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Author’s Note

Have you ever wondered where sissies come from?

I mean, what makes a man want to put on a dress, wear make up, and sashay around like a real women?

Mind you, I love them. They are so eager and willing to please. but…what made them the way they are?

Did their mother spank them? Their father ridicule them? The kids in school tease them?

I think all those things happen, but a sissy, a real sissy, is the way he is because he was born that way.

Sure, there are men who become sissies, but the ‘sissy gene’ was already in them, just repressed until it was time for them to be who they really are.

Anyway, I think there is a real purpose for sissies, and a need. I think they fulfill society in a very necessary way.

Not all men should make babies, and becoming sissies is a way to make sure they don’t reproduce.

Of course, you may disagree, but while you do so, enjoy this wonderful, little story of a man who has an inner need, and the woman who helps him fill it.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“Lord, lady. You have to take care of me!”

Ann groaned. “Oh, no! Not this again!”

Russ smiled sheepishly. “I can’t help it. I’ve got to squirt!

“You squirted a couple of days ago, I just got over a cold, and I don’t feel like it!”

“But honey! We’re going to a party! You don’t want me feeling all horny, paying attention to other women, and walking around a with a great big, embarrassing boner in my pants!”

Ann was almost ready. She had put on her best lingerie, her best dress, and made up her face. Now Russ wanted to have his way, get a little, and, like as not, he’d shoot his mess all over her. Get it on her face, dripping on the dress, and…she just didn’t feel like going through all that.

“Honey, I ‘m feeling better, but I’m still a little weak. I certainly don’t feel like a roll in the hay. I’m not going to get all sweaty and stinky and have you dripping out of me all night.”

“So you want me to be extra hard all night. That’s pretty selfish!”

She was putting lipstick on and she turned to him. “Russ. You’re the one who’s being selfish. Now go look at some porn and jack off. But stop bugging me!”

He blinked at the command in her voice.

He frowned moodily. “Well, okay. I will.”

“Good. And hurry up. We have to leave in a half hour.”

“Okay. I will.”

But she could see that he was conflicted.

Sure, he was a guy, and he jacked off on occasion, but he usually kept that kind of stuff to himself. Now she was pushing him into the open.

Well, so be it.

She turned back to her vanity and said, “Go on then.”

Russ backed out of the room. He was pretty darn horny, dammit. And he needed a little relief.

No, he needed a lot of relief.

Sure, she had been sick, but she was over it! She could give him a little pleasure right now.

He walked down the hallway a little stiffly. Sure, he jacked off, but he kept it to himself. Women got weird about that kind of stuff. But to have her just tell him to do it like that…that was embarrassing.

But he was horny.

Maybe, just to spite her…maybe he should…he grinned.

Horniness overcame good sense, as it was wont to do.

He stepped into the computer room and sat in his swivel. His computer was angled away from the door so he could watch porn and see the door and not get busted. He adjusted the screen, powered up, and began watching.

Usually, he didn’t have much of a plan. He would just look around and find something that was interesting. He liked the House of Gord, though he knew Ann would never do anything like that stuff.

And he had gone through horror sex and fisting and…aha! Ladyboys!

He wasn’t gay or anything, or trans, but he really got off on these young men all dressed up like girls. Little boobers and big dicks.

He called up Porzo and went looking, and shortly his horniness was ratcheting up.

It was funny, he was already horny, but once he started doing this stuff he got really horny!

Glancing at the door he unzipped and his best friend came out to play.

He stared at the slender bodies in fancy clothes. He searched for the ones with boobs and red lips. That helped the illusion of them being girls.

He began to move his hand up and down.

Young men stroking, or getting stroked, or sucked, or…ah, there it was, sex with a ladyboy!

He stared at the screen, he had a good one, and his hand moved faster and faster and faster.

He changed scenes. Jerked. Licked his lips. He was getting close. Closer. Almost there. He could feel the urge to surge down in his testicles. Everything was getting tighter, the white hot feeling was building up, it was going to go! He was going to shoot! He was—

“Ready, hon—“

Russ scrambled to hide his activity. Sure, she had told him to do it, but…he pushed his hard dick into his pants.

“You’re actually doing it!”

“No!” his penis was trying to spew, but he was using all his will power to hold it in. It hurt, and he closed his eyes and grunted.

Then he realized Ann had walked into the room. He stopped trying to zip, he would have cut his half out dingus, anyway, and reached to shut the browser.

“Hold it!” she said in a quick but determined voice. She put her hand on his before it could move the mouse.

The ladyboys were still on the screen.

In fact, one of them was spewing.

She stared. “So this is what gets you off!”

Then her mouth opened, her jaw dropped, she made a soft soughing sound. “Ladyboys?” she whispered.

“They’re not really boys. They have to be 18 to get on the internet.”

But they look…Oh, my God!

“Honey! Let me…”

She clamped harder on his hand.

She turned her head and looked him straight in the eyes.

“Take your hand away, get up, and get out.”

He didn’t want to. He wanted to shut the computer down.

But the look in her eyes was fierce, and he slowly, starting to tremble, pulled his hand off the mouse.

He moved, and she sat down.

“Go start the car. I’ll be out in a minute.”

“But, Ann!” he beseeched.

“Now!” She glared at him and he found himself moving out of the room, glancing back at her, his face redder than red.

With him out of the room Ann relaxed. She scrolled up to the history and did a screen shot of the list, then emailed it to herself.

Ladyboys. Young men who looked soft and vulnerable, and some of them had boobs, and their dicks seemed to be either tiny weeny or big and gigantic. No middle ground.

Their faces were perfectly made up to be female.

Oddly, she didn’t think of them as gay, though that could be.

No, they were more transgender. Men who wanted to be women.

Was that what Russ wanted? He obviously got off on this stuff, so did he want to do that kind of stuff?

She sat back and watched the ladyboys on the screen for a long minute.

She heard the car in the driveway. A light honk. Let him wait.

She watched the hot and heavy sex.

Suddenly she was glad that she had been sick, and that she had refused Russ. That was all a series of steps, dominoes, that led to this moment, and this discovery.

She had refused Russ and she had found out his secret. Or maybe one of his secrets. She still had to take an in depth look at his history, see what else tweaked his fancy.

The horn again.

She sighed, turned off the computer, and stood up.

The computer room was really a second bedroom, and it had a bathroom attached. On the door of the bathroom a mirror was attached, and she stopped and stared at herself.

She was good looking. Maybe even beautiful.

She turned sideways and studied how her breasts stuck out. They were bigger than the norm, and they drove Russ a bit crazy.

And her butt was round, but without being fat or twerky.

He had been known to slap her ass, or to cup her buns and squeeze while he kissed her.

She moved closer and studied her face.

Her eyebrows arched gently over glittering green eyes. Her nose was a short, perky, little thing, and her lips were full and plump, and very red right at that moment.

Yes, some people would say that she was beautiful, and they would be right, and did her husband prefer these…these ladyboy creatures to her?

Did he dream of them at night instead of pushing his attentions on her?

His desire for sex had waned a bit since they married five years previous, but…but she thought that was just the way of things.

How much did he masturbate?

How much did he sit behind the computer and stroke himself and wish that she was a ladyboys and not a buxom beauty?

Then she had another thought: what if he wanted to be a ladyboys?

What if he wanted to dress up and have breasts and wear make up and…and all that kind of stuff?

That moment, she would later freely admit, was a life changer. everything she knew and believed in suddenly, in some strange and inexplicable manner, changed.

It wasn’t as if she fell out of love.

In fact, being privy to a secret that had to be so deep he had hidden it from the world for his entire life, she loved him more.

She understood him, to a deeper degree.

But she felt like somebody had just told her you’re in charge!

He was lusting after sexy, slender bodies, some with big tits and some with small, and that somehow made her more powerful.

As if she was in charge of his dreams.

The horn beeped yet again.

She sighed, turned and left the room.

A changed woman.

Ann got into the car and said nothing. She didn’t say anything not because she was mad, she was sort of beyond being mad, but because she was thinking.

She was thinking of her husband’s bizarre interests.

She went over the subjects in her mind. Extreme sex, House of Gord, other things, and…ladyboys.

“Honey?” he asked, his voice a little shaky.

“Not now,” she murmured, and she looked out the window.

Russ’s hands were shaking on the steering wheel.

She thought: men tend to be kinky. She had talked to enough of her friends to know that. So how kinky was he?

She imagined him as all made up, with a pair boobs.

The images she had seen on the net, the young men, had sometimes had big boobs, and sometimes little boobs. Even no boobs.

She glanced at him, he started to say something, but she just shook her head.

He looked away and she continued watching him.

Yes, he had soft features and she could see him with make up on. Long. Slender, and…boobs. Big boobs, because that’s how she saw him in her mind.

Russ gripped the steering wheel and was light headed with…with fright.

Was it fright?

His heart was pounding, his mouth was dry, his hands were shaking on the steering wheel.

And he couldn’t think.

She had caught him looking at the weird stuff.

The stuff that excited him.

He didn’t know why the stuff was so potent, but he had enjoyed it for years. It made it easier to masturbate, and on days that Ann didn't want to do it…he had his friends on the internet.

Slim men with make up on, though he preferred the ones with big boobs.

The cocks he didn’t know about. Not that he had any plans to remake himself, but, if he did, would he prefer to have a big cock? Like he had now? Or would he like the estrogen treatment to shrink him down until he was about the size of a prepuberty lad?

He didn’t known, and that was an unnerving thought in itself.

Why was he even thinking about this?

He glanced at Ann, but she was sitting so quietly, not talking, and…God! What must she be thinking?

Ann was thinking about how calm she suddenly felt.

Russ had always had a hidden piece of his personality. Something that he didn’t share, that he kept smugly silent about.

Now she knew, and as they drove the short distance to their friend’s house she felt herself becoming more and more empowered.

Russ pulled over to the curb. Parking wasn’t bad, and they only had to walk 50 yards to the party.

And a party it was.

Jim and Sandy Nelson owned a nicely sized ranch style on a cul de sac. It had lots of rooms, lots of bathrooms, and a pool big enough for an elephant.

A herd of elephants.

“We should talk,” Russ blurted.

Ann turned and faced him. She was sitting in a curious posture, one leg up and her dress dangling so he could see her underwear.

“What did you want to talk about?”

“About…about the things you saw.”

“Oh, yes. Your desire to wear dresses and put on make up.”

“No!” he gasped. “I don’t want that!”

But Ann had seen the quiver in his crotch, the way his pants bulged. Lord, he must really be horny. She had stopped him right before he had squirted, and he must have all those juices pent up. This would be a good time to interrogate him. He couldn’t hide his excitement, and it would act like a truth detector.

“So you don’t want to dress up?”

Boing.

You don’t want to put on make up?

Boing!

“You don’t want to be a sissy boy who’s only pleasure is to lick my cooch?”

Boing! Boing!

Oh, God, she thought, I’m on a roll.

He groaned, and his face was red in the light of the dash.

“Honey! I was just surfing, seeing what was out there! I have no interest in…in all of that stuff!”

She thought of the few things she had seen on extreme sex and on the House of Gord before his horn honking had pulled her away from the computer.

“So you aren’t interested in being strapped down and abused by a machine?”

“What? No!” It’s fascinating stuff, but…” he was sweating, copiously, and getting redder in the face.

“And you don’t want me to spank you until you have an accident?” she smiled sweetly, the look on her face saying she knew he did, even though he redoubled his protests.

“No! That stuff is weird! It’s kinky and perverted!”

Ann lifted her buttocks, reached under and pulled her panties off.

Russ stared at her, his mouth open.

“You don’t mind that I don’t wear these, do you?”

She whirled them on a finger.

His eyes were open and his jaw officially dropped.

She suddenly leaned forward and pushed the panties towards his mouth.

He tried to close his mouth, but she grabbed the back of his head and pushed and growled, “Open, you sissy!”

She was so forceful, and she had the upper hand, so he did.

She pushed her panties into his mouth. They had a sweet smell, like perfume, and a pungent smell, like…pussy.

He gulped, and his mouth was drying out, the moisture being blotted by the material of the panties.

She held her hand over his mouth and whispered into his face. “I don’t think I’ll need panties tonight. Maybe you better wear them.”

Frantic, panicked, he shook his head a little under her grasp.

“There’s a tree over there, lots of shadows, and I want you to get out, go over to the tree, and put on my panties. Leave your tighty whiteys on a branch. Do you understand me?”

He started to shake his head, but she held him firm and made him nod.

“Now, get out of here.”

She glared at him, and he felt his courage waning.

Finally, he broke. He fumbled for the door handle and slid out of the car.

The tree was well in the darkness. Once in the shadow Russ could see everything, but nobody passing by could see him.

But. the power of the mind, he thought: if I can see them then they can see me!

Still, his wife had been so…so pushy. And demanding. And the fear of being discovered as a person who liked weird sex translated into a fear of the discoverer, and he looked around and unbutton his shorts.

A car came around a far corner and he shrank behind the tree.

In the car Ann giggled. She was reveling in the power she had over Russ.

Russ stripped his pants and underpants off in one push, then took the panties out of his mouth—he had been carrying them there the whole time—and turned them this way and that. He figured which way they went on and slipped into them.

And ran into a boner.

Damn!

He had been hard ever since he was discovered, and now the panties weren’t big enough for him.

Still, they were a bit stretchy, so he pulled them over his erect member.

He looked ridiculous. A good shirt and panties, his cock pushing the material out ludicrously.

He was faint now, a combination of panic and having difficulty breathing and his heart pumping so much blood. But he pulled his pants up and buckled them.

He still had a bump, a fairly big one. But he untucked his shirt and let it hang and that helped.

He came out of the shadows and headed for the car.

Ann watched him approach the car and it was all she could do not to laugh.

His face was red, his eyes were wide and frightened, and that bump in his pants. Oh, Lord!

She opened her door and stepped out.

“Are you ready?” she asked.

“Honey, Ann, let me put my own underpants on!”

“Are you kidding? This is what you want! You want to wear women’s underwear, and that’s what you’re going to do.”

She linked her arm in his. She could feel him breathing hard. She walked him towards the Nelson’s house.

“I’m going to get you your own lingerie, and I’ve got all sorts of plans for your make up. You need to grow your hair longer, of course. It’s pretty good now, and now I know why you avoid haircuts. Well, you don’t need to avoid haircuts any longer. From here on we’ll style your hair. And you can wear curlers to bed.”

“Listening to this banter Russ was growing light headed, and he couldn’t stop his penis from surging and pulsing.

In fact, he had a small dark spot in his trousers as his pre-cum started to flow.

“You talked about being able to work at home, you’ll have to look into that. We need to paint your nails and let them grow, and…no, we can just give you fakes.”

She suddenly reached down and grabbed him.

“Whoa! Now that’s a hard cock!”

“Ann!” he begged.

“We also need to discuss boobs. We can get you some vacation boobs to start and figure out how big they should be. Personally, I’d prefer you with biguns. But I understand that we might have to compromise a bit. After all, I want to be able to present you as a man when I want, or as a woman if that’s my preference.”

They turned up the walk to the Nelson’s house. The front door was open and couple were standing, talking, dancing. Music was loud and everybody had a drink in their hand.

This was going to be a good party.

Ann stopped on the porch, turned him and straightened his tie. “Honey, since you’re a sissy boy now I might not have much need for you. So it’s good that you’re wearing the panties, because I might want to find myself a stud.”

His mouth opened and he truly appeared frightened. “But…but…”

She looked down and smiled. He was pulsing hard, and there was definitely a mark of moisture where the tip of his penis pushed his pants out.

She looked at him. She smiled. She kissed him lightly, just a peck on the lips, and said, “Now let’s go in and have some fun.”

She turned him and walked into the house with him.

“Hey! Hey!”

“Russ and Ann!”

“How you doing?”

People greeted them and they were swallowed by the frantic pace and hilarity.

“Drink,” she whispered to Russ, and pushed him towards the kitchen.

He kept glancing back at her, and was very careful when moving through the crowd. He didn’t want anybody to feel his boner sliding across their rump.

In the kitchen he found a couple of Solo cups, some ice, and poured in bourbon and Coke. There was lots to drink and he found some Old Grand dad for the bourbon.

“Hey! Russ! How you doing?”

He turned and two things happened.

One, he came face to face, or rather chest to chest, with Wanda Buttram. Wanda of the huge bosoms who loved to show them off with the deepest cut dresses she could buy.

Two, his elbow was jiggled and he sloshed a bit of bourbon onto her amazing breasts.

She looked down, first in shock, then in joy.

She looked up at him, a devilish grin on her face.

“You broke it, you buy it.”

She grabbed the back of his head and pulled his face down.

“Lick it, bitch!” she yelled out.

Russ tried not spill any more of the drinks, and found himself face deep in her cleavage.

God, such wonderful, warm, fleshy boobs!

Around the kitchen were a half a dozen other people in various states of inebriation.

“Lick it! Lick it! Lick it!” they chanted.

Wanda leaned back and exposed even more tit. She held one hand up and waved it like she was riding a bronc in a rodeo.

“Yippee!” she yelled.

People in the living room heard the commotion and peeked in. Among which was Russ’s wife, Ann.

She watched Russ’s face being immersed in pure tit and she grinned. She wasn’t worried or upset. It was a party. She could tell pretty much what had happened, for Wanda was a slut and that was okay.

Russ finally managed to free his head and he straightened up and staggered back.

Cheers erupted from everybody, and he looked around in a daze…and his eyes met with Ann’s.

Ann nodded, had a twisted smile, and in that intuitive way she transmitted a thought to Russ, So that’s the way you want to play, eh?

Russ tried to protest, to speak over the roar of the crowd, but he couldn’t be heard.

Ann turned to George Lassen, reached up and grabbed his neck, and pulled his lips down to hers.

Such an action was normal in the house, but devastating to Russ.

He stared as Ann ground her hips into George’s crotch, and he saw tongue action going on between the two.

He stood, stupid, stared, and held the two drinks.

Then, like an ox that had been beaned on the head with a two by four, he moved through the crowd.

He wasn’t thinking, he was just going to his wife.

He had no plans to fight, or to get outraged, he was just…stupid.

He arrived just as Ann released George and pushed him away.

“Thanks, big dick!” she crowed, and people around her all laughed and cheered.

She turned to find Russ standing with two drinks.

She took one and chugged it. There wasn’t much in the Solo cup, for Russ had spilled it onto Wanda’s boobs.

Then she took the other drink, chugged that.

Russ stood, staring, not sure what to do.

He’d been caught with his face in another woman’s cleavage. His wife had just kissed George so hard he’d have babies. And now she was getting drunk and…and laughing at him.

Ann tossed the empty cup away and grabbed Russ by the crotch.

It was a healthy crotch and she had to use here whole hand.

“Okay, baby,” then she leaned in and whispered into his ear. “You’re nothing but a big sissy. Aren’t you glad I found out? Now we can sissify you. Isn’t that—“

She stopped, a shocked expression in her eyes, and looked down.

Russ had had an accident.

Fluid spurted through the material of his pants. Her hand was covered and sticky and…she looked up at him.

In the middle of fifty people dancing and whopping and having the time of their lives, she spoke to him in a low voice. And in spite of the roar, he heard her.

“Now I know.”

He was still having his ‘accident,’ his eyes were half shut and he was trembling, but he couldn’t stop.

“Baby, we’re going to have so much fun.”

“Unh!” he grunted.

The party continued, and nobody noticed the dark splotch on Russ’s pants. Hell, if they had they wouldn’t have cared. Everybody was drunk and happy and kissing and dancing, and the bedrooms had a few couples in them. Couples doing the hump and bump, the suck and slurp, even the bend and rend.

Russ was shattered. He had squirted, without any sex. Well, there had been lots of sex, but…but it wasn’t normal.

Oh, he understood what had happened. He was half cumming when he had been discovered at the computer. He was horny before that. Then Ann had kept teasing him and…and saying those things, and…it was no wonder that when she grabbed him it had happened.

Which didn’t make it less embarrassing.

He wandered through the party. He drank a lot, and on the surface he responded to his friends with cheer.

But inside he was dying.

He had been discovered, and then had…squirted.

Across the party he stared at his wife.

After the two drinks she had settled down. She was yakking it up with the women (was she revealing his kinks?) dancing with men, and kissing who she wanted.

At one point he even saw two men nuzzling her, each of them with a hand on her big breasts.

But what was he supposed to do?

He had been discovered, and he was weak. His manliness had been drained out of him as easily as he had cum, and he had nothing left.

He was ashamed.

Then Ann found him. He was sitting the stairs to the upstairs and his head was hanging.

She sat down next to him, turned his face and brushed her lips against his.

“Poor Russ,” she smiled. “Feeling sorry for yourself?”

“I…don’t know. I don’t know what to think.”

She grinned. He really was lost.

“Well, don’t worry about it. Your secret is my secret.”

“You won’t tell anybody?”

“Of course not. How’s your dick?”

He looked down, his crotch wasn’t wet, but the material was stained, sort of foamy looking.

She giggled. “I’ve never seen a man cum like that.”

“I’ve never cum like that,” he admitted.

And suddenly he felt shy. Like a boy on a first date.

And it was a first date, in a sense. He was revealed, and that made him into a new boy in her eyes.

And she was changed, too. She was kissing men and once he had seen her grab Scott’s groin and shake it.

Scott had grinned and grabbed her boob and kissed her.

And there was nothing the new Russ could do about it.

In a sense, he wasn’t even a man anymore.

He was a little pansy to be.

He knew it, and Ann knew it.

Ann put her arm around his shoulders, and while it was compassionate, it was also controlling.

She was in charge, not him.

And there seemed to be nothing he could do about it.

“Well, honey, should I find one of these guys and let him fuck me?”

“No!” Russ panicked. Yet he felt he had not the strength to deny her.

Yet, even though he had had an accident, his pants started to tent again.

“Why not? After all, we haven’t screwed in a while, and now you can’t…why shouldn’t I find a stud somewhere and get my little hole filled?”

“Because…because…you shouldn’t!”

Yet it was weak. He had no power.

“Hmm.”

“Please, honey. Please. I’ll do anything you say, but for you to go and…and fuck somebody. That’s not…you shouldn’t…I can’t…”

He was starting to tear up. Moisture was appearing in the corner of his eyes, and Ann knew that he was about to turn into a blubberpuss.

“There, there, honey.” She used a corner of her dress to wipe at his eyes, ignoring the fact that in lifting the dress people in the party could see her snatch. “I won’t fuck anybody else. At least, not yet.”

His fears were allayed, but only barely. She had closed the door on the immediate possibility, but opened the door on future possibilities.

“Now, let’s get in a final dance or two, maybe one more drink, and then we’ll go home to the rest of our lives.”

There was something very ominous about that phrase, ‘the rest of our lives,’ but she stood up, pulled on his hand, and led him out to the dance floor.

And he danced, and felt her breasts pressed against him, and her lips touching his.

And his panties were in a bunch and his balls falling through the leg holes, and he felt like crying.

So he just held onto her, and was vaguely aware that she was leading, and that he was following.

But he wasn’t really following, he was holding on for dear life.


Part Two

The party was starting to wind down when they left.

When she decided they should leave.

She grabbed his hand and dragged him over to Jim and Sandy Nelson and thanked them for a wonderful time.

They were thanked for coming, then she pulled his hand and led him through the front door and into the brisk morning.

He followed dumbly, not sure what was going on.

He knew that something had happened; he knew that she was in charge, and he followed quietly, like a good husband should.

“Keys,” she stated and held out her hand.

He wanted to say something, to regain some of his authority, but the no nonsense way she was peaking made him reach into his pocket, take out the keys and place them in her hand.

She rounded the car and stepped into the driver’s seat.

He opened the passenger door and got in, and again wanted to say something, but her confidence overwhelmed him.

She started the car and left the curb.

She drove fast, but not recklessly, enjoying the feeling of power washing over her.

Russ sat and stared out the front window.

“Put your seat belt on,” she commanded.

He did so, and returned to watching the road bleakly.

They arrived home and she stopped the car, got out and strode up the front walk.

He wanted to talk, to change things, but…did he really?

He was horny again, and his penis was pushing his slacks out again.

His slacks were a mess. They were stained with cum and a drink somebody had spilled on him. Or thrown on him.

He remembered that people were treating him differently at the party.

That was something he didn’t understand. Was it that his wife was making out with everybody? That he had been trapped in a pair of enormous tits and laughed at?

Or was it just that secret intuitive sense that people have.

He was changed. Had they all sensed it? Smelled it?

Whatever, he was sure he was being treated differently.

He followed Ann into the house and closed and locked the door.

She was already striding down the hallway, imperious, shoulders back and breasts out.

He followed her, a whipped dog, and entered the bedroom.

She was taking off her clothes. She put a hand on the bed post and reached down and pulled off a high heel. Then the other one.

Russ wanted to talk, but he was feeling weaker as the night wore on, and Ann certainly didn’t seem open to conversation.

She reached up and unzipped her dress and wiggled out of it. Her bare pussy was revealed. It had the sheen of glistening juices on it.

He stared hungrily and licked his lips.

“What are you looking at?” she asked with a wry grin on her mouth.

“I, uh…you haven't cum tonight.”

“And you’re going to handle that?”

“I could,” he was so hopeful.

“Well, maybe I’ll let you.”

His hopes rose.

“But not with your penis.”

His hopes fell.

She took off her bra and contemplated him.

“What?” he asked.

She tossed her panties and bra at him. “Put these on.”

“What?”

“Now.”

There was a sharpness in her tone that warned him, and he picked up the bra and panties and looked at them.

“I don’t need a bra,” he said, trying to summon defiance.

“You will,” she said ominously. “And until then you need to get used to it. I’ll buy you some training bras tomorrow, but for tonight, I just want to see what you look like so I can size you properly.”

Still, he stood, not doing anything. Then he threw the panties and bra on the floor.

She advanced on him, and her gaze was so fierce he felt like backing up.

She was about to slap him, and he cringed, then she changed her mind.

She grabbed him, and smiled.

He looked down and felt a vast sense of confusion.

“You will do what I say.” She gave a sharp jerk and he felt the pain. His knees buckled, but he managed to stay upright.

“Or would you prefer that I keep doing this?” She tugged again, and he groaned. It hurt, but in a weird way it also felt good.

“Please…please.”

She jerked again, then moved forward. She placed her leg between his, and he could sense her intent. She was about to knee him.

“Well?”

“Okay!” he gave in.

And he realized that another shift had happened, another step had been taken.

It wasn’t that she had taken charge now, it was that he had submitted.

He had shrunk that much further, and she had grown that much more.

She stepped back and waited.

Russ pushed his panties down, and was glad to be rid of them. They were still wet, uncomfortably so, from his accident.

He went to the hamper and put them in.

He turned and faced Ann, and for a second he thought about refusing again. He was apart from her. He could defend himself. Then he realized that he couldn’t.

She stood, her arms folded under her breasts, making her breasts stand up and out.

He went to the where he had thrown the panties and bra and picked them up.

He pulled on the panties. Again, his testicles squirted out the sides of the central panel. It didn’t feel very comfortable, but he could stand it.

Then he put the bra around his waist and fastened it. He slid it around the waist until the clasp was in the back and the cups were in the front.

“I see you know how to put a bra on.”

“I’ve been watching you!” he protested.

“Sure.” She didn’t believe him.

Sighing, miserable, but with a splinter of excitement welling up in his chest, he pulled the cups up and snaked his arms through the shoulder straps.

He was surprised to find that the bra fit.

He knew he wasn't a big man, and that his chest wasn’t that big, but to find that his wife was, with her boobs, bigger than him…it was purely emasculating.

He looked up at his wife and was surprised to see a hungry expression on her face.

“Oh, Lord,” she whispered. “That does make me wet.”

She rubbed her pussy, then sighed.

“But I’m not about to pleasure myself with you. Get in bed, and don’t bug me.”

Their bed was against the wall, and she usually slept on the inside, and him on the outside. It was irritating to her because she had to climb over him to go pee in the night. But it was also comforting in that he was the protector. In the event of a home invasion, or some other calamity, he would be first out.

But how many calamities had they suffered?

None.

So she took the outside. He would have to climb over her, without waking her, and she would handle any emergencies that might arise.

“This is crazy,” he said, trying to get comfortable in his new position.

“I know,” Ann said, as she reached into the bottom drawer of her dresser. She took out her vibrator, plugged it in and went to work.

Russ listened, felt the vibrations, and felt it when she quaked and had her tsunami. But there was nothing he could do.

Ann woke up early, and slid out of bed. She felt refreshed, in spite of having been drunk, and all the things that had happened the night before.

But power does that to a person.

She pulled on a robe, brushed her teeth, and headed into the computer room.

Russ slept, and murmured in his sleep.

She thought, though he seemed to be accommodating this new arrangement, that he was having a hard time.

After all, how many men can handle having somebody else be in charge of their penis?

She locked the door and sat in the swivel and powered up the computer. She opened her email, found his history which she had sent to herself, and began backtracking him.

Oh, Lord. Ladyboys was just the start. Now she examined every single piece of his history.

She looked at the scenes that had captured his interest. Made mental notes as to what was done and how. Hit the button and went one scene earlier.

Through fisting. Oh, God! That sure made her wet!

Into old ladies. Hunh! Who would have thought granny could be so sexy?

Then…the House of Gord.

Women hoisted to the top of a barn in a rubber suit, limbs bent under, breasts thrust forward. It was an amazing piece of work. It was like women were flags, hoisted for men to salute.

Except that Ann didn’t think that Russ wanted to hoist her up.

No. Russ wanted to be hoisted up. He was the sub in their relationship. She hadn’t known it before, but…he was the minor, and she was the major. He needed her to take him places.

A woman placed upside down on the front of a truck, a big dildo plunging into her as the truck was driven around a large, country property.

Oh, God! How sexy! The woman had to be feeling every bump in the road! Every pothole. Every surge of gas or press of brake.

Ann found that she was gasping. And her hand had crept down between her legs.

She had vibrated herself to a fare thee well the night previous, and here she was, horny as a school girl!

And there were other scenes, machines that plunged into the depths. Moans and little yelps as the women had their orgasms.

Ann sat back and shivered.

But she didn’t want to be the person being penetrated. She wanted to be the one who drove the truck, who set the machines to running.

She wanted to be in charge.

Finally, she broke away from the House of Gord and continued exploring Russ’s porno hit list.

But she couldn’t stop thinking about the things she had seen, and the things that she wanted to do.

Tap tap.

“Honey? Are you in there?”

She was, but she was busy. She was pretty much finished looking at his history, but she was not done contemplating.

“Go fix breakfast,” she yelled.

She heard him take a step, and yelled out, “Are you still wearing your panties and bra?”

A moment, then he admitted through the door. “No.”

“Go put them on. And…Russ?”

“Yes.”

“My lipstick is on my vanity. Put the cherry red lipstick on.”

“Honey?” His voice was weak, it sounded like he was ready to cry.

“Now!” she snapped.

He walked away, back towards the bedroom.

She sat and stared at the computer. It was cycling through two Lesbians fisting, and she thought about Russ.

He wanted to be a woman.

He wanted to play dress up.

Did he want to be fisted?

She knew, intuitively, that he did.

Or at least pegged.

Well, she could accommodate him.

But the machines. Hmmm.

She had a vision of him hanging from a branch, swaying in the breeze, a machine set in a tree penetrating him, pushing him back and forth.

Semen dribbling from his starved cock.

“Oh, fuck,” she whimpered.

She heard him go back down the hall, towards the kitchen, and she grabbed her mons.

She grabbed it hard. A fistful of pussy, and she squeezed.

Fuck! She almost came just from that. This stuff, this new situation with Russ, was driving her sex crazy.

And she liked it.

Sometimes, when Russ got a little kinky rambunctious she pushed him away.

Now she wanted him close. She wanted to lay him out, dress him up, spank him, and…put him in a machine.

Hell, they could even move to the country and start videoing.

Most porn was focused on the women, but if Russ was presented as a woman, if he had big breasts and his penis was all tucked away, everybody would be fascinated.

The man who was a woman.

The dickless wonder.

With big tits.

She squeezed herself again, then leaned forward and shut down the computer.

Enough. It was time to go have some fun.

Russ was in the kitchen cooking bacon and eggs. He was wearing his panties and bra, and she loved how his balls hung through the leg holes. But she knew she was going to have to fix it so his package wasn’t visible.

She moved up behind him, hugged him, kissed his neck.

He froze, and gasped, and loved it when she reached around and held his manhood.

He had a strange moment of disorientation when he thought of her hand as squeezing his ‘womanhood,’ then he was back on planet earth and melting in her grasp.

He turned, and she loved his lipstick. The lipstick had a built in plumping agent, and his lips were slightly swollen. They were so red, and it brought out his features, and became ‘the feature.’

“Oh, Lord,” she whispered, and she touched her lips to his very gently.

He wanted to kiss, to mash, to bruise her mouth, but she held him back.

“Stop trying to be a man,” she said into his ear.

It froze him for a second, then he relaxed and accepted her command.

She poured some OJ and sat at the table and waited.

He put bacon and eggs in front of her, then a plate of waffles.

“You may sit and eat,” she said.

He had been about to, but when she spoke he froze.

A dim voice in his head said, “She’s going to command you. You have to wait for the command.”

He put his own plate down, sat and ate.

She licked her lips and contemplated his chest.

“I want you to use my Nair after breakfast.  Use it everywhere except your scalp. I want you naked of hair, and I want your head hair to grow long, to fall over your shoulders in long tresses.”

He had put a forkful of waffle into his mouth, but had not chewed. He was listening, and was frozen by what she was saying.

“Honey, I don’t—“

“Shush now. I’m speaking.”

He shushed.

“You will arrange to work at home, and you will be a woman in all things.”

“What about…what about my…”

“Your penis?” she smiled ruefully. “I’ve got plans for that, but we need to get you some boobs, first. Then I’ll handle your weenie.”

“Do I ever get…sex?”

“Honey, you’ll be dripping in sex, but not the way you think.”

“But, what…what are you…”

“Listen, Russ, and listen closely. You think that sex is when your penis squirts. It’s not. Sex is all the wonderful activity leading up to that moment. You squirting actually signifies the end of sex.”

“But I need to have orgasms!”

“Do you?”

“But—“

She raised a hand and waggled it for him to stop.

“You will do what I say.”

“What if I don’t?” he barely breathed the question out.

“We can divorce. This being California I’ll take you to the cleaners. The house will be mine, the cars, and you will end up giving me hefty alimony payments. All the stocks and bonds, the 401K, even your pension plan. It’s all going to be mine.”

She reached across the table and placed her hand on his. “You can fight this, or you can suffer through the embarrassment, do what I tell you, and live the life that you dream of, that your computer history reveals. Would you like that? Would you like to actually do the things you’ve been watching on the computer? Or would you like to end up single, living in some shit hole apartment in the bad section of town, while I spend your money?”

He didn’t say anything because he was simply overwhelmed, but he heard everything she said, and he could feel things happening inside him.

She was in charge, and wasn’t that what he wanted? Somebody to take charge, to make him into a sexual object? To use him and abuse him and show him what he was really made of?

Didn’t he?

Ann took her hand off of his and went back to forking her food.

She watched him, loved him, and knew what his decision would be.

Oh, he might struggle a bit, and protest, but he was an addictive personality, and she had the drug he was addicted to.

Her pussy.

She waited, and ate, and watched him.

In the end he didn’t say or do anything.

they just finished breakfast, then he washed the dishes.

“Wear an apron,” she stated as she left the room.

He stopped, his shoulders were slumped over the sink for a moment, then he turned and took an apron off a knob and tied it around his waist.

It was pink with the outline of two tall cats on the front.

The cats looked vaguely like the two cats in that old Disney classic,  Lady and the Tramp. The one where they chanted:

We are Siamese if you please

We are Siamese if you don’t please

Under the apron his erection pushed out and he pressed it against the sink as he washed dishes.

The dishes done Russ went to the bedroom. He hadn’t been commanded to report there, he just felt himself gravitating to where Ann was.

He didn’t know why, he just felt a weird magnetism in him, compelling him to search her out.

There was something in him that wanted the changes she promised.

“There you are,” she said.

She was wearing bra and panties and a negligee. It was amazingly sexy, and her boobs pushed the negligee out and presented her awesomeness in all its awesomeness.

“I’m going to go shopping, and I want you to clean out the shed in the back yard.”

“Clean out the shed?”

“I want you to move all the tools and seeds and manure out. I want it weatherproofed, the walls done up right, everything. “

“But what for?”

She stood up and patted his cheek. “For me to know and you to find out. Now, let’s make you presentable before you get to work.”

Presentable meant he had to have his nails painted, and a corset put on.

She hummed as she painted his nails. “We’ll put some fakes on you later. But your hands will probably be a mess by the time you’re finished with the shed.”

She shaped and painted his toes, then his fingers, and inspected them happily. “Doesn’t that look better?”

Russ didn’t know. He just knew that his penis was standing up and he loved it.

Did he look good?

Hmm.

She had him stand at the bed and helped him put on a tummy shaper.

“This first, then, maybe next week, when you’re used to the shaper, we’ll try the corset. We have to train your body, you know. Have you called your boss and arranged to work at home?”

“Uh, no.”

“Of course you haven’t. But you will this afternoon. Make it happen, or everybody will be staring at you when you show up looking like a lady.”

“A lady,” he breathed out so softly Ann barely heard him.

She wondered; is he happy?

He didn’t seem upset, only apprehensive. But every girl was apprehensive when they first started playing with make up and sexy clothes.

She showed him how to put on lipstick and eyeshadow. “I’m not going whole hog, yet. You’ll be working in the shed and you’ll probably sweat any real make up off. One step at a time.”

She ran a thin pencil around his eyes and he couldn’t help but stare at the sharp object so close to his eyes.

She stood back and smiled at him. “There you go.”

He looked in the mirror and was astonished.

Hardly any make up, to speak of, and yet he was a changed face.

A more feminine face, and he realized that his soft features did lend themselves to what was happening to him.

She had him put on shoes, his regular athletic shoes that he used for puttering around the house.

“Come on,” she took his hand and led him through the house.

He felt strange, clad only in a tummy shaper and a bra and panties. And it felt good.

He had gotten rid of his hair, as she had suggested, earlier that morning, and his skin felt downright electric.

His hair was brushed out, and though it wasn’t super long, it was long enough to brush against his neck and make him feel…different.

And he kept lifting the hand she wasn’t pulling and looking at his red fingernails.

She took him out the back door and they walked on paving stones around the side of the yard to the back, where the tool shed resided.

It was a sturdy structure, but it was in need of cosmetics.

It was ten by ten on the inside, and tools were leaning against the wall.

There were a couple of places where the walls had to be repaired, but nothing serious.

There was a chest with saws and hammers and such in it, a work table with a bunch of cubbies filled with nuts and bolts, and various other odds and ends.

“I want this cleaned out, weatherproofed, and made suitable for living.”

“Who’s going to live her?” he blurted, suddenly afraid.

“Nobody,” she eyed him. “But I want this place brought up to standards. You can put everything in the garage, that will be an excuse for you to straighten that up. Now, get to work. I want this done, so I’ll bring you lunch and call you for supper.

She walked out the door and he stood int he center of the room and looked around.

The floor was good. Good, thick plywood. All he had to do was put a carpet or some tiles in.

He looked at the tools and started thinking about how he was going to rearrange everything.

And the garage.

Hmm.

And he got to work.

While Russ cleaned and repaired and made the back shed into something suitable, Ann went back to the computer. Not to look at his history, but to look at things she would need to accomplish the makeover she had in mind.

She spent the morning shopping for lingerie that would fit Russ. It was pretty easy because, except for her boobs and a slightly more round butt, they were actually similar in body shape.

She wondered at how they had come to be.

They had met in college and had hit it off right away. But had she sensed the submissive part of him?

Hmm.

Maybe.

Probably.

She sat for a while and thought his mannerisms, the things he had said that had convinced her he was the one.

Yes. She had been attracted to his softness, his gentle manners. And even though he had acted like a man, somewhere on the inside she had realized that he wasn’t.

He was a sissy waiting to come out.

And, by that logic, she was a dominatrix, waiting to come out.

But she wasn’t really a dominatrix, she didn’t have much interest in that, but she did like being in charge, and if domination was the route, so be it.

The second thing she did, after ordering him lingerie and clothes and things, was to order toys. Lots of toys.

She went back over his history and tried to find toys that fit his interests, which was easy because he had so many interests.

Still, she had to be precise.

For the next few days she didn’t do much with Russ. She dressed him in lingerie, helped him with make up, but was content to just let him do his work.

Then his clothes started arriving, and she became busier.

Fortunately, the shed was almost done.

He had ordered any building stuff he needed form Home Depot, and by the end of the week the shed was re-enforced, sealed, painted, and empty.

Ready for use.

She put him in a corset, made him wear high heels, made him learn how to put on more and more make up.

Then the first toy arrived.

Russ was sweeping out the shed. He looked dainty in high heels, and it made his nylon clad legs look long and sexy.

His face was picture perfect, and Ann had even pierced his ears. He had little rings descending from his lobes. They were silver and glittered against his styled, black hair.

Suddenly he heard the bell.

Ding ding ding!

Ann didn’t call him anymore. She rang a little bell, and when it tinkled he was to drop everything he was doing and run for the house.

He put the broom aside and trotted, as best he could in high heels, across the yard.

She had rung the bell from the back patio, but she wasn’t there anymore. She had gone into the house and he walked through the front room and down the long hallway.

She was in the master bathroom, which was hers now, and he was commanded to use the half bath in the garage.

The half bath now had the brushes and potions of his make up in it, and he would be terribly embarrassed if a friend came over and saw his make up.

Heck, if they saw him he would probably die of mortification.

“Yes?” he asked.

She was sitting at her vanity. She had a small box in front of her. It wasn’t very big, and it had just been opened. She was holding something that looked like a long foxtail in her hand.

She smiled at him. “Turn around, honey, and bend over.”

He blinked. What the heck? And what was that thing she was holding?

“This may take a moment, might hurt a little, but you’ll just hold your position.”

Bent over he couldn’t really see her, but he could feel her.

She moved her hands up to his cheeks and spread them, was doing something, later he would figure out she was coating something with lubricant, then she was pressing that something into his rectum.

“Ow! Hey!”

But she had told him not to move so he tried not to.

“Hold still, just moment.”

She wiggled the thing, turned it and corkscrewed it.

Slowly, pain turned to pleasure and he suddenly gasped.

Shortly after that whatever it was popped into him.

“Okay, dear. Check out the mirror.”

He stood up, and the foxtail brushed against the back of his legs.

He looked over his shoulder and turned and twisted, and saw the foxtail. It wasn’t until he looked in the full length mirror in the bathroom that he realized what she had done.

He was wearing a plug with a foxtail on it!

He looked out the bathroom door and saw her smiling at her vanity.

“But…but…”

“Yes, dear, it’s your butt. All pimply and silly looking. I figured it needed a little decoration.”

He turned, looking over his shoulder, caught his image int he mirror, and stared at his ass.

The tail hung down to the back of his knees, and it tickled.

He came out of the bathroom, walking gingerly, twitching when he felt the tail rub his legs.

“I can’t wear this?”

She stood up and confronted him.

“Honey, I own you now, and you will do what I say. You can leave, I can sue you, but if that was going to happen it would have happened already. So shush your mouth and learn to accept yourself as what you are.”

She was silent for a moment, then she smiled, took his arm and walked him out to the front room. As they walked, she spoke.

“Russ, dear, the best thing that ever happened to you was when I discovered your nasty, little secret. And I pledge to you, as your wife, that I will do everything in my power to satisfy you. Not as a man, but as a sissy. Dear, you have special needs, and fortunately for you I am obliged to accommodate them.”

They stepped through the back door into the sunshine.

“But…where is this going to go? When’s it going to end?”

He was so humiliated by the tail erupting from his rectum. He was so confused by the changes he was going through, and what she was doing to him.

Or for him.

She turned him to face her and held his hands. She looked into his eyes and spoke in a soft voice.

“Honey, your days as a man are over. From here on out I will be in charge. You will conduct yourself as a woman. We will get you some beautiful breasts. We will make you into a ladyboy…but one with big, old American ta tas. We will explore your fetishes, and you will learn a new way of life. Now, it’s already a done deal, but I don’t feel like listening to you whine, so I won’t you to say something now. Something that will seal the deal, help you realize that this is what you want.”

She stared at him, her green eyes glistening in the sun, her red lips so inviting.

“What about my penis?”

She snorted lightly.

“Honey, that’s my penis, and I will give it adventures, but your days of coming like a man, of being able to put it in any orifice you please and squirt your brains out…those days are, as I said, over.”

“But—“

She put a finger to his red lips and sealed them.

She whispered in a soft voice.

“It’s over, honey. And it’s time to move on. Now say the words I am about to say.”

“What words.”

“I do.”

He stood as if frozen. Tottering on heels, tasting his lipstick, feeling the tail brushing against the backs of his legs in the light breeze, and, while time seemed to be a bit slow, it wasn’t. It was just that his mind was fast, and he said: “I do.”

She kissed him gently, and said, “I know you do, dear. Now down on your knees and please me.”

So he knelt, and his red lips did their job, and she shook and shivered and sighed and experienced an awesome release.

END
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The Feminization Games

CHAPTER ONE

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

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

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

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

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

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

Swing and a miss.

Swing and a miss.

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

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

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

Leslie was up.

Swing and…CRACK!

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

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

And little old I strode out to the plate.

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

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

“Lois can’t hit anything!”

Strike.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But the game was basically over.

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

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

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

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

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

“Easy for you to say.”

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

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

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

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

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

A rude ‘what?’ An insolent ‘what?’

I said, “Let’s have a real contest.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I nodded.

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

“Yes,” I said.

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

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

We stood up and faced the men.

“Yes,” I said confidently.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

We all giggled, and our choice was decided.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Everybody looked a bit curious then.

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

“Whoo!”

“Wow!”

Catcalls and quick quips.

Then the guys went after Jim.

“Come on, Jim. You started this.”

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER TWO

“Lois, I can’t believe you did that!”

“What?” I asked sweetly.

“Embarrassed me like that.”

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

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

“Yeah, but you said it meanly.”

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

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

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

“You really think you can beat us?”

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

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

“Okay,” I acknowledged.

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

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

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

“High school is long ago.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You make me so fucking hot.”

He blinked and stared at me.

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

Oh, men are easy.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Baby,” he said lustfully.

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

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

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

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

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

“Baby…I’m…gonna…AHHH!”

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

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

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

“Wow!”

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

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

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

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

Boy, was I going to get my revenge.

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

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

“Why so soon?” asked Georgina.

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

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

We all smiled cheerfully.

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

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

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

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

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

“What about the foot race?”

“Who are our fastest runners?”

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

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

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

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

The girls looked at me blankly.

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

Man, the grins hit me then.

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

We all giggled.

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

We all looked at her.

“We might even win.”

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

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

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

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

He grinned. “This ain’t nothing.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah, but—“

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

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

“Hey…uh…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I kept working him as I chewed on his lips.

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

“Can you cum right now? Big guy?”

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

“Uh…uh….maybe…maybe…”

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

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

“AH…AHHHH…AH!”

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

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

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

WAR OF THE SEXES

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Lois, guess what?”

“What?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then Leslie called, and I got it.

It was game on.

It was root hog or die.

And it was going to be fun.

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

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

“What’s the grin for, Lois?”

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

My jaw dropped. “Are you serious?”

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

“Yes?”

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

“No problemo, Santa!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes.”

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

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

I nodded.

“Then, girlfriend, you’d better win.”

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

This has been the first two chapters from

The Feminization Games!
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