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A Note from the Author!

It’s a changing world. Women are taking charge, men are growing softer, it’s only a matter of time before the complete flip flop happens.

Men will be the real minority. Women will be in charge of the big companies, men will stay home and do the laundry and change diapers.

And isn’t that the way it should be?

The weak should serve the strong, and it’s pretty obvious that men’s muscles don’t count for as much in today’s modern world.

With all this in mind, I think you’ll enjoy this story. A weak man meets a strong women, and the result is predictable.

Now…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Lana saw Johnny a mile away.

Lana was six foot tall, weighed 160 pounds, 30 of which pounds were her breasts. She wasn’t fat, just solid. She did a lot of weight lifting, and everybody knows that muscle weight four times as much as fat. Her weight was spread over her hourglass figure. Add to that the fact that she had trained to be a professional wrestler and wasn’t afraid of pain and knew a whole bunch of wrestling holds, and…Johnny was a shrimp.

Johnny was five foot two, weighed 140 pounds, and wore his hair long like a girl. His face was somewhat triangular and his eyes were soft. It wasn’t any wonder that Lana fell in love with him.

Johnny arrived home at the beginning of June. He was home for the summer, and looking forward to a few months of sitting around the swimming pool, drinking lots of beer, and watching as much porn as he could.

He pulled into the driveway in his rusty VW bug, got out, and carried one of his bags into the house.

Next door Lana saw him from the kitchen window, and her mouth opened slightly. Her eyes focused.And her pussy became extremely wet.

It hadn’t been that wet since Chuck ‘The Animal’ Todd had tripped and fallen on her in a tag team match. He jammed his knee into her crotch, purely accidental, and placed his hands on her big tits to break his fall.

The knee smack turned her on, the hands pounding into her tits was foreplay, and she threw him over, straddled him, and rocked on his waist like she was fucking him.

The crowd went wild. They hooted and stomped and screamed for her to really do it.

After the match they had. Chuck ‘The Animal’ had taken her out and they didn’t even wait for a hotel. They just found a parking lot and he bent her over the hood of the car and did some very nasty, and totally cool things to her vagina.

Unfortunately, as hard as he tried, and as wet as she was, the experience had proved disappointing. Chuck, ‘The Animal,’ had the cock of an animal. A small animal. Like a hamster.

He had cum all over her, but she hadn’t had an orgasm. In fact, had ended up hornier than before they fucked. She wanted what she couldn’t have, what Chuck couldn’t give.

And, while she didn’t mind being thrown around in the ring, she wasn’t fond of being thrown around during sex.

He had flipped her over, pushed her down, stuck his thumb into her and lifted to get her ass positioned, and then rammed into her like he had a big cock.

Not pleasant.

So looking out her window at the slender boy, who had just completed his freshman year in college and turned 19, she felt the heat in her groin.

He was beautiful. Small and delicate. Long hair that needed a bit of a brush, his petulant lips. Deep, expressive, brown eyes. And his penis outlined in his shorts.

For a moment she thought maybe he was one of those idiots who try to look bigger. Wore underpants with ‘enhancing features,’ to make it look like he was packing some serious cock. But when he pushed down on it to get it in place, she knew it was real.

He was to weak to throw here around, he was big enough to finally scratch her itch where it counted, and…she fell in love.

In fact, her pussy went from hot to wet to steaming.

He came out of the neighbor’s house and headed for the car.

Lana ran to the front door, then she stopped.

She could see him through the window in the front door, and he was opening the trunk. The car had several bags so she knew she had time.

She ran to the bedroom, throwing off her bra as she ran.

She was wearing shorts herself, short shorts that went down only to the juncture of thigh and crotch, and were stretchy and tight and showed pimples on her ass.

Except that she had no pimples.

She did have a monkey knuckle, however, and she pulled on a blouse that tied in the front. It was thin, see through, and she pulled the bottoms together and tied them.

She slipped into high heels and ran back to the front door.

He wasn’t at the car, but there were still bags in the trunk.

She stepped out into the fresh air and stood behind the thick oak that stood next to his car, but on her side of the fence.

Johnny sauntered out of his house. He was whistling. The sun was shining and he was free…free…free…

He passed the tree and turned to bend into his Volkswagen.

Lana stared at his petite buttocks as he bent over. Her breath came fast and she really needed this.

Wrestling had given her money, a life, and enabled her to sculpt her body to perfection. but it hadn’t supplied her with a solution to her hungry thirsts.

She needed a big dick, and she didn’t want the dick on a hulk who trampled on her.

Johnny backed out of the bug, started to turn, and stopped.

He was frozen by the sight of the Amazon just over the fence. Her legs were powerful trunks. shapely, but rippling with muscle. Her waist was comparatively small, and her upper body was a V with…OMG…tits!

They were perfect. They were big, and the nipples poked through the material like bullets aimed for him.

Her face was like a Nordic goddess. Her eyes were piercing blue and she was so incredibly beautiful.

“Hello, Johnny.”

“Hu…hu…hi.”

His mouth was dry, his cock was so hard he was having to bend at the waist so he didn’t hurt it.

“Home for the summer?”

“Hu…uh…yeah.”

“Good. Would you like to come over to my house this afternoon? I’ve got cold beer, and I can properly welcome you home.”

If he stared any harder his eyeballs would have fallen out and rolled across the driveway. He felt like steam was coming out of his ears, and he liked his lips.

Lana almost had an orgasm when he licked his lips. She wanted to kiss those lips. She wanted to chew on his mouth, and other body parts.

“Uh…okay.”

“All right. And make sure you bring your dick.”

Johnny almost passed out. He staggered, and moaned, and when his vision returned to normal the woman was gone.

But who was she?

Oh, he knew she was the neighbor, but…man, what a body!

He was in love.

The next few minutes Johnny was like an Olympic athlete, be it a small one. He lifted his heavy bags like they were nothing, ran the bags into his house like he was a sprinter. hurdled over hedges and chairs in the living room, and that Volks was empty in a matter of minutes.

“What are you in such a hurry for?” His mother asked.

She was a petite woman, under five feet tall. And her husband had been small, but he had had quite a dick. It looked like Johnny had inherited that massive piece of man meat.

“Who’s the woman next door?”

Marge knew who her son was referring to. How could she not. Lana had moved into the neighborhood and she was apparently some kind of wrestler or something. Though how a woman could allow herself to be something like that was beyond her.

And she was immediately worrying. She blurted. “I heard she’s got a disease. Syphilis, I think.”

Johnny blinked. A disease? An STD? But that was impossible! How could a woman that beautiful be so healthy and good looking with such massive mammaries?

“I’d stay away from that one,” his mother sniffed.

Johnny didn’t move so fast for the last bag. He didn’t sprint or hurdle or do anything. He just trudged into his house, into his room, and drop his suitcase and flop on the bed.

He unzipped his pants and began stroking Old Faithful.

That’s what he called his penis. ‘Old Faithful.’ It never let him down, it never ran out, and it went off on a regular basis.

A disease? But she was so beautiful!

Oh, he knew that beauty did not immunize one against venereal diseases, probably even made one more prone to them. But…she had a disease?

He was so saddened that it took him an extra minute to squirt, and then his issue was only a teaspoon, and not the usual fistful of mess.

Then, unpacked, disappointed, hadn’t even had a beer, he went to sleep.

“Johnny! Where have you been?” It was the woman. He didn’t even know her name, but she was laying on a patio lounge, naked, and holding an ice cold beer. Corona. Condensed water on the outside, pure refreshment on the inside.

She was laying with her back upright, her knees bent and legs slightly spread. Her beautiful breasts hung down and her pussy was right out in the open. The glistening lips of her labia made him lick his lips.

“I’ve been waiting for you. Come sit in me.” She winked. “Come make me feel good.”

“I’d like to,” Johnny blurted. “But mom told me about your—

“Disease! You’re diseased!” Marge was now behind Johnny, and he turned to stare at her.

In contrast to the strange woman’s nakedness, his mother was wearing a bulky fur coat. It was buttoned to the top. The hem went down to the ankle, and his mother was wearing old witch boots, with the buttons on the instep and curly, pointed toes.

Her steely-grey hair was wound into a strict bun and her eyes were flint-hard.

“You’re not going to give my boy a disease!”

The landscape resolved into their backyards, Johnny tried to climb the fence between them but was straddling the fence when his mother began shaking it.

“Come back here!” His mother yelled.

“Get your ass over here!” screamed the neighbor woman.

His mother grabbed one of his legs and tried to pull him back. the lady grabbed his other leg and tried to pull him over to her side.

There he was, pulled back and forth, his groin sawing on the fence.

“Stop it!” he screamed!

“Johnny, come home!”

“Johnny, come fuck!”

“Johnny…Johnny…Johnny, tugged back and forth his groin being shredded by the top of the wooden fence.

“Johnny!”

“Johnny!”

“Johnny!” His mother opened the door and he awoke and scrambled to cover himself.

“I made you a cake!”

“Uh…okay. Thanks!”

She headed back to the kitchen and Johnny sighed and got up.

Man, that was a dream and a half!

He changed his semen soaked underwear and headed for the kitchen.

Johnny couldn’t hide, and he had no intention of hiding. He had a pool to swim, a lounge chair to soak up the sun. He wanted to work out with a new weight set. There had to be some way to make his body a little stronger. So after he had eaten half a chocolate cake with lots icing and even sprinkles, he went out to the garage and began to set up the weights.

Man, they were heavy! The bar alone was 30 pounds! And the plates were 2 1/2, 5, and 10 pounds.

That was a lot of weight for him to lug around!

But he did it, and he even set up a weight lifting bench.

Then, already sweating, he began working out.

He lifted the bar with 2 1/2 pounds of weights on the end. 35 pounds. He had a chart on the wall and he was doing his best to follow the instructions.

Squats. Presses. Curls. And…his eyes caught motion.

The garage door was open and it faced his neighbor’s house. The angle of garage was such that he cold see part of his neighbor’s yard. He could see the pool area and…and…OMG! She had a weight set!

But she didn’t have 50 or sixty pounds of weights. She had big. plates that must have weighed fifty pounds each! One plate weighed as much as his whole weight set!

He put the weight down and sat on the bench and stared at his neighbors weight set up. Then he got up, went to the work bench, and brought back a pair of binoculars.

He twiddled the dials and brought the binocs into focus. Yep. One of the plates read ’50 LBS.’

Man, how could anybody lift that much weight?

At that moment Lana walked into his line of sight.

Johnny gasped. She was wearing a leotard. He could see the finely toned length of muscles that stretched from her crotch to her ankles. Smooth slabs, hairless, curvy, and so darned powerful looking!

He moved the binocs up her frame. Her waist was tight. He knew from seeing her earlier that her waist was bigger than his chest, but that wasn’t saying much. On her gargantuan frame her waist looked tiny.

Then the breasts, and Johnny wooshed air out like he had been punched. They were each as big as his head. Bigger. He could see the nipples poking through the stretchy material. To emphasize those incredible love pillows her leotard had a big circle of cleavage. It was like looking into the Grand Canyon.

He took in air, managed to start breathing again, and raised the binocs to her face.

She had put her golden hair in a pony tail, probably to keep it out of her face during her work out.

Her eyes were icy blue, made him shiver, they were so clear and sparkly.

Her lips were beautiful, deep red, curves.

She strode out to her weight lifting set, picked up a fifty pound weight! All by herself! Didn’t even look like it was heavy! And put it on one end of the bar.

Then she did the other end.

Then she did two more!

Johnny was in disbelief.

For about five minutes Lana stretched and did light calisthenics. Things like jumping jacks, which made her breasts go up and down, and toe touchers, which made heer breasts hang down and exposed the true magnitude of their magnificence.

Done with the light stuff, she picked up the bar and started pushing it over her head.

Her bar was bigger than his, she had a couple of hundred pounds of plates on the ends, and she just pushed it over her head casually, like it was a feather.

Johnny stared, and though he had just masturbated an hour before, his penis started to wake up.

How could it not, with that beautiful body bouncing around before him?

“Johnny?”

Johnny put the binoculars down, out of sight, and picked up his bar. As he struggled with it his mother opened the door to the kitchen. “Oh, there you are.”

She stepped down to the garage and approached him. “I’m glad to see you taking such an interest in—

CLANG! Across the driveway and strip of yard Lana had dropped her weights.

Oh, crap! thought Johnny.

“What was…oh!” Marge looked across the way and saw Lana wiping sweat from her Amazonian frame.

“That woman.” Marge’s tones could have frozen pork chops. “Has she no shame?”

“She’s just working out, Ma.”

Marge glared at her son. “And you’re watching her! That shameless exhibitionist!”

“She’s not an exhibitions, Ma. She’s in her own backyard, and she’s dressed.”

“So you know she’s been dressed. You’ve been peeping at her!”

“Mom!”

“Well, we’ll fix that!” She went to the door and pressed the button. The garage door started sliding downwards.

Now Johnny was caught. He wanted the door open. She would keep bitching at him to keep it closed. Then he thought of a reason for keeping it open.

“Mom, I need fresh air to work out.”

Marge frowned. She did believe in fresh air. But she held on to her moralistic beliefs. “You can get fresh air when that woman is gone!”

She walked into the house in a huff, and Johnny was disappointed.

So he stopped working out, went to his room, and was able to see Lana working out from there.

Watched her squat, those thick trunks, and he wished they were wrapped around his waist, squeezing him, her ankles locked and her muscles straining, though she probably wouldn’t have needed to strain much to crush Johnny’s fragile frame.

Watched her do curls, her bulging biceps sliding past her chest boulders. Those boobs that he would have been content to drown in.

Watched her do bent over rows. Her chest almost popping over the lip of her leotard. God, those tits weighed as much as his bar! And he wouldn't have minded lifting them for her.

Then he squirted. Fell back on the bed and sighed.

Then sat up…and she took off her leotard and stepped into the pool!

OMG! He caught a glimpse of her naked shape, and he wanted more. He wanted to run out and jump on the roof, or climb a tree!

But he knew he couldn’t. his mother would come running out and yell at him. Get out of that tree! And, Are you looking at that woman again?

So he laid back down and sighed and day dreamed. Sweet day dreams.

That night Johnny slept restlessly. He had gone out to the garage and worked out, and he had jerked off twice that day, and he should have been tired. But the thought of the body laying in bed next door fired his imagination.

The thought of her hands feeling her breasts, tickling the nipples, pulling on them, pulled her breasts up and sucking on those nipples with that beautiful mouth….and her breasts. If she was on her back they would tower towards the ceiling. If she slept on her belly her upper body was probably tilted.

How did women sleep on their tits? If they weren’t big it wouldn’t matter. But if they were big, like the woman’s next door, then did the woman place pillows under her belly and shoulders and head?

it was an interesting question, and Johnny spent much time thinking about how difficult it must be for the woman to lie on her front.

But he would mind if she lay on him. He wouldn’t mind those big melons squashing him. He wouldn’t…

Johnny opened his eyes and realized that it was daytime. The sun was creeping in the window, a rooster was crowing somewhere, and he had a woody.

Morning wood. A pee filled hard on.

He headed for the bathroom and relieved the pressure, then returned to his room to get dressed. And decided to go for a run.

His mother wasn’t up, it was a great morning. He could just put on a pair of running shorts and shoes…yes!

He quickly got ready, then walked out the front door and down the driveway.

At the end of the driveway he began trotting. Within a minute he was finding the rhythm. The breathing, the motion of his legs, and a sudden shadow overtook him.

Lana was hurting. She needed that scrawny kid. She wanted him. She had gone out to work out in her most revealing leotard, hoping he would see her and come over. 

But, no. He had sat in that stupid garage, and then even closed the door!

What was wrong with him? Didn’t he know a good thing when he saw it? Couldn’t he feel her heat for him?

That night, when she went to bed she tossed and turned. She imagined her strong thighs closing around his head, her grabbing his hair and pulling him tight into her crotch.

Lick, you bitch! Make me feel it!

And so dreaming her snatch began to heat up. She quickly grabbed a dildo and began ramming it home.

Lord, she wanted the real thing. but if that kid was going to be stupid all summer, then this is what she had!

She got off twice. Once dreaming of sitting on Johnny’s face, making him look up into her quim. Edging forward so her labia went over his face.

The other time she imagined herself behind him, pumping her hips forward, listening to his squeals. That had been hell of a cum!

Then she had managed to go to sleep, sucking her thumb and one finger half into her gina.

She woke up feeling sad. Solo sex was fine, but not when the source of her dreams was next door.

She was getting ready for a run. She had her shorts on, but hadn’t switched her regular bra for her sports bra.

Then Johnny walked down his driveway and began trotting.

Lana’s pussy was steaming as she ran through the garage, picked up a tee shirt, and sprinted after him.

Johnny was moving along, not too fast, not too slow, when she caught up to him.

“Hello, Johnny.”

He was caught. He would have to talk to his neighbor. In spite of her disease!

But he wanted to talk to her. And do more.

He wanted to crawl between her legs like a worm, have her grab his hair and pull his whole face into her slit.

He imagined his face, wet with her juices, his lungs laboring to breath through the gag of her pussy.

He said, “Uh…hi.”

She trotted next to him, her arms pumping, her breasts bouncing more than she had wanted because she hadn’t changed into a sports bra.

But the way he was gulping and sneaking glances, maybe that was okay. In fact, she put a little bounce into her stride and watched him shiver.

“I was disappointed when I didn’t see you yesterday.”

“Uh…yeah. Me, too.My mom, she had…” he trailed off.

“I saw you in your garage, working out. Do you work out much?”

“Not much, he admitted, then he bravely said, “I saw you, too.”

“I know.”

He was stared at her now, and she was looking back, a smile on her face, those enormous boobs bouncing like crazy.

“You should come over and work out with me. You could be my spotter and we could go for a swim.”

Johnny gulped loudly.

“Do you like to swim naked?”

Johnny tripped and would have fallen, but Lana grabbed his arm in time.

“I love to swim naked. Would it bother you if I swam naked, Johnny?”

“Nu…nu…no.”

“Oh, goody. Then maybe we can both swim naked.”

“Uh…” Words were failing Johnny now.

They were running on the next street, and Johnny found that he had a problem. She was running a bit fast for him, and his cock was getting hard, and it was bouncing and the tip was actually poking out the bottom of his shorts.

Johnny stopped running.

“What’s the matter, Johnny?”

“I’m just not used to running.”

“Oh, we’ll have to do it a lot then.”

Standing, facing each other, she noted that his penis tip was showing. She grinned. “That’s mighty nice dong you’ve got.”

Now Johnny turned red. He had been a little red all along, but running had kept the blood circulating and it wasn’t noticeable. But now they had stopped the blood rushed, his face turned red, and his cock throbbed.

She looked up at him, and he looked at her, and they both knew what she was thinking about. And him being a man, be it in a scrawny body, he was always thinking of that.

“Johnny? Can I speak plainly?”

“Uh, yeah. I mean, I guess.”

“I want you to come visit me. I want you…” she paused, the meaning ‘I want you,’ hung heavy in the air, then she finished the sentence, “to come see me. I need a work out partner. It’s not safe to swim alone, you should always have somebody to swim with. And it would be a lot of fun. Would you like to have fun with me, Johnny?”

Johnny wasn’t even trying to look at her eyes now. He was mesmerized by her chest. He stared at the nipples poking through. He felt like he was going to fall forward and bury his head in her cleavage, drown between her boobs, achieve ever lasting life by sucking on her large nipples.

“Would you?”

Johnny opened his mouth to say yes, but his mother’s voice intruded. I heard she’s got a disease. Syphilis…

“We should run,” came out of his mouth.

As they broke into a trot Lana frowned. Damn! She had done everything but offer her pussy up on a silver platter! What was it going to take? If she had spoken like that to Chuck, The Animal’ Todd he would have fucked her cunt once and her butt twice by now!

And she was discouraged.

But watching Johnny’s tidy, little fanny move back and forth in his running shorts encouraged her all over again.

Damn, but she wanted him. She wanted his hands to grab her buns, his mouth to latch on to her nipples, and his penis…oh, Lord, what she wanted to do to that big old piece of prime rib!

But, her wants aside, Johnny kept running. And it almost looked like he was running to try and get away from her.

She sped up and easily caught him, ran next to him.

He glanced out of the corner of his eye, and she could see fear.

Fear! Damn!

So she decided to pull out the stops.

They were midway down the next street and up ahead was an alleyway, just a six foot wide path, that led to the local school.

But school was out. there would be nobody there, and there was a bush just inside the little walkway.

Johnny came breast of it and she grabbed the back of his tee shirt and lifted and guided him.

Johnny squeaked, his feet suddenly treading air, and he found himself running into the alley.

Then Lana had him turned and his back up to the fence.

“Listen here, Johnny. I want you to come see me this morning. Do you understand?”

She reached down and gripped his big schlong.

“I want you,” she emphasized her words by shaking him so hard he groaned, “And if you don’t show up then I will be very upset Very upset! Do you understand?”

Johnny’s head was filled with thoughts of STDs. Syphilis. Chlamydia. Gonorrhea. His mother yelling at him: You fuck that woman and your dick will fall off! Your balls will rot and smell like skunk shit! You’ll go blind and your asshole won’t work!

But Lana’s hand was holding his favorite parts. It was squeezing, threatening to make his big parts small. It was now pulling, lifting him to his toes, and…and…HE WANTED TO CUM!

He had never felt such excitement in his life! He had never been so horny! Even after beating off twice the day before, and once this morning before running!

He felt his semen surging, trying to get past her grip on his shaft.

“Are you going to cum see me, Johnny? Are we going to have some fun?”

“Bu…bu…” he blathered.

“Are you going to play with me? Help me lift weights and go swimming naked and everything?”

“Bu…I…pu…”

“Are you? Are you?”

She was pulling up on his package with each question. Sperm was seeping through his urethral, struggling past the pythonic grip of her fingers. He could feel his glans burning.

Then, his body plastered up against the fence, his groin threatening, at least trying, to erupt, couldn't breath, his eyes trickling little tears, she leaned into him and kissed him.

There have been many kisses in the history of the world.

Antony is said to have kissed Cleopatra so hard the hair fell off her pussy.

Romeo is said to have French kissed Juliet so thoroughly the poor girl’s tongue had an orgasm.

Martha kissed George so well he erected his monument to her.

But the kiss Lana slapped Jonny with put all those to shame.

Her mouth chewed on his lips, her tongue soothed the back of his throat, she kissed so hard his knees buckled, but since he couldn’t fall she had to hold him up solely by her grip on his package.

The semen trying to get past her iron grip shot forth, pushing right past the pressure of her fingers, and covered Lana’s shorts.

And still it went on.

Johnny moaned and lost the power of speech, the ability to speak, and any will to resist.

Lana moved back and just stared at him, waiting for his answer.

Like his sperm, the answer spurted out of him.

The hell with disease, who cared what his mother said… “Yes.”

She kissed him again.


Part Two

They trotted back home, each of them exulting in their own way.

Lana felt a white hot heat in her chest. In a way, a good way, she felt like she had trapped a wild animal, brought it to bay, and was about to snap the jaws of the trap shut.

Johnny felt confused, through. haze of good feeling. He felt like he had just overcome a mighty barrier. Add to that the fact that his boner was super boning…he felt good.

Lan walked up her driveway, her heart pounding, her nipples so hard the material of the tee shirt actually hurt them. But in a good way.

Johnny walked up the driveway, cooling down from the run, but not from the sexual excitation. He had a monstrous boner bump in his shorts.

They exchanged happy glances, then Johnny entered his front door and lost sight of the luscious Lana.

His mother was right there. She had that mother’s intuition; she suspected something was not right.

Through the kitchen window she had seen the pair walk up their respective driveways, and she had seen that sexy, sultry glance.

“Have you been out with that woman?” she rasped, peering at him with a scowl.

“We met while running,” Johnny said, and tried to get past her.

Marge moved to stay in front of him. She was larger than him, and she was a little stronger than him. “You stay away from that woman! She’s sick! Lord knows where she got it, but she’s got a venereal disease. Probably got it from one of those Africans.

Johnny’s eyes went wide. He knew his mother was not kindly disposed to other races, but to say such a thing, so blatantly racist, and…he finally snapped. “How do you know.”

She sniffed, “Mothers know these things.”

“You don’t know her! You never even talk to her, so how can you say that? And even if she did…did make love to an…an African…what business is it of yours? And why does that mean she has a disease? And—“

Marge reached up and slapped Johnny’s face.

It wasn’t hard, but it definitely rocked Johnny’s head.

“Don’t you be disrespectful to your mother!”

“I’m not being—OW!”

Marge had him by the ear now. She pulled his ear, with him along for the ride, down the hall and into his bedroom. “You’ll stay in there until you apologize!” She threw him onto his bed, then turned and left the room, with the door slammed for good measure.

Johnny sat on his bed and rubbed his ear. A small tear trickled out of his eye. He was stunned. Growing up he had never been abused. Of course, his father had been there to intercede for him.

His father had been a big man, and he had merely turned a shoulder when his mother got upset, let the frying pan bounce off his shoulder.

But Johnny had his mother’s height, and now that his father had left, probably tired of the abuse, he was the target of her ire and opinions.

It was a wonder that she even allowed to go to college.

He turned his head and looked out the window at Lana’s house.

She had kissed him, and squeezed him so hard he had had an orgasm, and it had been the best moment of his life!

Now he was trapped in his bedroom. He knew his mother would hear it if he tried to sneak out. She had ears like a bat.

He sighed. His penis was now flaccid, but thinking of how he was trapped it began to get hard again.

He stood up and went to the window.

She was waiting for him. She was so beautiful, and she wanted him. But, he couldn’t…he…he reached down and gripped his window. He lifted.

CRACK!

It was loud and he jumped back onto his bed.

Good thing, because his mother suddenly opened the door. She had faked him out. She had sounded like she was walking down the hall, but had sneaked back and stayed right outside the door.

“What was that sound?”

“I don’t know!” he sounded properly sullen.

Her eyes squinted in suspicion. She looked around the room, but he had only broken the grip of wood on wood, not opened his window.

“Well…” and she backed out. And he again heard the tromp of her feet down the hallway.

He closed his eyes and listened, and heard the whisper of her house slippers coming back.

Okay. Two could play at that game. He turned over and faced the wall. He sighed loudly. He knew she had heard the settling of bedsprings and his loud sigh.

Sure enough, a minute later he heard that soft whisper of slippers, and he knew she was gone for good this time.

He got out of bed, careful not to let a spring squeak, and went to the window.

He lifted, very slowly, and the window slid upwards. There were a few moments of worry, then the window was open and he was putting a leg out.

Now came the hard part. His mother would likely be at the kitchen window, and he would have to sneak across the yard to get to Lana’s house.

He slithered along the bottom of the house, away from the kitchen. He darted across the back yard to a row of bushes, wiggled through the bushes and walked along the fence. He came to the fence that separated his mother’s and Lana’s property. It was tall at this point, and he leaned a log against it, stepped on the log and managed to climb over.

He dropped into Lana’s yard. He crawled down her fence line and was next to her house. Now he had a space of about six feet to cross, a space in which he would be easily seen.

He was laying on the ground, thinking of how he could make it across that space, but nothing came to mind.

Then Lana came to her kitchen window. She was smiling, and she was tall enough that he could see she was wearing some sort of robe. It was red and satiny and had writing he couldn’t make out.

It was the robe she had worn when wrestling. A big, flaring thing with ‘World Champion Lover’ embroidered on the front and back.

She looked across to his house, then saw him laying below the fence, waving his hand to get her attention.

She blinked, looked confused, and her mouth moved and she silently asked him, ‘What?’

He mouthed back, ‘Mother!’

She nodded.

She had been a young girl and knew how mothers could be. Not only that, she was a potential mother, a mother in training, as it were. She nodded her head and left the window.

He lay there wondering, then heard the sound of the garage door opened. He looked through the shrubbery, worried that his mother might come out through the garage door, but it wasn’t his garage door, it was Lana’s.

“Pssst!”

He looked along the side of her house. She had opened the big garage door and was peering around the corner at him.

He wiggled like a worm down the fence line, behind the low bushes, and cam to the garage.

She was standing just around the corner of the garage, out of the line of sight from his kitchen window, grinning widely.

She stepped out with a big blanket, “Hold for a second.”

He held.

She shook the blanket.

Across the way Marge peered out of her kitchen window. That woman! She sniffed, watched the blanket go up and down, then, preparatory to folding the blanket up, just holding it open, Lana walked back towards her garage.

Marge didn't see Johnny low walking behind the blanket.

As Johnny rounded the corner Lana laughed gleefully and wrapped the blanket around his scrawny frame and picked him up in the blanket. Giggling almost hysterically, Lana ran into the garage and pressed the button to close the big door. As the door slid shut she placed Johnny on his feet and untangled the blanket from him.

“Oh, yes,” she breathed. She grabbed him by the crotch and pulled his face between her boobs. The robe had fallen open and he was stunned by the smell of her sweet flesh, the heat of her bosoms, the feel of her hand on his penis.

“Oh, yes,” he sighed, and he gave himself up to pleasure.

Across the two strips of side yard, secure in her kitchen, and the knowledge that her son was behaving himself, Marge washed dishes.

She liked washing dishes. She liked to get her hands all soapy, to let them slide over the plastic and the glass. It was almost like the feel of her toys when they were lubricated and she was breathing hard and everything was getting messy and confused in her mind. Like right before she popped her cork.

She sighed and thought of her son.

Johnny was a good boy. She just had to make sure he stayed pure until marriage, until some fine woman met her expectations and could be trusted to take control of her son.

She frowned. And he had to go away to college. She didn’t like that. To have her boy out from under her control was galling, to say the least. But…she wondered if there was another way for him to get an education.

And so, thinking her son was asleep in his bedroom, and totally unaware he was already in the neighbor’s house, under that big woman’s sleazy control, she washed dishes.

Then, excited by thoughts of control, she put the dishes aside and headed for her bedroom.

Johnny was asleep, the emergency averted, and she deserved a little pleasure.

Maybe even a lot of pleasure.

She smiled as she closed her bedroom door and locked it.

While Marge was laying on her big double bed, ramming a glass dildo home and thinking evil thoughts about her ex-husband who had jumped her control, Lana was taking control of her son.

Lana was holding Johnny in her arms. She was strong, and he was light, but even if he had been heavy, it wouldn’t have mattered. Sexual excitement gave her strength that she didn’t even know she possessed.

She picked him up, his face buried between her tits, her hand lifting him by the package, and walked around her Ariel Atom, up two steps and into her ranch style house.

She lifted him up enough to kiss his mouth, enjoyed his soft, plump lips.

He twined his legs around one of her sturdy oaks and held on. He pressed the side of his face against her flesh, and held on as she took a few steps into kitchen, where she stopped and kissed him some more.

She placed her hand against his pectoral and squeezed that muscle like it was a tit.

He groaned.

She took a couple more steps, him clinging to her, into the foyer. The front door to the right, the living room to the left. She bent his head back and devoured his lips.

His penis was jerking and throbbing and ready to cum again.

She walked him down the hallway and into her bedroom.

The bedroom had a door at the far corner which led to her work out area and the pool and the whole back yard.

She had a big poster bed against the left wall, and there were leather straps on the posters. She hadn’t used them for quite some time, not since Chuck ‘The Animal’ Todd had used them on her. That had certainly been distasteful. She wasn’t the submissive type, and she had never invited him to her house again, and that had been a couple of years previous.

In fact, she hadn’t invited anybody to her house. She had lived a life of irritated frustration, pleasuring herself with her toys, and generally down on all men.

Until she had seen Johnny. Johnny with his narrow shoulders, His long hair, his soft, brown, puppy dog eyes. Johnny with his thin arms and legs and his gulping, nervous manner.

Now she was glad she had left the straps on the posters.

She tossed Johnny on the bed. He squealed as he sailed through the air, then she was pulling his arm up and pulling the strap around it.

“Hey!” he yelped.

Too late. As he reached for the first strap, on his right wrist, with his left hand, she grabbed his left hand pulled it out and fastened the leather strap around it.

“What are you doing?” his eyes were wide now.

She was down at the bottom of the bed, pulled his leg out and strapping that to a post. Then his other leg.

He struggled, but the posts were strong, the leather was tight, and he was not an especially strong, young man.

“Honey, we’re going to have a little talk.”

“We are?” He looked around the room in a fright. But he couldn’t move, and even if he could, suddenly he realized how big and powerful Lana was.

She threw back her robe and stood in front of him.

He stared in awe at her statuesque form, her huge muscles with the popping veins. Her full, red lips.

“Oh, yes.”

She sat down on the side of the bed and started working his clothes. It was difficult, but she managed to get his tee shirt off. She stretched it a bit, and had to loosen his hands on occasion, but she got it off and quickly restrapped his hands.

She took off his shoes and socks, grinned, and scratched the bottom of his feet with her red fingernails.s

“Oh, God! No! No!” he shrieked in laughter.

She unbuckled his belt and pulled his pants down. Then, loosening one strap at a time, she managed to pull his pants off him.

He lay naked, his unusually large penis sticking up in the air. He was breathing hard now, and watching her carefully, as if he could do something, as if he somehow had any choice in the matter.

She climbed up on the bed and sat cross legged next to his waist.

He stared between the spread of her thighs. He licked his lips at the sight of her opened labia, the thrust of her clitoris.

Her clitoris was especially juicy. She had taken hormones at one time, and that had made her clit grow big and long. She had then done stretching exercises to her labia, hanging weights on them and making them look appropriate in size to her extended clit.

Her tits, of course, just stood out on her chest. Mighty mounds daring the climber to climb.

But rarely had she let a man climb them.

A few women, yes, because they knew how to be gentle, and even how to be submissive.

She reached over to his penis and grabbed in a grip of iron.

He felt her strength. He knew she could rip his tool out by the roots, if she was so inclined.

And the fear was delicious and made him even harder.

“Now then, Johnny, honey, let’s talk.”

Her stroking him softly, in spite of her grip she moved gently, he had no choice. He gulped and brought his eyes up from her wet pussy to her beautiful face.

“I don’t like rude, arrogant men. I don’t like men pawing me as if they owned me. I don’t like to be the bottom in a relationship.”

“Uh…uh…okay.”

“So you are going to be my soft, little submissive. Not just physically,” she gripped hard and he moaned, then she eased up, “but mentally, emotionally. You will come when I call you, bend over if I tell you, and please me in every manner. And if you don’t…” she increased the pressure of her grip and he groaned as his penis got even harder.

“Ohhhh!”

She let up. Then she stood up.

She towered over him on the bed. She was six feet tall and he was a worm on his back, looking up at her magnificence.

Her pussy looked down at him. Her boobs were like clouds that covered the whole sky, except where her face leaned over them and stared down at him. Her smile was delighted with the situation.

“Wha—“ he started, then she sat down.

On him.

Well, she squatted, actually, but his penis slipped inside of heaven.

The hell part was that she had a hand down between her legs, and it was holding the base of his cock.

She began to rise and fall, sighing and groaning, and in between the guttural sounds of pleasure she instructed him.

“You will not…oh, fuck…cum. I will hold you tightly…unh…to make sure…gah…that you don’t have an acci-acci-accident.”

He arched his back, tried to push up through her grip, to get some traction.

The feel of her pussy on him was driving him crazy, but he knew he wouldn’t be able to squirt. His head was being stroked by her soft, velvety walls, the lubrication and the feel of her inner flesh stroking him and stroking him.

“Only I…I…I cum. You are here to service. To be used. Do you under…under…oh, fuck…GAH!” A moment of respite, when she didn’t move, then she continued breathlessly, “do you understand?”

He was arching, humping, trying to make something happen, but he nodded.

“Furthermore, you will wear a chastity tube from here on. We don’t…don’t want…unh…any accidents. Got it?”

“Oh, please,” he whined. “Get me off!” His eyes were shiny with desperation.

“You had your monthly acci-acci-accident in that little alley. If I loosen your hands can you pull on my tits?”

He nodded.

She stood up a little and his penis flopped out. It was stiff and red like a rocket ship ready to blast off.

She half fell on him, her big breasts near suffocating him, as she unloosened his hands.

One hand immediately shot down for his groin.

She grabbed it and pulled it back up. She lay on him, her hands on his wrists, pinioning him. “None of that.”

She slowly pushed back, let his hands free, and if he couldn’t pleasure himself, he could pleasure her. He reached up and placed his palms on her boobs.

“Touch the nipples,” she whispered as she settled back down over his dingus.

His eyes grew wide as once again he entered heaven.

He rubbed his palms over her nipples, feeling their heat and rigid strength.

“Oh, yes. Now then,” the beginning moments of pleasure and orgasm past, she took her time and was better able to speak. “I am going to dress you up. Make you my pretty, little girl. Isn’t that funny? I crave dick, big dick, but I love the taste and feel of women. Maybe we can make you into my little lady boy, or shemale, or whatever. Would you like to take hormones?”

“I don’t…don’t know!” He was stuttering now. He had been close to the edge for a long time, but now she was back to holding his cock and squeezing it so he couldn’t cum.

“Oh, yes, you do. And you want to be my little love doll. don’t you.”

He grunted and tried to squirt and look away at the same time.

She moved his chin back to front so he had to stare at at her.

“Don’t you?”

“Yes,” it broke out of him, a desperate cry for understanding, his inner desires finally unleashed.

It was easier after that. He listened as she laid down the rules. And he had never wanted to cum so badly in his life.

But she just held on and kept talking.

In the next house over Marge awoke. She was laying, naked, on her bed, a toy still inside her.

She wasn’t a big woman, was sticklike and scrawny, very small boobs, but pleasure doesn’t discriminate on size or shape of body. Pleasure is pleasure and can be had by anybody willing.

She was willing, and she had pleasured herself so much she had passed out. But now she was awake, and she had one of those moments of motherly intuition.

First she was smiling, thinking her son was asleep in his bedroom.

Then she was frowning. what had awoken her? Why hadn’t her son tried to escape his bedroom?

Doubts collecting in her mind, she pulled the dildo out with a big pop. She slid her legs over the side of the bed and put her feet on the carpet. She pulled on an old robe and unlocked her door.

She went down the hallway and opened her son’s door. Her eyes bulged as she saw the open window and the empty bed.

He had escaped!

And there was only one place he could be!

That woman!

Snarling, Marge ran back to her bedroom and pulled on here sneaky slippers. She pulled her robe tightly and tied the sash. She ran to the front door and headed across the lawn. She reached Lana’s house and stopped.

Oh, crap! If she entered Lana’s house, even if it was open, she would be guilty of all sorts of things. Trespassing at the least, breaking and entering, and even home invasion!

But she knew her Johnny was in there.

Well, the law can’t stand against a mother’s love. She tried the doorknob and it turned.

Lana never locked her door. She actually hoped some young stud would enter into her parlor (said the spider to the fly).

Marge pushed the door open and slipped into the house.

It was cool. The hum of air conditioning would disguise even the light sound of her slippers.

She moved forward in the foyer and looked to the left. Kitchen. Empty.

In front of her was the living room. Big. Sunken. Couches.

To the right was a long hallway and bedrooms.

Bedrooms. Of course! That Jezebel would be down there, doing mean, nasty, diseased things to her poor, sweet, innocent son.

She slippered on down the hallway, making no more noise than a mouse in a church wearing moccasins.

She heard voices. That evil woman’s voice. Her son’s voice. The filthy woman soft but strident, demanding in a way. Her son’s voice weak and pleading, like when he begged to open a present before Christmas.

She approached the end of the hallway, the master bedroom was opening up for her, and she stopped, tried not to let herself breath loudly, and listened.

After she had finished going over the rules, Lana summarized them.

“You will wear lingerie and dresses. You will always be in chastity. You will never cum. Do you understand?”

Around the corner, in the hall, Marge’s mouth opened in surprise.

“But what about my mother?”

Marge listened harder.

“You will do your chores. you will empty the trash, do the laundry, and if your mother doesn’t like your dress of the day, or even anything you do, then you will follow her instructions to the letter.”

Marge gasped, but managed not to make a sound.

“Mothers are precious. They are the creators of the human race. If you disrespect your mother in any way, even the smallest bit, I will spank your penis until you…well, you’ll be sorry. Got it?”

“Yes…yes..ma’am. But will I ever be allowed to cum in you?”

“No. I have no wish to get pregnant. Your purpose is to please me. We can have a long life together, but you are to follow my rules exactly. Okay?”

“Oh…okay.”

“Do you love me?”

“Oh, yes.”

“Good. Because I love you. Now, we’re going to put a chastity tube on you, and your first duty is going to be to explain it to your mother, to tell her you’re going to be a good boy. I’m sure she and I will be talking later. In fact, I’ll go over to your house before you go home, and explain our situation to her.”

“Oh…oh…okay.”

“This is how you put the chastity tube on…”

Marge backed slowly away from the master bedroom. She hadn’t looked in because she didn’t want to be seen. And she didn’t really want to see what kind of a position her son was in.

As she sidled down the hallway she considered what she had heard.

She liked it.

Maybe the woman, Lana, wasn’t so diseased after all. She had a firm grip on her son, and she seemed to want the best for him. At least, it sounded like her methods would work.

Heck, some of them were the same as she had used on her husband. No cumming without permission. Lots of sex, but no orgasm. That had certainly made Johnny Sr. behave himself.

And the idea of wearing a chastity tube! Sheer genius! Now Marge wouldn’t have to worry about Johnny going to college.

Heck, maybe Lana would even want to keep him here, maybe do his college courses on line. Then he would be perfectly safe from the evils of the world.

She left through the front door, closing it without a sound. She even tiptoed back across the yards and into her front door.

She entered and placed her back against the door and sighed.

Somebody to help her raise her son, to make sure he grew up with the proper attitudes and knew what was expected of him in life.

What could be better?

Lana couldn’t get the chastity tube on him at first, he was just too hard.

She went to the kitchen and got a cold pack and brought it back.

Johnny yelped, but he had no choice. He raised his head and watched sorrowfully as his cock shrunk.

Still, it was difficult, because though he was soft he was still large down there.

Finally, she got his cock in the tube. She put the ring around his package and slid the ring and the tube together. The inset lock clicked, and Johnny was now a good boy.

Lana was tired. It had been a good afternoon of sex, and she needed a nap.

Still, there were things to be done.

She went into her walk in closet and came out with the smallest peignoir she had. It was a tent on Johnny.

She laughed. “I’ll get you some better fits.” She pulled him to her, bent him back and kissed him soundly.

His ding dong wiggled in the tube and he cried out for the sudden frustration and light pain, which turned Lana on.

She kissed him again, reached down and shook his cage.

He cried now. Real tears. Yet he wouldn’t have given up what she was doing to him, for him, for the world.

She pulled him to her vanity table and picked up lipstick. “Okay, honey. We’ll decorate your face properly later, before we take you home. But for right now,” she painted his lips bright red.

“And,” she pulled him to the closet. “Choose some heels.”

She had a lot of heels, and though they were large, he found a pair that he was able to walk in.

“Now then, I’m going to work out and take a nap. I want you to do the vacuuming, and the dishes. I hate cleaning, so you’ve got a lot to do.” then she pulled him to her once again. She couldn’t get enough of him. But she didn’t kiss him this time. This time she cupped his pectorals. “I can’t wait until you need a bra. I’ll talk it over with your mother. Maybe we can get you some implants. Would you like a nice, big, pair of honkers?”

He tasted the lipstick on his mouth and was afraid to speak, to mess it up, as if moving his mouth would crack that wonderful coating.

So he nodded.

“Excellent, honey.” She slapped his ass and he went to clean her house.

She was tired, but she knew she had to work out. Working out always energized her, and she wanted to be fresh and full of energy when she talked to Johnny’s mother.

She slipped into her leotard and went through the back door to the work out area.

In the front of the house, humming happily, Johnny found the vacuum cleaner and set it up.


Epilogue

DING DONG!

Marge walked through the house to the front door. she opened it.

There stood Johnny, in a dress, no boner bump as his now soft penis was tied back between his legs. He was perfectly made up, the shadows and hues made his face look lovely, the eye shadow and liner made his eyes sparkle. His whole attitude was remade. He was no longer the sometimes rude, rambunctious boy, he was now…feminine. And he looked so shy and demure.

Next to him, also in a dress, but this one filled out with her mighty mounds, was Lana. She, too, was made up, and she looked quite presentable.

“Hello, Mrs Parker.”

“Hi, Mom.”

“Well,” said Marge. “I can see we’ve got some things to talk about.”

She opened the door and invited the couple in.

END
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The Feminization Games

CHAPTER ONE

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

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

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

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

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

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

Swing and a miss.

Swing and a miss.

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

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

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

Leslie was up.

Swing and…CRACK!

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

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

And little old I strode out to the plate.

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

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

“Lois can’t hit anything!”

Strike.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But the game was basically over.

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

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

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

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

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

“Easy for you to say.”

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

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

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

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

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

A rude ‘what?’ An insolent ‘what?’

I said, “Let’s have a real contest.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I nodded.

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

“Yes,” I said.

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

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

We stood up and faced the men.

“Yes,” I said confidently.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

We all giggled, and our choice was decided.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Everybody looked a bit curious then.

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

“Whoo!”

“Wow!”

Catcalls and quick quips.

Then the guys went after Jim.

“Come on, Jim. You started this.”

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER TWO

“Lois, I can’t believe you did that!”

“What?” I asked sweetly.

“Embarrassed me like that.”

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

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

“Yeah, but you said it meanly.”

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

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

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

“You really think you can beat us?”

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

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

“Okay,” I acknowledged.

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

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

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

“High school is long ago.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You make me so fucking hot.”

He blinked and stared at me.

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

Oh, men are easy.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Baby,” he said lustfully.

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

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

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

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

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

“Baby…I’m…gonna…AHHH!”

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

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

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

“Wow!”

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

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

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

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

Boy, was I going to get my revenge.

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

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

“Why so soon?” asked Georgina.

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

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

We all smiled cheerfully.

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

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

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

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

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

“What about the foot race?”

“Who are our fastest runners?”

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

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

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

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

The girls looked at me blankly.

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

Man, the grins hit me then.

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

We all giggled.

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

We all looked at her.

“We might even win.”

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

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

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

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

He grinned. “This ain’t nothing.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah, but—“

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

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

“Hey…uh…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I kept working him as I chewed on his lips.

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

“Can you cum right now? Big guy?”

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

“Uh…uh….maybe…maybe…”

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

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

“AH…AHHHH…AH!”

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

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

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

WAR OF THE SEXES

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Lois, guess what?”

“What?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then Leslie called, and I got it.

It was game on.

It was root hog or die.

And it was going to be fun.

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

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

“What’s the grin for, Lois?”

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

My jaw dropped. “Are you serious?”

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

“Yes?”

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

“No problemo, Santa!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes.”

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

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

I nodded.

“Then, girlfriend, you’d better win.”

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