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    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.


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER THREE 
 
      
 
    Wednesday, and word was definitely out. I had friends I hadn’t talked to in years calling me up and wishing me well, telling me they were going to be cheering for me. 
 
    And Jim even got a few calls. His calls, however, weren’t as cheerful as mine. 
 
    “You better win, you bozo!” 
 
    “You better not let us down!” 
 
    That sort of thing. 
 
    After one particularly nasty call he came into the kitchen. I was sitting at the table clipping coupons. He poured himself a beer—mid-week, that was ominous, it showed how things were getting to him—and sat down across from me. His face was a like a thundercloud. 
 
    “You been taking grumpy pills?” I opened the conversation. 
 
    “Ahh, these idiots. I’m getting threats. I have to win for the honor of men everywhere. Don’t these guys know there are nine on a team? Plus a few reserves?” 
 
    “Yes,” I agreed, “I’ve been getting the same kind of thing.” 
 
    I lied because it made us equal. We were both suffering the same unfairness. I certainly didn’t want him to think that he was the only goat. He’s the kind of guy that would stand up and fight, and I didn’t want him fighting mad. 
 
    He calmed a bit, my strategy worked, and I said, “But, I have to say, all the talk is making me horny.” I spoke with a straight face and didn’t look up from my coupons. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I know, it’s stupid, but the idea that we might win.” 
 
    He laughed. The fool actually laughed. 
 
    “I know,” I continued, “it’s a silly idea, but even the idea of having a slight chance of winning against you guys, I have to tell you, I’m downright wet down there.” 
 
    Well, I could see the swagger in his mind, the pride, the…arrogance. 
 
    “But you won’t feel bad when we beat you?” 
 
    “No…no. I’ll take it like…a man,” I smiled at him. “Of course, if we win the lottery, then you have to promise that you won’t feel bad. This isn’t a big, grudge match, after all.” 
 
    Prideful Jim: “No, no. We’ll still be friends.” 
 
    “And you’ll still lust after my boobs and penetrate my little cave?” 
 
    I was deliberately talking dirty. Dirty talk always excites men, and I needed him to cum every night this week. So far I was batting a hundred per cent. 
 
    He grinned like somebody was kissing his ass, which, in a way, I guess I was. Heh, heh. 
 
    “Baby, I’ll fuck you any day of the week.” 
 
    “Every day, this week, you horny man.” 
 
    He laughed. 
 
    “And when we’re done, if, even the slightest chance, that we win, I promise to fuck you.” 
 
    We pinky shook on that, but I didn’t let go of his pinkie. 
 
    He looked at me and cocked his head. 
 
    “Can you fuck me now?” 
 
    “I can fuck you anytime,” he boasted. 
 
    I swept the coupons off the table with one arm. “Prove it.” 
 
    He stood up. 
 
    And I ran for it. 
 
    He took off after me. 
 
    “Rape, rape!” I laughed, leading him through the house. 
 
    “Oh, I’m gonna rape you all right!” 
 
    I tossed my blouse back at him, right in his face. He brushed it off and sped up. 
 
    I rounded the corner, breasts bouncing in my flimsy bra, to the hallway and circled back to the kitchen. He almost had me, but I wanted him breathing hard. I wanted him to work for it. I wanted him to catch me like a man, and then he would be even more agreeable to the rewards. Heck, a man chasing a woman ALWAYS makes the man hornier than Pan blowing pipes. 
 
    Round and round we met. I pushed a chair in front of him, he leaped over it and slowed, and then, him having tried hard enough, I pretended I didn’t know it when he reversed course and waited to ambush me when I circled through the kitchen. 
 
    “AH HA!” He grabbed me around the mid section. 
 
    I squealed in frightful delight. I turned in his arms and beat on his chest with my fists. Gently, of course. Pressing my tits up against him. 
 
    “Come here, woman!” 
 
    He held me with one hand and managed to get my bra off. 
 
    “Not my boobs!” I yelped, covering them with my free hand. 
 
    He laughed, unbuckled my belt and pulled my pants down. 
 
    I was only mock struggling, pressing my body against his crotch. 
 
    “Oh, you beast!” 
 
    He laughed, and I was naked. 
 
    I leaned back and he moved his head down and started suckling me. 
 
    “Oh,” I said, not mocking anything now, feeling the heat in my nipples. “You brute.” 
 
    “Eat, too, Brutus,” he mumbled around a mouthful of my tit. 
 
    I grabbed his head and held him to my breast. After a moment I snaked a hand down and managed to grab his snake. 
 
    “How you gonna do me when you’ve got your trouser snake is wearing trousers?” 
 
    Still holding me, and with a little ‘inadvertent’ help from me, he soon lost his pants. And his underwear. And his shirt. 
 
    “Well, if’ you’re really going to make me do this…” I dropped to my knees and gobbled him up. I had hoped to give him another blow job, but it was not to be. 
 
    “Knock that off,” he growled, lifting me to my feet. 
 
    “Please, sir, don’t rape me! I’m a virgin pledged to another!” 
 
    “I’ll give you some lessons then.” 
 
    I went limp. My ultimate ploy. “Oh, the shame!” 
 
    He laughed and started to lift me. 
 
    I moved this way and that, and wiggled out of his grasp. 
 
    “You bitch!” He picked me up, he was strong, and he carried/dragged me down the hallway. 
 
    “Help! Police!” But I wasn’t being too loud about it. At the door to the bedroom I managed to grab his balls, and something wild happened. 
 
    He stopped, and his face grew red. “Hey!” 
 
    But I had felt it. I had felt the power. “Oh, ho. So the raper doesn’t want to get raped.” 
 
    “Let go,” he was gasping for breath and he reached for my fingers. 
 
    “Oh, no,” I snapped, and I moved my hand and gave a little squeeze. “Up on your feet, big guy.” 
 
    And, amazingly, he did! He stood on his tip toes and gulped and it was amazing and made me feel so damned powerful and…horny. 
 
    I’ve always liked sex. And I always really sex with Jim, but we had never played this game: me being in charge. 
 
    Yes, I wanted to be in charge. My manipulations about the games were proof of that. 
 
    “Let…go!” he squeaked. 
 
    I threw him on the bed. Well, I threw his balls, and he followed, but I didn’t let go of him. 
 
    “Geezus!” I whispered, as I climbed on top of him. “This is making you really hard. you feeling fucking huge!” 
 
    “No…yeah…uh.” 
 
    My manly hubby had a soft spot for a woman taking charge. Oh, this was juicy! My mind filled with scenarios for after we woman won the game, and then I squatted over him. 
 
    He was pulsing, helpless in my grip, his face redder than red—he made a tomato look pale—and then I slid down the fire pole and into the fire. 
 
    I grunted and groaned. I smacked his balls. I squeezed my tits, and I…I raped him! 
 
    I know, women can’t actually rape men. 
 
    Well, I guess they can, but him being thrown on the bed like a squaw, the way I had controlled him, he was fodder and nothing but. 
 
    And here is where it got really good. I thought it was going to take an hour tonight. I had already ‘harvested’ him every night since the baseball game, but it only took a few minutes. In fact, I barely popped my own cork when he was grunting and bucking and spewing his seed. And he spewed a lot. Much more than some fellow who’s constantly being emptied should. 
 
    My hubby liked it when I forced myself on him. Apparently, there was a bit of the victim in Jim, a bit of the submissive. 
 
    And I collapsed on him, gloried in my power, and made my evil plans for the next few days.               
 
      
 
    Thursday, and I knew, when he awoke, that my plan was working. His eyes didn’t have the sparkle, he was being drained of his energies. Me and my wonderful pussy were winning. 
 
    “Hey, hon,” and he kissed me, then looked around the kitchen, wondering what he should make for breakfast. 
 
    “Here,” I pushed a bowl of oatmeal in front of him. 
 
    “Oh,” he sort of wanted protein. Bacon and eggs. Energy for my nightly sappings. 
 
    “It’s healthier for you. I’ll put a few raisins in it for you.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” And the sap was so sapped he didn’t even complain! He just sat down and waited for me to shake a few raisins out of a box. 
 
    “I put extra honey in it. I want you strong enough to please me tonight.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “Do you know how good it was last night? I swear, your penis is getting bigger.” 
 
    He smiled, guys are easy, I think I’ve said that, and took a bite of mush. 
 
    I sat down next to him and rubbed his thigh. He smiled some more. 
 
    So I rubbed his dick. 
 
    “Oh…” and I think he would have actually removed my hand, but it felt so good. 
 
    “Yes, definitely bigger.” 
 
    He smiled, just a tiny tinge of excitement there. 
 
    “But you know what would really make it bigger?” 
 
    He cocked his head slightly. “Huh?” Got his interest. 
 
    “If a miracle takes place and we women actually beat you guys.” 
 
    “Huh!? How would that make me horny?” 
 
    “Can you imagine your nails all painted red?” 
 
    I couldn’t believe it. I was just priming him, but his dick suddenly jerked! And it jerked big. 
 
    “Ha! Your lie detector never lies!” 
 
    “No,” he protested. 
 
    I held his dick and looked into his eyes. “Red nails. A half inch longer than your fingers. Shiny red…” 
 
    His dick actually danced in my fist. 
 
    “You can’t…” 
 
    “Dickie doesn’t lie. Let’s try a few more questions.” 
 
    He didn’t want to. He started to push my hand away, but I wouldn’t let go. I think he wanted to find out…there was a truth here. 
 
    “Matching lipstick.” 
 
    Fuck! His dick THROBBED! 
 
    “Garter belt and nylons.” 
 
    His face was getting glazed then. His dick was taking over, his mind was stopping. 
 
    “Full make up and a wig.” 
 
    And he actually started to drool pre-cum! 
 
    “Jim. My kinky, little bitch,” I whispered into his ear. “I want to dress you up and have you go down on me. I want—“ 
 
    He squirted. 
 
    Now he was flustered. It wasn’t a big squirt, but it was definitely a squirt, and he couldn’t deny what caused it. 
 
    And, he was drained of a few more drops, sapped of that much more energy. 
 
    “Shit!” he stood up, his face red. 
 
    “Honey,” I stood up and pressed close to him. 
 
    “I need to change my pants.” He wanted to get out of there. He needed to come to grips with what had just happened. 
 
    “Okay,” and I let him go. Intuitively, I knew I needed to back off. What he had done, it was a corner turned, and I knew his mind was quaking and shaking with the import of it all. 
 
    He walked down the hallway, quickly, and turned into our bedroom. 
 
    I sat back down at the table and thought about it all. And I was hot. In fact, that was probably the real reason I let him go so easily. I felt this slippery, slidey warmth between my thighs. 
 
    My Jim had secret desires. Maybe that was why he was such a hard charger. He was trying to make up for his feminine side. He was proving his manhood. 
 
    But what would happen if he, instead, proved his womanhood? 
 
    It was almost too delicious to think about. Almost. 
 
    “I have to go.” He rushed back into the kitchen and intended to make an escape to the garage and get the heck out of Dodge. 
 
    No way I was going to let him do that. I ‘tackled’ him at the door. I hugged him and held him, and I made him feel like a man. “Hold me.” 
 
    He did, but I knew his mind was flustered. 
 
    “Jim, I love you.” 
 
    “And I love you.” 
 
    Then, I don’t know why I said it, I hadn’t intended to, I had intended to back off, but I said, “Manly man or girly girl. You’re my always.” 
 
    He locked up for a second. I could feel his muscles tighten up. But I held on, and, slowly, he relaxed. On retrospect I think this was a big step. And the funny thing was that I hadn’t planned it, it all just happened sort of natural. 
 
    “Okay, big guy, off to work. And remember…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You just got off…tonight is my turn. If you have any of that good juice left in you.” 
 
    “I got plenty of juice!” But there was a bit of doubt in his voice. 
 
      
 
    Come Friday we had another meeting of the girls. Same place, Rockwell Malt Shop. We perched in the vinyl booths and moved out milkshakes around on the formica table tops, and we giggled. 
 
    “So how’s it going?” I asked. 
 
    Leslie laughed. “Tim doesn’t know what hit him. Why, if this keeps up he might even think I love him.” 
 
    “And Bob,” chipped in Georgina, “Bob is sure he went and died went to heaven. Every night he gets to sample my pussy, and it is a mighty fine piece of ass, if you want my own personal opinion. 
 
    We all hooted her, then I said: “You know an interesting thing happened. I told Jim I was going to paint his nails when we won…and he got harder than my high school algebra teacher’s head.” 
 
    We chuckled, and then Georgina explained it all. “Psychiatrists used to say that women had penis envy. They wanted to be like men, but we know the truth?” 
 
    “We do?” I asked, then: “Oh, yeah. We do. What is it?” 
 
    “Boob envy.” 
 
    We girls all looked at each other. 
 
    “I’m serious. You find me a man, especially one who likes tits, and I’ll show you a man that wishes he had his own set.” 
 
    Well, we hemmed and hawed about that, but it didn’t take much to convince us. Seems like all the girls had experienced things like what I experienced with Jim.  Tim had put on one of Leslie’s bikinis one day,  for a joke, and she almost couldn’t get it off him. He ran around the house acting like a monkey, and she had to chase him down and almost club him on the head to get her bikini back. 
 
    And Tom found one of Charlene’s bras in his drawer one day, strictly by accident, and he ran around with socks stuffed in it for almost a whole afternoon. 
 
    Then, our ruminations and realization winding down, Georgina said: “You know, I wish I had gotten Bob to do a week thing, like Lois.” 
 
    The other girls nodded. 
 
    “Well,” I said, “I can make that happen, but you sluts will really owe me.” 
 
    They were all over me then, asking what I was going to do, but I kept my mouth shut. It was going to be a big surprise, and that’s the way I wanted it.


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER FOUR 
 
      
 
    Game day dawned, and I woke Jim up early. Well, of course. I had been denying myself all week, and he had been getting drained. I had all the energy of a horny teenager, and he had none. 
 
    “Get up!” I pulled the covers off him.  
 
    He groaned and moaned and rolled back over. So I tickled his feet. 
 
    He flopped around and tried to avoid my quick hands. “Lemme sleep some more!” 
 
    “None of that, bozo. We need to get ready. Got to get to the park, make sure we have a ticket taker, enough beer, maybe even some high heels. 
 
    He perked at that. I could feel his interest come awake. 
 
    Heels. He had been asking all week, and I had told him I had bought him a pair, and he wanted to see them. 
 
    “Where are they?” 
 
    “I have them in the trunk. All the shoes are in the trunk. You can try them on at the park.” 
 
    So he got up, his mind buzzing with curiosity and, dare I say it, boob envy? 
 
    Sure, I know it is shoes and not boobs, but in a way it makes sense. Boobs or shoes, my little Jimmy wanted to experience what it was like to be a woman. 
 
    But, he didn’t get all the way up. I attacked him. With bosoms and vagina I attacked him. I tackled him and threw him back in bed, then I bullied him, tickled him, latched on to his manhood, and, finally, plunged down on him. 
 
    God, he was tired. For a few minutes I didn’t even think I could get him hard, but me being the woman I am, I did it. 
 
    Then, after exhausting my mouth, and then my pussy, on him, I didn’t think he was going to cum. 
 
    But, contorted around so I could fuck him and jam a couple of fingers up his little brown chute, he finally let loose. 
 
    Surprisingly, it wasn’t a bad squirt. A good couple of tablespoons. But it wasn’t as much as he had produced earlier in the week, and now he looked like death warmed over. He had big, black bags under his eyes. His eyes were bloodshot. His skin actually appeared sallow, pale, and he moved listlessly. 
 
    Mush. No protein for him. Heck, if he wanted protein he could eat his own cum. I know I had swallowed enough of his this last week. 
 
    Finally, we hopped in our daring Chevy sedan and motored to the baseball park. 
 
      
 
    People were already showing up. Kids were running around in the field, getting in the way of the umpire making lines. Husbands and wives were sitting on the high seats, arms spread against the fence and taking in the sun. A gaggle of businessmen, our corporate sponsors, were over in right field laughing and joking. 
 
    “Lois! Give ‘em hell!” somebody shouted from the stands, and I gave a wave. That’s when the rest of the team saw me and called to me.  
 
    “Later, big guy,” and I gave Jim a quick peck on the cheek. 
 
    He tried to kiss me back, but he was so tired he was slow, and I trotted over to our team. 
 
    Hugs all around, and then we surreptitiously studied our hubbies. 
 
    “Man, they are a tired bunch,” observed Leslie. 
 
    “They won’t be so tired when we win and they are the ones getting denied.” 
 
    We all laughed. 
 
    “Say, look at the stands,” I said. We all did, and it was obvious what was happening. The stands behind our dug out was getting packed with women. A few men, but even these ended up getting rejected and wandering over to the other side of the stands. 
 
    We still had an hour to go, and the stands, just in the time it had taken Jim and I to walk in from the parking lot had almost filled. And the noise! The women were there and ready to cheer. 
 
    Annette showed up, greeted us, congratulated us for winning, winked, then sauntered over to the corporate sponsors. 
 
      
 
    The men were beat, and they looked it. They either sat in the dug out, elbows on knees, heads actually hanging, or they threw the ball listlessly back and forth, like it was a balloon and they didn’t want it to pop. 
 
    Finally, Bob came over. Like Jim, he had dark circles under his eyes, and he asked us, “What about the shoes?” 
 
    “No problem,” I chirped, and I leaned down and opened an equipment bag and dumped a collection of high heels onto the ground. 
 
    Everybody in the stands were watching, and there was a big ‘ooooh!’ and the fun started. 
 
    “Well, which are whose?” asked Bob. 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know. I didn’t know they were all loose like that.” Of course I did. 
 
    Bob called the guys and they came over and started digging for shoes, and they had no idea what they were looking for, not that it would have helped them. 
 
    We wives had gotten together and bought shoes that would be a size too large, and a width too tight. These puppies were going to be falling off because they were too loose, and the balls of the feet were going to be all squinched. And they were all the same color, black, and the men had to figure out which shoe paired with which shoe. 
 
    Oh, it was funny. The men, all tired and beat, sat on the ground and tried on high heels. A couple of them got the right size, which meant that others got shoes that were two sizes too large, or small, so they had to beg their team mates for their shoes, and suddenly the ump came over. 
 
    “You guys and gals all ready?” 
 
    “You betcha!” yelped us happy girls. 
 
    “No,” glumped the sour guys. 
 
    “But we didn’t insist or get pushy. We even sat down and acted like we were trying to help. Heh. 
 
    Finally, all the guys had on shoes that sort of fit, but not really. And they began standing up and trying them out. 
 
    To watch a man, with all his preconceived notions about women’s wear, try out a pair of high heels was hilarious. They tottered, they tripped, and they fell. The heels were too high and the men complained that it was like standing on the side of a hill. 
 
    Jim stood, knees quivering, on 5 inch heels and stared down. “The others weren’t like this.” 
 
    “I didn’t know,” I sympathized. “The other girls did most of the shoe picking.” 
 
    “Well, it hurts. And it feels like they’re going to fall off.” 
 
    “Don’t worry. You’ll get used to them real quick.” 
 
    And, one by one, the umpire trying to get them to hurry, they staggered across the infield. 
 
    Finally, the men sitting in the dug out and already rubbing their feet, the umpire said the magic words, “Play ball!” And the crowd cheered. 
 
    I would love to give you a pitch by pitch rundown of the game, but I’m no professional ball player, and it would take too much time, and I’d probably confuse you. But I will say that the girls’ strategy was paying off. 
 
    Each inning the guys tripped and stumbled, swung and missed, fouled, even went out on strikes. They staggered down the baseline, their ankles wobbling this way and that, their knees knocking in or bowing out, and the ladies in the cheering section hooted and howled and had the tine of their lives. 
 
    Each inning one or two of us girls would get a hit, round the bases, and cross the plate. 
 
    The ladies’ cheering section erupted with howls and cheers and catcalls. 
 
    The men’s cheering section found nothing to cheer about. 
 
    Tim, poor boy, sprained his ankle. It wasn’t bad, but he was limping, and he was their only pitcher. So he slowed down and we got even fatter pitches, and bigger hits. 
 
    Bob kept losing his shoes when he was running. No joy there. 
 
    And Jim kept rubbing his feet and giving me dirty looks. Poor boy. 
 
    By the 5th inning the score was 12 to 3 in favor of the ladies. Softball being a six inning game we only had one inning to go, and the boys were up first. If they didn’t get 9 runs they were going to lose, and they knew it. 
 
    Oh, they tried to put looks of determination on their faces, but they had been foiled. They couldn’t walk right, let alone run. Their feet hurt and their ankles were turned, and on top of that they were all exhausted. Drained. Sapped. Heh. 
 
    Then, finally, the torture was over, and you never saw such a glum bunch of losers. They sat in their dug out and barely looked up as their last three men got thrown out at first, one, two and three. 
 
    We ladies stood up and went over and congratulated them on a fine game. We hugged them and even kissed them, and told them they were great sports. 
 
    Annette took over the announcer’s booth and told the crowd we had made almost a hundred thousand dollars. She thanked the corporate sponsors, who came out and waved and were cheered, then she announced the other contests. 
 
    “Now then, ladies and gentlemen, we have two more contests to hold before we call this day over. First up, the ladies have challenged the men to a wrestling contest. Will the men send forth their champion?”
A couple of fellows were dragging mats out to the infield and arranging them. 
 
    Bob stepped forth. He had taken off those them durned shoes and looked pretty solid as he strode out to the mats. 
 
    “And ladies, will you send forth your champion.” 
 
    Janice had run to the changing room and returned in a robe, and she stepped out of the dug out to a massive swell of cheers. 
 
    Bob was dirty and bedraggled and looked like he hadn’t had a good night’s sleep in a week. Which, I knew for sure, he hadn’t. 
 
    Janice, on the other hand, looked fresh and rested. She hadn’t played much, had saved her strength, and she was wearing MMA trunks and sweat shirt. 
 
    More cheers. 
 
    Bob blinked. I could see it all the way over from my place in the girl’s dug out. He knew that something was up. 
 
    Bob stepped onto the mat and tiredly waved one hand at the smattering of cheers. 
 
    Janice stepped onto the mat, pulled off her sweat shirt, and the crowd went wild. She looked every inch an MMA champ, and she did a few jumping jacks, ran around the mats, and raised her clasped hands to the crowd. 
 
    The umpire stepped forth. He was one of the high school coaches, the wrestling coach, actually, and he had a grin on his face. He talked for a moment, asked if each side was ready, and when they were, he dropped his hand and stepped back. 
 
    Bob crouched. 
 
    Janice raised her hand towards his face, and when he blinked and raised his own hands to guard, she rushed under his guard, grabbed both his legs and did a double leg takedown. 
 
    Bob hit hard. His breath woofed out of him, and Janice somersaulted over him, grabbed an arm, and pulled it back. 
 
    Oh, I could feel it from the dug out. The way Bob’s arm stretched, the way the tendons screamed for mercy, the sound as he tapped his shoulder and yelled, “Okay!” 
 
    Less than ten seconds. There wasn’t a sound for a second, then the ladies’ section erupted in a mighty cheer. Loudest cheer of the day. 
 
    Janice stood up, offered a hand to Bob, and Bob, good guy, allowed himself to be helped, then shook her hand, then even gave her a hug. 
 
    The guys in the dug out weren’t so well disposed. 
 
    “Fuck!” 
 
    “You see that?” 
 
    “Shit!” 
 
    Curses filled the air. Nothing mean, but not exactly family friendly. 
 
    But they cooled down fast. And they looked at each other, and they knew they had been beat. Skunked, really. Two games to one. And they even had an inkling of how we had out strategized them, beaten them at their own games. 
 
    Then Annette began announcing the last contest. 
 
    “Ladies and gentlemen! Let’s have a hand for these great sports.” More cheers. 
 
    Then: “Hold on, I have just been told something…I can’t believe it…I have just been told, corporate sponsors are so pleased with this wonderful charity event, they have offered to double their contributions…” 
 
    Wild cheers. The men in suits, sitting in their own section, waved their hands. 
 
    “…but, there is a condition.” 
 
    Oh, the looks on the guys’ faces. They were beat, and tired, and wanted to go home and soak, and now this. They looked at each other in confusion, none of them knowing what was about to happen to them. 
 
    The crowd went silent. 
 
    “If the men win they get the reward they were originally promised. Five football games, with the ladies waiting on them hand and foot.” 
 
    “Since the women have already won, is there anything else they would like to win?” 
 
    Quickly we huddled and pretended to talk, in truth, we were all ready and primed. Finally, we broke our huddle and Georgina trotted over to the stands and made her way to Annette. She whispered in the older lady’s ear for a moment, and Annette pulled her head back and stared, like she was really surprised. 
 
    “No!” 
 
    Georgina nodded. 
 
    Annette gripped the mike and turned to the crowd. 
 
    “I have never heard of anything like this, but one of the husbands has made a side bet with his wife. He agreed that she could dress him like a woman for a week. What the Ladies wish is for all the husbands to enter into that agreement.” 
 
    I have said the crowd went wild, but it was nothing compared to now. It was a battle of the sexes, and it was coming to a conclusion, a deep reaching conclusion. 
 
    At first the men shook their heads. 
 
    Annette, however, kept talking low, telling them how many Wounded Warriors they could help, what a great thing it was they were doing, and how the town would be so proud of them. 
 
    The men kept shaking their heads, but I saw the crack. Jim, bless his manly heart, said, “No way they can beat us again.” 
 
    Slowly, the tide turned.  
 
    “No. They can’t win.” 
 
    “It’s not like heels!” 
 
    “Heck, anybody can run in a skirt!” 
 
    And, “We could walk away winners.” 
 
    Finally, the men came around. 
 
    “Okay, ladies and gents, a big hand for the men, and let the races begin!” 
 
    The mats had been put away. It was a short race, three men and three women, from the third baseline across the infield to the line between first base and second base. 
 
    Georgina, Leslie and I took off our heels, put on athletic shoes, and pulled on pencil skirts. And, lucky men, we had three pencil skirts ready for them. 
 
    The men went into the dug out and took off their pants and put on the skirts, and suddenly realized the depths of our infernal plots. 
 
    A pencil skirt is tight at the knees. In fact, you can only run by keeping your legs straight and swinging your legs from the knees down. 
 
    We ladies were used to that. We were good at that. We could even run in pencil skirts while wearing high heels. The men weren’t prepared for this at all. And if that wasn’t enough, there was one, last little detail that I had thrown into the mix, and it was hidden in the rules. 
 
    The ump, Annette at his elbow, went over the rules. “No losing shoes, which didn’t matter because we were no longer wearing high heels. No ripping the skirts to get better stride. Any part of the body crossing the line first constitutes a win. Do you understand the rules.” 
 
    We did. 
 
    A lanky fellow named Ed lined up against Georgina on the third base line. They were both tall, and Ed looked like a long distance runner or something. The crowd was hushed, the umpire blew his whistle. 
 
    It was a close race. Ed jumped into the lead, and held it almost the whole way. His feet twinkled like a ballet dancer’s, and it looked like he would cross the finish line first, but Georgina managed to squirt past him at the last second. 
 
    Leslie and Tom were second, and Tom was just a natural athlete. He figured out the method of running and put his all into it, and he tripped and managed to win by a literal nose. The dust rose and the crowd cheered, and it was one up. 
 
    That left Jim and I. 
 
    Jim, who had started this whole thing a week previous with a simple, mean comment. Tell the truth, I thought we ladies would simply outrun the guys, I hadn’t figured that the whole thing would hinge on me versus Jim. 
 
    The crowd was quiet, everybody knew we were married, and the affair took on even greater depth. Not just man against woman, but man against wife. Who would win? 
 
    The umpire blew the whistle and we were off. 
 
    Jim had a slight lead, but he couldn’t keep it. He was awkward in the skirt, and I was not. I sailed over the ground, smooth as silk. A greyhound. 
 
    Then Jim blasted past me like a locomotive. His arms were churning, his legs were stretching, and he crossed the finish line a good three seconds before I did. 
 
    Oddly, there wasn’t a big cheer, more like a collapsed cheer. Like the wind had gone out of the sails of the crowd. 
 
    The umpire raised Jim’s hand, and he howled like a drunken wolf. Until I tapped the ump on the shoulder and pointed at Jim’s skirt. 
 
    He had ripped it. The whole seam was burst, and that was why he had been able to stretch his legs, and it was breaking the rules. 
 
    The ump bent down and fingered Jim’s skirt. 
 
    Jim looked down, confused, not understanding. 
 
    The Ump put Jim’s hand down and raised mine. 
 
    Suddenly the crowd cheered. People were jumping on the stands. Such an uproar. 
 
    Annette was right there to clarify the proceedings, and there it was. Victory. With cheers and hollers, and it felt so good. 
 
    In fact, I probably shouldn’t tell you this, but I had a little mini-orgasm when my hand was raised. And I looked at Jim, who was crestfallen and despaired and couldn’t quite wrap his mind around the whole thing. 
 
    Man, was I going to make him up. 
 
    Oh, and one other thing, why did Jim’s skirt split? Because sweet, little old I took a pair of scissors the night before and picked out most of the stitches on that seam. 
 
    I told you I was a conniver.


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER FIVE 
 
      
 
    “Mrs. Camden, Lois, how does it feel to be victorious on such a fine day?” 
 
    I was being interviewed by Johnny Eagleton for the local radio show. The field was crowded with people, but somehow I had been pushed into the dug out where he had set up. 
 
    Actually, the girls pushed me there. Somehow I had become the unofficial spokesperson. 
 
    “How much did we raise for Wounded Warriors?” I countered. 
 
    Annette stuck her head next to mine, “We broke a quarter million!” 
 
    “Oh, my God!” I actually squealed, and to Johnny I yelped,  “I feel victorious.” 
 
    “And how do you feel about the men’s team?” 
 
    “They are a great bunch of guys, real good sports. I mean, they’re going to be pretty embarrassed this next week, but—“
“So you are really going to make them dress as girls.” 
 
    By this time a couple of men had been maneuvered over to the interview. Jim was standing just a couple of feet away, and he was watching me. His face was priceless. His mouth was a moue, his eyes were squinched, and, of course, he looked tired. 
 
    I pointed to Jim and said, “Ask my husband?” 
 
    Now Jim was on the spot, right where I wanted him to be. 
 
    Johnny took a half step, the cameraman focused on Jim, and Johnny asked, “Is that right. Mr. Camden? Are you going to allow yourself to be dressed as a woman for a week?” 
 
    “Well, uh…I—“ 
 
    “Jim never goes back on his word.” I grabbed his arm. “He’s the best husband in the whole world!” And I kissed his cheek. The trap slammed shut. 
 
    “Mr. Camden?” 
 
    “Well, I guess so.” 
 
    “You can see him tonight,” Annette chirped. “We’re having a victory party at the Oaks Country Club. I’ve already arranged reservations.” 
 
    Jim hung his head. 
 
    Then Annette arrowed in, “and I’ve got a special deal cooked up. We might be able to raise more for the Wounded Warriors. A LOT more.” 
 
    “Tonight at the Country Club,” Johnny repeated. 
 
    “Absolutely. You’re invited. See the guys live up to their word. Find out about this special deal we’ve got cooking to make this the best charity event in the world!” 
 
    “Hey!” I pointed to Georgina. “You need to talk to some of the other ladies on the team. “Georgina, get over here. Leslie…you, too.” 
 
     
 
    We drove home, and Jim was a silent dud. He sat behind the wheel and was a million miles away. 
 
    I watched him, a smile on my face, my groin area feeling pretty loosey goosey. I was definitely generating some heat down there. 
 
    At one light he just sat, the light turned green, and he was just in a funk. 
 
    “It’s next to the brake,” I quipped. 
 
    He grunted, and put his foot on the gas. Gently. He was so distracted he was driving like a little old lady. 
 
    Finally, he turned to me, his face desperate. “You aren’t really…” and he just trailed off. I was, really. 
 
    We pulled into the driveway, and a couple of neighbors came over to greet us. They had listened to the radio broadcast of the game, and the Johnson’s had even been there. 
 
    Randy Johnson couldn’t even wait for Jim to get out of the car before he started in. 
 
    “You lost that one, Jimmy.” 
 
    “Yeah, uh…” 
 
    “Ooh la la, eh?” and he made a feminine pose and laughed. 
 
    Poor Jim. His face turned bright red. And it was just the first of many bright reds. 
 
    “Now Randy, you leave off Jim. He fought the good fight, and he raised a lot of money for charity.” 
 
    It felt good to step up and protect Jim. I don’t think it felt good for Jim. He was used to fighting his own battles. But the tides had shifted, and so had the genders. He just mumbled something and went into the house. I followed him in. 
 
    He was already sitting at the TV, remote in hand, turning on the TV to occupy some space in his poor beleaguered mind. 
 
     “You should take a nap,” I suggested. 
 
    “Don’t want to.” 
 
    “Well, you should.” I took his hand and pulled him up from the couch. 
 
    Funny, last week, if I had pulled Jim like this he would have dug his feet in and laughed, and even thrown me across his lap and given me a sexy spanking. The kind that results in the old in and out. 
 
    Now, however, he was defeated. He allowed himself to be pulled up and pushed down the hallway. 
 
    “It’s going to be a wild party, and you need to be fresh and rested if you’re going to be any use to me.” 
 
    Oh, ho! Did I feel warm. Somebody was going to have to follow me with a mop if I got any hotter. I tell ya, taking control of your husband is the ONLY way to go. 
 
    I pushed Jim onto the bed. His eyes followed me as I drew the shades. Oh, he wanted to ask me to back off, to forget the bet. Fat chance of that happening. 
 
    “Sleep, lover. It will be a new world when you wake up.” 
 
    He lay there, eyes open, and then he closed them. I tip toed out of the room and closed the door. 
 
      
 
    I let him sleep for two hours. He was a hardy fellow, that’s all he needed. He would still be tired, especially considering the sexual meat grinder I had put him through this last week, but he would be functional. 
 
    “Up and at ‘em, Tiger.” I pulled the shades back. They made a ratcheting sound that woke him right up. “Or should I say…tigress?” 
 
    Jim was recovered from the initial shock. Now he was only in stage two shock. I pulled the covers off him. “First off, shower. And put this Nair on your body. Everything but your scalp and eyebrows.” 
 
    “Nair?” He sat up and stared at the bottle I had handed him. “Isn’t that…” 
 
    “Yup. Bald as a baby’s butt. Everything. Don’t worry, you’ll find it pretty sexual.” 
 
    I grabbed his cock and pulled him out of the bed. He was still slow and sluggish. He had recovered a bit, but he was still suffering the great loss of the game and, little did he know it, his manhood. 
 
    I pushed him into the shower and watched while he slathered the Nair over his body. 
 
    “Get your groin good.” 
 
    “Yeah, yeah,” he groused. 
 
    “And, I don’t want any bad attitude out of you. You lost fair and square, so take it like a…woman.” 
 
    “Very funny. Hardee har har.” Yet my words had had some effect. He dutifully tried to erase his grumpiness. 
 
    “You know, you can take it like you’re getting buttfucked (good choice of words, Lois!) or you can relax and enjoy it. Once you get over the embarrassment you’re going to find out why we women like to wear what we wear. Why we like to put on make up. It’s going to be a real eye opener.” 
 
    “Huh,” he grunted. But he was listening, and, more important, his dick was growing.  
 
    He started to turn on the water, but I stopped him. “Wait fifteen. When your skin gets hot it’s time.” 
 
    We waited, and I didn’t dare leave him alone. I knew he would rinse too soon, and then claim it didn’t work. Finally, he complained of the heat, and the clock said it had been fifteen minutes, so I let him turn the water on. 
 
    While he watched his hair drizzle down the drain, I laid out his outfit for the night. When everything was ready I went back in to the bathroom and turned off the shower. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “Sorry, missy. It’s four o’clock, and the dinner is at six. We’re running out of time.” 
 
    “But that’s two hours! And it only takes five minutes to get there!” 
 
    “But it takes a woman a while to really get ready.” 
 
    That started him grousing again, but I just slapped his butt and pushed him into the bedroom. 
 
    “That feels weird,” he said of his hairless sensations. 
 
    “But good, right?” 
 
    “Well, I don’t—what is that?” 
 
    His dress was hanging from a hanger in the doorway. It was a slinky, armless, black dress, knee length, with a slight vee at the neck. Not plunging enough to show fake tits I was going to put on him, but enough to show as much skin as I dared. He dared. 
 
    “Your coming out, uh, comeuppance. Whatever. Put these one.” 
 
    Jim looked at the panties with distaste. Well, they weren’t really panties, but a small corset with straps for his nylons. They were black, extra heavy on the panel control, would stretch up and help control his stomach. 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “This will help control your flab. Now hurry up.” 
 
    “I don’t have any damned flab.” 
 
    “As a man you didn’t. But as a woman…” I shrugged and made a face. 
 
    He sat on the bed and pulled the panties up, by the time they reached his thighs he was wiggling and squirming. “They’re too tight!” 
 
    “You’re too fat,” I countered, and I grabbed the waist and gave a mighty tug.  
 
    “Unh!” he grunted, but the panties were in place. Unfortunately, his cock wasn’t. I giggled. His prick had risen up, been dragged to the upward pointing position, and it caused a definite bulge in his panties. 
 
    Jim mumbled a dirty word as he looked at his best friend, now his worst enemy. 
 
    “Come on,” I said, and I reached into his panties and pushed his prick to the downward position. 
 
    “Oh, that doesn’t feel good.” 
 
    “But it looks great.” And it did. His boner, and it was hard enough to be considered a boner, was being pushed down so hard he had bent forward a little at the waist to relieve the pressure. The result was that it made his ass pooch out. Oh, yeah. Baby’s got back.” 
 
    Before he could look in the mirror and start objecting, I handed him a bra. He looked at it in distaste. “Seriously?” 
 
    “Serious as a heart attack. Here.” I took it and fastened the hooks, then arranged it on him. 
 
    He looked in the mirror. “That looks stupid.” 
 
    “It will, unless we give you some real titties.” I brought out the breast forms. His mouth dropped.  
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Oh, yes.” I put the forms into his bra, and they fit perfectly. I mentally made note of how they were positioned, then I took them out, took off his bra, and began slathering goo on his chest. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “Shut. You want to look like a stupid man trying to wear a woman’s clothing? Or do you want to look good?” 
 
    “I don’t want to look like anything at all.” 
 
    “Ha,” I said, and I had him lay down and I pushed the breast forms onto his chest and held them there. I used a lot of weight because I really wanted them to stay in place. For a long time. Until he could grow some tits of his own. 
 
    Finally, I stood him up, put on the bra again, and…zingo bingo…he actually looked like he had a body. 
 
    Oh, I still had a lot of work to do, but the basic shape was there. Sure, it was still a bit blocky, but a good diet of salads and fruit bowls would fix that. 
 
    I helped him put on the dress. It was a little tight, but the seams wouldn’t bust, certainly not like the seams had on his pencil skirt. Heh. 
 
    Then I helped him roll some nylons on, and I explained everything as I did so. I wanted him not to just be dressed up, but to understand how it happened so he could do it himself. I had big plans for my Jimmy. 
 
    “Huh,” he muttered. 
 
    “What?”  
 
    “The nylons. Without the hair…” 
 
    “Feels pretty sexy, eh?” I ran a hand over the teeny weeny bulge in his dress—I hoped it was too small to be noticed—and said, “Getting a little harder, are we?” 
 
    He turned red, or perhaps I should say ‘redder.’ 
 
    Then I put him in front of the mirror. Damn. I was good. Yes, a few angles, but I had him tummy tucked and long legged. And he was going to be longer legged when we put some heels under him. I sat him down at my make up table and began working on him. 
 
    “God, that feels weird.” 
 
    “But good, eh? Boner boy? Or should I say ‘boner girl?’” 
 
    “I wish you wouldn’t say anything.” 
 
    “Oh, but that’s half the fun. You lost fair and square, and you’ve had a great week, now it’s time to give a little back.” I finished moisturizing and began the heavy lifting. 
 
    He stared at himself in the mirror as I worked, and I could tell he was fascinated by what I was doing to him. I shaded his eyelids, giving him a smoky look. I lengthened his eye lashes, giving him a sultry look. And when he was just about done I sat on his lap and painted his lips. 
 
    He stared at me, and I stared at his lips. Beautiful, bright red. Sexy, blow job lips. Then I added to powder to fix the lipstick, and another coat. Finally, I added a gloss to make them shiny. 
 
    I tell ya, lips are a girl’s best friend. Every man looks at them and wonders if he can put his dick in them. 
 
    We women, of course, smile and deny. Most of the time. Got to have them bastards horny if we’re going to control them. 
 
    Almost done now, I painted his nails. Pissed me off that I didn’t have time to put false nails on him, but the red was bright and matched his lipstick, so…good. Tomorrow I would have more time. 
 
    Finally, I went into the closet and brought my coup de grace, a beautiful brunette wig. I wanted blonde, but Jim was a brunette, and I knew better than to experiment with his colors at this early stage. Later…yeah. 
 
    I hooked the wig into his own hair, and I knew it wasn’t coming loose. I stared as his face lost almost all of its masculinity and became truly feminine. 
 
    The hair fell around his face, giving it a more oval shape, and then lay upon his shoulders. His lips, I had used a plumper, were highlighted, and his eyes sparkled. 
 
    Yes. Jim no longer looked a man. 
 
    He wasn’t a perfect woman, not gorgeous, like I knew he would, be should I be given a couple of weeks to really work my magic, control his diet, make him exercise, and so on. 
 
    But he was unmistakeable as a woman. 
 
    “Come,” I said, and I took him over to the bed and had him sit down. 
 
    He sat, poor posture, and stared through his tresses at me.  
 
    He was confused. He was, in a sense, broken. But it was a good break, and I would have a lot of fun remaking him. 
 
    I got on my knees, and something struck me. When I had been on my knees in this position before, it had been to give a blow job. Now it was to put on his heels. And I felt a wetness between my legs I had never felt before. I felt sensations run through me. 
 
    I had always wondered what Jim would look like all dressed up, but I had controlled myself. Heck, he was a hard charger, I knew he would never agree to such a thing. But now he was trapped. He had to do it, and the sense of power it gave me was overwhelming. And you know what they say, power is sex. 
 
    I slipped his shoes on, and thought about him kneeling at my feet, dressed like this, to put my shoes on.  
 
    More wet. More power. I was going to have to control my imagination or I was going to pop my cork right then and there. 
 
    “Stand up,” and I took his hand and guided him to the full length mirror on the closet door. The heels were only three inches, I didn’t want him tripping over everything tonight, but they gave his ankles a nice shape. 
 
    He stood there. A beautiful woman, and stared at himself. 
 
    “Oh. My. God. I don’t believe it. That’s not…that’s not—“ 
 
    “That’s not you? Au contraire, mon ami. That is the real you. That is the you I married…the one I knew was hiding inside. Admit it.” 
 
    He didn’t say anything, but I knew he agreed…his butt pooched back a little more. His hard on was working over time. 
 
    There wasn’t much more to do. I gave him some dangly clip ons, a purse to hang over his sexy shoulder, a spritz of perfume, and we were ready. 
 
    Well, except for me. But I was easy. I just threw on some cargo pants and a boy beater. I wore heels, tall ones, so I could be as tall as Jim, and make up, and I was good to go. 
 
    He was a woman, and I was a woman…mocked up as a man. My make up was sexy but severe, my lips were red—God how I wanted to plant them on my husband’s, the heat generating from my pussy could be felt for six feet away—and I was ready to take on a man’s world.


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER SIX 
 
      
 
    We pulled up in the courtyard at the Country Club and there was a huge crowd. Everybody in town was there. We saw people we knew, people from the game, and people we didn’t know. 
 
    We waited, I was driving because, grin, Jim had never driven in high heels. Finally, we pulled up to the entrance and a valet ran out to us. 
 
    “Sorry, ma’am, there’s no more parking.” 
 
    “I was one of the baseball players.” 
 
    Zingo bingo.  
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” He was on the passenger side of the car and opened Jim’s door, and, I tell ya, the crowd actually oohed and awwed when Jim swung his legs out and stood up. 
 
    And he was crushed. All his masculinity was gone. If it wasn’t enough that he was dressed to the nines, as a woman, the fact that he was being cheered as a woman did him in. 
 
    “Hey, buck up,” I said, walking up to him and grabbed his arm, the way a man might take a woman’s arm. 
 
    He stumbled, but I kept him up. “Remember, place your feet on a line, let your butt wiggle.” 
 
    I think he tried, but heck if I really know. The crowd had engulfed us. People were taking pictures with their cell phones, a few people had selfie sticks and put their backs to us and clicked, and we slowly made our way into the Country Club. 
 
    And, it was bound to happen, one heckler yelled, “You fairy!” 
 
    The crowd booed, and the idiot was hustled away, but Jim took it on the chops. I could feel his humiliation. I could feel his body turning into choppy, little steps. I could feel him crying inside. 
 
    “Ignore him, sweetheart,” I pushed my face to his ear. “He just doesn’t understand.” 
 
    But Jim didn’t really understand. Everything inside him that was male was being stomped on and crushed into little bitty smithereens. 
 
    I think, because of the crowd, because of the press and the way we were trapped, it was all that stopped Jim from turning around and running. 
 
    As it was, I had to use almost all my strength to keep him going, but I did. 
 
    “Lois!” Annette air kissed my cheek and I hers. Then she hugged and air kissed Jim. 
 
    I could see his red face under the make up. It was almost as red as his lipstick. But the human contact, actually being greeted in a friendly manner, helped. 
 
    “Come on. We’re all sitting outside.” 
 
    She led us through the main room and out onto the patio. The patio was huge, but it was packed. People stood and chatted, sipped drinks,—well, gulped drinks—and in the middle of it all several tables had been arranged for us. 
 
    And for a couple of men in suits. Hmmm. I knew Annette had been working over time. I wondered what this big surprise was going to be. 
 
    We sat between Georgina and Annette, and while I chatted animatedly, Jim shrunk in on himself, mumbled in response to questions, and wanted to die. 
 
    “Would you like something to drink?” a waiter asked. 
 
    “Yes, I’ll take a whiskey. And my wife will have a wine spritzer.” 
 
    Oh, if there was a final straw. Everybody laughed, but Jim’s head jerked up and he stared at me. 
 
    I leaned towards him. “Ladies drink wine. And since you’re new to the gig, I think a wine spritzer would be appropriate.” 
 
    He came to life then, yelled after the waiter, but it was too late, I had stalled him long enough that the waiter was out of hearing. 
 
    “I want a whiskey,” Jim whined. Yes, actually whined. He was about an inch tall, and growing smaller. 
 
    “Maybe a little later, dear, if you agree to put out for me a little later tonight.” 
 
    A couple of people heard me, and they covered their mouths and giggled. 
 
    I looked around the table. The other men were there, and they were all in dresses. A couple of them were just in dresses, they were the ones who had obviously dug their feet in. Most of the guys actually had some make up on, but Jim was by far the best dressed, sexiest critter there. 
 
    “A couple of guys are over there,” Jim pointed beyond the table to a railing looking over the putting green. “Can I go over there?” 
 
    Oh, God, how he made my pussy throb. He actually asked permission. He was so confused and weirded out he couldn’t even make decisions for himself. 
 
    “If course, dear.” I knew he needed some space. He needed to be with ‘his own kind,’ even if that kind was similarly accoutered in skirts and make up. 
 
    And, I had caught sight of a bottle. Even though I had effectively emasculated his normal drinking habits, I knew he needed a little liquid courage. And I suspected that liquid courage would help him adapt to what was happening. It turned out to be one of the best decisions I ever made. 
 
    Jim slid back his chair and wobbled over to his mates. They all looked pretty dismal, slouching around and trying to ignore the fact that they were pretty, in Jim’s case beautiful. 
 
    While Jim snuck drinks on the balcony I sat back and chatted with the girls and guzzled whiskey, and, I tell ya, there is a certain freedom to being a man. 
 
    I crossed my legs wide, I spread my arms over the backs of chairs, I finished off my whiskey and ordered another one. 
 
    The other girls were similarly empowered. For some of them I knew this was the first time they had ever experienced such freedom. But it wouldn’t be the last. Some things, once given, are not easily taken back. And I don’t think any of us ever wanted to give up our power, and authority, and sexiness, and power. 
 
    The men, in the meantime, while we guzzled and told naughty stories and bragged about the size of our breasts and the juiciness of our pussies, took sneaky sips from a bottle, smearing the bottle with various shades of lipstick, looking at the various shades of lipstick with distaste, but drank again anyway. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” Annette said to me at one point. “I made sure the busboys will keep them in bottles. 
 
    “You want them sloppy drunk?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” She grinned. “Give them ten minutes and we’ll make the big announcement.” 
 
    “Which is?” 
 
    Annette just smiled, and I was left to ponder. 
 
    Fortunately, I didn’t have to ponder long. Only five minutes passed, the boys were already sloshed, and Annette stood up and dinged a spoon against a glass. 
 
    DING! DING! DING! 
 
    The local TV station had a camera set up. Johnny Eagleton was waiting with a mike, and everybody quieted down. 
 
    “Good evening!” 
 
    Cheers. 
 
    “I want to welcome you to our little celebration party. Celebrating what? Well, there was the glorious victory for women everywhere.” 
 
    A couple of the guys, now in their cups, booed, but everybody just laughed at them. 
 
    “But we are here to entertain a new challenge. A new game. A new step into the frontiers of gender exploration.” 
 
    Gender exploration? That sure opened a lot of doors. What the heck was she— 
 
    “Before I continue I would like to introduce Charmaine Lettermen.” 
 
    A suit, a female suit, sitting down the table stood up and acknowledged Annette. A few curious handclaps greeted her. 
 
    “Charmaine is on the board of House of Chimera Cosmetics…and she has presented us with a unique opportunity. Guys? Over by the rail? Could we have your attention?” 
 
    The guys turned, and it was obvious that they were drunk. The way they stood and moved. They looked at Annette with bleary gazes. It hadn’t taken long for those manly men to souse themselves. 
 
    “Charmaine has offered double, that’s right, double the proceeds form our charity event. That would put us up to a half a million dollars for the Wounded Warriors.” 
 
    The crowd cheered, a few of the men in the vicinity of our baseball players in dresses clapped them on the back and congratulated them. 
 
    The men looked around in confusion. A couple of them seemed to understand, but most of them were dazed. 
 
    “If the men who played baseball today would extend their time as women to one month…Miss Charmaine has guaranteed to double the money earned by our game today. What do you say!” 
 
    The cheers were louder than those at the game. People were on their feet and screaming. 
 
    The guys looked around, and, bless their hearts, they cheered to. 
 
    Did they really know what they were cheering for? Probably not. Or if they did, they had a very loose understanding. 
 
    But it was there. In their acceptance, on film and over the airwaves. 
 
    And I, sweet, little I, felt that core of warmth down between my legs start to pop. That’s right. Right in front of everybody, unknown to everybody, being cheered by everybody, I came. 
 
     
 
    The guys were sitting at a far table, hoping not to be noticed, drinking bourbon straight. 
 
    We girls had backed off. This thing was getting big, and we had to do some brainstorming. I mean, how do you keep a guy in skirts for a month? 
 
    “What do they do about work?” asked Leslie. 
 
    “Text me their work, their bosses, a good phone number. It means a million dollars for Wounded Warriors. I’m not going to back off, and these bosses are going to go along with the program.” 
 
    I was glad we had Annette on our side, I was starting to wonder about her, however. 
 
    “So how come…I don’t mean to look a gift horse in the mouth…” 
 
    “Why am I doing this?” She smiled at me. “For 40 years I’ve been struggling. Getting pushed by the Old Guys club. Having to pay more interest for loans. Have men who were qualified quit their jobs because they didn’t want to work for women. Honestly, the business world is not female friendly, and not only would I like to change that, I get a kick out of messing with men.” 
 
    “You don’t hate them then.” 
 
    “Lordy, no. A man with a stiff penis is God’s great gift to women. But that doesn’t mean I don’t want to change everything.” 
 
    We all understood. We nodded our heads. Then Leslie piped in: “Why did the House of Chimera agree to…how did they even hear about us?” 
 
    Annette raised her hand. “I know the gal in charge of Chimera, and she’s of a like mind. There’s a deeper subplot, though.” 
 
    We all looked at her. 
 
    “Did you know that the cosmetics market would double if a certain segment of the population were a little more make up friendly?” 
 
    We were all blank for a moment, then we got it. “You want men to wear make up!” 
 
    “And I advise you to sink all your pesos into cosmetics stock. If men started wearing make up you girls could be instant millionaires.” 
 
    We were silent for a long moment after that. We were all thinking of how we could talk our husbands into selling and buying…cosmetics. 
 
    “That might be a good way to talk them into a month of being ladylike.” 
 
    We all nodded. 
 
    Then I asked, “But we need to make sure. We need to put the screws to these guys, no pun intended, and get them to be willingly girly.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    I looked blankly at Annette. 
 
    “I mean why not no pun intended?” 
 
    “We screw our guys?” blurted Georgina. 
 
    “Maybe, if that’s what it takes,” Annette shrugged. “But what I was specifically referring to was withholding sex.” 
 
    Slowly, lights went on. Heck, we had just given out sex, so we knew we could control it. So what was so hard about reversing course? Tell the truth, I had already planned to make Jim do a week without. So why not take that week and extend it a bit. Tease him a little more, get him so hot and bothered he’d be willing to wear a dress and put on make up for a month? 
 
    “We’d have to make sure they didn’t masturbate,” Georgina made a stroking motion with her hand and stuck her tongue against the side of her cheek. We all giggled. 
 
    “Girls,” offered Annette, sitting back and smiling, “have you ever heard of chastity?” 
 
    Half of us had, and half of us had not. And those of us that had, we thought it was either a voluntary thing, or a Chritian agreement before marriage. 
 
    Annette was about to educate us, but she stopped. I turned around to where she was looking and saw Jim staggering towards us. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” Annette murmured. “We can get together tomorrow and I’ll tell you all about it. 
 
    By this time the Country Club had started emptying out. It was getting late, and it was time to call it quits, which became obvious when Jim arrived at our table. 
 
    “Hey, baby,” he said, standing with one hand on his hip, looking like a cocksure slut, his lipstick smeared and his eyes circling in their sockets. “Gimme the keys. It’s time we went home and…” he winked and leered, “got a little.” 
 
    It was so perfect, it was so male, it so in keeping with the concepts we had been discussing that we couldn’t help it. We all burst into laughter. Big laughter. Belly aching laughter. 
 
    Jim stood, saying a little bit on his high heels and stared around in wonder. When we began to subside, just giggling here and there, Jim asked, “What’d I say?” 
 
    Which, of course, caused us to burst out in laughter all anew. 
 
     
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER SEVEN 
 
      
 
    I woke up chipper on Sunday morning. And who wouldn’t? I had my Jim right where I wanted him, and I was looking forward to a whole month of dressing him up. 
 
    “Wakey, wakey! Eggs and salad!” 
 
    “Wha…what are… lemme sleep!” 
 
    “No rest for the wicked,” and I pulled the covers off. 
 
    “Gah!” he blurted, then he tried to roll over and cover his head with a pillow. Then he remembered the night previous. He remembered all the drinking, and that was why he was feeling like the Jolly Green Giant was kicking soccer balls in his head. Big soccer balls. 
 
    “Come on, we’ve got a busy day, and if you don’t get up I’m going to sit on your face.” 
 
    He just laid there, willing me to go away and take my damned happy with me. 
 
    So I sat on his face. Well, the back of his head, really. 
 
    “Hey!” he yelped, but it was smothered by his face being driven into the mattress. He tried to roll, and for a moment I rode the bucking bronco, laughing and yelling, then he managed to get me off him and sat up. 
 
    “What the hell!” he grouched. 
 
    “Come on. I’ve got breakfast for you.” 
 
    “Well, that’ll help…shit!” he had just noticed that his finger tips were red. 
 
    “Yeah, I have to fix those.” 
 
    In his mind he translated that as me taking the polish off. But I wasn’t about to do that. Heh. 
 
    “Come on,” I grabbed his dick and tugged and he finally rose up. He stretched, rubbed his poor, aching head, and allowed me to throw him in the shower. Soon he was singing a lusty song and starting to enjoy life. 
 
     
 
    Twas on the good ship Venus, 
 
    my god you should have seen us, 
 
    the figure head of a whore in bed, 
 
    and the mast was a petrified penis. 
 
     
 
    “Knock that off!” I yelled at him. “That’s too nasty.” 
 
    So he gave me the second verse: 
 
      
 
    The Captain’s name was Morgan, 
 
    by God he was a Gorgon, 
 
    he beat away every day 
 
    on his reproductive organ. 
 
      
 
    He was getting louder, and the window was open. I quickly rolled it shut. The neighbors didn’t need this song. 
 
      
 
    The captain’s wife was Mabel 
 
    by God but she was able 
 
    she led the crew in a mid-night screw 
 
    upon the galley table 
 
      
 
    And he went on and on. I don’t know where he got all those verses, he told me it was an old drinking song, before the Sex Pistols got a hold of it, but he seemed to know them all. 
 
    Finally, I threw a glass of cold water into the shower and he yelped and shut up. 
 
    He got out and I toweled him off, paying special attention to his special man. He liked that. Then I pulled him, again using his penile handle through the house and into the kitchen. I sat him down and placed a bowl of salad in front of him. 
 
    “What the hell is this?” 
 
    “Your special diet,” and then I waited. 
 
    “I’m not eating this shit! I want bacon and eggs! You can’t feed me this tripe I’ll starve now get your wifely ass in gear and…” on and on he went. 
 
    When he was done I sat down in front of him and took his hands in mine and stared at him. 
 
    “What?” He was recalcitrant, but he was done and he would listen. 
 
    “Do you remember what happened last night? 
 
    “Yeah. I had to look like a fool so I got drunk.” 
 
    I shook my head sadly. 
 
    “What?” he asked, filled with suspicion. 
 
    “You don’t remember the new deal? With the House of Chimera?” 
 
    “The House of who?” 
 
    “Chimera. It’s a cosmetics company.” 
 
    He started to sink then. I could feel him thinking, Oh, no! What have I done. Underneath the drunkeness a memory tugged at him. 
 
    I pulled out my cell phone. I had had the good foresight to record everything, and I played it for him. 
 
    Oh, his face fell and looked like a comet fizzling in the ocean.  
 
    “Oh, no,” he said. “I’m not doing that. I dressed up and played your game, and it’s all over now.” 
 
    “No. It’s not,” and I gave him my harshest glare. 
 
    “Yes, it is.” 
 
    “Not for a week, and now for a longer.” 
 
    “Forget it!” 
 
    I sat back, my face like stone. “So you’re going to abandon the Wounded Warriors.” 
 
    “You can’t get me like that!” 
 
    Oh, but I could. “There’s men, and women, that have paid the price. There are families without homes. There are people suffering, even going to the streets, and you have it in your power to help them. A lot of them.” 
 
    My shot was good and true, and he immediately went to whining. “But, honey. Don’t make me do this.” 
 
    Exulting because I had won, and in such short order, I put the screws to him. 
 
    “Annette has already talked to the bosses, and you will be expected to show up at work tomorrow looking gorgeous. Everybody in town knows about your sacrifice, and what a big person you are. Nobody’s going to laugh, and if they do it’s with you, not against you.” 
 
    “Honey…” 
 
    I cut him right off. 
 
    “Now, your only choice is to look bad…or look good. I’m on your side. I’m going to help you look good. And it starts today. It starts right now with that salad. 
 
    He looked down at the greens and I could feel a sob in his chest, though he didn’t let it out. 
 
    “But I’ll starve.” 
 
    “You told me the other night that you wished you had that rock hard body you had when you were younger. Well, you’re going to get it. I’m going to feed you right, exercise you like an Olympic athelete, and make you so sexy the women will fall down at your feet. 
 
    “You mean the men, don’t you?” But his revolt was dying. 
 
    “I mean the women. Do you want to know a few truths that men don’t seem to understand?” 
 
    A bit of curiosity flitted across his face.  
 
    “What kind of magazines do women read?” 
 
    “Fashion magazines.” 
 
    “And what’s on the cover of fashion mags?” 
 
    He blinked, then, slowly, “beautiful women.” 
 
    “And when you check out some girl at the supermarket…who has already checked her out before you?” 
 
    I got him with that one. Whenever he made a remark about some woman he saw I was ahead of him. He liked her tits and I would say, ‘too small.’ He liked an ass and I would say, ‘too big.’ 
 
    And he knew this. His mouth opened a bit, but he didn’t say anything. 
 
    Women love men, but they love beauty, too. Sure, there are going to be a few silly women, might even be some cruel ones, but when I get finished with you they are either going to be too jealous to speak, or falling in love with you.” 
 
    “You’re serious.” His eyes were fixed as he grokked what I was saying. 
 
    “You’re going to find out. Now eat your salad.” 
 
    So he used his fork and speared greens and thought about his predicament. 
 
    Really, there was no way out for him. But I knew he was going to be having his moments. One cannot expect to remake a man into a woman without at least a few little battles. But for right now, I had won. 
 
      
 
    After breakfast I told him he had an hour to cut the lawn and do whatever other manly tasks he usually did on a Sunday. I didn’t insist he dress up, or fix his make up, or anything. I gave him a little space to adapt, to have his own thoughts and reach the conclusions I had laid out for him. 
 
    I went to the store and bought some pueraria mirifica and some other estrogen building foods. Soy, hummus, dried fruit, tofu, all the stuff that Jim loved. Not. 
 
    The pueraria mirifica was the big gun. that would cause breast growth. Not for everybody, but in conjunction with other stuff I had planned for him he would grow a pair. Maybe even a big pair. Of course his dick might shrink a little, but I thought that was a good trade off: a big pair of tits for a smaller cock. 
 
    Yes, I know, I loved big cock. But I loved the feeling of power that surged through me when I was in charge better. 
 
    So what I wanted was a beautiful man, who looked like a woman, and I didn’t. care about the size of his dick. 
 
    Oddly, I had always thought that I was the only woman who felt that way. Then I talked to various women, and I read a lot of stuff on the internet—I know, specious, but it’s better than the newspapers—it turns out that half the women in the US like men, and half actually have a strong, I don’t know if I should say desire, let’s just say ‘liking,’ for women. They are hetero, but they like their hetero all dressed up and looking gorgeous. 
 
    Not lesbian, just an appreciation for the beauty a woman has over a man. 
 
    Anyway, I returned home and Jim was done and relaxing in front of the TV. 
 
    “Good,” I said from the kitchen. “Stay there and enjoy the game.” Then I went and got out my nail remover, some more polish and glue and fake nails. 
 
    Jim sat there, and I don’t know which he enjoyed more, the Packers kicking a field goal, or watching me transform his nails. He certainly kept swiveling his head between. 
 
    And, here’s the kicker, his shorts started bulging. 
 
    Commercial, and I said, “Take off your shorts.” 
 
    Well, he’s a proud puppy, especially when matters of the dick are involved, so he shucked his shorts, and then his tighty whiteys, and I had a hard time keeping my eyes off his rising rocket. 
 
    By the end of the game I had his hands looking TV model gorgeous. I had extended them a quarter inch, good for starters, and they were my fave color, a bright and sexy red. 
 
    “Oh, my,” I muttered, as the end game analysis droned on. “Put your hand around your cock.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Put your hand around your cock. I want to see what those nails look like.” 
 
    Slowly, feeling a little weird, he grabbed his cock. His fingers were lovely, narrow digits tipped with red, and the contrast as he gripped his dick was incredible. 
 
    “Stroke it, baby,” I commanded, unable to take my eyes off this erotic sight. 
 
    “I don’t—“ 
 
    “Shut, and show me something sexy.” 
 
    So he did. His hand moved up and down, and I near swooned. Those fingernails against his stiff pole. I felt little dashes of juice down in my panties. 
 
    “Okay, that’s it.” 
 
    I stood up and straddled him. His eyes got wide, he didn’t expect such a sexual response. I sank slowly onto him. 
 
    We watched each other, it was almost like we were fucking different people, but oh, so much better. 
 
    I felt the tip of him spear me, snake up towards my womb. He filled me so full I gasped. 
 
    Then he placed his hands, his beautiful, sexy hands, on my breasts. 
 
    “AHH!” I blurted, stunned by the feeling of horniness whelming me. 
 
    He shaped my tits, he tickled the tips with his red nails, and I felt everything going loosey goosey and blast off at the same time. 
 
    “Jeezus,” he muttered, watching the rapture scroll through my face. 
 
    “Fuck me, bitch,” I told him. 
 
    He began to thrust up and down, riding my nerves into excitement, making my hole sing. 
 
    “Don’t you dare cum,” I said. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because you just had a week of cums, and I got nothing. Now it’s my turn. 
 
    He frowned, but I was right. And not only was I right, I was in a position to prove it. Unless he used his hand, and I wasn’t going to let him use that, either, he wasn’t going to get to squirt. 
 
    But I was. 
 
    “AHHHH! AHH! AHHH! OHHHH!” 
 
    I spasmed hard, hugged him, and wormed downward, trying to get every last bit of him involved in my thunderous orgasm. 
 
    Then I was still. 
 
    He started to lurch, and I got off him. 
 
    “I’m looking forward to this week, lover,” and I kissed him. 
 
    Oh, the look of hunger in his eyes. 
 
    And, the truth, I was looking forward to a month of orgasms for me, and nothing for him. 
 
    It has been said that a hard man is good to find. 
 
    And a harder man is great to keep. 
 
     
 
    So we started. I brought out some underwear, including a corset of scary potential, and began dressing him. 
 
    This was only the first day, and he was already done with a lot of embarrassment because of last night, so he sat and let me have my way, even asking the occasional question. 
 
    I put him in nylons, he was already wearing a bra—those fake forms so incredibly delicious—and a house dress. the dress waas purple with white orchids, and very sexy. I finished off with full make up and the wig. 
 
    And, God, was it hot. He was a Barbie doll. I had just cum, yet he made me want to cum again. 
 
    But, now that he was looking good, it was time to get to work. No cumming for the wicked. I fed him a fruit bowl for lunch, and he didn’t complain because I had the corset so tight, and fed him his first dose of womanly vitamins. I told him they were just to make sure his body stayed healthy while we changed his diet, but it was really to reshape him. Put some curves on that frame, help his boobs get started. 
 
    And, finally, we started working on his womanly mannerisms, or comportment.  
 
    I showed him how to walk, one foot in front of the other. Not just a tip, like last night, but a drill, back and forth, until he complained that his feet hurt. 
 
    Then how to sit, cross at the knees, not at the ankles. How to get in and out of a car. And we talked about air kissing and greeting hugs and how to shake hands and all sorts of stuff. It was quite an afternoon, and even I didn’t realize how much work it was to be a woman, but we were almost done, I would have even let him watch some more football, when… 
 
    DING DONG! 
 
    We looked at each other. 
 
    “Get the door,” said. 
 
    “No,” he replied, suddenly terrified. It was one thing to strut around in the privacy of one’s own house, and another to step into the public eye. 
 
    “You’ve got to sometime.” 
 
    “Not this time.” 
 
    “Then when?” 
 
    “Not now.” 
 
    And the look on his face was sheer terror. I had thought he had gotten over some of that the day before, but…he still had a distance to go. So I answered the door. 
 
    “Hello?” 
 
    A man and a woman were there, and they actually pushed past me into the house. 
 
    “Chimera, dearie,” the man was quite gay, had all the mannerisms and was proud of them. 
 
    “We came to get Jim started.” 
 
    “Get Jim started how?” 
 
    “With his make over, of course.” 
 
    I hadn’t known this was happening. 
 
    The gay man caught sight of Jim and rushed over to him. “aren’t you precious!” he cooed, taking Jim’s hand. 
 
    Now Jim’s not a homophobe, not by any means, but it was a bit much to be greeted in such intimate fashion. 
 
    “I don’t…you need to…” 
 
    “I’m James. sort of like Jim but with an ‘aim,’” he giggled. 
 
    And the woman said to me, “I’m Marsha,” and she shook my hand. 
 
    “But what are you doing here?” 
 
    “We’re here for Jim’s make over. The full works. Make up, we’re going to measure him and provide him with a wardrobe, the whole nine yards. 
 
    “But it’s Sunday,” Jim blurted. 
 
    “And tomorrow is Monday, and you have to lose the dress. Tacky, tacky.” 
 
    I would have fumed, I thought it was a pretty good dress, but I realized that these people were professionals. Heck, I could always change something later, but right now, Jim was going to experience professional treatment. I linked my arm with his and said, “Well, let’s get started.” 
 
     
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER EIGHT 
 
      
 
    So Jim was dressed to the nines, full make up, and looked totally like a woman. His eyebrows were plucked, his hair was perfect, he even had a selection of custom fitted wigs to choose from. 
 
    Heck, I was almost jealous. 
 
    I say almost because that Monday things started happening, and those things further empowered me, and made me appreciate my little hubbie as a sex kitten. 
 
    First, Jim went to work, and he was embarrassed all over again, but going through one stage of embarrassment just leads to another, and eventually you start getting over it. 
 
    So he drove into the parking lot and got out of the car, and was immediately gang clustered y the females of his company. 
 
    Little, old I, you see, had known what it was going to be like, so I called a few of the girls and enlisted their aid. And they were glad to be of help. Not only had many of them seen the game, and all of them heard of the charity benefits, but they all felt a weird sort of kinship for the man who would dress like them. 
 
    Their fascination for him led them to realize that he was totally petrified by what he was going through, and to help him. 
 
    Then the owner of the company came out and shook his hand, congratulated him on helping the Wounded Warriors (he was a vet, himself), and told him he could dress like a woman as long as he wanted, it was all for a good cause. 
 
    From that point it was almost a regular work day. I say almost because a few of the guys gave him looks and smirked. Which, interestingly enough, drove him into the arms of the gals. 
 
    Well, would you rather eat lunch with a bunch of guys snickering about your dress? Or would you rather eat lunch with a bunch of gals who complimented you and were supportive. No brainer there. 
 
    And he liked it. 
 
      
 
    Now, interestingly enough, while he was going through what he was going through, my work was changing. Annette had had me at her side all day, giving me pointers, having me to odd stuff that only bosses, or bosses in training, did. 
 
    Was I getting a promotion because of all this? It looked like it. 
 
    Eleven thirty came, and she grabbed my hand and tugged me off to lunch. A two hour ‘boss’s’ lunch. We went to a swank place downtown, and right off the bat she ordered martinis. 
 
    “So how’s it going?” she asked. 
 
    “It’s a dream,” I answered honestly. 
 
    “And it only gets better,” she smiled. 
 
    “How so?” 
 
    “Look, when this thing with the cross dressing first started…let me put it this way, what started this all off?” 
 
    “Jim made a crack at the baseball game and I got pissed, and things just sort of escalated.” 
 
    “So you had no idea of where you were going. No plan.” 
 
    “Not even a hint of a plan,” I laughed. 
 
    “So it’s time to make a plan.” 
 
    I stared at her. She was staring at me, and I could feel her ‘push.’ She was more than just enjoying this whole thing, she wanted something. 
 
    “I already beat his ass in the games, and I’ve got him en femme for a month,” pause, “so what’s the plan?” 
 
    She pushed a little box across the table to me. “Don’t open it here.” 
 
    I put the box in my purse. 
 
    “Lois, it’s not just a month. You’re going to discover something. You’ve probably already realized it to some extent, but it’s fun to be in charge. It’s fun to be sitting back and reading a newspaper while he asks you to lift your feet so he can vacuum. It’s fun to make him up like your own personal, little doll, but that can’t compare to the feeling of pulling on your tennis shoes and going for a good run while he sits at the make up table and primps himself, hoping he’ll look good enough for you. It’s fun to have him vacant-eyed and drooling, praying for a little sexual release. It’s fun to be ‘the man,’ all while emphasizing your own growing female sexuality.” 
 
    She stopped talking then, and I knew she had just thrown bait on the table. 
 
    I sipped my martini. Found it empty. Raised a finger for the waiter for another one. Stared her right in the eye and said, “Tell me more?” 
 
      
 
    I came home energized, chockfull of devious plans, ready to transition my husband. 
 
    Annette had hit the button on the head, and though she was ahead of me in long term planning, I was ahead of her in certain areas of execution. 
 
    I had planned to give Jim boobs. When I had told her that she had just smiled and asked, “Why?” 
 
    “Because,” I answered, lamely. 
 
    And she made me wonder. Why did I want him to have boobs? I didn’t want to saddle a man with something he didn’t want, I wanted him to enjoy the glorious feeling of being able to strut down the street and ignore (all while absorbing) the wonderful stares of horny men. 
 
    Or, in a strange transition in my head, the stares of horny women. 
 
    I didn’t want him to be a woman, just to look like one, to truly empathize with me. 
 
    But, the truth was that I hadn’t thought it through. I had just gotten horny and decided he should have boobs. Annette made me think deeper, question my motives in a positive way. 
 
    Believe me, she wasn’t trying to talk me out of it. Quite the contrary. She was trying to talk me deeper into it, and the only way to go deeper is to understand what it is you’re really doing. 
 
    So I arrived home, ready to rock, horny and dripping, and Jim was already there. 
 
    “What the hell are you doing?” I asked harshly. 
 
    “Well, uh…” he looked confused. He was used to kind and considerate wifey discussing things with him sweetly. He wasn’t used to a firm, no nonsense gal shot gunning a question at him. 
 
    He was standing at the sink, working on a grill cheese sandwich. His wig was off and actually hung on the back of a chair. 
 
    I took the wig and pushed it down on his head. 
 
    “But it’s hot, and sweaty, and there’s nobody around!” God, I loved it. He had broken an unspoken rule, sort of, and he actually had a it of a whine to his voice. 
 
    “You want some paparazzi sneaking a photo? You think those corporate sponsors are going to back up somebody who’s half-hearted about all this.” 
 
    “But, honey…” 
 
    “It’s okay,” I shushed him, placed a hand on his cheek. “I know it’s tough. But you have to think these things through.” 
 
    He nodded, and almost hung his head. 
 
    “Now, go fix your hair, and do your make up while you’re at it.” 
 
    “But what about my sandwich?” 
 
    “That was so nice of you,” I grabbed a spatula and slid the sandwich, perfectly cooked, Jim had a talent for cooking, which I was going to exploit, onto a plate. I took the plate to the table and sat down. 
 
    At the head of the table. 
 
    His place. 
 
    He stared at me. 
 
    “Be a sweet, and pour me some lemonade,” I asked as I forked a bite of the delicious sandwich. 
 
    He stood quietly for a second, then sighed, then went to the frig. 
 
    I watched him wait on me, and I felt a hot bolt go through my chest. And a wet sensation between my legs. 
 
    Annette had told me what to do. Talk tough, talk sweet. Assume leadership. Be a step ahead of him. Give him the space to realize the only way out was to submit. 
 
    He placed the frosty glass of lemonade before me and stood there, wanting to say something. 
 
    “Well, come on,” I spoke through a mouthful of chew, “Get yourself fixed up.” 
 
    “But I don’t know how to do my make up.” 
 
    “Well, just do the lipstick. I’ll teach you more tonight.” 
 
    He still stood there. 
 
    I patted his groin. “Come on, big fella.” He gave in. Of course he did. Annette had told me, when push comes to shove, sex wins. 
 
     
 
    A few minutes later he came back into the kitchen, his wig on right, and his lips that bright red I loved so much. 
 
    “Oh, you’re hot!” I blurted. Give him positive sexual re-enforcement, Annette had coached me. 
 
    The poor dear blushed. 
 
    I laughed. “Say thank you. A woman should always say thank you to a compliment.” 
 
    He blushed even harder, then he said, “Thanks.” Then he looked confused. “I, uh…I’m going to make another sandwich.” 
 
    No you aren’t.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You have to watch your shape. You want to live in a corset forever?” 
 
    He didn’t, but he frowned. He really was hungry. I had made his lunch, a fruit bowl, and he was likely starving. 
 
    “Here, nibble on a few nuts,” I pointed at a can of unsalted nuts on the counter. “No fat, good protein, good snack…but don’t overdo it.” 
 
    He opened the can and began placing nuts between his sexy lips. Ohh, make me wet, why don’t you? 
 
    “You realize that you’re going to have to change your habits for a month?” And longer, if I had my way. 
 
    “Well, yeah. But you just ate my greasy, fat laden grilled cheese!” 
 
    “You’ve got to lose weight, I only have to maintain it. Shall we go for our two mile run now, or after dinner?” 
 
    Oh, he looked so sad. 
 
    So we went for our run, and I was careful not to outrun him. Heck, he was hungry, the corset was tight, and he worried that somebody would laugh at him at every step. 
 
      
 
    The fun thing was watching his new interest in make up. It turned out that at work the ladies had helped repair him at one time, and they had talked to him about how to look good, and he was interested. 
 
    And, here was a blessing, he was a hard charger, and once he got interested in something he sort of obsessed on it. 
 
    But the real blessing came later that night, when we were getting ready for bed. 
 
    “I don’t see why I have to take it off and then put it on in the morning.” 
 
    “You want to look fresh, not mussed up, and you don’t want to mess up the pillows. Now put this on.” 
 
    I tossed him a peignoir. It was green, translucent, and had a bit of fringe on it. 
 
    He slipped into it, looked at himself in the mirror. “And I have to sleep in the corset?” 
 
    “We have to make sure your shape is perfect every day. This will just help you train your body. Get you used to this type of garment.” And maybe reshape your body a bit. 
 
    So he sat down at the make up table and began cleansing his face. 
 
    I tell ya, it was a sexual charge to just sit there and watch him dab and scrub. I looked at his fake boobs, and lusted for the day when they would be real. 
 
    Suddenly, out of nowhere, he blurted “Honey, I was talking to the girls at lunch today, and I never realized women could be so interesting. I always thought it was hair and nails and chick flicks. They were talking about all sorts of stuff, and it was stuff like we guys never talk about.” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “Oh, everything. They talked politics, they talked gossip, which I thought I would sneer at, but…and they talked about jobs and how to get things done. I tell ya, there’s half the people in the business that I knew nothing about.” 
 
    “Make you a better boss?” 
 
    “I hope so,” and he was serious. 
 
    “Do you want to fuck any of them?” 
 
    Well, I had to ask. My hubby was playing with good looking women, isn’t it logical that his dick would eventually rise to the occasion? 
 
    He looked aghast. “I’m their boss!” But under it I could see a transition in his thinking. He was their friend. He was like them. He was finding a whole new level of understanding. 
 
    He finished cleaning his face. He asked, “Do I have to sleep in the wig?” 
 
    “No. But you’re going to have to grow some hair.” 
 
    He turned and stared at me. “How much hair can I grow in a month?” 
 
    I smiled. time to start the attack. “Honey, I have to tell you,” I sat on his lap and ran my fingers through his wig, “long hair is so damned sexy.” 
 
    “Yeah, but—“ 
 
    I kissed him. A full kiss. A lip chewing, tongue sucking, mind blower of a kiss. When we came up for air he gulped and said, “Wow!” 
 
    So I kissed him again. And again. And I was getting pretty darned horny. And so was he. Which was the plan. 
 
    “Honey,” I whispered in his ear, “I need you to do something for me.” 
 
    “What?” We were face to face, an inch apart, my pussy scrunching down on his corset encased cock. 
 
    “I need you to get me off.” 
 
    “Sure, let me take this corset off and—“ 
 
    “As a woman.” 
 
    He blinked. 
 
    “No cock.” 
 
    He gave a weird sort of a huff, just a slight breath. 
 
    “I’ve been fucking the hell out of you all week. Truth, I’m actually a bit sore, so I need you to put on some luscious lipstick, get down on your knees, and eat my pussy.” 
 
    He liked it when I talked dirty. 
 
    “Eat my dripping pussy.” 
 
    He was breathing hard, like he had run the hundred yard dash in ten seconds. 
 
    “Make me feel like a woman.” 
 
    “By being a woman,” he whispered. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” I stood up and backed up to the bed. I sat down, scootched back, and spread my legs. 
 
    He turned to the table, his eyes on me in the mirror. God, it was sexy watching him roll that color on his plump lips. 
 
    Then he stood up and came to me. 
 
    I motioned with a finger, that’s all it took, and he went down on his knees and crept over the edge of the bed. 
 
    I stared at the long hair, the red lips, felt his hands gripping my thighs as he came closer and closer. His red nails were dangerously sexy. 
 
    He paused, inches above my snatch, and we stared at each other. I could still see a trace of eye make up on him. I would have to work on him with that, but, right then, it helped the illusion of his womanliness. 
 
    “Eat me, bitch.” 
 
    And he did. He dropped his face into my crotch and began working his tongue. He slathered my slit with his juices, he licked my labia, he nibbled on my clitoris. 
 
    “Use your fingers…” 
 
    He stuck two fingers in me and searched for my g spot. 
 
    I began to moan and buck, and he redoubled his efforts. 
 
    Then, the little genius touched my butt hole. I’ve never been into anal, but the feeling of being tickled, reamed gently, drives me up a wall. In this case it drove me up a wall, over the edge, and down a cliff into a splashing orgasm.  
 
    “OHHH!” And then a series of shorter ‘Ohs,’ and then I just sort of collapsed. 
 
    He tried to keep going. 
 
    “No,” I said. 
 
    He stopped. He backed off the bed and stood up, and the funniest thing, his dick was so hard under his corset that he was pooching his butt back again. Trying to relieve the pressure of his penis being bent. 
 
    I would have giggled, but I was too tired. And too filled with ideas with what I was going to do. 
 
    He thought he was going to go for a month and that was it. 
 
    Nope. 
 
    So, last act of the night, I said, “Top drawer of my dresser, there’s a present for you.” 
 
    I watched him with lazy eyes, already starting to slip into sleep. 
 
    He pulled out the little black box. He looked in it and an expression of curiosity crossed his face. “What is this? Is this a…? Really?” 
 
    But I was already asleep.


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER NINE 
 
      
 
    I slept like a log. There is something about cumming before you sleep that just relaxes you, takes the rigid out of your muscles, and enables you to slide away into nothing land. 
 
    Jim slept terrible. I know because he whined about it the next morning. He was hard all night, he kept waking up. He lay in the dark and looked at the ceiling and wanted to fuck. 
 
    “How come,” I asked at one point, “You didn’t just go jack off?” 
 
    “Well, uh, I don’t like to. I like to save myself for you.” 
 
    I kissed him gently, and stroked his cock, and said, “Why aren’t you wearing it?” 
 
    “You really want me to wear…what is it? A chastity device? I thought it was a gag gift!” 
 
    “No gag, baby. Your hard ons are out of control and we need to do something about that.” 
 
    “But it’s natural to get a boner! Men are defined by our boners!” 
 
    I couldn’t believe he said that. It was so true, and yet he didn’t really understand how that revealed him. 
 
    “Look,” I said. “You have a problem. If left alone your dick would tent every dress you own. I even see it when you wear your corset. We need to fix that.” 
 
    “But…” blah, blah, blah. 
 
    I put my hand to his lips, he hadn’t put on his make up yet, and I was disappointed. But, first things first. “Listen, the Chimera company is going to send a camera crew out here. They are going to take your picture. They are going to record you in a dress. Do you want the world to see your boner?” 
 
    He blinked. And then he started to stammer. “Record me? But…I thought they’d just take a few pictures, get some ideas for…for…” 
 
    I took over. “For advertising purposes. You want to advertise the fact that you can look so sexy…except for…oops…sorry about the bulge in my panties. 
 
    “Well, uh…” he had a glazed look in his eyes. 
 
    “You’re in it for a month. People will see you. You have to look your best.” 
 
    “Yeah, but…this thing?” he held up the chastity device. 
 
    “It’s not a bear trap. It’s not going to chomp down and whack off your whacker. 
 
    “No, but—“ 
 
    So I pulled out the big guns. I put my foot down, and I laid down the law. “Listen, you. I grabbed his cock, pulled him to me and snarled in his face. “You are going to look good. And if that means having to stick your dick in a cage for a while…so be it. There’s hundreds, maybe thousands of Wounded Warriors depending on you, so I don’t want any more shit. And that’s that!” 
 
    “And if I don’t?” 
 
    But I knew he was shaky inside. He was just testing me, seeing if I really meant it. 
 
    “Come with me,” I stood up and walked across the room, and he really had no choice. I had him by the pecker and I dragged him. 
 
    “Hey!” he yelped, trying to keep up, trying to keep his pecker from being yanked out by the roots. 
 
    I picked up a hair brush and smacked the back of his hand. 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    “You want a dick spanking?” 
 
    Oh, the look on his face. He forgot about the pain in his hand and stared at me. We stood like that for a full minute, not even blinking, just staring at each other, engaged in a true battle of the wills. 
 
    Last week I wouldn’t have won. Last week he was a hard charging executive. 
 
    This week he was in panties. 
 
    He blinked. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he said. Misery crawled across his face. His head lowered to a hang. 
 
    I didn’t let up. I couldn’t let up. I was so fucking hot I thought my pussy would explode! “Now get into the shower and turn it on cold. All the way. When you come back out here I want that dick limp!” 
 
    I shoved him towards the bathroom. He shuffled in, and I knew he was whipped. 
 
    Still, it was only one whipping in a week that promised to be…whipful. 
 
    I listened to the shower, then I made a bet with myself. I bet I could get myself off before he came out of the bathroom. I dove onto the bed and began frigging. 
 
      
 
    He came out of the shower and his dick was down. It was shriveled up pretty good, and he was shivering. Hell, it must have taken a lot of cold water to get that massive staff to shrink. 
 
    “Let’s do this quick,” I said. “Before it grows again.” 
 
    Now I had never seen a chastity device. But I had read the instructions. Seemed simple enough. Put the dick in the tube, close the rings, close the padlock. 
 
    In reality, it was weird. A man’s dick, soft, is a slug. If it is hard you can shove it in a hole. When it’s soft it hangs when you need it stiff, and bends when you try to push it in a hole. 
 
    Still, I knew he was going to get hard again, real quick. So I simply jammed that puppy into the tube… “Ouch! Hey!” then closed the ring, “FUCK!” Then, staring up at his quivering brown eyes, I slipped the padlock into place. 
 
    “Listen,” I said. Click. 
 
    But to him it was: 
 
    CLICK 
 
    Sounded like jail cell doors clanging shut. Sounded like the echo of steel doors in dungeons. 
 
    Sounded good to me. 
 
    “Fuck,” he said, and looked down at himself. 
 
    The chastity tube was a see through, and he could see his cock, trying to grow, pressing against the plastic walls. His balls were tightening up against the ring. His face was taking on the most delightful look of horror. 
 
    “Ow,” he said. 
 
    “It’s in your mind,” I countered. 
 
    “I don’t think I can do this,” he moaned piteously. 
 
    “You don’t have any choice.” 
 
    “Fuck.” 
 
    “I don’t like crude words. You say that again and I’ll take a belt to you.” 
 
    He looked at me, his jaw so dropped I was afraid it would hit the floor. 
 
    I remembered what Annette said. Hard and soft. Never let him know what you’re going to do. It will keep him off balance, and an off balance man is easy to control. 
 
    I kissed him. I kissed him until he kissed me back. Which didn’t take long. 
 
    “Does it really hurt?” 
 
    “Well, yeah.” 
 
    “And you can’t put up with a little pain for me?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “I wore heels for years, and now you know how uncomfortable they can be.” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    “I’ve worn a corset. And now you know what that feels like. All day long, not being able to breath except for those shallow breaths.” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    So, once again, I pulled out the big guns. “I’ve swallowed your cum.” 
 
    He froze. It was so stupid, so non sequitur, that he just stood there and thought about it. 
 
    Then I grinned. 
 
    And he figured it out, and he chortled. Then, “You’re so full of—“ 
 
    I covered his mouth with my hand. “You want that belt?” 
 
    And he fell into the game. “No, ma’am.” Grinning. 
 
    “Okay. You’ll try out that chastity tube. You’ll give it your best shot. Now hurry up and put on your clothes and make up. you’ll be late for work. 
 
    “I still need help with the make up.” 
 
    “Then put on your clothes. Try the red dress, it’ll really hug your figure, and I’ll be back in to help with the make up.” 
 
    He nodded. I ran for the kitchen—I couldn’t wait for him to get better at being a woman so he could fix all the meals—and he walked into the closet to look for the red dress. 
 
      
 
    “Mush is on the stove and your lunch is ready.” 
 
    He turned to me, and I could have kissed him. His figure was shapely. His fake boobs stood out, and…and he made me horny. 
 
    “Come on, let’s get this done.” 
 
    I sat him down and worked on his face, and, the odd thing, I could tell he liked it. 
 
    Well, of course. Anybody likes being touched and fondled and made beautiful. And, at least in one area, his fighting ways were dwindling away. 
 
    I shadowed his eyes, told him to put on the lipstick, and told him he had to get his ears pierced. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Don’t be a baby. It’s not going to hurt. And the holes will grow closed when you’re done.” If I ever let him be done. 
 
    He frowned, but I just gave him a little slap on the cheek… 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “That’s for the blush.” 
 
    …and finished his make up. 
 
    “You liar,” he said. but he was looking at himself in the mirror, admiring himself. Becoming the new Jim. 
 
    “Okay, here we go…” I slipped a wig over his head, it was longer and sleeker and darker. It was shiny, almost Japanese, and it brought out the curves of his face, subdued the masculine angles. 
 
    “Jesus,” he said, in awe. 
 
    “Nope, just good, old Jim. Say,” I stood back and put one hand on my chin. “We should think of a feminine name for you.” 
 
    “Don’t think so. Too far. Nope.” 
 
    He walked out. 
 
    So did I, but I was smiling. 
 
    We ate mush, just a little pat of butter, and some molasses. I was fine with that. I weighed less, I was used to it, and I could always catch a snack later. 
 
    Jim was heavier, needed more, and I made a mental note to call his company and stop him from raiding the vending machines. 
 
    Halfway through breakfast I brought out his vitamins. 
 
    “For your bones. Calcium. Here’s some zinc. Multipurpose. Vitamin D is always good…” I went through the litany out loud for him. And inside I was recounting, ‘estrogen…testosterone blocker…” 
 
    “And Pueraria Mirifica,” I finally announced. 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “Cardiovascular.” 
 
    Boobs. It was the big gun of boobs. Combined with the various types of estrogen I had given him he would be developing boobs within a matter of weeks. Not months or even years, like most products. 
 
    “I’ve got great cardiovascular!” 
 
    “And this will make it better. You’ll have a strong, massive chest containing a strong, pounding heart…every time you look at me.” I giggled. 
 
    He laughed, then he grew winsome and placed one of his hands on mine. 
 
    “I really need…I really…” 
 
    “What?” I asked softly. 
 
    “This stuff is getting in my head. I need to feel like a man. I need to get out of this chastity tube and let my dick grow and—“ 
 
    “You‘ve only been contained for fifteen minutes.” 
 
    “It feels like fifteen hours. I’m all squashed inside.” 
 
    “But look at what it did for your dress.” 
 
    He looked down. We had shoved his penis, cage and all, back between his legs. Then I had pulled a tight shaper up so it wouldn’t come back up front. The result was a smooth front. Very sexy. No trace of a dick at all. 
 
    “Yeah,” he said, and, I don’t think he knew it, but there was a trace of marvel in his tones. That translated as a low form of like. But he didn’t know it. 
 
    “Look,” I said, going soft on him. “We’ll check it out tonight. You just make it through the day, that’s what we’re doing, one day at a time, and then we’ll re-evaluate.” 
 
    “And maybe I’ll get free?” 
 
    “Maybe,” I answered. And I breathed below his hearing … ‘not.’ 
 
    “Now come on, I’ll drive you to work.” 
 
     
 
    So he grabbed his lunch, and I grabbed my credit card, and reminded myself to confiscate his, and we walked out to the car. 
 
    The Johnson’s were on the front walk, walking their dog. Well, actually scooping up some poop. “Hi, Randy, Helen,” I waved. 
 
    “Hi Lois.” Then Helen looked at Jim. “Is that really you, Jim?” 
 
    Jim began to turn red. 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” 
 
    She waked across the lawn, little mutt behind her, and looked up at his face. “That’s incredible.” 
 
    “Bad?” asked Jim. 
 
    “Oh, no. you’re beautiful. I thought you were a real woman when I first saw you.” She looked at me and giggled. “I wondered who was visiting you…and I find out it is Jim. Or…do you have a transition name?” 
 
    Jim had started to calm down after the initial redness, but now he grew red again. “I’m not transition—“ 
 
     I quickly cut in, “We’re thinking about that. He likes to think of himself as Jim.” 
 
    “But such a beautiful person. He…she really needs a beautiful name. Isn’t Jim beautiful, Randy?” 
 
    Randy was just standing there. He was a ‘thumb up your ass’ kind of guy anyway, and he said. “Yeah.” 
 
    And that was the big puzzle for the day. What the hell did Randy mean? ‘Yeah,’ like he was beautiful? ‘Yeah,’ like shutting his wife up. ‘Yeah,’ in mockery? 
 
    Truthfully, I have never heard such a non committal ‘yeah’ in my life. Even Helen turned and looked at him. 
 
    “Well, got to go,” I turned Jim and walked him to the car. 
 
     
 
    Down the street, turning, Jim suddenly said. “I’m not transitioning.” 
 
    “Of course not. We’re just helping poor guys who have given their all for the country.” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    And he meant it. But he didn’t mean it like the old Jim, always confident and sure of himself. Now there was a slight quaver, a worry, an ‘unsureness’ in his tones.


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER TEN 
 
      
 
    The week passed, and a truth everybody knows but doesn’t talk about became evident. 
 
    If you’re having fun time passes quickly. 
 
    If you’re miserable, it passes about as fast like a snail on downers. 
 
    For me it was passing at light speed. 
 
    Annette took me to lunch every day. We talked about Chimera, and she had a plan to squeeze money out of them. If power is sex, and money is power, well, you see where this is going? 
 
    I came home every day feeling like somebody was blowing a tuba on my pussy. It felt like it was actually vibrating, shivering with sex, wanting a good plunge into the old in and out. 
 
    But, I held myself back. Well sort of. 
 
    I had Jim’s tongue, and he was getting better with it every day. He learned to pace himself, the best way to lick my clit, and it turned me no end to feel his long nails trailing over me, exciting my flesh, making me dizzy with desire. 
 
    Fortunately, he never asked to be let out of his cage during our little ‘tasting’ sessions. He whined before, but I was so horny I just pushed his head down there and held it until he lapped and licked and brought me to the big O. And he complained after, but then it was too late. I was sated, thanks a lot, go away. 
 
    Grin. 
 
    And, a couple of times, when Jim was busy in the kitchen, or vacuuming or something, I would sneak into the bathroom and use my big, old dildo. 
 
    We had had the dildo for years. We had gotten it when we were younger and I was in love with sex—as if I’m still not—and we had never thrown it away. 
 
    Now, a little older, a little stretchier down there, I found it the perfect tool for satisfying the deep craving I had to be penetrated. Heck, I had to bite on on a folded up wash clothe when I came, my moans and even mini screams were that loud. 
 
    Thank God the vacuum drowned out my noise. 
 
    And it wasn’t all one way. In a way, Jim was getting more sex than he had ever had in his life. I played with him constantly. We couldn’t even pass in the hallway without me latching onto him. I groped his boobs, felt his ass, kissed him until his lipstick was all over his face, and fed my horniness until I couldn’t stand it. Of course I had a vibrator I could use on the sly, and the big dildo when I absolutely couldn’t stand it any more. 
 
    So Jim, though he couldn’t get hard, was getting fucked, in a manner of speaking. And here’s the funny thing. By the end of the week he was adapting, and I could tell that though my constant sexual assault was driving him crazy, he was liking it. 
 
    Sex is a big endorphin drive. Do the old wham bam and the endorphins are released and, zingo bingo, you gots pleasure. Big time. 
 
    So we were releasing his endorphins, and then not letting him cum, and the endorphins just sort of hung around. The result was that he was constantly stimulated. That sexual delight was maintaining, and he was liking it. 
 
    The usual formula, if I can try to explain it rightly, is get horny and feel the endorphins, have sex, release the sperm, get rid of the endorphins, roll over and sleep. 
 
    The new formula was get horny, feel the endorphins, have sex and get even more ‘endorphinized,’ NOT release the sperm, NOT release the endorphins, and feel that rutting, urging, driving sexy feeling all day. 
 
    And Jim was definitely feeling it all day. 
 
    Getting dressed up was making him horny. I could tell by the way his dick tried to get hard when he was putting on clothes. 
 
    Putting on make up was making him horny. I could tell by the little moans he would make as he applied the assortment of powder and creams that is a girl’s best friend. 
 
    Then he would walk, his butt a little thrust out, his dick held in place, listening to the click, click, click of his heels, and that was making him horny, I could tell by the smell of him. 
 
    Yes. Of course. People have odor. Sometimes it’s pleasant, sometimes it’s not. Jim was clean, extra clean for living like a female, and I could actually smell the sex on him. It was not noticeable to most people, but women could smell it. A light tinge of muskiness. Helped along by a look in his eyes, a moistening of his lips by his talented, pink tongue, a heavy breathing at odd times. 
 
    I talked to the women at his work and a couple of them indicated, in so many words, that they could smell him. 
 
    All of which made me very happy. I liked smelling his sex. It turned on my own endorphins, and more importantly, it told me that the program was working. 
 
    You can’t just pop a man in a dress and expect a woman. It takes work. And all the work means nothing if the man doesn’t have that bit of…what do we call it…kink? in his DNA. 
 
    Turns out Jim had the kink. And he was slowly, in spite of all his protestations, loving it. 
 
    And so was I. 
 
    So Friday we were getting ready for work. I was getting out of the shower, Jim was learning how to do his own make up so I could sleep a little later, and I watched him work on his eye lashes. 
 
    Without looking up at me he said, in the most winsome manner. “Do you think I might get a little sex this weekend?” 
 
    I smiled, and threw a naked leg over him. 
 
    “Careful, don’t get me wet.” 
 
    That’s another thing, he was getting conscious of how certain things messed up a lady and needed to be avoided. 
 
    “Listen, bozo butt,” I touched my lips to his in a big smack. He hadn’t put on his lipstick yet, so I didn’t have to worry about messing it up. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    And he looked up at me like a puppy dog. His eyes were delicately shaded, a touch of blue this day, and they were filled with trepidation. He used to be the ‘jump in with both feet’ kind of guy. Now he was a more considerate ‘look before you leap,’ kind of…girl. 
 
    “Let’s talk about this sex thing.” 
 
    “This sex thing?” A trace of the old Jim, wanting and getting…or was it just desperation? 
 
    “Listen, before we have sex I need you to do something.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I need big, thick eyebolts, or something like that, on the posters of the bed.” 
 
    “What? What for?” 
 
    “So one of us can tie the other up and have his…or her…way.” 
 
    For a moment his eyes lit up. Then he realized which way the mop had flopped. 
 
    “You’re going to tie me up.” 
 
    “If you want to cum.” 
 
    And there it was. 
 
    He looked like he wanted to cry, except that he was so horny. 
 
    “We aren’t going to have some good old fashion ‘Me Tarzan, you Jane’ sex? 
 
    “I don’t think so.” 
 
    “Why not? Oh, the whine in his voice was delicious. 
 
    “Because you are learning how to be a woman. To turn back into a caveman, to throw me down and sink your dick to the balls in my sweet cunt…that would be going in the wrong direction.” 
 
    “But I want…I NEED!” 
 
    “I’ve got needs to. You don’t hear me whining just because you can’t sink that old baseball bat into me?” 
 
    “Yeah, but…” but there wasn’t much he could say about that. He had no idea I was getting more sex, more orgasms, than I ever had in my life. 
 
    “So when do I get to…you know?” 
 
    “When this charity thing is over. Believe me, when you get taken out of your female clothes and can put on baggy jeans and a sweat shirt, I’m going to want you to fuck me for a week.” 
 
    That helped. The dirty talked excited. It was something to look forward to. Of course, he didn’t know how long I was planning to make this thing go. 
 
    Jimmy boy. You may have cum your last. 
 
      
 
    Work was work. It dragged a little, I wanted to be home and tormenting my hubby, turning him into the best wife a woman could have, but, heck, I had to work, and that gave me the time to anticipate. So I worked, chatted with the other ladies—they were always quite curious as to how Jim was doing—and lunch came. 
 
    “Margaritas, and keep them coming. If I have to ask you won’t get your measly buck and a half tip.” 
 
    The waiter, his name was Andre, or something like that, laughed. Annette was a good tipper, and he was a good waiter. 
 
    And so we hoisted the salt encrusted goblets to our red and sexy lips and began an afternoon I would never forget. 
 
    We laughed, we giggled, we drank Margaritas. We talked about Jim and the other guys from the team playing dress up. We made bawdy remarks about people we knew, drank more Margaritas, and after a couple of hours we were on the edge of sloshed. 
 
    Heck, I didn’t even get that way with Jim. I always watched my alcoholic intake. That’s something a girl has to do, she learns early to do, lest somebody take advantage of her. 
 
    But Annette was a friend, a girl. No way she was going to take advantage of me. 
 
    “Now, the best for last,” she said as she placed her credit card on the table, along with a couple of twenties. 
 
    Andre whisked in, grabbed the card and the money, and whisked out. 
 
    “I have some paperwork to show you.” 
 
    “Oooh, paperwork, goodie!” I laughed, mocking her. 
 
    She laughed, too, but there was something else in her gaze. We walked out of the restaurant, drunk, bumping hips, having the time of our lives. 
 
    “I’m going to rent a room. There’s a briefcase in the trunk. Could you grab that?” 
 
    So I did. My curiosity piqued to a peak. I met her in an elevator and we rode up in silence. Me staring at her. Her clutching the briefcase with both arms, hugging it, really, and looking at her own reflection on the wall of the elevator. She looked VERY happy with herself. 
 
    We entered the hotel room and she motioned to one side of a table. I sat down and she opened the briefcase on the table, then pulled up a chair and sat next to me. I could feel the warmth of her body. 
 
    “Okay, this bundle of papers is a contract. Between you and me. I will be your manager, yours and Jim’s. You need to take it to a lawyer, have him look at it, we can make any corrections or additions after that.” 
 
    “You’re becoming our manager?” 
 
    “If I can. This is all up to you.” 
 
    “And what is it that is happening that we need to be managed?” 
 
    “First off, I have secured a contract from Chimera. That’s this one.” she placed another contract in front of me. “Again, take it to your lawyer, have him inspect it. I think I have done well, I’ve done a lot of contract negotiations, you know, but he’ll let you know, make suggestions, or whatever.” 
 
    I studied the second document for a moment, I could feel Annette waiting patiently for me. And my eyes opened. 
 
    “They’re going to pay us this much? But it was all for charity!” 
 
    “Yes, it was, and you delivered. But this is not charity. This is you…and Jim…modeling products. And there is a certain significance to Jim living as a woman that deserves adequate compensation. After all, he pulls this off he is going to put every man in America, in the world, into cosmetics. Do you know how much profit that is? The current yearly profit for the cosmetics industry is 50 billion dollars. That’s billions. B. If Jim pulls it off…we’re talking about doubling that. 100 billion dollars. Billion. B. 
 
    I felt like my head was exploding with light. Hot light. I think if I wasn’t so blown away I would have had an orgasm. I knew I certainly would later. 
 
    “But…but this much? I…I…” 
 
    She shook her head. “That’s nothing. This is what I’m working on now.” She placed a third contract in front of me. 
 
    I read it, and I lost my breath. I couldn’t breath. My heart felt like it was somewhere else and giving up beating. 
 
    “Fuck,” I whispered. 
 
    I looked up at Annette, who gave me a smile that held the world. 
 
    “You can’t…you don’t mean…” 
 
    “Oh, yes. There’s still a lot of details to work out. But the people I am talking to are excited with a capital X. They want this to happen. Jim is the first to splash like this. They know that this thing is big, that he is effecting all of society. They want him.” 
 
    I stared at the contract. The sun, the moon and the stars were in that thin sheaf of papers. All my dreams. All anybody’s dreams. A whole world opening up. I couldn’t believe it. 
 
    “There is one other thing.” 
 
    “What?” I was enraptured by the contract on the table. 
 
    She didn’t say anything. 
 
    I turned and looked at her. 
 
    She cleared her throat. Her eyes were focused on me, but filled with…with… 
 
    She leaned in towards me, moving very, very slowly. She didn’t want to scare me. She touched her lips to mine, softly, gently. Our eyes were open, and the moment became sacred. Her lips were soft, she smelled good, I could feel her heart beating under her heavy breasts. 
 
    She didn’t follow up. She leaned back and said, “That’s something to think about. I know I’m older, but I have needs.”  
 
    Jim had said that very thing to me this morning.  
 
    “You are a powerful woman. I’ll train you how to negotiate and all the other things concerning running businesses. But I have needs.” 
 
    “Oh, my,” I breathed. 
 
    “I won’t be upset if you pass. This is more of a sex thing with me, and I hope it will be with you.” 
 
    “My, my, my.” My pussy tingled. my heart throbbed, my tits felt hot. I was actually doing a mini-swoon kind of thing. I had never kissed a woman. I had never been kissed by one. But I believe in sex, and, truth, with the contracts in front of me, I felt so horny and powerful and turned on and dynamic…and I owned the world, and I knew there would be a lot of sex in the years to come.” 
 
    “But,” she said, and for a second I thought she was going to drop the other shoe, rain on my parade. “Everything depends on Jim. Everything depends on you keeping him a woman. You absolutely must…or these contracts,” she waved her hand at the paper on the table, “are worth nothing.” 
 
    I stared at her. 
 
    “Can you do it? Can you control Jim?” 
 
    I breathed out softly, “Watch me.” 
 
    We smiled then, and she put papers back in the briefcase while I sat back and let my dreams go crazy. 
 
    The whole world was being offered to me. Well, to Jim and I. All I had to do was keep him in dresses and make up. I didn’t think that was going to be much trouble. 
 
    We walked to the door, and just when Annette was about to pull the door opened I turned her around. And I leaned in to her, and, this time eyes closed, we kissed. It was so strange, so forbidden, and so right. And I knew that I had been missing out. I should have been kissing women all along. Men, women, sex. It’s all so glorious, you know?


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER ELEVEN 
 
      
 
    I was powerful, horny and distracted all Friday night. 
 
    Jim was whistling, however. 
 
    So we stayed at home and I had him serve me a great dinner. Then I drank a little wine. I even let Jim have a shot of whiskey. The poor boy needed something, right? 
 
    Then I worked with him on make up, showing him how to shadow, how to bring out the highlights, how to appear downright scintillating. 
 
    And all the while I was thinking about contracts, and money signs, and getting off, and how all I needed to do was keep Jim in line. 
 
    Finally, it was bedtime. We entered the bedroom and I stared at the  make up table. Jim was going to sit there and take off his goop, and I was about ready to bust. 
 
    Oh, I didn’t want to tell him about the contracts, yet. I needed him a little more submissive before I did that. I couldn’t have him suddenly feel the power and start revolting. There was no telling what a man would do if he got a little power. He might even start demanding sex. 
 
    But I did need to get myself off. 
 
    Jim sat down, a proper lady, beautiful lips, they were getting softer and rounder by the day, courtesy of plumper and hormones. 
 
    “Jim?” 
 
    He looked at me in the mirror, and his face sobered up. “You want me to get you off?” 
 
    “Nope. I want you to watch.” 
 
    He turned the chair around, a puzzled expression on his face. “Watch what?” 
 
    I reached into my bed stand and took out the dildo. 
 
    His eyes widened. 
 
    “What…?” 
 
    “Honey, this is a test. I want to get myself off, and I want you to watch.” 
 
    “But what’s the point of the test?” 
 
    “I’m testing you. I want to see how much you can take.” 
 
    “I don’t need—“ 
 
    “Shush, now. And let me enjoy myself.” 
 
    His mouth opened slightly, gave him a breathless look, and I stripped my clothes off and laid back and spread my legs. 
 
    I pulled a nipple, licked my lips, and watched him. He was so beautiful. 
 
    I played with the dildo, sucking it, then stroking my pussy with it. Then I reached into the drawer for my vibrator. I was so hot that was all the foreplay I needed. 
 
    Jim licked his lips, and he placed a hand on his crotch. Feeling for the dick that wasn’t there? Wanting to stroke himself off? Wanting to feel like a man again? 
 
    I don’t know, and I didn’t care. I could feel heat emanating from my groin and I was in a hurry. 
 
    I positioned my vibrator over the clitoris, and placed the dildo between the labia. It was sleek and hard and I was hungry, I began to push it slowly in, my eyes widening, my heart pounding. 
 
    Jim moaned. 
 
    I got it all the way in. 
 
    “Do you want me to help?” He sounded like he was begging. Well, I guess he was. 
 
    “Just sit there and don’t move.” 
 
    I felt the hardness inside me, I moved it in a circle, reamed my hole, and then I turned on the vibrator. 
 
    “AHHH!” burst out of me. Waves of pleasure erupted. I couldn’t wait. I began slamming the dildo into me, I was raping my hole, sexy, violent, and waves of pleasure began to wash through my body. 
 
    Jim’s mouth was open. He had fucked me, and fucked me stupid on occasion, but he had never seen me like this. “Fuck,” he whispered. 
 
    I came. I came about as hard as I had ever cum. My pussy exploded, shards of white heat corkscrewed out of me, my eyes rolled back in my skull. I don’t know how long I was like that, arched, frozen, caught in the tsunami of pure sexual pleasure, but, finally, I came back to myself. I raised my head and looked at Jim. 
 
    He was crying. 
 
    Poor boy. 
 
      
 
    The next day was Saturday. And it was time to play baseball. We had scheduled a little team work out to practice our skills, and we really just wanted to get back together after having played the big game the week previous. 
 
    At first, Jim took out his uniform and started dressing, but I stopped him. “What? he asked. 
 
    “You can’t wear that?” 
 
    “I can’t?” he looked down at himself. He was wearing white with red stripes, leggings were on the bed, along with his glove. 
 
    “I bought you something.” 
 
    I went to the closet and brought his new uniform. It was body hugging, the chest designed to accommodate his breasts. It was the girl’s version of a baseball uniform. 
 
    He looked at it, and there was a mix of hunger and embarrassment in his eyes. 
 
    “What?” I asked. “You think Chimera won’t want a picture of you guys playing a little ball?” 
 
    “Well, no…uh…yes…I don’t know.” 
 
    It was a little tight for him, but I had him wear a tummy shaper a size too small and he managed to fit into it. 
 
    “You need to lose more weight,” I grimaced as I tugged on the clothes. 
 
    “I’m so hungry I’m starving all the time.” 
 
    “No pain, no gain,” I tossed at him. 
 
    God, he looked good. His hips were emphasized—were they a little rounder? Were the hormones working?—his breasts stood out and looked entirely natural. 
 
    “Come on, let me help you with the make up,” I said, indicating the make up table. 
 
    He didn’t move, he stared at his glove on the bed, and I realized what he was thinking. 
 
    “Don’t even think about it.” 
 
    “But I can’t use my glove with these nails.” 
 
    We had a small argument then, but I figured out a way to make it work. 
 
    “Look,” I said. “I’ll trim those nails, but you have to agree to let me do your nails again when we get home.” 
 
    “Okay,” he begrudged. 
 
    “And they’ll be longer.” 
 
    He frowned. He had been experiencing the trials and tribulations of quarter inch nails all week. 
 
    “Come on. New nails, or no glove.” 
 
    So he agreed. I smiled gently and kissed him on the cheek, then I cupped one of his buns and lifted. 
 
    “Oh,” he said, surprised and delighted. 
 
    “Isn’t that what all baseball players do? Pat each other on the butt.” 
 
    “Well, not really.” 
 
    “Oh, bullshit.” I grinned. “And I’m going to pat every butt out there today.” 
 
    “Don’t you dare,” he said. But was that a hint of excitement I saw in his bright eyes? 
 
      
 
    Everybody was there when we arrived, and there was a problem. Some of the guys weren’t dressed as girls. 
 
    “Ah, I was tired of it.” 
 
    “It’s too much work.” 
 
    I frowned. I had contracts to worry about. The guys weren’t part of it, Jim was the main thing, but I didn’t want any flies threatening to spoil the ointment. 
 
    “Okay, you guys start playing. I’ll be right back.” 
 
    While they took positions and chose bats, I jumped in the car and zipped for home. I was back in ten minutes, before the first inning was even done. 
 
    “Bob!” I yelled. “Get your ass over here! Georgina, you, too!” 
 
    They heard my voice, my no nonsense bellow, and Georgina and Bob came to me. 
 
    “Bob, you sit right there.” I indicated a place on the bench facing me. “Georgina, you stand next to us and watch and listen.” 
 
    Bob sat, a frown on his face. 
 
    I opened my make up kit. 
 
    “I don’t want to—“ 
 
    “Shut your stupid mouth,” I snarled. 
 
    Bob’s eyes widened. He was a gentle soul, and he had never really heard me screech. Even Georgina, who knew a woman’s potential, opened her eyes. 
 
    “Listen to me, you asshole. There are soldiers who fought for our country. They are missing arms and legs, and maybe,” I leaned forward and looked into his eyes, “maybe even their dicks. 
 
    Bob actually backed up the smidge at the violence in my voice. 
 
    “And you say you can’t wear a dress and some make up and look pretty for them. They sacrifice and you sit at home and watch your selfish little TV and the hell with them. Is that it?” 
 
    Oh, he shivered inside. But I was in a gentle roar, and I was cutting into his heart. 
 
    “Well, I didn’t—“ 
 
    “You sure didn’t.” I directed my attack to Georgina. “Georgina, if he gives you so much as one scintilla of an iota of shit, you call me. I’ll come over and geld the son of a bitch!” 
 
    Done with Bob, I told him to go back into the game and send me Leslie and Tim. While I was waiting, Georgina said, “Wow.” 
 
    I smiled at her. “He’s easily handled, if you’ve got a pair. Do you have a pair, girlfriend?” 
 
    She nodded her head, thoughtful, but smiling. Now that she had seen it done, she was actually anxious to do it herself. Girls just want to have fun, you know. And fun is power, and sex, and making a man into the image of a woman. 
 
    Georgina returned to the game and I had Tim sit down. I started to make him up, and when he objected I actually slapped him in the groin. Well, he wasn’t a gentle soul like Bob, he was a strong and silent type. A manly man. And there’s only one way to handle that type of fellow. 
 
    “Ow!” he said. Leslie stood up straight and dropped her jaw all the way to the ground. 
 
    “Did you—“ 
 
    I ignored her. I told Tim the same thing I had told Bob, about his duty to help fellows with no limbs. Then I turned to Leslie. “Girlfriend,” I said, “Tim’s a nice guy, but he’s been less than honest with you.” 
 
    “He has?” 
 
    “He sure has. Tim needs his ass kicked on a regular basis.” 
 
    Tim was a foot taller than his wife, and built like a weightlifter because he was a weightlifter. 
 
    She was a shrimp, and yet now she eyed him contemplatively. 
 
    “So you take hold of his balls,” which I did, with a grip like steel, and which made him open his eyes, draw in his breath and sit up straight, “And you kiss them, and if that doesn’t work, you squeeze them until he comes around.” 
 
    Leslie said nothing, just stared at my hand holding his jewels. I let go and withdrew my hand, and Leslie said something that surprised me. “Can I spank him?” 
 
    I laughed. “Knock yourself out. In fact, if he can sit down next time we have a game I’ll spank you!” 
 
    And so I dealt with the men, the recalcitrant brats, and slowly our team began to shape up. In a feminine way, of course. 
 
    Interestingly, the game went weird. 
 
    The men had been winning. They had scored a couple of runs in the first inning, then another one. Then the make up began to take effect. It was like putting paint on the ponies robbed them of strength, or skill, or coordination, or something. 
 
    And the girls scored a couple of runs. 
 
    Then we traded runs for a few innings, and by the time we had reached the sixth it was a tie game. 
 
    The guys were looking pretty hang dog. They hadn’t even been wearing high heels, and we had fought them to a draw. 
 
    “Okay, gals and guys,” I called before we all dispersed. “Let’s have a little huddle over here. 
 
    The guys sat down, a little hunched, and the girls stood behind them, strong and proud with straight backs. They were even grinning. It reminded me of a saying I once heard.  
 
      
 
    When a woman is unleashed a man is consumed. 
 
      
 
    God, did I love that saying, and it never seemed more appropriate. 
 
    “Okay, everybody, you guys let us down today, and I don’t want it to happen again. It’s only a month, a few weeks, and the torture is over and you can go back to being ball scratching, finger sniffing assholes.” 
 
    A couple of the guys grinned at that. 
 
    “But, in the meantime, I don’t want to catch you without make up, or without female attire. 
 
    “Even heels?” Tom asked. 
 
    “Especially heels, and they better be high. You got me?” 
 
    He nodded. He didn’t look too happy, but so what. 
 
    “Now, you guys stand up and watch.” They stood up. “If you do wear a bit of male attire, you can always feminize it a little. Pull your shirt in a little, Jerry, you need to do some sit ups,” everybody laughed, “and make sure everybody wears their breasts forms. All the time. Every day.” 
 
    “You know,” Tim pointed out, “there isn’t anybody around here. I don’t think it matters if we show a little maleness every once in a while. 
 
    And, at that very moment, as if it was a sign from God, a van pulled into the parking lot. It had the House of Chimera logo on the side, and a camera crew got out. 
 
    The guys goggled. 
 
    “We’re here to take some pictures, check your progress,” gay James came to us, mincing a bit. “Sally! Let’s do a touch up, they’ve just been playing baseball.” He made it sound like we had been wallowing with the hogs. 
 
    “What!” None of you boys have breast forms? Sally, bring us a couple of breasts. Honestly, you should never play baseball without your tits.” 
 
    He was moving the guys around, arranging them for a team photo. 
 
    “This should give us the light. Oh, Jimmy, you didn’t forget! The rest of you should take a lesson, do you see how wonderful his boobs are?” 
 
    A couple of the guys looked at Jim with resentment, and I didn’t think that was good. But, heck, they shouldn’t have left home without their tits. 
 
    “Okay, everybody shift a bit to the right. you take a step back and the rest of you line up on him…” He peered through a camera and checked a light meter, and squinted at the sun as if it wasn’t cooperating. 
 
    I took my place with the others, and every chance I got I would nudge a guy and say, “See? See?” 
 
    The guys didn’t like being hijacked and made to jump through hoops, but that was tough. I had a zillion dollars to make, and I didn’t want some bratty man getting in the way. 
 
    Then I looked at Jim. He was being placed in front of everybody, and he looked good enough to eat. And James knew it, because  he was focusing on him. Everybody would be looking at Jim, and ignoring the others. 
 
    Excellent. Nobody else was in the running for the truly big money, and they didn’t even know there was big money.


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER TWELVE 
 
      
 
    Two glorious weeks passed. Wonderful, amazing weeks. Weeks where Jim got up early and fixed breakfast, then fixed himself. Weeks where Jim came home and made sure the house was spic and span, fixed dinner, and moaned about his cock. 
 
    “I never see it anymore!” 
 
    “It’s right there, in your cage.” 
 
    “Yeah, but that’s not seeing it! I mean…like touching it. Feeling it.” 
 
    “Oh, you mean like stroking it, jacking it off until you have one of those nasty squirts.” 
 
    “You have ‘squirts,’” he countered. 
 
    “But I don’t get a mess all over everything. Heck, I’m afraid to let you cum. You’ve got so much semen stored up inside you I’d probably drown!” 
 
    “Well, give me a hand job! Let me jack off! I don’t care what, but I REALLY need to have an orgasm.” 
 
    “And I told you. When you have convinced the world you are a woman, I will squirt you off like a fire hose.” 
 
    He frowned. “I don’t want to wait. It can’t hurt to squirt me off now.” 
 
    He had turned the corner, become less insistent, so I went to him, kissed him, reached into his panties and grabbed his cage. “Oh, baby, you’d give all this up for a few drops of semen?” 
 
    “I thought I was going to cum gallons?” 
 
    I lifted his cage and he went up on his toes. “Playing games with me?” I growled happily into his face. 
 
    “No…no!” He sounded a little high pitched. 
 
    I lowered my hand and he went back to his feet. 
 
    “Honey, I promise you this will be worth it. You just have to stick it out.” 
 
    He had the most exquisitively pained expression on his face, and suddenly he frowned and grabbed one of his breast forms and moved it up and down on his chest. 
 
    “What?” I asked. 
 
    “Nothing.” 
 
    “Something. Tell me what’s going on.” 
 
    “It’s…my chest is itching. And sometimes it hurts.” 
 
    I frowned, but inside I was happy. The pueraria mirifica must be doing its job. 
 
    “Stand over there and let me look at you.” He did, and darned if his chest didn’t look a little bit bigger. Then he sealed the deal by saying, “It feels like there’s pressure on my chest, too.  
 
    So I made a show of examining him, feeling his chest around the breast forms, all the while noting that he had lost a little muscle tone, that his ass was, indeed, rounder. 
 
    I finished up by slapping his ass and saying, “There’s nothing wrong.” 
 
    “Yeah, probably not.” He shifted his boobs again, trying to itch the sensations assaulting his pecs. 
 
    “But when it comes time to reapply the glue we can take a look. Okay?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Okay, time for work. Let’s go.” 
 
    So we drove to work, and I made a note to keep a close eye on him. If he was starting to go through physical changes I wanted to keep track of them. Also, I wanted to make sure he didn’t get too emotional. Sometimes hormones have that effect. Girls going through puberty always get all weepy, think the world is plotting against them, that sort of thing. And what was Jim but a big girl going through a sort of puberty? 
 
    I dropped him off, stopped for a moment to watch him sashay into his building. And he really was sashaying. All the intense lessons I had pounded into him were working. He walked one foot in front of the other, his newly round ass swaying back and forth. His back was straight and he didn’t slouch to try and hide his bosoms. And when he reached the front door I noticed that two other girls joined him, linked arms with him. What they said I don’t know, but they entered the building giggling. 
 
    I entered traffic and picked up my cell and dialed a number. 
 
    “Haskin’s Real Estate. May I help you?” came the chipper voice. 
 
    “Lana,” I greeted the girl on the phone. “This is Lois…” 
 
    “Jim just came in, do you want me to catch him?” 
 
    “No, no. In fact, do me a favor and don’t even tell him I called. I just wanted to talk to his boss. I’m thinking of a surprise party and want to keep everything on the down low. Is Chuck in?” 
 
    A few seconds later: “Hi, Chuck!” 
 
    “Hi, Lois, what’s the haps?” 
 
    “Well, this is awkward, but I want to check up on Jim.” 
 
    “Is there something wrong with him?” 
 
    “No, I just want to make sure he’s surviving at work. All the changes and all. So how’s he doing?” 
 
    “As a matter of fact, things are better than ever. Clients don’t even know he’s a man, and his sales are going up. I guess I should hire more trans—I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have said that.” 
 
    “Chuck, between you and me, you say anything you want. He’s just so happy lately and I wanted to make sure he was happy everywhere.” 
 
    “Take it from me, Lois. He’s happy. He’s always giggling with the girls, and they seem to have taken him under their wing. They give him pointers on how to act more womanly, and his sales improve, and…well, I wish I could persuade him to stay a woman.” 
 
    “Yes,” I said, pondering. I had people on my side. “Well, keep working on him, and I’ll even help from my end.” 
 
    “Sounds good. Say, how much longer is this charity thing going to go on?” 
 
    “I’m not sure. As soon as I have word I’ll get back to you.” 
 
    “Excellent.” 
 
    Shortly after that I hung up. I was driving too slow and somebody honked at me, but I had a lot of thinking to do. Jim was better as a woman than as a man. People wanted him to stay a woman. I think there was a part of him that wanted to, too. Now if I could just get to that little piece of him. 
 
    Pulling into my parking lot I realized it was time to have a serious chat with Annette. 
 
      
 
    “So that’s the skinny, Annette. He’s reached critical stage as far as his dick goes. I think his boobs are growing, and if they are actually pushing his breast forms out they are bigger than smaller. And, in addition to all that, I have a feeling his penis is shrinking.” 
 
    We were sitting at our favorite restaurant, pouring Margaritas down our throats as we connived. 
 
    Annette sat back and pondered. Finally, she said, “I think I may be able to solve everything, but it’s going to be dicey.” 
 
    “I’m out of ideas, so whatever you’ve got, I’m in.” 
 
    “First, we’re going to have to talk to him about the contracts. Money is power, and power is sex,” she put in words my exact thoughts over the last couple of weeks, “so showing him the money is going to go a long way.” 
 
    I offered, “I might be able to handle his new boobs, but his shrunken dick, if it really is shrunken, may be difficult.” 
 
    “Leave that to me. If I can take advantage of his dick, show him that big isn’t necessarily better, then he’s not going to complain about having a world class set of boobies.” 
 
    “Boobies,” I grinned. Then I laughed, “and did you really say what I think you did?” 
 
    “What did I say?” A quizzical expression flitted across her face. 
 
    “That big isn’t necessarily better?” 
 
    “Okay,” her mouth went a little lopsided as she chuckled. “You caught me in a lie.” Then she grew serious, “But we’ve got to handle Jim. The companies I’ve been talking with are pushing for a signature. They want the green light. I’ve actually been stalling them. I wanted to make sure Jim was far enough along for this to all work.” 
 
    “Okay, is there anything I should be doing on my end?” 
 
    “Good choice of words. Here’s what I want you to do,” and she leaned her head closer to mine and laid out her plan. 
 
    “What?” I was almost in shock when she finished. “You really think that…Jim will…if you…?” 
 
    “I’ve had two husbands, and they still want me back.” 
 
    “You must be good in the sack.” 
 
    “I’m great!” she said expansively. Then: “Have you given much thought to us? To what I said last…when I showed you the contracts. 
 
    I sat silent for the longest time. I sipped the last of my Margarita. Hell, I guzzled it, and burped, and wished there was more, and then I came to a conclusion. I said, “I’m interested. I want to find out. But I want everything done and signed and…and then I want to find out.” 
 
    She smiled. “If that doesn’t give me inspiration nothing will.” 
 
     
 
    That night I was humming and whistling when I entered the house. Jim was wearing heels and a gorgeous slit side, oriental dress. His make up was impeccable, and I noted that his face seemed to be shifting. Fat was redistributing and his skin was smoother. And his lips were really coming out. Heck, it wasn’t just the plumper I was applying to them, having him apply to them, it was the hormones. At that moment I knew hope. I was going to have my way with Jim, and everything was going to work out. I just knew it. 
 
    “Mmmm. What’s that smell?”  
 
    He turned around, his lips curved, and I noted that he had put on his dangling, sparkly earrings. It really lit up his face. And a wisp of hair was showing under the wig. It was growing, soon it would be long enough for me to style it. 
 
    But, heck, I liked the varieties offered by the wigs. I liked being eaten out by a blonde one day, a brunette the next, and a sleek and shiny Japanesish girl the next. 
 
    “Lamb chops. They had a special. I pounded them and began marinating them before I left this morning.” 
 
    “Oh, lover.” I kissed him gently, and he smooched me back gently, careful not to mess my make up. “You treat me so good.” 
 
    “Well, I’m hoping to break you down, if you know what I mean.” 
 
    “I do,” and I paused, one hand on his cheek, and I said, “I have come to a decision concerning said wild and wanton and brutal caveman sex.” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “I will tell you after dinner, if the lamb is exquisite as it smells.” 
 
    He laughed. “Prepare to have your taste buds dazzled. Now, go freshen up, dinner in a half.” 
 
    When I turned he snapped my ass with a towel. I jumped and spun around, but he was already ignoring me, humming as he turned the lamb. 
 
    I laughed, and went into the bedroom. 
 
    And I took out my vibrator and laid on the bed. Well, he said to refresh myself, and there is nothing more refreshing than an earthshaking orgasm, right? 
 
    So, precisely a half hour later, 25 minutes after I had orgasmed into a light sleep, he gently shook my shoulder and we went to dinner. 
 
    And it really was delicious. Tell the truth, I think he was a better cook than me. 
 
      
 
    After dinner he did the dishes while I sipped a wine spritzer. We chatted and traded the happenings of the day. But it was all winding down to one thing. At last, him finished with the dishes, he sat down across from me and stared at me. 
 
    God, he was beautiful. Smokey eyes, a shade of lipstick that made me want to do nothing but stare at his lips and want to be kissed. 
 
    “So, my little, plum chicken, what great idea have you come up with?” His eagerness was concealed, and well, but I could see that he was horny and dripping and wishing for a grand finale. 
 
    “One week,” I said. 
 
    Crestfallen. Disappointed. Almost shattered. He was really looking forward to finally having a big O. 
 
    “Why a week?” 
 
    “At the end of a week, next Friday, six o’clock, we are going to dinner. We will meet someone, and I will answer all questions, fulfill all your dreams, and you will get your orgasm.” Should you really wish it, I whispered in my mind. 
 
    “A week?” He was shattered, but there was hope at the end of the tunnel. And I knew he would go for it. He had bent himself to my wishes for three weeks now. One more week, the end of the official ‘deal’ between us. I had no doubt he was looking forward to doffing his female duds and slipping into a pair of cut offs and a sloppy ass sweat shirt. 
 
    “One week, and then it’s all over.” 
 
    He blinked. And I know I saw it in his eyes. When I said, ‘it’s all over,’ there was disappointment. But I also knew he would never admit it. No, he was like a wild stallion, and he was going to have to be broken the hard way. 
 
    “One week.” 
 
    “Is that a record I hear?” I sniped. 
 
    “And then I cum.” 
 
    “Baby, if you want to cum, then you’ll cum your brains out.” Of course, I didn’t tell him the other things, that was for one week away. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “Excellent,” I agreed abruptly. “But there is one other thing that you must do, if all this is going to happen.” 
 
    “What?” his eyes slanted suspiciously. 
 
    “Pour yourself a whiskey, get happy, and I will tell you.” 
 
    So he poured himself a stiff drink, I made sure it was stiff, then I poured him another, and then I brought out a little black box. 
 
    Not a chastity box, a box with something entirely different in it. 
 
    And I was glad he had thrown down a couple of drinks, because he proved to be a hard sell. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER THIRTEEN 
 
      
 
    “I’m not putting that up my butt!” 
 
    “Then forget ever cumming again.” 
 
    “I’ll break this fucking chastity tube off and jack my own self off.” 
 
    “You do that and I’ll divorce you.” 
 
    “Fuck you.” 
 
    I wasn’t winning. I softened my tone. “Jim?” 
 
    He wasn’t looking at me. I reached to his chin and turned his face towards me. 
 
    “Jim, we’ve come so far. Only a little ways to go. You’ve got to at least try it.” 
 
    “You try it.” 
 
    “I’ll do it if you do it.” 
 
    “Yeah, but you’re used to…to inserting things into your…your cavities.” 
 
    “And it doesn’t hurt a bit. In fact, it feels pretty good.” 
 
    He looked away again. 
 
    “Don’t I moan and squeal when you shove your pecker into me?” 
 
    He didn’t say anything. 
 
    “Doctors put things up your ass.” 
 
    “Not my ass.” 
 
    “A few years and you’ll be getting colonoscopies. Are you going to throw a hissy fit then?” 
 
    “Not the same.” 
 
    I came around and sat on his lap. He didn’t meet my eyes, but at least he didn’t shove me on my ass. 
 
    “Jim. This is all part of it. You do this and next week will come true, and you will actually be thanking me for this.” 
 
    He wouldn’t talk. 
 
    So I kept talking, and if there’s one thing a woman knows how to do, it’s talk down a man. I talked and I talked. I begged and I pled. I cajoled and bullied. I whispered into his ear of all the things that I would do to him if he would just do this one little thing. I showed him the stated plug, and he looked at it, and…breakthrough…there was a spark of interest. 
 
    “It rubs your prostate. Some men even have orgasms off the prostate. It will help relieve your sexual obsessions. It will make you feel like you’ve had a week long body massage. I guarantee that…” 
 
    Did I mention that I talked? And, after two hours two full hours of hard core negotiations—I felt exhausted—and a couple of large whiskeys, he grunted an acknowledgement. 
 
    I took him by the hand and walked him into the bedroom. I knew better than to say anything. He had agreed, and I had to strike while the iron was hot, or at least lukewarm. 
 
    “What do you want me to do?” His face wasn’t happy, but there was a spark of interest there. It was hidden under the sullenness, but it was there. 
 
    “Just lie back there. Let me take your panties off.” 
 
    He arched his back and I pulled his lavender panties off. His caged cock lay down between his legs. Yes, it certainly looked smaller. 
 
    “Now, just let me rub you for a while. You need to be relaxed. I don’t want this to hurt.” 
 
    I rubbed his thighs. I massaged his swollen balls, and they started to tighten up a bit. His cock was trying to get hard. Yes, it was definitely smaller. 
 
    Finally, after fifteen minutes of working over him, I began applying lubricant. Lots of it. I slathered it around his brown hole. I reamed it gently, no penetration. 
 
    He jerked and twitched, and I just took my time. “There, there,” I crooned. “Everything is fine.” 
 
    I rubbed a lot of lube onto the butt plug. 
 
    He watched me, his eyes interested in spite of his resistance. 
 
    Then I slowly, ever so slowly, put a finger up his derriere. 
 
    He made a sound, like he was being hurt, but he didn’t move away except to jerk and arch a bit. 
 
    “It’s okay. I love you, and I’m going to be gentle.” 
 
    He became calm again, so I circled his hole with two fingers. This time he didn’t jerk so much as tighten up, and then only for a second. 
 
    Finally, I touched the tip of the dildo to his hole. He just lay there, absorbing sensations. Nothing had hurt him, and it had all felt good, so I pushed the tip into him. 
 
    His muscles tightened up, so I stopped. I stroked his inner thighs and talked in a low voice. I whispered about how much I loved him, and how good this was going to feel. 
 
    And it was already feeling good. I could tell that by the look on his face. 
 
    And I slid an inch in. 
 
    He tightened, and relaxed, and he relaxed quicker this time. 
 
    “Okay?” I asked. 
 
    He nodded. Then: “It…it’s not bad.” And there was a sort of wonder in his voice. 
 
    From there it was a slam dunk. Well, maybe I shouldn’t use an expression like that, but it was easy. I kept cajoling and sweet talking, and finally I had the butt plug up to the base. 
 
    I sat there and continued smooth talking, loving him, letting him know how wonderful he was doing. 
 
    Finally, he said: “Is that it?” 
 
    “You want more?” I smiled. 
 
    “Well, no,” yes, he did, “but I thought…” 
 
    “You thought bells would ring and fireworks would shoot off.” 
 
    He giggled. 
 
    Giggled, like a girl. My man giggled like a girl. It made my heart warm. 
 
    “That’s in the movies, honey. It’s like sex. If it felt like it did in the movies everybody would kiss once and fall in love forever. Their worlds would be shattered and life would end on planet earth.” 
 
    He giggled again. God, I loved that tinkly sound he made. 
 
    “But the truth is that you have to work at love. And you have to work at sex. And you really have to work at this kind of sex.” 
 
    He thought about that. 
 
    “You want another drink?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Will you keep it in if I go make another one for you?” 
 
    “Yeah.” His eyes were contemplating, the nerves in his excited asshole were ganging up on him, he had turned a corner and he was my meat. 
 
    I put his finger on the base of the butt plug and told him to hold it and I went and made him a drink. I brought it back and gave it to him, and he still had his finger on the butt plug. 
 
    “Why don’t you wiggle it a bit?” 
 
    That made him blink. He was thinking about putting up with it, but it felt good, and he was starting to realize that it was pleasurable, and that he could control that pleasure. 
 
    Tentatively he moved his finger. Inside his rectum the ‘cork’ moved against the supersensitive walls. His eyes opened up in surprise. 
 
    “Fuck!” 
 
    I smiled. “Do you mind if I…? 
 
    He shook his head and I placed my fingers on the plug. I began to corkscrew the butt plug, and he began to moan. And moan. And moan. 
 
    “God!” He whined. 
 
    I smiled. I held his encased cock and pushed it deeper, and pulled it slightly out, and pushed it in again. 
 
    “Does it feel like that when…when I…” 
 
    “When you fuck me? When you stick your dick into my honeypot?” I teased. 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “It’s different, but the same. Of course I’ve never really played with a plug before. I’ve just had a finger or two up there, but…” I shrugged. 
 
    He got a sly look in his eyes then. “I should do you.” 
 
    Not on your life, bucko. “No,” I said. “This is your night. Enjoy.” 
 
    So he enjoyed. And the truth was that I had understood something. He who fucks is in charge. If I suddenly let him fuck me, in the hole or up the ass, even with a butt plug, he would be in charge. He would have regained some of his male authority. I wasn’t about to let that happen. I wanted to be in charge. I wanted to be the fucker…not the fuckee. So I twirled and diddled and loved him, and I loved the sheer sweaty feeling of power bursting in my soul. If I had known what it was like to take a man’s power away, to have it for your own, I would have been butt fucking men a lo-o-ong time ago. 
 
    But Jim didn’t understand that. And he had already had a lifetime of being in charge. 
 
    Now it was my turn. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER FOURTEEN 
 
      
 
    The next week was a long one…and a short one. 
 
    On one hand, I played with Jim every night. I graduated him to larger and larger plugs, until he was taking a full, bigger than a dick plug easily. 
 
    And I went to work, and made plans with Annette. The contracts were ready, they just needed to be signed, and we wanted to make sure that they were. 
 
    Jim went to work, and he was happy, and his butt was happy, and he loved being one of the girls. 
 
    But the whole week we were thinking about what was coming. 
 
    Jim thought he was going to get sex, and he was, but not the way he planned. 
 
    I was going to get the world handed to me on a platter. 
 
    So we did our daily ritual, ate our meals, went to work, and waited for Friday night. And, eventually, Friday night arrived. 
 
      
 
    Jim was intensely gorgeous. His boob forms were loose, I knew they could be removed with a simple pull, but I put off redoing them. I had plans for those boobs. 
 
    His hips were round, and there was no trace of the angular man under that dress. Even undressed he was smooth, fine-skinned, incredibly beautiful. 
 
    The hormones I had been giving him were a really super pack. I knew that when I had decided on them, and they had really delivered. His face was different, his whole persona was different. 
 
    And we made a wonderful pair. He was brunette, I loved that Japanese wig, and I made his eyes appear slightly slanted with careful make up. And his lips were full and round, the most kissable lips I had ever seen. I had him wear the oriental slit dress, inserted his earrings, and placed a diamond choker around his neck. 
 
    Oh, God, to die for. I had no doubt that some people would be cumming in their pants just for glancing at him. Or at least playing a little pocket pool Heck, if I had a dick I would be. 
 
    “Come along, lover,” I linked arms with him and we headed out. 
 
     
 
    “Good evening, folks,” laughed Annette. 
 
    Jim cocked his head, a delightful movement that caused his earrings to shimmy in the light. He knew Annette, knew she was my boss, but he hadn’t expected that the mysterious person he was to meet would be her. 
 
    Annette hugged and air kissed me, then she held Jim at arm’s length and inspected him. “Oh. My. God. If you aren’t the most luscious creature I have ever seen in my long and sordid life.” 
 
    Jim blushed, not a bad blush, just a light color of appreciation, then he received an air kiss and a hug. 
 
    We sat at a corner table, away from everybody, and had a wonderful view of the city. Bright lights, sparkling lights, thousands of buildings, which I would soon own. 
 
    We small talked, and drank. And we made sure that Jim drank. A lot. 
 
    His body was slender now, and he was wearing a tummy shaper, but didn’t really need it. For a time I was a little worried that that much whiskey would overwhelm his more ladylike frame, but he still had a bit of the old male DNA in him. He quaffed his drinks and didn’t slur. But he did get happy. Very happy. In fact, I had never seen him so happy. 
 
    We ate, and Annette prepped him. 
 
    “Honestly, Jim. I never would have believed it. A month ago you were a clunky, old male. Now you are a radiant beauty, shimmering in the night, dazzling the eye of the beholder. 
 
    Jim smiled, very slight blush, might even have been the flush of alcohol, and thanked her. 
 
    “You know, you doing all this for charity is so admirable. Most men wouldn’t have had the guts to do what you’ve done. Why, the other fellows on the team…they have pretty much dropped out. It’s just you.” 
 
    He thanked her again. He appreciated being complimented, made to feel special. 
 
    And, finally, “Have you thought about life when this is over?” 
 
    “I have,” he nodded. He sipped his whiskey, then thought, then checked his lipstick in his compact. “I should have asked for a straw. It’s so much easier to repair yourself when you drink through a straw.” 
 
    I had never thought of that, but it was true. And I realized that Jim really was getting to be a better woman than me. 
 
    “So,” he said, “You’ve gotten me sloshed, prepared me for the shoe to drop…what evil plot are you about to spring on me?” 
 
    I was stricken, I thought I had pulled it off. Annette just laughed. “Lois said you were clever. You figured this night out pretty easily.” 
 
    “Well, there was no place else to go. People wine and dine other people when they want something. I’d sort of like to know what the heck it is you want.” 
 
    Annette regarded him for a long moment, then she reached down for her briefcase. She opened it and took out three separate sheafs of papers. contracts. 
 
    “Okay. Lois has had these contracts checked by two different lawyers. You can check them again, but I guarantee they will hold up, and they are extremely beneficial to you. Here’s the first one.” 
 
    Jim took the first contract, the one that made Annette our manager. He was good with contracts, had worked them for years, and had taken many to lawyers. He read the contract thoroughly, not saying a thing. I have to say, it was odd to see the beautiful woman acting like a high powered lawyer. And I was scared this would signal a return to power for him. I ordered more drinks, and I tossed one down fast. 
 
    Annette just looked at me and smiled. She exuded confidence. 
 
    “Okay, that’s one.” Jim put the contract down. 
 
    “Here’s number two.” 
 
    Jim began to read, and stopped. I could see his eyes fix, and I knew that numbers were rolling behind his eyes.  
 
    I thought we were doing this for charity,” he said, when he finished reading and placed the second contract on the table. 
 
    “In the beginning, we were, but Annette…” 
 
    Annette took over. “I saw they were using us, I leveraged, I cajoled, I threatened, and they knew I was right. Jim. You are a property. The first man to embrace the new look. You stand at one end of a lever that will explode the cosmetics industry. If even 10% of the men in the United States follow your lead, begin wearing make up, the figures on that contract will look small. And you will notice that I have made provisions for excess profits, which provisions they accepted happily and without complaint. 
 
    Jim leaned back then. His eyes glazed over again, and he thought through the ramifications. After five minutes he said, “So that’s the month I just went through. These two contracts are done deals. We sign, we walk away with more money than God after an IRS refund. What’s on the third contract?” 
 
    Annette handed him the third contract. This was it. This was the real deal. 
 
    Jim read, and blinked. His mouth dropped open a fraction. He looked at me for confirmation. I gave a simple nod of the head. 
 
    Jim went back to reading, by the time he was in shock. He was actually mumbling. “No…it can’t…are you fucking serious…I don’t believe it…” 
 
    He finished reading, and he was in danger of crying. All our dreams come true. 
 
    “A reality show?” 
 
    “TV stars,” I agreed. 
 
    “We’ll be richer than the Kardashians.” 
 
    “They’re just pikers.” 
 
    Annette added, “They made a few dresses, sold some cosmetics. You are going to change the world, and the rewards should be considerable. 
 
    “We can live anywhere, do anything. We could buy whole countries.” 
 
    “Yes, we could.” 
 
    Then he stopped, and grew silent, and I knew what he was going to say. 
 
    “But there are things that are not written down here, aren’t there.” 
 
    “There always are,” Annette smiled ruefully. 
 
    “So what are these unwritten conditions. What is the real price of my soul?” 
 
    “Jim, I said, as sweetly as possible, “let’s go home.” 
 
    We parked the car in the garage, and Annette parked her Jag in the driveway. She entered the garage and we all entered the house. Jim made a beeline for the whiskey. Part celebration, part to stop the shock. 
 
    “Okay,” he said, after he had downed his drink. “Clue me in.” 
 
    We all sat at the table, and I let Annette explain it to him. 
 
    “Jim, you’re going to have to remain a woman.” 
 
    “I figured that was part of it. I mean, a reality show? Certainly not on Jim Camden, realtor. But Jim Camden…woman?” He shrugged. It was plain he wasn’t upset by the idea. Of course, he didn’t know everything, yet. 
 
    “But there are other things you need to know.” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “Let’s start with your fake tits.” 
 
    His eyes narrowed in puzzlement. “What about them?” 
 
    “Take off your dress.” 
 
    Moving slowly, watching us, he did. He slid out of it and put it on the back of a chair and waited. He was a gorgeous woman, wearing a shaper and nylons and a bra, but now we could see his fakery. That should have turned anybody off, but we were looking deeper. 
 
    “Now the bra.” 
 
    Jim snaked his arms behind him, he had lost enough muscle to be flexible enough to do this, and unfastened his bra. The bra dropped, he tossed it onto a chair, and he stood with two sort of ugly tit shapes on his chest. They were loose, ready to come off. 
 
    I stepped up to him. “It’s like a band aide, and I’m going to have to do this fast.” I gripped the two foam forms with my hands and pulled quick and hard. They popped off and he folded his arms and yelped, “Ow!” Then he looked down, and his jaw dropped, and his whole demeanor changed into one of awe. 
 
    He had tits. Good B cups. Nicely shaped. The areoles were large, and his nipples stood up like pencil erasers. Big erasers. 
 
    “What…?” 
 
    We waited for the shock to wear off. 
 
    After a minute he reached a hand up and felt one of the boobs. A look of pleasure crossed his face as his hand brushed across the  nipple. 
 
    He finally looked up at us. His face was a mystery, there was awe and wonder, but…what else? Was he mad? Glad? Something else? 
 
    “How did this happen?” 
 
    Now, in spite of a month of feeling powerful, I felt a touch of fear. After all, I had done this to him. Without his permission. If he got mad…he was right, and I was wrong. Yet I couldn’t read his face. 
 
    “Here’s the key to your cage.” I handed it to him. 
 
    He stared at the little key, he tossed it up and down in his hand, his thoughts hidden. I caught a glimpse of Annette, and even she appeared worried. 
 
    He reached down and unlocked the padlock, extracted it, and slowly pulled the cage off. 
 
    His cock was four inches long. It had been seven inches long. It had shrunk almost in half. 
 
    He stared down at it for the longest time. He reached down, pulled off the ring, and held his little dick. 
 
    Oddly, I thought it was cute. 
 
    But I didn’t think he was thinking in terms of ‘cute.’ 
 
    Finally, he walked to a chair and sat down. The shaper adapted to his position, he was no longer confined by his body, his body was now small enough and limber enough that he could move quickly and easily and with full flexibility. Increased flexibility. 
 
    He picked up his glass and looked at it. He stood up and went to the counter and picked up the bottle of whiskey. He poured a straight shot into the glass. Then he looked at the bottle. He tilted it and took a big glug. Then he returned to the chair. He sat and held the glass with both hands. He stared at it. 
 
    I was going to say something, but Annette put up a hand to forestall me, so I waited. 
 
    He took a few gulps. Looked up at me, with that terribly nondescript expression, then at Annette. Then he took another drink, and sat back. 
 
    “You have something you want to say,” he said, very rhetorically. 
 
    Annette gave me the nod. 
 
    “I have been giving you hormones. Very powerful hormones. They gave you boobs, better skin, reshaped your face and body, and…” I dwindled away. 
 
    “Shrunk my dick,” he finished. He spoke so easily, so calmly, and that made it even scarier. I was suddenly beset by the thought that he could refuse the contracts, take the money, sue me, even throw me in jail. 
 
    He sighed again. Then: “Will the effects…can they be reversed?” 
 
    Annette spoke for the first time. “If you stop taking the hormones everything should return to normal.” 
 
    “Or a close approximation thereof,” he stated, still not showing any emotion. 
 
    “Jim, if what I did…if…it all felt so good. You were enjoying yourself,” he grunted but I continued, “I didn’t think anybody would get hurt.” 
 
    “Oh,” he said, the first sign of irony, “it didn’t hurt to have my dick shrunk.” 
 
    “If I need to say I’m sorry, If I…” and suddenly I stopped. I had earned my freedom, as a woman, as a human being, and if that meant I had to squash a man to unbind the rules that bound, to undo the society that had trapped me, then so be it. My voice changed, became, not harder, but coldly matter of fact. “No. I’m not sorry. I did what I did. I did it for us.” 
 
    “And for yourself.” 
 
    “Myself is part of us.” 
 
    “You get the money and I get the short end of the stick. Literally.” 
 
    “Okay,” said Annette, abruptly ending the conversation and making us look at her. 
 
    She sat down at the table, across from Jim, and looked him right in the eye. 
 
    “So, enough of the whining and finger pointing.” 
 
    “I’m not whining and finger pointing.” 
 
    “You might as well be. You certainly aren’t understanding.” 
 
    At that, Jim got a funny, bemused sort of expression on his face. “Says the woman who stole my dick.” 
 
    She ignored his last remark. “So here are your choices. You can whine to high heaven, ruin your marriage, take whatever money you want, and go cry in a cave somewhere. Maybe your dick will come back and you can go find some nice, compliant, little wench to fuck.” 
 
    Jim actually smiled at that. It was a twisted, weird smile, but it was a smile. 
 
    “Or you can put a price on your dick. We can change the drugs you’re getting. See if we can keep the boobs and stiffen the dick. But your boobs won’t get so big then.” 
 
    “So it’s a trade, money for cock. Makes me sound like a very self-absorbed whore.” 
 
    “Fuck you if you think that. The truth is it’s a trade, and that’s all. And maybe you have been…’altered’…but you can be unaltered, for the most part.” 
 
    “For the most part,” he stated softly. Then: “I think of it in other terms. I think of it in terms of orgasms. I think of it in terms of experiencing love, physical love, between myself and…” he looked at me… “a woman I love.” 
 
    Annette smiled. She had her opening. “Jim, there are other ways.” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “I can only show you.” 
 
    “Then show me.” 
 
    “Where’s the bedroom?” 
 
      
 
    We entered the bedroom and Annette said, “Take off your clothes and get on all fours on the bed.” 
 
    Jim did so without hesitation or question. his head was turned so he could watch Annette. 
 
    Annette took off her clothes. She told me to take off my clothes. “Real love is always naked,” she explained. 
 
    She had a good body. A little thick, but heavy boobs. And her face was a pleasure to look at. 
 
    She reached into her bag and pulled out a device with straps and…a dick. 
 
    “This is a strap on,” she said, as she buckled the thing in place. Within seconds she had a nice sized dildo sprouting from her junction. “One end is for you. The other end is a small nubbin, and that is for me.” 
 
    Jim looked at me. “So that explains that,” he referred to the butt plugs. 
 
    I didn’t say anything. 
 
    “Now scootch back towards the end of the bed,” she said as she smeared a thick layer of lubricant on her cock. 
 
    Jimmy scootched. His butt was right up to the end of the bed. His expression was totally emotionless. 
 
    “Jim, Lois warmed you up, but she doesn’t know enough about assholes to do you properly. So I’ll do you the first time, and any time you want after that, and I’ll teach Lois how to pleasure you.” 
 
    He said nothing. 
 
    Annette stepped in between his feet, she poured a large glob of lubricant into her hand and smeared it into his asshole. She was gentle, but thorough, and Jim groaned a bit when she stuck two fingers in him and coated him thoroughly on the insides. 
 
    Then she pushed forward. 
 
    I had spent a week preparing Jim for this, so he was ready. He grunted as the head went in, but he didn’t shrink. He groaned as the shaft went in, but he stayed still and took it. Then Annette began to move. 
 
    With one hand she manipulated his little cock. With the other hand she reached around and fondled his breasts. She squeezed them and used her index finger to excite his nipples, all the while driving in and out. 
 
    I had put plugs into his back hole all week. He had grunted and moaned and even arched his back, but Annette was light years ahead of me. She wiggled her hips this way and that. She drove into him, she corkscrewed out, all the while playing with his marbles. And, yes, his testicles had shrunken, too. 
 
    Jim began to breath heavier. His eyes were closed, and he kept moving a certain way. Then, suddenly, he began to push back. 
 
    “That’s it, give me a little,” Annette murmured. 
 
    In and out, like a big piston. Opening him up, withdrawing as if to pull him inside out. Jamming in. Wiggling and corkscrewing. 
 
    Suddenly, Jim’s eyes opened. 
 
    Annette: “Don’t pee. Sometimes, if the prostate is massaged in the right way, you’ll feel like peeing, and you’ll pee out your sperm. It is wonderful, and maddening, and something to be explored at a latter date. Right now I want to give you a prostate orgasm.” 
 
    I think Jim wanted to say something, but he was suddenly having trouble breathing. He was gasping, and arching, and backing into her thrusts. 
 
    “That’s it, that’s it. It’s going to happen pretty soon now.” 
 
    And then it did happen, Jim arched hard, his head went up and his mouth opened in a fierce moue, but it wasn’t a bad moue, it was a good expression that showed pain become pleasure, that odd mix of orgasm, the Little Death, as the French call it. 
 
    His dick erupted. And for such a little pair of marbles, it wasn’t a bad amount of semen. Made me wonder how much semen he would have given if his balls hadn’t shrunk. 
 
    Then he collapsed. He fell on the bed, and he fell in such a way that pulled Annette after him, down on him. She landed on his back, her fake cock spearing hard into him, and he grunted, then he lay still. 
 
    He lay still and breathed and his eyes were open. 
 
    Annette got off him, took the strap on off, and motioned to me. We exited the room, her turning off the light and saying, “We’ll be in the kitchen when you feel like talking.” 
 
    In the kitchen we sat without talking. We poured light drinks, and sipped them. Neither of us felt like saying anything. Everything that could be said had been said, and now all we could do was wait for an answer. 
 
     
 
    Fifteen minutes Jim entered the kitchen. He had the shapely body of a woman, his dick and balls were that of a young boy’s, and I have never seen anything so beautiful in my life. 
 
    He sat down, poured himself a drink, and contemplated us. 
 
    Suddenly, he smiled, a grin that radiated happiness, raised his glass in a toast and said, “Let’s rock.”


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ABOUT THE AUTHOR 
 
      
 
    Grace Mansfield is from the Smokey Mountains of Tennessee. She was married and has a child. Her husband being a ‘cheating bastard,’ 
(her words) she took his truck, left her baby with her grandmother, and drove to Texas. Then Montana. Then several other states, before landing in Los Angeles. 
 
    She has worked as a stenographer, a court reporter for a small newspaper and a photographer for the LA Times. 
 
    Tired of all the lies involved in ‘real’ reporting, she tried her hand at escorting, and was a raving success. Except she didn’t like it. But she did meet Alyce Thorndyke, with whom she fashioned a strong friendship, and was introduced to Joe Gropper. 
 
    Currently she is a gym addict, trying to fix years of abuse, and working on her novels.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    A Note from the Author! 
 
      
 
    I hope you liked my little tale of Jim and Lois. 
 
    And if you did, please take a moment to rate me five stars. 
 
    That helps support my writing, 
 
    and lets me know which direction I should take 
 
    with future books. 
 
      
 
    Thank you 
 
      
 
    Grace


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    My Husband’s Funny Breasts ~ A full length novel of fantastic female domination (35,000 words) from Grace Mansfield! 
 
      
 
    Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why. 
 
      
 
    This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, gender transformation, pegging and breast growth. 
 
      
 
    All books are available on Kindle or paperback.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    The Emasculation Project ~ A full length novel of forced femme.(30,000 words) from Grace Mansfield! 
 
      
 
    Jameson is a manly man with a secret, he likes to cross dress a little. One day his Aunt catches him, and decides that the only cure is to give Jamie what he wants. Now Jamie is becoming a BIG cross dresser. Unfortunately, his wife isn’t in agreement, and she and Aunt Charlotte are about to fight over Jamie. 
 
      
 
    This book has female domination, feminized submissive, hypnosis, forced transgender.  
 
      
 
    All books are available on Kindle or paperback.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    I Changed My Husband into a Woman ~ A full length novel of fantastic female domination! (30,000 words) from Grace Mansfield! 
 
      
 
    Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time. 
 
      
 
    This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, breast growth, pegging and erotic humiliation. 
 
      
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    Too Tough to Feminize ~ Sam always thought he was a tough guy. 
 
    He was short, but strong. He could take a punch, or even a kick to the chestnuts, and still keep going. If somebody wanted to argue, he was ready. If somebody accidentally bumped him, Sam was ready to rock. 
 
    He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy. 
 
    Then he made a mistake. He took on the wrong … woman. 
 
    This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match, got taken down a few pegs, and learned who the really tough people were. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    The Broken Man ~ a full length novel of unbridled female domination. (50,000 words) from Alyce Thorndyke! 
 
      
 
    Kyle Talon loves his wife, and he’ll do anything for her, including getting into the trunk of a car driven by a beautiful woman. What Kyle doesn’t know is that the beautiful woman is taking him to a ranch where men are subjected to unbelievable perversion…and they all love it. All except Kyle. Kyle still loves his wife. Silly man. 
 
      
 
    This book has bondage, female supremacy, male chastity training and erotic punishment. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    Breaking Jack ~ a full length novel of heart stopping female domination! (40,000 words) from Alyce Thorndyke! 
 
      
 
    Jack Windsor has been a bad boy...he cheated on his wife. April is not a forgiving lady, and she has enlisted all her friends on Facebook to help correct Jack's behavior. Things are about to get tough for Jack...but then, shouldn't they? 
 
      
 
    This book has female domination, male submissive, bondage, erotic punishment , chastity and denial. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    Monastery of Broken Men ~ a full length novel of incredible female domination (35,000 words) from Alyce Thorndyke! 
 
      
 
    Three men, Judd, Ralph and Jerry, are kidnapped and taken to a remote monastery deep in the Amazon. They are chained, beaten, and...broken. 
 
    Three men, and a thousand, horny women. Three men and a singular realization driving all: God is a woman. 
 
      
 
    This book has gynarchy, female domination male submissive, bondage, erotic punishment, chastity and denial. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    Ship of Broken Men ~  An amazing saga of female domination~ (35,000 words) from Alyce Thorndyke! 
 
      
 
    The Amazons are back. They are smarter, more beautiful, and they have a plan. 100 men have been selected to be broken. 100 men, and it’s just the start.  
 
    The men will be beaten, broken, and made to serve. And, in the end,  they will love it. 
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    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    And…two shorts from Alyce Thorndyke 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    Voodoo Dick and Teeny Weeny Peeny Revenge ~ Ever been done wrong by your man? Ever wanted a little revenge? Well here it is, two tales of revenge love, of doing more wrong to that man than he ever done to you. 
 
    Voodoo Dick has a young man cheating on his girlfriend, and when he confronted he just laughs. Well, the last laugh is on him, because Alyce is going to ‘voodoo’ his dick. 
 
    In Teeny Weeny Peeny Revenge Charles has a big dick, but a small heart. That’s about to change in the most drastic way. 
 
      
 
    These stories contain female supremacy, small penis humiliation, revenge sex, and much more. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    SIX ALYCE THORNDYKE STORIES IN ONE VOLUME 
 
    A mammoth collection of wet and dripping horniness! 
 
      
 
    WOMAN ON TOP! 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    Woman on Top is so good it has been banned by Amazon. 
 
    It is available on Smashwords. 
 
    Details of Woman on Top on Next Page…


 
   
  
 



 
 
    The following six stories are included in 
 
    Woman on Top 
 
      
 
    WHEN BEING BAD IS GOOD 
 
    Scarlett Johnson learns there are good reasons for being bad. 
 
    DR. FRANKENDICK 
 
    Jane Monroe is betrayed by her boyfriend and kidnapped by a mad doctor, but the day is just starting. 
 
    SPIRIT LOVE 
 
    FBI SpecialAgent Annie Emerson has just arrested a serial rapist…oops, wrong one. 
 
    THUMB RIDERS 
 
    Tim and Rhonda were living the good life…until a sex starved monster home invades and decides to change Tim into…a girl? 
 
    THE KIND OF LOVE THAT HURTS 
 
    Sandra O is tied up and prepped for rape, but her rapist, Billy Joe Wiggins, is about to find out the price of love. 
 
    FUTANARI: THE WORLD OF SEX 
 
    Sex is bad, a way for men and women to hurt each other…until the first Futanari is born. 
 
      
 
    This book has weird sex, women taking charge, sex change, hormones, domination, submission, and just about everything else imaginable. 
 
    So good it has been banned by Amazon. 
 
    Available on Smashwords.


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    If you liked 
 
    ‘The Emasculation Project,’ 
 
    you will really love 
 
      
 
    ‘Her Husband’s Funny Breasts’ 
 
    It’s not so funny when 
 
    it’s happening to you! 
 
      
 
    A full length novel by Grace Mansfield 
 
      
 
    Here is an excerpt… 
 
      
 
    He was a beautiful man. A good provider. He had worked his finger to the bone to get her through medical school. He was top notch in the technical writer field. He helped her clean the house and fix the meals…he bent over backwards to be a good husband. 
 
    But he was a soft person. Soft speaking. Soft laughing. Always concerned with other people. What could have happened to him? 
 
    She went to the kitchen and picked up a sponge and a paper towel. She returned to him and washed the lipstick off his face, dried his face. She started to take off the wig, then stopped. 
 
    He had kept talking about pain, and the specific pain was in his chest. She had noticed his nipples looked a bit swollen before she left, and she had even been a little concerned. Maybe she should look at them right now, while he was asleep. 
 
    Carefully, she undid his clothes. She reached behind him and managed to unclasp the bra. She pulled the bra off, and picked up the water balloon condoms, and she froze. Her eyes opened. Her mind stopped. 
 
    Her husband had very small boobs. 
 
    Boobs. 
 
    Tits. 
 
    Mammary glands. 
 
    Baby nursers. 
 
    Mounds that felt good but sometimes got in the way. 
 
    If you ran, and you had big boobs, you had to wear a special bra, or bind them in some way. 
 
    If you had really big boobs you might suffer back pains. 
 
    The nipples could be extra sensitive—and she thought about how he had complained they were so sensitive that they hurt. Well, of course. He hadn’t had boobs last week, Not even two days ago. So he had gone through some kind of puberty, he had developed, was developing, breasts, and all within two days. It might take months for a young girl to properly develop, and nipples could be irritated, and your chest hurt, and…and he had gone through all that in two days. Several months compressed into two days. No wonder he complained of the pain. 
 
    For a long moment she stared at her husband’s budding breasts. Her mind blank, trying to figure this out. Then she knew she needed help. She went to her purse and pulled out her cell phone. She hit a number and waited. It was answered. 
 
    “I need help. Right now. Please come to my house.” 
 
    A startled response, then she hung up. 
 
    She stood in the middle of the living room, staring at her poor, addled, abused husband, wondering what she could do for him. Terribly concerned, and determined to get to the bottom of it all. 
 
      
 
      
 
    This has been an excerpt from 
 
    Her Husband’s Funny Breasts 
 
    Read it on kindle or paperback 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    GROPPER PRESS 
 
      
 
    Gropper Press Mission Statement ~ What drives us.  
 
    First, to get your hand in your pants. There is nothing wrong with sex, and anybody who says there is has never had their hand in their pants. 
 
    Second, to get your hand in somebody else’s pants. Yeah, baby. 
 
    Third, to be different from all the same old, same old corporate style writers/publishing houses out there. Smut should be written by perverts, not corporate style bozos doing it just for the money. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    More Gropper Press novels 
 
    coming soon. 
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