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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!
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Author’s Note

This is the conclusion of the Sissy Boy series. It will be available as a book in the near future. I suggest getting it in paperback. Books don’t crash.

In this installment Sissy Boy makes a deal with a drug dealer. It is, of course, a deal with the devil.

We also revisit Sissy Boy’s wife.

But I’m not going to tell you much more.

If you’ve read the earlier stories then you know how wild and wacky things can get.

Enjoy, and…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“Your name is officially Sissy Boy Garcia.”

Jesus Garcia handed Ace a passport, a driver’s license, and other documents.

Ace looked at the paper and blinked. Then he looked at Jesus. “Really?”

Jesus smiled.

“But…you gave me the name Sissy Boy.”

“That’s your name, right?”

Ace, now officially Sissy Boy, and Jesus sat in the living room of Jesus’s headquarters in Los Angeles. Brenda was sitting next to them, and she took the papers and examined them. Two body guard gangsters stood next to the entrance to the hallway. They held AR 15 style rifles and had pistols and knives in their belts.

“Yeah, I mean…no! My name is Ace!”

“We call you Ace and you show up on the law enforcement computers. They don’t got no Sissy Boy.”

“The prison system does, as an alias.”

“Already had a hacker take care of that.”

Sissy Boy nodded. He wasn't happy about his name, but…it was growing on him. “My wife wants to get me back. She wants me in prison.” He didn’t go further and explain that she had actually talked about castrating him.

“Guarantee, she wants my drugs more than she wants you. Besides, the people she gives me, she doesn’t want anybody to know about them.”

“What people?”

“Girls she’s done with.”

Ace…or Sissy Boy…said nothing. Everything clicked in his mind.

He had been arrested for drunk driving, speeding, and other things. When arrested he had been crossdressing, and he gone before the judge. The judge was his ex-wife. He figured she’d get him out of it, but she had sentenced him to a female prison, made him wear a chastity tube, and once imprisoned he found out that people like him were doomed. They were made into prison whores and sold for sex. And they never got out. When their sentences were close to over they would face a trumped up charge and their sentences would be doubled, or even tripled.

And now he knew what happened when women grew too old, or too sick. They were given to Jesus Garcia, flesh trafficker, and taken down to Mexico and…dealt with.

Made to work at one of the many drug factories, or given to the smugglers for playthings.

And that was what was going to happen to him. Him and Brenda, who he had escaped jail with.

“These are good,” Brenda marveled at the documents. She looked up at Jesus. “These say Sissy Boy is a woman.”

“Had to. Sissy Boy as a man might have shown up on the law enforcement computers.”

He shrugged, and lifted a glass of tequila and sipped.

Sissy Boy was still thinking about what happened to women when his ex, and the drug cartel, were done with them.

“So what is this plan for smuggling drugs?” Jesus interrupted his thoughts.

Ace came back to earth.

Brenda looked at Ace. “What plan? What drugs?”

Ace looked at Brenda, tried to talk through his eyes, to warn her to be cautious.

“Your girlfriend say she know great way to smuggle drugs. That’s something I’m always interested in.”

Both Brenda and the drug smuggler stared at Ace.

“Well,” Ace thought fast. He had a few ideas, and he had to present them quickly and in such a manner that Jesus wouldn't just take them out and kill them. He had to make himself and Brenda valuable to the trafficker. “There are several ways, one, and the most important, is that as United States citizens we can cross the border at any time. Nobody is going to ask two women what they were doing south of the border.”

Jesus raised a hand dismissively. “I have lots white girls to bring drugs across the border.  They get caught after a trip or two.”

“But we won’t get caught…” In his mind Ace was asking himself How? How? How?

“So how you not get caught?”

“Well,” searching, thinking, trying to figure his way out of this mess and…click. He remembered something. He remembered a short story by Alyce Thorndyke, ‘When Being Bad is Good.’

“Well, your girls get caught because they carry drugs on their body. In their shoes, under their wigs, in their bras.”

Jesus cocked his head slightly.

“I’ll carry them inside my body.”

Jesus blinked.

“I can’t do that many trips, but figure two gallons for each trip, I figure I can do a half a dozen trips…that’s a lot of drugs, a lot of profit.

“What do you mean ‘inside you?”

“In my breasts. I’ve got fake boobs.”

Jesus got a dreamy look in his eyes and tilted his head back and looked at the ceiling. It looked like he was doing the math in his head. Two tits, each tit a gallon, that’s two gallons, six trips…that’s twelvegallons of uncut heroin. Each gallon was a little over 8 pounds. That would be…100 pounds of pure profit. Street value would be…fourteen million dollars.

Jesus smiled.

Brenda: “Wait a minute!”

“Of course, when my run is done you should pay me a little something.”

“Why should I pay you? You are wanted.”

“According to you I am no longer wanted, but the point is that without incentive what’s to keep me from just going to the nearest ICE agent and turning myself in. But if you put some money in the bank for me, for when I’m done…besides, opening up my chest is dicey business. I’m probably only going to be good for six runs before my boobs give out, scar tissue builds up, my boobs get too weak to hold the drugs.

Jesus nodded. “I like it.”

“Good. How would you like me to do it for free?”

Jesus was laughing now. “Sissy Boy! You are amazing. How do I get you to be a mule for me for free.”

“Let me smuggle something on my own. Same time. No chance of being caught. I take all the profits for that.”

Now Jesus had a quirky look on his face. He had no idea what could be more profitable than heroin.

“And after my run is done…you can keep doing it. More profit for you.”

“What about me?” Brenda chimed in.

“You do nothing. This is going to be rough on the body. I never had tits, so I’m okay with it if I lose them.”

“But what if I want to do this?”

“You’re risking your body.”

“It’s my body.” And there was the challenge.

“Hey,” Jesus jumped in. “It’s up to the senorita if she wishes to make money.”

Ace leaned towards Brenda and ignored Jesus. Jesus didn’t seem to mind, he was entertained by all this, and Ace said, “Your boobs will never be the same.”

“What do I care? Think of the money.”

“So you’d give up your boobs for a few million.”

“Yep.”

Ace sat back. He was in deep thought, but outmaneuvered. Brenda would do whatever Brenda wanted.

“What is it you wish to smuggle?” asked Jesus, changing the conversation.

Sissy Boy smiled “Zolgensma.”

Brenda asked, “What the heck is Zolgensma?”

Before she answered, Sissy Boy turned to Jesus. “You belong to a cartel, or do business with a cartel, right?”

“Si.” His eyes looked careful.

“And that cartel, if I’ve seen my documentaries right, and read the newspapers right, help the people of their area. They see to sick kids, they help with schools, they support the community and use all the evil drug money to make sure that the communities are loyal.”

Jesus looked at her with lidded eyes. It was almost like he didn’t want to admit to a kind act.

“Zolgensma will help us help children here, in the United States. Badly sick children.”

“Go on.”

“Zolgensma is a gene therapy drug, it is a one shot deal for children with serious spinal issues. It costs over two million dollars a dose.”

Brenda almost spat out her tequila. Even Jesus was impressed.

“That means it is made for a million dollars. Everything is marked up 100%. So we score the drug outside the US, maybe even directly from the factories for one million, sell it for…two million dollars.”

Jesus remarked, “So you get rich off the backs of sick children.”

Ace shook his head. “No. The government pays for that stuff. Nobody can afford it, except for a few millionaires. So we deliver, we get paid, the children get well, and the government pays.”

Jesus made up his mind on the spot. “You figure this out, get me facts and figures. I’ll back you.”

Sissy Boy smiled.

Brenda said, “Woo.”

And Jesus said, “You know, I almost killed you.”

Brenda chose that inappropriate moment to say, “I’ll drink to that.”

Jesus looked startled, then he laughed, and laughed and laughed.

And they all clinked glasses and drank.

It took a couple of days to arrange everything, and those two days were pretty much a party.

Every day Jesus met with dealers, distributors, even manufacturers. And every day he poured libation after libation, and kept his troops and acquaintances pretty well oiled.

The bodyguard, a dozen muscled men with assault rifles and tattoos on their faces—a lot of inked tears falling from depthless eyes—didn’t drink.

As these soirees went on into the night Ace and Brenda were in attendance.

And the flies flocked around the honey.

Ace made it clear, as quickly as he could, that he was a man.

This didn’t seem to bother the men, or the women, that came to call. If anything, it made them more interested.

Ace was constantly groped, sometimes his boobs were grabbed right in the middle of a conversation, a group, a meeting. These men didn’t seem to care about manners.

So Ace made sure he made it obvious that he belonged to Brenda.

Brenda knew how to handle the men, and she was as hard as them. She laughed in their language, and if the talk turned to torture or death she just shrugged and went with it.

Ace had trouble with that. And he realized that he was a sheep running with the wolves. Or, to be exact, he was a regular guy running with homicidal maniacs. Serial killers. Mass murderers.

The second night they were there, in the wee hours after much partying and drinking, Brenda and Ace retired to Brenda’s bedroom. She closed the door on a mass murderer, who shrugged his shoulders and came back to one of the more amenable girls in attendance.

Ace hugged Brenda, and Brenda soothed him and brushed his hair.

“Thank you. Those guys are so scary.”

Brenda just smiled and took Ace to bed. She lay down and pulled his head between her thighs. They kissed and felt each other, and Ace brought Brenda to a thunderous conclusion.

Then, laying there, Brenda asked, “Did Jesus fuck you?”

Ace was laying in her arms, his head against her boobs. He nodded.

It was tough, because he was essentially admitting that he had been untrue, but what could he do?

Brenda was silent for a while, then she sighed and kissed him. She said, “Probably won’t be the first time.” Then she paused and stared at him, “Did you like it?”

Still honest: “Yes and no. I want who I love to be my choice.”

“Well, if I’m your choice, then I’ll take care of you.”

Two days later everything was set up.

Ace and Brenda were driven across the border in a big SUV. It was black and shiny and they felt like celebrities being chauffeured. The celebration ended in a little town right outside Tijuana.

They were driven into a shabby looking warehouse. The warehouse was guarded by Federales, the Mexican police, all decked out with riot gear and staring at a hostile world through dark glasses.

Inside the warehouse was a tent made out of see through plastic. Inside the tent was the operating room.

The doctors were quick and efficient. Neither of them spoke during the operations, they just made small incisions beneath the breasts and inserted large bags of white powder. They sewed Ace and Brenda up, washed their hands, and left.

Jesus wasn’t there, but his number one man, a fellow known simply as Arturo, was. He watched as Ace and Brenda washed up and got dressed. They each wore special brassieres, very supportive, to make sure their breasts didn’t…come apart.

Ace felt sick. The whole thing was too much for him. To have his body taken apart like that made him sick to his stomach.

Arturo watched him, and even spoke to Jesus on the phone.

Brenda moved in, however, and kept Ace going. She talked with him, wiped his face with a wet rag, massaged him, and settled him down.

In the end, though he didn’t feel well, he kept going.

He had to.

They got into the big SUV and headed back towards the border.

The border crossing was a very busy one. Hundreds of cars were lined up and waiting their turn.

In the limo Arturo handed Brenda and Ace two tubes.

“Okay, senoritas, do your thing.”

Inside the tubes was the Zolgensma. Million dollar pills inside tubes the size of small cigars. The tubes were flared, like a butt plug. Brenda pushed her tube into her pussy without a blink.

Ace needed her help to insert the tube into his anus. He knelt on the seat of the SUV and turned around. Brenda massaged his rectum, spoke soft words and smiled, and inserted the flared tube.

Arturo watched with interest. When Ace turned around and sat down he asked, “Would you like to be my friend?”

His friend. Which meant…his fuck.

Brenda sidled to Ace’s side and put her arm around him and glared.

Arturo merely nodded. “Hokay,” he said.

A short while later Ace and Brenda got out of the car. They walked towards the border crossing. They were laughing and swinging their purses. Just two girls coming back from a day jaunt.

They were inspected, their purses looked into, and the dogs sniffed at them, then they crossed into the United States.

They were picked up almost immediately by another SUV, and driven back to Los Angeles.

“Whew,” said Ace, taking the tube out of his ass. Brenda grinned and jacked herself with her tube for a minute, then popped it out. “It feels good to help children.”

Ace laughed. “And they paid you a million dollars to help those children.”

They sat next to each other and watched the land pass.

They arrived at Jesus place of business, the swank, little mansion just outside the ghetto that night. They handed over the tubes with the pills of Zolgensma in them.

The operation was quickly performed and the drugs were removed from their boobs. They were sewed up and went to sleep in the same bed.

It took a week for their boobs to recover from the operation enough to do it again. And another week and again, and so on.

Six trips and every trip went smooth as silk.

Six trips and they were done.

Ace awoke and stretched, gently. His boobs had been repaired, and quite well. In fact, they looked a little better—and bigger—than they had before he had started smuggling drugs.

Truth, he really liked having breasts. He liked the way people stared at him. Sure, it was just lust, but admiration always feels good. Sure, it was mostly males, but…admiration feels good.

And as long as he stayed near Brenda he was fine.

Brenda. What an interesting development. He was close to her. Was it love?

He didn’t think so, but she was a rock for him. She took care of him, and she was fun to be around.

He frowned.

The fact was that he still loved Roxanne. In spite of all the sex with other people, in spite of the fact that Roxanne had betrayed him, sold him, threatened to have him castrated…he had such intense feelings for her.

“Hey, Sissy Boy.” Brenda rolled over and hugged him.

He giggled and wormed into her grasp.

“We’re done,” he said.

“Yes, we are, and we’ve each got a few millions in the bank.”

They grinned and Ace slid down Brenda’s body and positioned his face between her thighs.

“Oh, yes. Millions of dollars, and this, too.”

Ace went to work. All the sex he had been forced to perform in jail and his tongue and jaw were strong and capable.

Soon Brenda was gasping and holding his long hair and pulling him into her crotch.

“Come on, you fuck,” she whispered lovingly. “Get me off!”

He pushed a thumb up her heinie and she jerked and he fisted her.

“Oh…oh!” she cried out, and she arched her back and erupted.

Ace smiled, waited for her to come down, then moved up her body to kiss her and hug her.

“Okay, Sissy Boy. Let’s see how you like it.”

Brenda was stronger than him, and she rolled him over and grabbed his chastity tube. She lifted and he made an ‘urk’ sound, then managed to get his knees under him.

Brenda liked to finger fuck him, but she liked to fist him more. She drove her fist deep, and Ace couldn’t think for the pleasure exploding in his anus.

Shortly he was squirming and arching and wiggling, a puppet on the end of her fist.

He was now able to have an orgasm on her fist. It had taken a few weeks, but they had explored and practiced, and suddenly he orgasmed. Hard.

Brenda waited, her fist in him as his muscles contracted, then slowly relaxed.

And for this moment in time, things for Brenda and Ace were just fine.

Rich, sexually compatible, and free.

But something was bothering Ace.

They entered the living room holding hands. Jesus was reading a Mexican newspaper. He put it aside when they entered and smiled at them.

“You poor Norteamericanos.” He shook his head.

“I feel pretty rich, thank you,” quipped Brenda.

“I am not talking about that. I am thinking that only a fool would read United States newspapers. Everything is lies.” He waved for the cook to prepare a couple more breakfasts. “If you want the news then you have to read foreign newspapers. Foreign newspapers,” he tapped the newspaper he had just folded and put down, “are critical. They tell the truth. Not the whole truth, but enough truth that you can figure out what is happening in the world.”

“I’m not going to argue,” agreed Ace.

“So what’s happening in the world?” asked Brenda.

He sighed. “Corruption. It’s hard for an honest businessman to do a good business with so much corruption in the world.”

“Is Mexico really more corrupt than the United States?”

He shrugged. “It’s a toss up. Take your ex-wife, Roxanne. She is bought, but she always wants more. She believes she should get all the money, and that we are all her peasants.”

Ace chuckled. “As I said, I’m not going to argue.”

Breakfast arrived and the conversation continued over a breakfast casserole. The aroma of the rich food was incredible, and Ace spooned into the casserole.

“My, God!” Brenda dug into her plate. “You eat well.”

Jesus gave a short lecture. “Eggs, sausage, salsa and cheese, a few herbs and spices, how you say…you can’t go wrong.”

They ate, and continued discussing the state of the world, and specifically one Roxanne Tilly.

“So how long has my wife been in…” he paused. “You know, I don’t really know what Roxanne does, outside of being connected with the prison whorehouse and…and you.”

“Oh, your wife is quite the entrepreneur.” Jesus took a big slug of orange juice.

She oversees, without being overly involved, the prison. She also sells drugs in the prison, again, through other persons. She sells me people when she is done with them, and she has set up a massive drug operation in Southern California, using the Riverside prison as the main point. She is now trying to go national.”

“How long has she been doing this?”

“Longer than me. Apparently she was, at one time, an inmate in the prison system.”

Ace stared at Jesus, who chuckled. “What?”

“How did she go from being a prisoner to being in charge?”

“Now see, that is the problem with you Norteamericanos. You don’t understand how corruption works. Everybody is corrupt. Everything is for sale. The police, your Federales, could shut the drug business down in a handful of days.”

Ace was starting to think now, but he was about to have his mind exploded.

“Did you think you were her first husband.”

Ace blinked and focused on the drug dealer. “What?”

Jesus’s smile widened. “She got her start by having sex with a guard in records. She managed, through sex and money, to get her record expunged. Then she bought her position at the prison. Nobody knows how to work the system like a convict. Every person arrested is considered for a position in her organization, willing or non-willing. She has constant  access to criminals, and that is her labor pool. If somebody is not amenable they have two paths.”

“What?” asked Brenda.

“Well, three, actually.”

“What?” Ace asked.

Jesus grinned. He loved sharing secrets. “First, if they know nothing, they get let go. Second, they are sold to me.”

“And third?” asked Ace.

“She disposes of them.”

Ace was flabbergasted. “You mean she kills them?”

Kill, dispose, what do these words mean?” Jesus shrugged.

They continued eating, but Ace’s mind was now in the stratosphere. He had been thinking, but Jesus’s words had started a massive revolution in his mind.

His wife was not just a bad person, she was a serial killer, a drug dealer, a human trafficker.

And if Jesus could be believed, and Ace thought he could, she had screwed and married herself into this position.

And he wondered: Did she marry me just to use me? Did she ever love me? Is she even capable of love?

And he started thinking.

Brenda and Ace left the hospitality of Jesus Garcia with an invitation to return any time they wanted. They had made him something like thirty million dollars, and opened up a whole new area of smuggling. Jesus had already recruited a dozen girls to run drugs with their boobs.

They went to a dealership and bought a Range Rover and began traveling across the country.

Ace was always amazed that he could do anything he wanted as Sissy Boy Garcia, and that he would have been arrested if he was revealed as Ace Johnson.

He marveled that he was accumulating crimes faster than a dog gathers fleas. He had started out with running a stoplight, speeding, drunken driving, fleeing and eluding, and the minor charge of fighting in jail.

But, since he had been incarcerated he had added escaping from jail, smuggling drugs and…he wondered if there was a charge for traveling under false identification. There had to be. A passport and license in the name of Sissy Boy Garcia? Had to be.

But, so what. As long as he was free as Sissy Boy he was free from arrest. He could travel where he wanted, do what he wanted.

Interestingly, he was not concerned with that. He was growing a specific plan, and that plan had to do with Roxanne Tilly, his ex-wife.

Sissy and Brenda drove along highway 10, meandering through Arizona, then New Mexico. They stopped whenever they wanted to see the sights. They stopped at old military forts, museums, even amusement parks.

They slept in the Range Rover. It had a tent that folded right out of the back, and they camped for free in parks and worked a little gas grill and ate well.

They entered Texas, and they thought it would never end. Mile after mile of dust and tumbleweed, plains and sky.

They angled up to Marfa and Alpine and saw the sights, including a roadside fancy shoe place called Marfa Prada that was actually an art project. No shoes for sale there.

And left Texas, almost exhausted with the size of the state.

Into Louisiana, a short stint in Mississippi, then Albama.

Finally, they turned left at Jacksonville, Florida, and 700 miles later they arrived at their destination: Washington, DC.

They were sated with history, and ready for a rest. They checked into a hotel outside the capital and became tourists.

For days they wandered through the capital. They spent several days examining the Smithsonian, and took every sightseeing trip they could.

And, finally, Brenda had had enough. “What are we doing?”

Ace smiled, “We are about to enter the business of corruption.

Washington, DC is the most corrupt country in the world. And for those who don’t know, it is its own country. It became such in 1871 through an act of congress. Terribly illegal, definitely against the constitution, but…hey, that’s corruption.

In a country where even the dog catcher can be bought off, the highest officials are even easier.

After all, they don’t have to worry about being arrested.

Ace and Brenda visited a couple of politicians and a bunch of bureaucrats. They spread money like it was free, and they made their deals.

They recorded everything on cell phones.

The politicians and the bureaucrats, when they did notice that they were being filmed, didn’t care. After all, nobody would arrest them, and the media would protect them.

They just took the money and promised they would deliver what Brenda and Ace wanted.

Of course, all this political corruption came with a price, and that price was sex.

Ace and Brenda were sitting with congressman Presser in a five star hotel, specifically the bar, and they were concluding their deal.

The congressman was drunk, but he wouldn’t be forgetting the deal. It was on video in case he needed to be reminded.

He said, “Well, that about does it.” He smiled, and it was obvious that there was something more.

Brenda cut to the chase. “Was there anything else?”

“Well, Rarely have I ever seen two such beautiful women.”

Ace snorted inside. He had gone through this with nearly every man he met. He pulled out the trans card. “Sorry, Senator, but I’m actually a guy. Not only that, but my dick is in chastity.”

The Senator wasn’t put off. “Really? I’ve always wanted to make love to a tranny.”

He was mildly insulting in manner, being somewhat of an elitist.

Brenda bristled, but Ace knew this was going to have to happen.

“Brenda?”

She frowned.

“I’ve got to do this. We’re close, and…”

In Ace’s eyes was the question.

Brenda didn’t like it. To be honest, she didn’t like Washington, and it was because she didn’t like the people there. Give her prison any day, with its good, old honest crooks.

Not these shyster, conniving, dishonest, lawyer crooks.

But she knew Ace wanted this.

And she knew that he was going to be leaving her.

Ace had his own agenda, and he would burn countrysides to accomplish it.

And he would fuck anybody.

She thought, what does a fuck matter, anyway? It’s just flesh. And they weren’t married, and even if they were, Sissy Boy had his plan.

“Okay,” she murmured, not wanting to, but knowing that this was necessary. It was necessary if she was going to keep Ace even for a while. He would fuck the congressman anyway, so…nothing else she could do.

That night Ace went to the Congressman’s hotel room alone. Brenda stayed behind and drank.

“Welcome, my dear.” The Senator threw the door back.

He wasn’t ugly, but he wasn’t handsome. A little grey in years, a little pouchy in the belly, showing the effects of liquor and hard living.

Sissy Boy walked in, and he was truly ravishing. He was wearing a skin tight dress that showed everything. His boobs were large, and the Senator could hardly contain himself.

The Senator offered Ace a drink, then went on the attack.

Ace was sad as he lay across the bed.

He had become a whore. He had actually become one while in prison, when he was sold by the head matron of his cell block.

But it was more than that. Heck, anybody can live with being a whore. It was the feeling of being used by a venal, corrupt demon. And that was the only way to describe the Senator.

The Senator slobbered on his tits, kissed him, and threw up his dress.

He handled Ace’s chastity tube roughly, marveling at it, and showing a mean side of himself.

“Doesn’t make you much of a man, does it.” It wasn’t what he said, it was how he said it.

But Ace had to make the deal. He got up on the bed on all fours.

The Senator had a short dick, but he managed to insert it.

It was miserable.

The Senator thought he was big and irresistible. He was neither.

He thought he was a good lover. He wasn’t.

He thought he was clever and tender and considerate. He was stupid and rough and brutal and downright vile.

In fact, the only good thing about the Senator was the fact that he was fast. He lasted all of thirty seconds.

Thirty seconds of in and out, rough and tearing, slapping Ace’s ass and laughing jovially, and unaware that tears were trickling down Ace’s cheeks.

Then it was over.

Ace kept his face hidden, turned out the lights so the slender could sleep, and collected his cell phone, which he had set to record everything, and left.

“How was it,” asked Brenda. She was drunk, too. But she wasn’t mean drunk. She was lovesick drunk.

Sissy Boy ran to her and grabbed her and hugged her.

Brenda slowly smiled, and hugged back, and started taking Ace’s clothes off.

Funny, the Senator had a skinny, little dick, which was thoroughly despicable. Brenda had no dick, and she used her fist, and she was ten times more preferable than the old goat.

But, that’s Washington.

Brenda and Ace left Washington and took the northern route back to Los Angeles.

Now that they had deals in the making they weren’t on vacation any longer. They still drove somewhat slowly, and they visited Mt. Rushmore, and then the Little Bighorn.

They stood at the monument to George Armstrong Custer and swore they could feel the ghosts of the men slaughtered there.

And Ace said he could feel the ghosts of the Indians, too.

They traveled through Montana and Idaho to Seattle, then turned left on Highway five. Towards the equator they drove, finally stopping in Los Angeles. And it was time to put their plan in action.


Part Two

Judge Roxanne Tilly lived in a mansion in a gated community. She couldn’t afford it on her salary as a judge. But she had married millionaires, and knocked them off, and had plenty of money.

She had enough money to afford hiding her money. Add to that the fact that she paid off IRS workers on a regular basis—damned government workers didn’t want to stay bought, she wished she had them in prison—and she was able to afford her big, modern mansion easily.

That night she arrived home in her Ariel Atom. It was an import from England, and very fast. It looked like a cage on wheels, weighed nothing at all, and was powered by a souped up Honda engine.

She drove it whenever she wanted, and didn’t worry about tickets. Heck, she owned most of the cops in Los Angeles, and if she didn’t, she certainly owned their bosses.

She went through the gate, ignoring the guard on duty there. She ignored all minimum wage workers, and just waited until they showed up in her court.

She drove into the garage and stopped. She got out and walked into the kitchen. She was naked under her judicial robes, but she wore good looking pencil skirt suits on the street. It emphasized her body and exhibited her sexual power.

Inside the kitchen she opened the bottom drawer of her commercial refrigerator. She took out a carton of Rocky Road ice cream and began eating it. In between spoonfuls she threw a carton of pulled pork into the microwave and pressed some buttons. Then she poured herself a drink, put the ice cream away, and got down to serious imbibing.

Roxane was an interesting woman. She presented an outwardly pious personality. The contradiction was her interest and dealings in all things criminal.

She had been a criminal once, but she realized there was more money, and crime, in politics.

She couldn’t get elected, however, with a criminal record. She could, however, buy herself into a bureaucratic position. Thus, she was appointed a judge. It took some money, and a lot of fucking, but now she was in charge of the prison system in Southern California.

And she controlled all the drugs in prison, and was expanding.

And she was in control of sex in prison, and even human trafficking.

Not bad for a country girl.

She finished dinner, poured more booze, and wandered through the house. It had been a long day and she intended to watch a little TV in bed, then go to sleep.

Every day was a long day, with all her activities, but it made her happy.

She climbed the stairs, circling to a balcony, then went down the hallway and entered her bedroom.

She sighed, put the bottle of bourbon down, and disrobed.

She was a good looking woman. Those good looks had paid off, big time, and she smiled. Then she went in and drew a bath.

The tub was big, and she hummed and held her hand under the faucet and waited.

She slid into the water, sighed as the warmth took her pussy, then her breasts. Maybe this was a good night to diddle herself. She really hadn’t had a good diddling since that asshole Ace had escaped.

What a fuck up that had been. She had had to scramble to change records and work the system in her favor. Eventually she had put the blame on the guard, Julie something, and she had gotten off scot free.

As she always did.

She closed her eyes and put her head back.

Where was Ace…Sissy Boy…now.

God, she wanted him back. Not for love, she didn’t believe in that, but for the total control she managed to exert over him. She—

“Hello, Roxie.”

Roxie splashed water as she sat upright.

Ace was sitting on the toilet, watching her. He was wearing shabby clothes, bad make up, and he looked worse for wear.

“How did you get in here?”

“I know the codes. You never changed them. I know where the key to the back door is hidden.”

For a long moment they stared at each other.

Ace’s heart hurt. He loved this woman, and she was breathtakingly beautiful.

Roxie wondered how she was going to get Ace back in prison.

“What are you doing here?” she asked.

“I’m tired of running.”

She withheld a snort. He wasn’t even good at running. How could he fuck that up?

“I want to make a deal.”

“What kind of a deal?”

“I want you to take me back. I want to be given a job in prison. A good one. I wanted to be guaranteed a release date. If I’m in there I can help you. I know you’re making a lot of money. You can make more. I know the structure, I know how it’s done. I can make you money.”

He saw her eyes change. From caution and even fright to avarice and greed.

She loved money more than she loved him, and that was for sure. Now the trick was to play his cards slowly, carefully, and reel her in.

Roxie sat in the warm water, and her mind was sharp. She had him. She could reassure him, fool him, and capture him.

Heck, she could even take him to bed tonight, get rid of that stupid chastity device, then betray him tomorrow.

God, she couldn’t wait!

Still, she had to appear suspicious, which was easy enough, and reel him in.

“So how would you make me money.”

Gotcha! he thought.

They talked for an hour, and discussed everything. Prison sex, drugs, human trafficking, how to corrupt the system and expand their interests.

Then Roxie invited him into the water with her.

Ace took off his shabby dress and his lingerie.

“You’ve still got that on,” Roxie said, looking at his chastity device.

Ace mumbled, “I grew to like it.”

Roxanne exulted. He really was an institutional type.

“The key is in my desk in my office.”

Ace went downstairs to her office, opened the drawer and took out a small, gold key. He brought it up to her.

She held the key, a smirk on her face. “I thought you would have ripped this thing off as soon as you got the key.”

“I want you to release me.”

“Symbolic.”

“I guess.”

Roxie watched his face as she inserted and turned the key.

Ace was surprised by how intensely he felt. The tube came off and his cock sprang out. It looked a little smaller, but it felt great. It was tender, though. His skin needed to get used to stretching again.

“Can you fuck me?” asked Roxie intently.

“I’ll manage,” he said. “But we have to take it slow.”

He stepped into the tub and then sank down. He crossed the spacious tub and sat next to Roxanne.

Roxanne couldn’t wait. Here was her bitch boy. Her Sissy Boy. She had used him and abused him, and it made her feel so powerful. Out of all the men she had fucked…he was the best.

She threw a leg over him and sat on him, his cock pressed against her flesh. She kissed him, and she loved the womanly feel of his plump lips.

“God, we have to make you up,” she gushed. “And these tits!”

She fondled his breasts, then lifted them and kissed the tips.

And Ace loved her, and he despised her, and he kissed her passionately.

Oddly, it was his asshole that throbbed.

He had a boner, but it felt small and inadequate. His asshole felt more than adequate.

Roxanne rose a bit, then settled down on him. His weenie entered her and slid through the heaven of her pussy.

Ace gasped. He hadn’t had his dick in anything for months. Then the big thrill waned.

Yes, he was fucking, and it was good, but he wanted anal. The result was that he couldn’t cum.

That didn’t stop Roxie. She rode him like he was a prize bull, rocking back and forth, twisting and tilting, making circular motions.

Ace loved the sensations, but…he was converted. The months of anal and no penis…he had changed.

Roxie suddenly dropped down, pressed against him, and began cumming. Her muscles locked up and her eyeballs rolled back, and she shivered.

Ace waited.

She opened her eyes. “You didn’t cum.”

He shook his head. “It’s been too long. I have to figure it out.”

Roxie laughed. She loved the fact that he was unable to squirt. She had made him this way! What power she had!

That feeling of power, which she thought was love, waxed, and she kept riding him, glorying in the fact that he was impotent, that he couldn’t cum.

Ace closed his eyes and let it happen. He didn’t care about cumming. He needed an ass fuck.

He opened his eyes after her second cum.

“Could you…do you think…”

“What?” She was in a daze of happiness. To get her favorite slave back. It was so great.

“Do you have that dildo?”

She blinked, and was, for a moment confused. “The dildo? Yes, but…what—“ She got it.

She grabbed his hand and pulled him out of the tub. “Come on, Sissy Boy. Let’s do you.”

He lay on her bed, dripping wet, and she retrieved the dildo from her dresser. Licking her lips, she greased Sissy Boy up, then pushed it into him.

“Oh…yeah!” he grunted, suddenly feeling the pleasure.

Roxie grinned and began working the dildo. She felt like this was a huge victory for her. She had her favorite ex under her, and she was reaming him out. She was fucking him, and she almost came just from the power she had.

Ace relaxed, and the sex act finally turned to his benefit. He couldn’t enjoy dicking his ex, but the feeling of the dildo in him was more than satisfying. He began to move his hips, to try and get more and more dildo action in his rump.

For long minutes Roxanne fucked Ace, but he still couldn’t cum.

Still, he managed to be drained, and he needed that.

He needed some kind of relief. He needed to be emptied, and he needed some sort of conclusion with her.

He had to experience this for closure.

Letting her fuck him didn’t just drain him of semen, it drained his emotions of love for her.

Oh, he would always love her, but now he could fight back. He could do what he had to do.

They slept through the night. They had fucked, but their bodies lay separate.

Roxie didn’t know what love was. Ace knew, and rejected her.

Still, it didn’t hurt to sleep, and he awoke refreshed and, curiously, freed.

They had breakfast, and in a way it was just like old times. Except it wasn’t. Underneath the surface they were both plotting.

Roxie plotted victoriously. Just wait until she got Ace in her courtroom.

Ace plotted sadly. He would be vindicated, but…to see the demise of a human being, one who he had once loved…it was bad.

“Got a new car,” confirmed Ace, looking at the Ariel Atom.

“I did. Hop in. I’ll give you a ride down to the courthouse.”

“And all I have to do is walk in and say I want to speak to you?”

“That’s it. We’ll bypass the police, we don’t have to get into everything. I can just send you back to the cell block.”

“And then you’ll get me put in charge and we can get down to business.”

Roxie nodded.

She started the car up and drove, quite recklessly, downtown.

She ran stop lights and waved to cops, who sat on their motorcycles and shook their heads.

She was speeding, which prompted Ace to observe, “This is what I was sent to jail for.”

She laughed. “You just didn’t know the right people.”

“I knew you.”

She glanced at him, her hair whipping back in the wind. “I’m sorry about that. I didn’t know you would be on my side, and, honestly, I was a little pissed. You were endangering my career, everything I had set up.”

Ace could have pressed the matter. He could have jumped all over her, but that was not the plan. He had to appear weak, a loser, able to easily be guided back into jail.

He could see the prison behind the courthouse as they drove down the hill into town.

She drove into the garage and parked in her space.

He got out, and waited.

She took him to the check in point and said to the several cops there, “She’s a criminal. Arrest her.”

Ace stood while they handcuffed him, and he looked at Roxie.

Roxie watched, a smile on her face, and said, “You’re an idiot. You’ve always been an idiot, and you’ll always be an idiot.”

He said, “I loved you…but I think that’s over now.”

The cops hustled him into the jail, and he walked along willingly.

Roxanne walked through the building and entered her chambers. She took off all her clothes and put her judicial robes on. She touched up her make up, brushed her hair, and grinned.

She had him. Nothing he could do. He was back in her custody.

And she fantasized. She thought she really should castrate him. That would change his personality a bit, make him more malleable, and that would be a kick for the people who bought him in prison. To fuck a man who had been castrated…what a thrill.

She waited for the bailiff to press the call button, and when the red light in her chambers lit up she walked through the little corridor to the court room.

She walked up to the bench and sat down and looked around.

Prisoners on the right, defense table on the left and prosecution on the right. The audience was large, larger than usual, but that was okay. People should have the right to see justice dispensed.

“All right, bailiff, what do we have today?”

The bailiff opened his mouth to speak, but words didn’t come out.

The doors to the court banged back and a dozen federal agents entered the room. They wore tactical gear, complete with assault style rifles.

Roxie’s mouth hung open for a second, but when they pushed past the gate she banged her gavel. “Order!”

But her orders had no effect. These feds had their own orders.

A lawyer type in a suit swaggered down the center aisle. “Roxanne Tilly! I have a warrant for your arrest!”

Cops mounted the bench and surrounded her. Rifles were pointed at her and one cop slapped cuffs on one of her wrists.

“You can’t do this! I’m a judge!”

The lawyer stepped up on the bench and read the charges. “Human trafficking. Drugs. Murder….”

Roxie saw Ace entering the room. She focused on him. His attitude, she couldn’t help but focus on him.

“You!”

“Hi, Roxanne.”

“What are you doing?”

“Taking over.”

The lawyer type finished his reading of the charges. He said, “This is Sissy Boy Garcia. The Honorable Sissy Boy Garcia. He has been appointed as special judge to take your place.”

“You can’t do that!” Roxie yelled. “His real name is Gerald Johnson! He goes by the name Ace. I was married to him.

The lawyer looked confused. “Him? He looked at Ace, who shrugged.

“Him! He’s a man! Look in his pants! Check his fingerprints! He was in jail here! I sentenced him myself!”

Ace murmured, “Delusional.”

“Okay, guys, take her away.”

Roxanne was dragged out of the courtroom. Literally. She refused to stand up and she kept screaming about men being women and how Ace was really a prisoner.

The lawyer from Washington turned to Ace. “That was weird.”

“Well, criminals, by virtue of being criminals, are insane.”

“You can say that again.”

“Nah.”

The lawyer grinned. “Go ahead and take the bench.”

Sissy Boy Garcia, once known as Gerald Johnson, alias ‘Ace,’ sat down in the judge’s chair. It was pretty comfortable. Of course, he needed robes, but…he pounded the gavel. “Court will come to order.”


Epilogue

Roxie stepped into the judge’s chambers. Sissy Boy was sitting at her old desk. He was wearing robes, and probably nothing underneath.

Brenda was sitting at the conference table, as was Jesus.

Roxie was a changed woman. She was hesitant to speak, and cautious in what she said.

Julie, the head matron for her cell block, had instilled some manners in her.

“Hi, Roxie, how’s it going. Would you like a drink?”

Roxie froze. This was too much.

“Brenda, make her a drink. Have a seat at the conference table.”

Roxie managed to cross the room and sit in a chair. Jesus and Brenda looked at her. Jesus was smiling, but Brenda looked a little angry.

Sissy Boy crossed the room and sat next to her.

“What’s going on?” Roxie stuttered.

“It’s simple. If we just beat you all the time…you’ll eventually talk to the feds. We can’t have that…you know too much.”

“But…”

“Let me explain it all, then you can object, or question, or whatever.”

Roxie closed her mouth.

Brenda had everybody’s drink filled now, and she pushed glasses around the table.

“Of course, you knowing too much, I could just turn you over to Jesus and he would give you a guided tour of a deep hole in the Mexican desert.

Jesus smiled and raised his glass.

“But I am opposed to unnecessary killed. Very wasteful.”

Brenda nodded.

“So, business as usual, except that women who don’t want to be in your little whorehouse will be excused. No penalty. And no woman will have her sentence extended. Further, we will set aside a fund for the women who work for us for when they are released. Jesus says he can also give them good jobs. Brenda will be available to help you.”

“Selling sex.”

“Of course. Now, we need more women in prison because of these changes, and that will be your job. You will be in charge of procuring women who wish to fuck. There will be a shortage in the near future, so you’re going to be a very busy woman. But when they realize they can make money for doing on the inside what they did on the outside, the shortages should disappear.”

Roxanne was staring, occasionally blinking, and her mind was stuttered to a stop.

“You had a lot of good ideas about expanding the business, and we will be coming to you for advice.”

“Will I get out?”

“Not in the immediate future. You have to get this thing going, and we have to be sure that you won’t be plotting against us. You’re too valuable a commodity to waste. Is there anything anybody would like to add?”

Brenda shook her head.

Jesus said, “Judge Roxie has always been difficult and, shall we say, greedy. I would like a show of faith that she will never be that greedy again.”

“What did you have in mind?”

Jesus stood up and lowered his zipper.

Sissy Boy looked at his ex-wife. “Up to you, Roxie. I won’t make you, but if you don’t join our little group and work hard…it can get very difficult in the cell block.”

Roxie considered all things.

A prisoner, but with hope, and maybe even a little money. The world had changed. Could she change with it?

And, what was one more dick?

She sighed and stood up and walked around the table to where Jesus was waiting.

Ace smiled at Brenda.

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
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