

“What?”

“I sat on a spring.”

Jeff risked his flashlight to examine the couch. “Uh oh. The spring is rusty. You’re going to need a tetanus shot on your ass.”

“Fuck. Just what I didn’t need.”

Chris was on his feet now, rubbing his face.

“Did it break the skin?” asked Debby.

Chris wiped a hand over the spot that had been poked and looked at it. “Nope. No blood.”

“Good thing,” said Jeff. “Vampires are drawn to blood.”

“I vant to dreenk your blud,” Chris imitated Count Dracula.

Debby: “They don’t drink your blood anymore.”

“What do they do then?”

“They change you into girls.”

Jeff and Chris snickered.

“Oh, that’s good.”

“I vant to vear your bra.”

“And your panties.”

“Shut up, you idiots, Debby grinned. “Let’s go upstairs.”

They walked softly through the big living room. While the outside seemed to be falling apart, the inside was in great condition. Sure, the floors were dusty, but under the dust they were polished wood from ancient trees.

“Look at these pictures,” Debby spoke from halfway up the stairs.

Jeff and Chris  stopped just below her and looked at the pictures.

One picture was an old man with the most expressionless expression any of them had ever seen. He sat on a chair and glared at the camera with dark eyes. He was wearing an old suit from the turn of the century.

The next picture showed a woman with three children. The children were all girls, preteen looking, and dressed in the ugly pinafore style of the day. Their eyes were like the old man’s, dark and piercing like shards of agate.

“Ugly suckers,” mocked Chris.

“Shut up,” remarked Debby.

“Yeah, dude. Show a little respect for the ugly.”

Chris laughed.

Debby moved up the stairs quickly. The floor boards didn’t creak in here, so she wasn’t worried about falling through.

Debby and Jeff walked down the long hallway. Funny, it looked almost clean up here, and they opened doors and peeked inside.

Chris strolled nonchalantly behind them. “What’s the story on this old place?”

“Old man Paffle had three sons,” tossed back Jeff.

“The picture was of girls!”

“Yeah.”

Chris frowned and was silent for a minute. “So that was what the ‘changing into girls’ remark was.”

“Yeah. There’s a whole legend about men changing into women in this place. Better hide your nuts.”

“I think hiding your nuts might go along with the program,” said Jeff.

As Debby and Jeff made their way down the hall their voices were getting fainter.

Chris stopped to peer into a room, however, and didn’t notice that.

The room was a nursery. There was a rocking chair, a crib, a bunch of toys in a box and a dresser low enough to change a baby on.

Chris sauntered around the room. He opened the low dresser. There was a stack of fresh diapers in the drawer.

What the heck? The house was a hundred years old. What were fresh diapers doing in the drawer? He stepped up to open a drawer and stepped on something soft. He looked down and was disgusted. Somebody had left a freshly filled diaper on the floor.

“Oh, crap,” he muttered. He used one of the fresh diapers in the drawer to wipe off the goo. “Yuck. What a smell.”

He moved around the room and came to a closet. Inside the closet was a clothes pole and a steamer trunk. He bent down and opened the trunk.

Clothes. Of course. And girl’s clothes, at that. He picked up a dress and realized the clothes were designed for a pregnant woman. They were voluminous, especially in the belly area.

He picked the dresses out, one at a time and examined them. The dresses gave way to long sleeved shirts, all bulging up front.

He pulled out the last of the dresses and looked into the trunk. He found undergarments. First were the giant bloomers a pregnant woman might wear. Then were the corsets.

Corsets? Chris was amazed. What woman would squash their budding baby like that?

And, finally, at the bottom, he found…bras.

Chris was like any other young man, he liked to ogle boobs. It was incredibly exciting to feel a girl up while kissing her, to feel their chests against his when dancing.

He spent a lot of time on the net looking at porn, and he really loved looking at big, beautiful breasts. Large, with stiff nipples, and he had imagined, at one time, that he was in love and destined to marry Alana Anderson.

And now he was holding the holder of all his dreams. Thick material that embraced what he wanted most to touch and taste.

Brassiers.

Except this wasn’t a normal brassier. At the top of the cups were little buttons. Curious, he undid one of the buttons, and the front of the bra flapped down.

For a second he couldn’t figure it out. He even thought that maybe he had broken the thing. But, no. That button was there for a reason. But what…and the light burst in his skull.

This was a nursing bra! It was extra big, it had extra big cups, and the flap was so women could take out their breasts and feed their little cherubs.

Chris was inundated with images of women through time nursing their children. Of babies sucking on nipples, of the flow of warm milk.

He could even feel his own nipples getting excited.

He giggled at the idea of nursing, and he buttoned the bra up again and felt the material, ran his hands around on the inside of the cup. The material was soft. And…what if he put it on?

He snickered. The idea…it was ludicrous. Yet, it appealed to him.

He went to the door of the closet and looked out. He couldn’t even hear Debby and Jeff.

He closed the closet door and held the bra up. Moonlight was coming in through a high window and it made the whole closet bright. How weird. Such a small square of light, and yet he could see everything.

Put it on, the idea arrowed through his mind.

He was wearing shorts and a tee shirt and tennis shoes. HE could slip his tee off, put on the bra, and feel what it felt like…

Imagine the big bosoms filled with milk hanging in the bra. The milk streaming out of his nipples. How he would look with real, live boobs.

As if dreaming, not really in control of himself, Chris pulled his tee shirt over his head. He dropped it on the floor and held the big nursing bra.

Inside his pants his penis was having a party. It was bobbing and trying to get out. Man, this was exciting!

He held up the bra and tried to figure it out. Arms go through there and there, straps over shoulders, and…could he reach behind himself and fasten the clasps?

He snaked his arms through the shoulder straps and wiggled so the thing fit. And it did fit. In fact, it was sort of tight, and he imagined he could feel the weight of the thing.

He reached behind and fumbled with his fingers. It was difficult, but he managed to make the little hooks fit through little holes. He pressed, and the hooks flattened out. There was even little flaps of cloth and he pulled them over the snaps. When he was done the back of the bra was smooth against his skin.

And his chest suddenly felt heavy. It felt like he was carrying little melons. Well, maybe not so little. Either big cantaloups or small watermelons.

He giggled. He put his hand under the cups and lifted.

Damn! It felt like he was actually lifting real boobs.

He jumped up and down, and the bra cups bounced just like they were holding real boobs.

He wiggled his arms and the bra felt even more natural.

He walked out into the nursery and went to the window. IT was bright as daylight outside. The moon was really working overtime.

In the front yard was a tree, and beyond that a big pond. Under the tree a shadow moved, and Chris frowned. That couldn’t be a person out there?

No way,” he grinned. Lifted his boobs up and pointed them at the shadow under the tree.

The shadow moved, and Chris had a moment of feeling that his heart was stopping, or jumping, or something.

He walked back into the closet and started to take the bra off, then stopped. He had left some bloomers hanging over the top of the trunk. He picked up the bloomers and stared at them. For being over a hundred years old they were awfully nice feeling. The material was soft, not really stretchable, at last not much, and they were big and baggy.

Funny. Baggy pants. Sounded like a joke. He held up the pants and examined them.

The hems were drawn in and their were little, tiny flowers spaced around them.

The waist was stretchable. They might even…no! No! He couldn’t put them on!

Or—he looked around, glanced out of the closet, no sign of anybody—maybe he could.

They would fit. A little tight at the waist, but…he giggled. Would he have a baggy, old granny butt if he put them on?

His cock said yes. His cock was pounding. He needed to jack off. And what better way of jacking off than in a big bra and bloomers? Man, that would be truly delicious.

He unbuckled his belt and slipped his shorts down his legs, then he pulled his BVDs off.

His cock was erect, dancing, pulsating. He stroked it a couple of times and groaned. Oh, baby, this was going to be a good on.

He put one foot into the bloomers, then the other. He pulled them up tight.

Oddly, while his cock was pounding harder than ever, it didn’t show in the front of the bloomers. It was harder than ever, almost bringing him to his knees with throbbing desire, but…he reached down and felt the bloomers. No bump. Weird.

But he was so excited.

And he had to see himself.

He walked back out into the nursery. There was a mirror on the back of the solid, wood door. He swung the door closed and looked at himself.

He was amazed. His chest looked real. It poked out and felt heavy and everything! And the bloomers made it look like he had a large, round rump.

Again, he giggled. In a way, he looked girly. The way his chest and bottom bulged, it sort of made his waist look small.

But not really small, and he frowned. He needed to make his waist look tiny if he was going to pull this off.

(Pull what off he didn’t know)

What about…what if…he put on one of those corsets in the trunk?

He grinned. He was more sexually excited than he had ever been in his life. Though he had no bump in his bloomers he felt like he did. He felt like his cock was going to spit any second!

He almost ran back into the closet. He dug into the trunk and found several corsets. One looked shorter than the others, like it was built just for the waist. It opened a little at the bottom so it would sit on top of his hips, and it opened a little at the top so his boobs (if he had any, snicker, snicker) would flare out and look even bigger.

He wrapped the corset around him and fastened the snaps, then he started pulling on the ties. It was very awkward, but he felt very flexible for some reason. He pulled the ties together and actually made little bows. He did this all the way up his back, then reached over his shoulders, pushed his hair—he didn’t remember it being this long—aside so he could pull the top of the corset tight.

As he did this he found it harder and harder to breath. It was like the corset was doing its own tightening. His ribs felt compressed, and he gasped a bit, but he figured it was just the exertion, and holding his breath, and…and it was done.

He went back out to the mirror and stared at himself.

He looked like he had the body of a girl. He had his own slenderness, but the bloomers and the corset and the bra made it look like he was stacked, and he had a sexy ass, and his waist was wasp thin.

Just like one of those women in the old time catalogs.

He grinned and used his fingers to brush out his hair.

He frowned. His hair seemed awfully long. He didn’t remember it being this long. He was going to need a haircut.

He turned, pirouetted for the mirror. His hair lifted up a little. Yes, it certainly was long. He looked at the dresser and saw a bowl of bobby pins.

He picked up one of the pins and pursed his lips. His lips, which felt a little…plump.

He stopped frowning, tried to make his lips feel normal, and put his hair up.

He had never put his hair up in his life, but it felt natural, instinctive, and he piled his hair on top of his head and used a couple of pins to keep it in place.

In the mirror he more closely resembled a girl in the fashion of a hundred years ago.

But he was nearly naked. Wearing just underwear. What would people think? (He had vague images of Jeff and Debby) If he was to go around near naked? Showing off his large milk sacs. They would be disgusted!

He walked back into the closet and began looking at the dresses. Now they didn’t look so old fashioned and dowdy. They still looked old, but they had shape to them. He picked out a dress that would conceal his underwear, but…his shape would still be somewhat visible.

After all, being pregnant wasn’t a crime, and women should be proud of their place in society.

He pulled the dress over his head and pulled it down his body.

It fit perfectly. And it had a series of buttons up the front so he could unbutton, unflap, and feed the baby.

He laughed, his voice sounding very distinct and solitary in the emptiness of the closet.

Feed the baby. Hah! As if he, Chris Johnson, could feed a baby! Just because he had stiff cups and the bra was so heavy it felt like real boobs, that didn’t mean he could feed a baby!

He walked into the room and happened to glance around, and he saw a pair of high heels.

Not a pair of heels with modern spikes and slings and such, but an older pair, a granny pair, maybe even an old witch pair.

He kicked off his shoes and slipped his feet into the heels. Now he was a couple of inches taller, and he walked over to the mirror.

Perfect. He was perfectly shaped. He looked like a fecund, young lady. And his lips were larger, more feminine. And his eyes, they seemed to be bigger, and richer.

And if he was going to nurse a baby all he had to do was unbutton these buttons. He worked his now slender and delicate fingers down the row of buttons, undoing them one at a time. It exposed his corset and bra.

Then he would simply undo the button at the top of the flap over his boob.

He undid the button.

And, then…then…he stared.

His chest, which was flat, was…something was wrong…a big boob…it flopped out.

Big and fat, like it was full of milk.

Dazed, dizzy, he felt the tit. He felt it in his own body.

He touched the nipple and a shock went through him. His nipples weren’t supposed to be so big and sensitive!

And…he squeezed the boob slightly around the nipple and a squirt of milk arced through the air.

Chris dropped down on his knees. the world whirling. Reality going crazy. He collapsed on the floor, one boob hanging out from his nursing bra. Little droplets of milk forming.

“This place is spooky,” repeated Debby for the umpteenth time.

They were climbing the stairs to the next story.

“You’ve said that before,” Jeff commented drily.

“But why is it so light?”

“The moon coming in the windows?”

“Yeah, but it’s almost as bright as daylight. I mean, I can see everything!”

They reached the next story and looked into a room. It was the master bedroom. There was a four poster bed with a canopy, two long dressers, a vanity table, a couple of cushioned chairs, and a bra hung over the foot of the bed.

“Isn’t this supposed to be old? Like a hundred years old?”

Debby laughed. “Somebody was here before us.”

Jeff grunted. “Yeah, the Bobbsey Twins.”

Debby looked at him. “Who are the Bobbsey Twins?”

“There were some books written about them a long time ago.”

“So you’ve been reading girl’s books?”

Jeff turned a little red. “Nah. Of course not. I just saw them on a shelf in my parent’s house.”

“So your parents are little girls?”

“Now you’re being stupid.”

Debby snickered and picked up the bra. She felt the big cups and said, “Too big for me.”

“Cow boobs.” Jeff snickered.

“Don’t be disrespectful to womankind,” muttered Debby.

“Hey, boobs are boobs,” he responded. And he was eyeing Debby’s boobs surreptitiously. The bra, the talk of boobs, he was getting excited.

“You’re a boob.”

He laughed, then put a hand on her shoulder and turned around. “You know, uh…how much I like you?”

His face was turning red, visible even in the gloomy light of the moon.

“You do?” She turned coquettish in an instant. She was a beautiful girl, and she knew how to play the boys.

“Oh, yeah.”

A typical boy, he had turned into an octopus and had his arms all over her.

Debby pushed him away and grinned. She liked Jeff, but not that way. And he was sort of an oaf when it came to respecting women. She raised her hands to fend him off, and realized she was still holding the bra. She pushed it at his chest and said, “Put it on.”

“What?” he stepped back in shock. “Put on a bra? Are you serious?”

Jeff was a straight arrow. He couldn’t even imagine what she had just said, and to have her say it…unbelievable!

“Yes. You say you love me. Prove it. Put on this bra.”

“How will prove that I love you?”

“It’ll prove that you’re willing to go to any lengths to get a kiss.”

“A kiss,” he repeated dully. Now that was an idea he liked!

“Yes.” Debby didn’t know what was driving her, but she was impelled, and it was exciting. Just think, to make the big captain of the football team do anything she wanted…to make him obey her. Now that was something!

He held the bra and looked at it. It was a bit wispy, it was stretchy. The cups were certainly big enough.

“Not only that, but I’m going to find some more clothes for you!”

“What? No!” But inside was a voice saying Yes!

“Get out of your clothes right now. Put that on, and…and when you’re dressed up we can kiss.”

He stood, a dumb ox, his male urges making him stupid, and breathed hard.

Debby was built. She was stacked. She was the prettiest girl in school. And he could kiss her if…if…and he suddenly wanted to put the bra on, and whatever else she found, worse than anything he had ever wanted.

He would take her in his arms. He would hold her and kiss her. And maybe he could cop a feel. Maybe he could even put a hand down in her crotch and feel her up.

Debby turned to the dressers and opened them.

One was full of male clothes. The other was filled with female clothes.

She rummaged through the female clothes and found panties and corsets and nylons and garters and…everything!

She tossed panties at him, a corset, nylons.

Jeff moved back. “I’ll do it,” he breathed, excited, his cock throbbing mercilessly. “So help me…I’ll do it.”

“And I’ll find a brush to comb out your hair.

Jeff kept his hair cut short for the football team, but now it was flowing over his ears, reaching to his shoulders, and neither of them took note of this incredibly anomaly.

Jeff kicked off his shoes and socks. Eyeing Debby hungrily, he pulled off his shorts and tee shirt.

He looked at the bra then, and realized a simple truth. He didn’t know how to put a bra.

“I’ll help you,” said Debby, seeing his dilemma.

He was naked, his cock was sticking straight out, and he had a lot of cock.

Debby had never been with a naked boy, and she was a little timid as she walked to him, looked down at his monster, and then reached up to him.

At that moment, if Jeff had simply reached down, hugged her, and kissed her, it would have all been over.

But he didn’t, and for a simple reason. Something in him was telling him that he had to put on that bra. And those other clothes she was compiling on top of the dresser.

She held the bra up and he put his arms through the straps. She reached around him, hugged him in essence, and fastened the bra.

The bra was stretchy, but it felt right. It felt like it fit. And the cups immediately filled up and felt…full.

Debby noticed this, but thought maybe the bra was stiff in the cup material, like built in falsies.

His cock was sticking into her belly. She felt the hard point pressing against her abdomen, and she grinned. “Wow.”

She reached down and gripped it, and Jeff almost fell down. The sensation of being squeezed and stroked was amazing.

Unfortunately for him, she let go and went back to the dresser. “Try these,” she threw him panties. “And these and these and…” he caught garters, nylons, and a dress made of silk hung down, touched his cock, and he swooned.

“Well? Put them on!”

Jeff sat down on the bed and figured things out. He had seen people put on nylons in the movies, so he figured out how to ‘unroll’ them up his legs.

His body was big, and the garter seemed to be too high, but when he stretched the straps down and attached the snaps it all seemed to work.

In fact, he felt sort of…dainty.

He was big boy, six foot four, but when he was wearing the panties and the bra he seemed shorter.

Debby snorted. An illusion caused by moonlight.

Jeff put on a corset, stretchable panties, then pulled a sleek dress over his head.

He wasn’t totally fashionable, more like 1950s fashionable. But that was quite beautiful.

Debby pulled him in front of the mirror on the back of the door and began brushing his hair.

His hair was long now, and shiny. She brushed and brushed, and as she brushed the hair seemed to actually grow longer, like she was, by pulling the bristles through his hair, pulling his hair out and making it longer.

“God,” whispered Debby. She wasn’t one for women, but this was different. The apparent she in front of her was a he, or was she? At any rate, Debby’s heart was pounding harder, and her crotch was getting hot…actually getting moist!

Jeff stared at himself. “Is that really me?” He appeared even shorter. Only a couple of inches taller than Debbie. But that was impossible!

“That’s you, baby,” murmured Debby breathily. “Put on some high heels and you’ll be tall again.”

There were heels right next to the dresser and Jeff balanced on one foot and put on one, then balanced on the other foot and put on the other.

For a second he seemed taller, then, an illusion shattering, he actually seemed shorter. Shorter than Debby! Even with the heels on.

“Didn’t work,” he said, but when he started to take the heels off Debby stopped him.

“No. Wear them. I like being taller than you.”

Chuck nodded. He actually liked being shorter, and he couldn’t stop looking at himself in the mirror.

Debby watched him for a moment, then an idea struck her. She opened the dresser drawers for the male dresser. It was a treasure trove of stuff.

Neatly folded and pressed pants. Shirts that needed cuff links. String ties. Spats and sock garters. And very shiny black shoes. Short boots, really.

She began taking items out, holding them up to herself, and imagining herself wearing them.

The underwear, not very sexy boxer shorts, looked way too big. But when she put them on they actually felt a little tight. And it even felt…she could imagine…a dong hanging down in the folds of tight cloth.

The pants, too, were way too long, but when she pulled them up her legs they were just perfect. Oddly, the material made her legs fell…hairy. Wasn’t that weird?

The shirt was an ancient boy beater, tin straps on the shoulders, and she pulled it on easily, and her chest filled it quite nicely.

Funny, she didn’t have boob definition now, but the dress shirt was tight. And flat. And it was blood red. Now why had she chosen such a garish color? But on looking into the drawer she realized that all the shirts were that same bloody color.

She would have said ‘WTF,’ but she was too anxious to finish dressing.

She put on the garters and pulled up the socks. She found cufflinks in  a top drawer and fit them on her wrists. Then the tie.

The tie was pure Simon Legree. It was thin and looked like it was made of snake skin.

She pawed through the drawer. All the ties looked the same.

Weird, but the weirdness didn’t bother her.

Nothing bothered her, and she sat in a chair and slipped her feet into the black boots.

She stood up and stamped her feet and grinned.

“Now that’s stomping good!”

She looked down on Jeff, who was looking up and was feeling a little fearful.

“What…what…”

Debby grabbed Jeff’s dress and pulled him to her. She kissed him. She kissed him hard. She mashed her lips onto his and stuck her tongue rudely into his mouth.

Jeff was scared. Something was wrong. This was wrong. But he didn’t know how. What was happening?

Debby reached up and felt her chin. It itched, and now she knew why. She had the beginnings of a goatee. It was rough and bristly and she curled her lip in a sneer. Still holding Jeff she snarled, “You girls. You prick teasing bitches. When are you going to learn who’s boss?”

Jeff tried to get loose. He pushed, but his football muscles were no more. In fact, it was hard to push with his shiny, red fingernails.

“What do you think you’re doing?” Debby laughed at his frantic efforts to get loose.

She kissed him again. Hurt his mouth with her own.

Jeff gave a grunt that turned into a squeak. His voice was changing. He was weak. He was small, especially compared to the now hulking Debby.

She reached a hand up and squeezed his breasts.

“Ow!” Jeff tried to brush her hand away, and couldn’t figure out what she was squeezing. After all, he didn’t have tits!

But, unfortunately for him, he did. They had grown within the confines of the dress, and he had quite a healthy set of boobs. They are large, and tipped with extremely sensitive nipples.

Debby pulled on his nipples, right through the cloth, and laughed as he struggled.

Then Jeff did the only thing he could, the only thing that came to mind.

He brought his knee up.


PART TWO

Debby was a girl. She had a vagina.

Or so she thought.

In her new ‘Simon Legree’ clothes she apparently a little extra. She felt like she had balls, and she felt those balls malforming and pressing up against her pubic area. She let go, and grabbed her groin. She turned a deathly shade of white and fell to her knees.

She barfed.

Such did a young girl learn the drawbacks of male testicles.

Jeff, now terrified by how helpless he was in his smaller body, turned and ran.

If he had been his normal height and weight he would have laughed, fought back. But half his weight and several inches shorter, he knew he had to get out of Dodge. There was no way he could fight back against Debby.

Unfortunately, he ran right out the door and collided with Chris.

Noses bumped, boobs bumped, and they both fell back, sat on the floor, and stared at each other.

“Jeff?” Chris stared in shock.

“Chris?”

From the room behind Jeff came Debby’s new, gruff voice. “I’m going to kick your fucking ass to the damned moon!”

Who would have thought a sweet, innocent, little girl like Debby knew such coarse language?

But she did, and the boys suddenly realized that girls had a dark side to them. They jumped to their feet and ran down the hallway.

Debby staggered out of the bedroom. Males do recover fairly fast when kicked in the balls, and that was a good thing for her.

But bad for Jeff and Chris.

She saw them running up the stairs at the end of the hallway. The smart thing would have been to go down the stairs, but they weren’t thinking clearly. They were thinking about hiding, and not getting away. A small point, but one which resulted in their going up the stairs.

Debby stomped down the hall, holding her nuts, and picked up speed as she recovered.

She came to the stairs and ran up them. She was as big as Jeff had been, and she had his muscle and speed.

She reached the top floor and looked down the length of the hallway.

Architectural error, there was only one stairway, so the boys were trapped. They would have to get past her to go down the stairs.

Debby went into the first room. She ran to the closet, checked it, then ran back to the hallway so nobody could get past her.

She checked the next room. Nobody.

The next room, the next room.

At the end of the hallway she checked the last room. Nobody, and she came out of that room and looked at the stairs.

It was a short, circular flight leading up into the turret. Debby grinned, and started up the stairs.

Inside the turret Jeff and Chris were terrified. They wore dresses. They had tits. They felt like their very psyches had been changed; they felt meek and mild. They felt…’girly.’

They crouched on the floor across from the turret door and watched that door. They shivered and huddled together.

There wasn’t much in the room, just a telescope on a tripod for looking over the fields. It was in front of a window to the side.

They heard Debby mounting the steps.

They had locked the door, and suddenly the knob rattled.

Debby was here!

The door shook.

“Open this door you little fucks!”

Chris and Jeff held on to each other.

BOOM! Debby kicked the door with her black boots. They weren’t made for kicking, but she had the weight and the door began to crumple from the first kick.

BOOM!

“EEEE!” Jeff and Chris screamed.

BOOM! The door flew back, the lock mechanism busted, and banged against the wall.

Debby stepped into the light, and she was terrifying. She had a gruff beard, her eyes were bloodshot, and she looked pissed.

“Where the hell do you sissies think you’re going?”

She stomped across the room and grabbed Jeff. She lifted him up by one arm and shook him.

Jeff sobbed, kicked and flailed with his hands, hitting Debby with his little mitts.

“All I wanted was a little fuck! Is that too much to ask?”

Chris slid along the wall, and came up against the base of the tripod. He cowered helplessly.

Debby turned to Chris, Jeff dangling in her grip. “You stay right here you little shit! I’ll be back for you!”

Debby turned and dragged Jeff across the floor. She went down the staircase, Jeff bumping on each step.

In the turret Chris sobbed. He was a guy, but he couldn’t stop crying.

Still, something had to be done. He couldn’t just wait for Debby to come back and get him.

He crept across the floor, looked down the stairway and then descended. He could hear Debby screaming at Jeff as she dragged him down the hallway.

Chris looked down the hallway just in time to see Debby turn down the far stairs.

Since Debby wasn’t after him right now, he managed to scamper down the hallway. She looked down that stairway, but Debby was already out of sight.

Now Chris hurried. He didn’t know what to do, he was scared, but he had to find out what Debby was going to do to Jeff!

Debby dragged Jeff down to the first floor, then headed across the big room towards the kitchen in the back of the house.

Jeff tried to yell, to twist out from Debby’s hard grasp, but there was no way he could match, or even hope to exceed, Debby’s strength.

Through the kitchen they went, and Debby opened a door just past the kitchen. She made Jeff move down some vary dark steps. There were no windows here, but they came out in the basement, which was ringed with a half a dozen, small windows. Here the moonlight increased again, and Jeff looked around.

A table and chairs were piled in a corner. Next to them were some crates. There were small rooms on the other side of the basement. He could hear the frantic scattering of rats as their domain was invaded.

Through the semi-gloom they went, being illuminated briefly by the small windows, then entering gloom only to be illuminated again.

At the far end of the basement was a structure. It was a big cross made of thick beams. It had leather straps hanging from screws, and Debby threw Jeff against the cross. She pulled the straps over his wrists and buckled them. Then she did his wrists.

“Kick me in the balls, will you,” she growled. “I’ll teach you. And I’ll teach Chris, too. You girls think you own the world, well, we’ll see.”

Jeff begged, “Let me go! I just want to leave.”

“I’ll let you leave with a burning ass. I’m going to teach you a lesson!”

“But…Debby…it’s me! It’s Jeff! Something has happened.”

“Something happened all right. You showed me no respect. Now I’m going to show you a little disrespect.”

Debby grabbed the back of Jeff’s dress and pulled. R-I-I-I-P!

His back, now slender and sexy, his football muscles gone, was revealed.

Debby took in her breath. She had been thinking of whipping him, and still wanted to, but the sexual component had been added in.

“Debby! You can’t do this! I’m a guy! this house changed us! Don’t you remember the tales? The house changes people’s sex? Makes them do crazy things?”

Debby stood there, gazing at Jeff’s backside hungrily. She had ripped his dress almost off, but there was still a bit of dress covering Jeff’s butt.

Debby stepped forward and gripped Jeff’s dress above his butt.

R-I-I-I-I-P!

Jeff was still wearing panties and bra, but ass was beautiful. It was round and sexy and Debby reached out and cupped both his buns. She lifted, and that caused Jeff to feel sensations in his asshole, and in his pussy.

“Hey!” he squirmed.

“Hey, yourself,” grunted Debby. She backed up to a bench and picked up a whip. “Get ready, bitch. I’m going to teach you your lesson, and then maybe you’ll want another lesson. A dick lesson.”

Jeff screamed, “HELP! HELP!”

“There’s nobody here,” said Debby, taking a position a few feet behind the helpless Jeff. “There’s nobody to save you. There’s no-“

CONK!

Debby fell to her knees and dropped the whip. Her arms hung down and the world was half black. What had happened? What had—

CONK!

Debby went to sleep.

Behind Debby Chris stood. He was holding a rolling pin he had found in the kitchen.  He had swung as hard as he could, but his girly muscles hadn’t been capable of putting Debby down with one stroke. It had required two.

But now Debby was lying on the floor, face down. She was making a groaning sound, but she was obviously out of it, and it would be some minutes before she actually came to her senses.

Chris jumped over Debby’s body. “Jeff?”

“Oh, God! Chris?” Jeff tried to look over his shoulder.

“Hold still. Let me get these buckles.

Quickly, Chris undid the leather straps.

Jeff turned and hugged Chris. Their breasts pressed together, and Chris imagined he could feel a spurt of milk within his bra.

They turned and looked down at Debby.

“What are we going to do with her?”

“I don’t know, but we can’t let her leave, and we can’t leave ourselves.”

“Why not?”

“We need to figure out how to change back to our own sexes.”

That struck Jeff. Yes. He had to get his old body back. Tits were cool, and he wished he could take the time to play with them, but…

“Come on, drag her over here.”

They each took an arm and pulled, and they dragged Debby to the big cross. They pulled her up over the cross, but she was too tall and she bent over and her upper body fell through the top angle of the cross. Try as they might, they couldn’t get her upper body back up, and that meant they couldn’t strap her wrists to the cross.

“Use the lower straps for both her ankles and her wrists.”

That worked, and shortly Debby was tied down, bent over, and her big, male butt was jutting out from the cross.

Chris and Jeff sagged and sat, and considered their situation.

“Heysoos,” muttered Chris, what happened?”

“I don’t know. Debby wanted me to wear these clothes, but everything changed when I put them on.”

“Wait a minute! You changed into a girl when you put on girly clothes?”

“Yes,” Jeff looked up at Chris, feeling the excitement in his voice.

“That’s what happened to me. I put on these clothes and…and I changed.”

Jeff blurted, “You put on those clothes by yourself?”

“Well, uh, yeah. But I think the house had something to do with it. It was like something came over me and I had to.”

Jeff looked at his friend. He couldn’t believe what he was thinking.

“You wanted to be a girl?”

“No! I just wanted to try on these clothes.”

But Jeff wasn’t buying it. “You always wear your hair long. You’ve got a soft manner about you. I think you’re a sissy deep down.”

Chris opened his mouth to protest, but something happened. Maybe it was the house demanding truth, maybe it was something in Chris. But, whatever, he admitted the truth.

“Okay. I’ve always…wondered.”

“Wondered what?”

“Wondered what it would be like to be a girl. Wondered what it would be like to have breasts, a vagina. What…what it would be like to make love as a girl.”

“You’re a sissy? Really?”

“Well, not all the way. I still like girls, and I like playing with my dick, but…yeah, there’s a part of me.”

Chris sounded a little bit miserable, and a tear came to his eye.

“Hey, it’s okay. People are different. Okay?”

Chris nodded, wiped his eyes. “Okay.”

“Besides, we’re not going to talk about what happened here tonight. Right?

“I’m not saying shit,” Chris vowed.

“And neither am I.”

Then the boys were silent. They had their own thoughts, their own problems to come to grips with. Suddenly Chris asked, “So what do we do now?”

“About turning back into ourselves?”

“Yeah.”

“I don’t know. Do you think, maybe, if we just got out of these clothes everything would go back to normal?

They studied each other, hoping, and they began to feel a little better.

Chris had a little bit of ripped dress on him and he took it off and tossed it aside. He stood in panties and bra and stared at his friend. “How do I look?”

“Like a girl,” responded Jeff sadly.

“Maybe it’s the underwear? That’s when I seemed to change, so maybe if I just…”

“That’s a weird bra you’ve got on. It’s got that big button at the top of your…of your…”

“That’s cause it’s for milking. Watch.”

Chris undid the button atop one cup. The flap fell and his boob popped out.

Jeff’s eyes widened at the sight of the perfectly formed mammary.

“That’s nothing,” grinned Chris. “Watch this.”

Chris grabbed his boob and squeezed, and moved his hand towards the nipple.

Milk squirted out. It was a thin stream that arced over the basement floor.

“Holy…wow!”

They looked at each other. Men, but…two girls. Their breasts almost touching. One of the breasts oozing drops of milk.

Their faces were close together, Jeff licked his lips. Chris moved his face closer.

They were girls! Dammit! They weren’t two boys making out! They were girls.

Their lips touched gently. They felt the softness of their plump lips. Chris felt Jeff’s boobs. He reached behind Jeff and undid the bra.

As the back strap came loose the shoulder straps lost their weight, and the cups lost their shape.

Jeff looked down. at Jeff. He was suddenly growing taller.

“Take off your panties!”

Jeff reached down and pressed his panties with his thumbs. As the panties slid down he felt his cock coming back. The flatness of the whole bulged, sprouted, then stuck out. His cock came up, bounced up hard, and slapped against Chris’s belly.

“Oh, my God!”

They stood, inches apart, and Jeff was a man. He was back to being the tall footballer. His hair was short again. His lips were not plump and his face had masculine angles and planes.

But Chris was still a girl.

They stared at each other. A man and a woman. A man with a big boner, and a woman suddenly catching her breath.

“Should I take my bra off?” asked Chris.

“Please, don’t,” said Jeff.

Then Jeff was moving forward. He didn’t have to move far. He wasn’t holding Chris, he was holding a girl, and his cock was hard as a baseball bat and felt that long.

Their lips met and slithered. Their breathing came together. Jeff held Chris in his arms and bent his head and began to suck on Chris’s tits.

Milk came out, hot and sweet, and Jeff moaned. He liked boobs, and this was the best. He had never tasted anything like this in his life.

Chris muttered, “How are we going to fuck? If I take off my bloomers I might change back!”

“Maybe just pull your bloomers to the side a bit?”

The two boys, or one boy and one girl, or whatever they were, felt electric. They could do this! They could fuck!

Chris lay down on a crate and pulled the crotch of his bloomers to the side.

Jeff stared at the perfectly formed pussy. It was hot, it was wet, it was everything he had ever wanted.

In the back of his mind he knew that Chris was a boy. But he wasn’t a boy now!

Would he be fucking a man?

But Chris was a girl! He had a pussy! Jeff found himself moving up to the edge of the crate. His cock was in his hand, and his cock was hard!

Chris was breathing hard. He was anxious. He had a it of the sissy to him, and he needed to feel this. He needed to do this. This was going to determine what the rest of his life was about. If he liked this, he might end up gay, or getting a sex change, or something.

Or maybe not.

It all depended on what happened in the next few minutes.

Jeff touched Chris’s pussy with the head of his cock. “Is this okay?” He was asking himself as much as he was asking Chris.

Chris answered, “It’s got to be. Everything happens for a reason.”

Jeff looked at Chris. He studied the female eyes, the long hair. He looked at Chris’s exposed boob, leaking milk.

Damn! This dude was not a dude! He was a girl!”

Jeff pushed in.

It was amazing.

Chris drew in his breath and felt his groin expand, become larger, accept Jeff’s dong.

Jeff felt the wonderful sensation of vaginal walls holding his penis. “Oh, fuck,” he said, meeting Chris’s amazed gaze.

“Do me,” whispered Chris.

Jeff began to go in and out. It was like heaven was holding his penis. He quickly felt himself getting close.

Chris felt like the world was changing, the universe was changing. He felt like he was expanding, couldn’t breath, was being flung out to the far stars. He felt like he was at the center of a super nova, and there was no going back.

Jeff felt the trigger within, he felt the surge of semen up the shaft, then he was squirting, his penis spewing wildly, and his legs grew so weak he had to hold on to the crate, to Chris, and let it happen.

For a long minute they lay on the crate, in each other’s arms, wondering at what had happened. they were brought to by Debby’s voice. The male Debby’s voice.

“What the fuck are you two faggots doing?”

Chris and Jeff stood up and grinned at each other. What the fuck indeed!

“Let me loose! Get me off this thing, or I’ll beat your asses until you never sit down again!”

Jeff and Chris moved up behind Debby. “You know, Debby, I love you as a girl. But as a guy you’re a bully bastard.”

“A real fuck wit,” agreed Chris.

“You fucks better let me go!”

The boys sighed. “I guess we better.”

“But we better change her back, first. I don’t feel like letting her thrash us.”

“True.

Chris grabbed Debbies pants and pulled them off. It was awkward, the way she was bent, but it worked. Then he began pulling her boxers off.

“Wait a minute,” Jeff blurted. “She isn’t changing!”

It was true. The boxers were half off but she still had a big, fat penis.

“What the fuck? Will you assholes get me out of this?”

For a moment the two boys ignored Debby. This was weird.

“Why isn’t she changing back?”

And, after a long minute of intense discussion they realized: “Maybe because she hasn’t cum?”

“Really?”

“I came and I changed.”

“What are you two bozos talking about?”

“Listen, Debby, you have to have an orgasm if you want to change back into a girl.”

“I do? No I don’t! I don’t want to be a girl again!”

But the boys ignored that last statement. They were intent on getting things back to normal.

“How do you want to get her off?”

“I don’t know. I’m a guy so I don’t want to touch her penis.”

Which left Chris licking his lips and wondering.

Debby was cool, but as a man she was an asshole. But he was going to have to get her to cum.

“I can’t fuck her like that.”

“If we let her loose she might fuck you on her own.”

“Yeah, but she might fuck you, too. You want that?”

“Uh, no.”

“So how about a blow job?”

“You can give a blow job?”

“I hope so.”

“But you’ve never given a blow job before,” Jeff spoke suspiciously.

“No. But how hard can it be? You just suck, fondle nuts, and since I was a boy I know what feels good to a cock, right?”

“Well, I guess so.

Chris got down on his butt and moved underneath Debby.

“What the fuck are you doing?”

Chris turned his back to her, positioned his head, pulled the crotch of her boxers to the side, and stared at her big cock.

And it was big. It was long and it had two big nuts at the base. They hung down a little, but he could put his mouth around that big piece of meat.

Interested, compelled, Chris opened his mouth and took in Debby’s big peeny.

It was massive, overwhelming, and Chris knew that it would fit better in a pussy, but his mouth it had to be.

“Hey! Fuck! I don’t want some sissy sucking on my schlong!”

But Debby had no choice. They had to change her back, and Chris went to work.

He sucked voraciously, remembering what he liked. He hefted her balls and stroked her head, and Debby started to respond.

“Oh, crap. What are…God! A sissy!”

“But it feels good, right?” pointed out Jeff.

“Fuck, shit!” Debby said.

The boys were surprised to find out what a little potty mouth their friend was.

Chris kept up the work. He slapped her nuts lightly, and he chewed on the head, and finally he said, “Stick a finger up her ass! It’ll remind her of how much fun it is to have a pussy!”

Jeff moved forward, licked his finger, and inserted it.

Debby gasped and almost instantly started cumming. “Oh, God! Oh, God Oh, God!” she cried out as stands of pearls went down Chris’s throat.

And Chris liked it. He liked the taste, the texture…he liked the whole thing.

Finally, Debby was done, and they pulled her boxers off.

Instantly she shrunk. They took the rest of her clothes off, helped her to her feet, and she was back to normal.

And embarrassed. She was naked and her best friends were staring at her with big grins. Of course they were all naked, except for Chris, so it didn’t really matter.

“You idiots,” she blurted. But she was no longer bully boy Debby, she was soft and sweet and their friend.

“Well, okay,” Jeff turned to Chris. “You’re the last one. Take off your bloomers and let’s see what the real Chris Johnson looks like.”

Chris grinned, and felt a little sad, and pulled down his bloomers.

And remained the same.

A vagina.

And he took off his bra, and though the milk stopped, he had tits. Real, live tits!

“What the fuck!” he exclaimed.

Debby’s mouth opened in surprise, and she blurted, “It doesn’t just change you…it changes you into what you want!”

“You mean I’m going to be a girl from now on?”

Debby and Jeff looked at each and shrugged.

“What’ll my parents say?”

“I have a feeling,” mused Debby, “that everything is taken care of. Look at the pictures on the stairs. Those people probably changed. Maybe even many times, but I’ll bet the world changed to accommodate them.”

“So I’m a girl,” marveled Chris.

Then Jeff blurted, “And I’m not a virgin!”

They all looked at each other.

Debby: “But I am.”

Jeff grinned. “Don’t worry, I’ll help you with that!

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

Read it on kindle or paperback

OEBPS/image_rsrcZ2.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcYZ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcZ3.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcZ0.jpg
I CHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO A WOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!

GRACE MANSFIELD





OEBPS/image_rsrcZ4.jpg
A
complete
novel!





OEBPS/image_rsrcZ5.jpg
s

I was Feminized and

Dominated!
And she looked like such a nice lady!

g






OEBPS/image_rsrcZ1.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




