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Author’s Note

This is a ‘walk a mile in her shoes’ story.

Janey gets some ‘insta boobs,’ and Lonnie loves them. So much that he is willing to shove aside her wishes and impose his will on her.

Wrong thing to do, because sauce for the goose is sauce for the gander.             

Now Lonnie is trapped, implanted, and…now he understands a few things about the way he’s treated Janey!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Janey was flat. Fatter than a pancake. A flat pancake. Which was odd because her body had other curves.

Her butt had curves, not a lot, but definitely feminine. She had a waist that was slender.

Her face was totally feminine. It was slightly triangular with blue cat’s eyes.

Her nose was a pretty, pert, feminine thing.

But she had no tits. At all. To speak of.

Which didn’t stop Lonnie from loving her.

And didn't stop him from wishing she had biguns.

Lonnie lay in bed, naked, his recently used penis slack and coated with dried juices.

Man, that felt good.

Janey was at the vanity table, humming, feeling the juices leak out of her.

“That was a good one, babe.”

“It was okay,” she said.

“What?”

She giggled and turned to him. “Gotcha.”

He smiled and lay back and relaxed.

She took a short shower and walked back into the bedroom toweling her hair.

She had beautiful hair. Long and lush, slick and golden. Straight for the most part, but when it fell over her shoulders it curled naturally.

“So, what’s the day hold?” she asked.

“I’ve got to push a bunch of cows over to the stream.”

“Those cows are dumb,” she observed. “One would think they could find water on their own.”

“Oh, they can find it, I just want to be sure, do a count, check on the fence.”

“Sounds wonderful.” she leaped onto the bed, smacked him hard on the lips, then leaped off. She pulled on a pair of tight pants and a pearl snap shirt.

“You going somewhere?”

“Just to town. See Jenny and Barbara.”

“With no underwear?”

She wiggled her hips as she tugged her jeans over her hips. “Jealous? Think I’m gonna fuck somebody?”

“Better not.”

“You’re good,” she observed, snapping her pearls and tossing her hair back. “After all, men don’t usually look at a woman who doesn’t have no bumpers.”

Lonnie smiled.

Janey turned to him and her normally cheerful face was suddenly serious. “Does it bother you that I ain’t got no boobers?”

“I fell in love with you, not your chest.”

She looked down at her flat shirt and sighed. “Ain’t no chest to fall in love with.”

“Honey—“

She jumped on the bed again, grabbed his slack weenie. “Tell me the truth. Would you like it if I had a set of honkers?”

“Honk! Honk!” he laughed.

“No. I’m serious. Tell me whether you would want me to have biguns. And don’t lie ‘cause I’ll rip it off.” She squeezed his dong for emphasis and he tensed, then relaxed.

“Now, Janey…”

“And you know I’ll be able to tell if you lie to me. Now…tell the truth!”

Lonnie was a silent for a while, staring at her, hoping she’d laugh it off and leave him alone.

Women! Huh! Couldn’t they just—

“Well?”

He let his breath out and said, “You’ll get mad.”

“No. I actually won’t. There’s lots of things I can get mad at, but not if I ask you honest like. Besides, you’ve sorta answered already. Now, put it in words.”

He shrugged. “Sometimes I think about it.”

She nodded. She wasn’t mad, more curious.

“I know you fucked Sue Ann back in high school. She’s got some world class knockers. Did you like that?”

“It was fun,” he admitted. “But I love you.”

“And I love you, which is why I ain’t killin’ ya for telling me I was flatty pancake.”

“Hey! you said…”

“It’s okay. I ain’t mad. I’m just funnin’.”

“Well, okay.”

“How big would you like me to be?”

“I like you the way you are!”

“But if you was to have a choice, how big would you like my tits to be.”

“Can we stop talkin’ about this?”

“Nope. How big.”

“I don’t know.”

She unbuttoned a couple of pearl snaps and grabbed his hand. “Make a fist.”

He did.

She pushed his fist into her shirt.

He felt the nipples and gulped. He had just squirted, but Janey affected him this way.

She pulled the shirt tight over his fist. “This big?”

He looked at the stretch of material. He could see a couple of knuckles, but he also got a good idea of what her chest would look like with big tits.

“Yeah. Sure.”

“Oho! You want bigger!”

“Janey!”

She hopped off the bed and grabbed his glove with the softball in it. She took out the softball and slid it into her shirt.

He wasn’t a tall man, nor big in the hands, and the softball was quite a bit bigger.

His eyes brightened the barest amount and he licked his lips. “Now, Janey, I don’t—“

“Okay. This big. At least.”

She jumped back onto the bed and placed his hand over the baseball under her shirt.

“Feel it.”

He did.

“Imagine it with my nipple on it.”

That was easy. Janey had large nipples, and they really stuck right out there.

His dick was suddenly upright.

She looked at it. “The truth detector has spoken.”

“That don’t mean nothing,” he protested.

“Sure it does.”

“But—“

“And I ain’t mad. Fact is, I’m sort of glad. Clears the air between us.”

“What do you mean.”

“Lonnie, I’m leaving you.”

“What!” He sat up and his eyes were frightened.

She giggled. “You’re so stupid. I can get you with just about anything.”

He sighed in relief. “That ain’t fair. You shouldn’t do that to me.”

She pushed him back, grabbed his boner and kissed him. “I’ll do what I want, ya big idjit, and you’ll take it and like it.”

He came up for air and smiled. “I think I like it.”

“I fingered ya would.”

She stood up and headed for the door.

“Hey!”

“What?” she whirled at the door.

“You got me hard again!”

“Why, so I did! See ya!”

With that she was out the door and Lonnie was left to his naked self. A handful of seconds and he heard the truck door slam, then the truck started up and went bouncing down the long driveway.

Lonnie looked down at his wanger and said, “Sorry, dude. No double header today.”

His dick bobbed in answer, and Lonnie headed for the shower.

Janey hummed as she guided the truck over the ruts and around the potholes. Lonnie was a catch. They had been married a couple of years, and they were having a blast. They worked the ranch hard, drank lots of beer, and had sex wherever they wanted it.

They had christened every room in the house, which wasn’t much because it only had four rooms.

Then they did the barn, counting each stall as a room, and that was better.

Then they did the tack shed, and the old line shack that hadn’t been used since cars were invented, and a few times Lonnie had bent her over that fallen log down by the crick and showed her what backdoor pleasure was.

She smiled, looked at her pretty face in the mirror, and thought about Old Stubby. That’s what they called his dingus, but it wasn’t really that stubby. It was a healthy eight inches and rather chubby.

And, man, it never stopped giving.

She turned on the main road and angled for town. She glanced at the clock and was glad to see she was on time.

“Hey, girlfriends!” Janey greeted Barbara and Jenny and…Tammy.

Tammy gave her a long hug and then they all sat down at the table.

They were in Long Johnny’s Roadhouse, ready for brunch and wine coolers and some catch up.

Tammy, in particular, had been away to medical school. She was just back and working in the free clinic that had opened up in the next town over.

They talked about friends, girls who got pregnant, and men, and ate their fashionable salads.

Then they talked about ranching, and hair styling—Jenny operated the only hair style place in town—and men, and chomped on pancakes smothered in syrup.

Then they talked about medical school and how Tammy had broken out of the small town mold—and drank wine.

And, when they were done, they adjourned through the big door at the side of Long John’s into the billards room. And talked about men.

“You haven’t said much about Lonnie,” observed Tammy.

Jenny and Barbara were shooting pool and had gone to shots of bourbon. Tammy and Janey were sitting in high chairs at the side of the room, watching them.

“Oh, things are great. I love that man so much. We’re doing good.”

Tammy saw it, though. She felt, with that bit of women’s intuition, that there was more.

“When we bought that ranch we thought we were going to go broke. But we didn’t, and now we’re actually making money.”

“So what’s wrong?”

“Wrong? What could be wrong! We play all day and fuck all night and—“

“Don’t fib.”

Janey glanced at her friend. “Hold on.”

She went over to the bar where old Henry was wiping glasses. She came back with two glasses of bourbon and Coke. She handed one to Tammy and climbed back up on her chair.

They sipped, and Janey said, “I wish I had bigger boobs.”

“Girl, you have no idea how blessed you are. You don’t have them bouncing around causing you pain. Your back doesn’t hurt. You don’t even have to wear a bra.”

“Yeah, but—“

“Lonnie wants ‘em bigger, doesn’t he.”

“No!” Then she smiled a rueful smile. “Well, yeah, maybe.”

“Men!” scoffed Tammy.

Janey turned to her friend, “But he doesn’t say so. I have to twist his nuggets to get him to say anything, but I can tell that he wishes I had biguns.”

“Well, you’re better off the way you are. You’re natural. You’re what God intended you to be.”

“Mebbe so, but I sure would like to have a big, old set of knockers, even if only for a little while. I’d like to look like a real woman. I’d like the boys to break their necks to turn and watch me jiggle.”

At the billiards table Jenny was crowing and Barbara was putting a dollar on the table.

“You see those girls?” Janey asked.

“Yeah.”

“”You can tell they’re girls.”

“Anybody can tell you’re a girl.”

“No. They can’t.”

For a long minute Tammy was silent. They listened to the clink of the balls on the table. They sipped.

A lunch crowd was coming into the restaurant half of Long John’s now, and it wouldn’t be long until some good, old boys came in and tried hustling them.

They didn’t mind, except they were married and past all the silly courtship stuff.

“I could give you tits,” Tammy said.

“Yeah, right.” Janey smiled and finished her bourbon and Coke.

“I’ll get the next two.”

Janey waited, watched the pool balls knock each other around, listened to the chatter from the restaurant.

It was cool, and she was feeling good.

Tammy came back and stood in front of her. She held the bourbon and Cokes, but when Tammy reached for one she held it back.

“What?”

“I’m a doctor. I can give you something called ‘vacation boobs.’ They’re all the fashion in the city. Women like to get boobs to see how they feel. The vacation boobs go away in a couple of months, and then they decide whether they want implants.”

“Really?”

“So let’s talk about getting you a big, fat, awesome set of bazoombas.”

“Really?”

“Really.”

The two girls stared at each other. Janey not quite sure what to believe, and Tammy nodding with confidence.

Janey sent a text to Lonnie saying she would be out late. She didn’t bother phoning because she didn’t want to answer questions, and she offered vapid excuses when Lonnie texted her.

The girls drove over to the free clinic. They were giggling and a bit drunk, but they were sobering up by the time Tammy was getting ready.

Janey lay on a table in a gown and Barbara and Jenny were holding her hand.

“How big do you want them?” asked Tammy.

“Oh, I want them big.”

“Dollie Parton big?”

“Bigger!”

Everybody giggled and Tammy said, “I’ll make them big, but I want to limit them to your frame. Believe me, they get too big and you’re going to be lugging them around.”

And so the operation started.

As operations go it wasn’t much. Janey just lay on the table and Tammy put marks on her chest. She was very precise with the marks, then she inserted needles and pushed the fluid into her boobs.

The girls all stared in awe as Janey grew tits.

“Lucky you have such big nipples,” commented Tammy. “They’ll look very appropriate for your breasts.”

Janey watched as the boobs began to show. First as little lemons, then as big lemons, then bigger and bigger.

Barbara and Jenny were now sitting at the side of the room, first chatting, then, the effects of alcohol, sleeping.

Janey couldn’t sleep. She was sobering up, feeling a little tired, but the constant jabbing of needles kept her awake.

But she was sort of dozing, not paying attention.

And her boobs grew and grew.

Janey opened her eyes. Tammy was leaning against a counter filling out paperwork.             

“Unh,” she muttered, and Tammy turned around and smiled. “And the patient is awake!”

“Do you do it?”

She was completely sober now, and starting to have reservations. She realized that she had just gotten a boob job, and…good Lord!

Tammy came and helped her sit up.

Janey looked down at her chest and gasped.

Mountains!

“Pretty nice, aren’t they?”

Tammy touched Janey’s new boobs gently, felt them, hefted them, examined them with a critical eye.

“They’re…big!”

“Yes, they are. And your nipples are going to be standing up for good now.”

“They are?”

“Oh, yes. I gave an extra shot behind them to keep them that way.”

“Wow.”

Barbara and Jenny started to stir.

“They sure are heavy.”

“Yes, and…oh, you need a bra!”

“I sure do. I didn’t think they would feel this heavy!”

“Give me a second, I’ve got something.”

Tammy left the room and Barbara nudged Jenny and the girls stretched and stood up and came to the front of the table and stared at Janey.

“Oh, lady, you’ve got some knockers now.”

“Can I feel them?”

“Sure.”

Barbara handled her breasts gently.

“They’re soft, just like the real thing.”

“Vacation boobs. Wow!”

“Do you think you’re going to want real implants when they wear off?”

“I don’t know.” Truth was she was actually a little frightened by her tits. She wasn’t a big girl, and they made her look sort of like a bimbo.

And she was going to have to get a new wardrobe.

Tammy re-entered the room and handed a bra to Janey.

It had huge cups, just big enough to contain Janey, but it was heavy duty, very sturdy.

“It’s a milking bra for young mothers. You can find something better at the store, but this will do to get you home.”

Janey had to have help getting into the thing. She found that she already had sore muscles just from having the globes hanging on her front.

Finally, she stood up, and, man, was she stacked!

The other girls, used to having big breasts, all squealed and gave little cheers, and they groped her a bit, which was irritating, but which Janey understood and endured.

“Okay, honey, time for you to go home and…what do you think Lonnie will think?”

“I don’t know.”

But she knew. Lonnie was going to be thrilled.

But right at that moment she didn’t feel too thrilled.

It was getting late when Janey drove the truck down the lane. Every bump made her new tits bounce and quiver, and she even felt them sway when she turned the truck in the yard.

The door opened and Lonnie stepped onto the porch. He had a slightly worried look on his face.

“Hey, honey? You all right? You been gone all day!”

Janey just sat in the truck, suddenly embarrassed.

Lonnie stepped out into the yard and approached the truck. “Janey?”

Janey rolled the window down. “Uh, Lonnie, I did something.”

“What? Are you okay? What do you mean you did something?”

“Just stop right there,” she commanded.

He stopped eight feet from the truck, his brows furrowed, wondering what was going on. “Are you okay?”

Janey built up her courage by taking deep breaths. Then she opened the door. Lonnie still couldn’t see her breasts below the window and behind the door. Janey stepped out and stood behind the door.”

“Janey? Honey?”

And Janey closed the truck door.

Lonnie blinked, then his eyes opened, then his jaw dropped.

There stood Janey, monstrous mammary glands poking out from her chest.

“I was with Tammy. My girlfriend who’s a doctor, and she suggested these things called vacation boobs. It’s just injections of some kind of stuff into my chest, and they’ll wear off, but…are you angry?”

She had been so blubbery explaining that she hadn’t taken note of the expression on his face.

Shock, awe, worry…transforming slowly to surprise, happiness, disbelief…then…delight. Pure, sheer, awesome delight.

He took a step towards her.

She now saw his expression, and relief surged through her. He wasn’t upset.

“Honey,” he blurted, reaching a hand for hers.

She was trembling, and it felt like her whole body was electrified.

He pulled her gently to him, and stared down at her breasts.

“Oh, honey. Can I touch them?”

She nodded, but she didn’t need to say or do anything.

Lonnie had a boner. Biggest boner he had ever had, and his hand snaked out and caressed the under part of her breast.

Then his other hand let go of her hand and grabbed the other breast.

He stood there, dumb, and felt her tits. He just ran his hands around them. “They’re bigger than my hands,” he said.

“They’re called vacation boobs,’ or ‘instaboobs,” Janey repeated, feeling relief surge through her. Lonnie wasn’t upset.

“Oh, baby,” he drooled.

Then she noticed that he hadn’t looked at her since he saw her boobs. He just stared down at her chest.

“Well, could you…kiss me or somethin’.”

He did. He held her and kissed her and showed his appreciation and his dick somehow found its way out of his pants and she fondled it.

“Oh, baby, baby,” he muttered. “You did this for me? Did you have this all planned?”

“No. It just happened. We wuz playing pool and Tammy was there, and…it just sorta happened.

“Well, damn.” More kissing and fondling, and then, right out in the front yard, he had her shirt pulled aside—it wasn’t buttoned because her tits were too big—and he was sucking on her nipples, mouthing as much of her boobs as he could, feeling them, and then, in spite of having cum once in the last 24 hours, he filled her hand.

She stared down as he grunted and shook and shoved his hips forward.

She gazed in wonder as his baby batter seeped through her fingers and splattered on the ground.

Damn!

They entered the house and even though he had just squirted he kept nuzzling her and feeling her, and he couldn’t keep his hands off her. And when they went to bed, though he couldn’t squirt again, he insisted on getting inside her.

“I got to know I fucked a big boob babe,” he grinned. “Otherwise I might wake up from this dream and not know it.”

She lay there as he grunted and slobbered, and she realized that his love making was totally different.

He was just humping madly, not taking the time to find out what she wanted or needed.

But that was okay. Heck, he was like a kid with a new toy. Toys. And she realized he’d probably be this way for a few days, then everything would get back to normal.

And so, newly endowed, freshly made love to, Janey snuggled back into Lonnie’s arms and closed her eyes.

Awoke to him feeling her. His hands sliding over her mountainous flesh, his whiskery jaws nuzzling into her neck.

She giggled. It felt good to be woken up this way.

And, she felt good. Refreshed, the booze out of her system and the day in front of her..

She stuck her legs out of the side of the bed and…Lonnie pulled her back.

“Where you going, doll?”

Then his hands were reaching around to the front of her, cupping, or trying to cup, her massive mammaries.

She giggled and tried to pry his hands off, but Lonnie was excited.

After a moment she stopped trying to get away.

She justified his ardor with the thought that he was really excited about her boobs, and she let him kiss her, a long time on the boobs, then enter her.

For a long couple of minutes he grunted and groaned, and he was a different lover. He was shoving and grunting and trying to squirt.

She lay there, sort of bored, as he slobbered over her, then, unbelievably, he came!

“Lonnie!” she blurted in surprise.

He rolled off her and lay back. “Woo! That was good!”

“Good for you,” she said, and now she managed to get out of bed without him pulling her back.

And he paid no attention to her observation that it was all for him.

She got dressed, and none of her clothes fit.

She had the big, old bra, which wasn’t that comfortable, but she couldn’t button anything else up. Finally she grabbed one of his plaid shirts, knotted it at the bottom, and left the top couple of buttons undone. It was still too tight.

“Where you goin’, darlin’.” He lay on his side, naked, his dick hard again, stroking it.

“I got to get some clothes,” she smiled at him. He was dripping out of her and she took the time to put a liner in her panties.

He grinned. “Really filled you up, didn’t I?”

It was sort of a rude comment. Well, not exactly rude, but…not like he normally was.

Janey kissed him, put up with his cupping hands, and headed out the door.

Janey figured a quick stop at MickeyD’s, then a shop at Wanda’s Place. Wanda was for old ladies, the kind with boobs that were big and ponderous and swayed with the wind. She could find a bra there.

But at MickeyD’s the pimple faced kid hanging out the window was slow in giving her her food, and he kept staring at her cleavage.

Cute, at first, but after a while, hunger growing, it was boring.

Heysoos! Didn’t that kid have a girlfriend? Had he never seen a tit before?

Well, he had, but not like hers.

She snorted, and realized that he probably spent all his time masturbatin’ over girly magazines.

Finally, he handed her a sack of food and thanked her.

“Hey,” she said. “Up here.”

He looked at her eyes and was suddenly embarrassed.

She drove off, found a tree, and stopped and ate.

And thought about how Lonnie had screwed her silly, but not really in a nice way. And how the kid had stared at her like she was boobs and nothing else.

Huh. Well, they’d get over it. They was just boobs, you know.

But they weren’t ‘just boobs.’

She arrived at Wanda’s place, sauntered in and found the bra rack.

Yep, that would—

“Bitch.”

She looked up. Two old ladies were staring at her.

At her tits.

She looked down. Then up. Her face turned bright red. She grabbed a couple of bras and headed for the other side of the store, the side with dresses in it.

But they were all old lady dresses. She was going to have to go over to the next town to the big department store to get some nice blouses and things.

As she walked to the front counter she felt eyes on her.

She had felt eyes on her before, every woman had, but these weren’t nice eyes. They weren’t the eyes of men checking her out.

This was mean, vindictive eyes, as if she was a sinner who had stumbled into heaven and had to be corrected.

It sort of pissed her off, but it also frightened her. She paid quickly and left, and…it seemed that even the girl at the register was staring at her.

She climbed into the truck and touched her forehead to the steering wheel.

“Fuck,” she whispered.

After a moment, wanting to be gone, she started up the truck and hit the road for the next town.

But the next town, the nice department store, was much the same.

There were more people and she got out and sauntered towards the big building, and people stared at her.

Stared at the large globes juddering on her chest.

She wished she had worn Lonnie’s heavy jacket then. It would have fit, and she didn’t want to be stared at anymore.

Inside the store she headed for the clothes department. She found a couple of nice blouses, but the only ones that would fit without straining at the front were too big for her.

Well, she’d probably just have to take them in.

And she found that she was hunkering down a little, putting her shoulders forward in a desperate move to hide her voluptuousness.

Still, eyes found her.

She picked out a couple of other shirts, went and paid, and put up with the hostile eyes of the woman behind the register.

Damn! She had never experienced anything like this!

The women were…what? Jealous? Thought she was of low moral character just because she had biguns?

And the men stared at her so hard she felt their eyes would dent her skin and see her inner organs.

Damn lunkheads.

She almost ran out to the truck, and just before she got in she heard somebody from a row over, “I’d like to put my pecker in that.”

She closed the door and tears started up.

Somebody wanted to ‘put his pecker in that!’

How fucking crude! What a disrespectful thing to say! She hadn’t seen the bozo, but…didn’t he have a mother? Or sisters? Did he treat all woman like that?

Then, as she slipped the truck into gear, she realized: no. He doesn’t treat women like that. He was probably a dutiful, respectful son, husband, father, whatever…just not when he saw big tits.

The ride home was a long one, and a short one. She thought so long and hard that time disappeared. And, for the first time, she started thinking that maybe big tits weren’t the end all be all she had thought they would be.

And it was only going to get worse.

Arriving at home Lonnie was waiting.

Waiting with drool and puppy dog eyes, and wolfish eyes, and a boner.

Heysoos Xristo! Didn’t that man ever go down?

But she knew the truth. Stimulated, men wouldn’t go down. They were the gift that keeps on giving, but not in an altogether nice way.

With a flat chest he had loved her, been aware of her as a human being.

Now, under the influence of her chest, he was a satyr. An eternally horny bastard with no respect for her feelings.

He just saw the tits, and connections were made in his mind, and the connections weren’t all that nice.

Tits. Woman. Fuck. Put dick in. Squirt.

She had stopped crying, but as she saw Lonnie step out onto the porch, his hand in his pants and the gleam in his eyes, moisture began to form again.

She stepped out of the car, took out her purchases, and then Lonnie was reached for her.

She pushed the bags into his arms. “Bring these into the house,” she said, then she quick walked around him, left him confused, and headed for the front door.

Lonnie followed, and he was a beaten puppy. He had proposed love, and received a comeuppance. He was reduced to a servant.

He placed the bags on the bed and turned with a grin.

“Not now, Lonnie,” she said, slipping out of his shirt, then the heavy nursing bra, and selecting one of the new blouses.

He frowned, but stood and watched.

She put on a strong but sexy bra. She had a feeling it wasn’t going to last long, she was too heavy, but it was nice looking, and her nipples poked right through the cup material.

She looked up and saw that Lonnie’s mouth was open. He was like a fucking mouth breather, staring at her tits, rubbing the front of his jeans.

“You wanna take it easy, Lon?”

“Oh, uh…” but he didn’t take it easy. He was caught, and all he could do was stare.

She put on a pink blouse with buttons up the back.

As she reached behind herself his eyes about popped out. Her boobs were thrust forward and the nipples poked through both cup and blouse.

And, when she was finished buttoning up, it was worse.

The blouse was designed not for comfort, or work, but for show.

It was from a rich man’s store, and it was for rich people who had nothing better to do than sit around and try to look good all day.

She had never looked so sexy. It was sexier than no clothes at all. But she was stuck with it. No way she was going shopping again. She’d order off the internet and take her chances.

She sighed, turned to look at herself in the mirror, and Lonnie was all over her.


Part Two

“Because I’m tired of big boobs.”

“But they’re not so big now!”

“And that’s the way I like ‘em. And when they get smaller and disappear all together I’m not going to get biguns again.”

Lonnie and Janey were sitting in Long Johnny’s Roadhouse. It was a Saturday afternoon, They had been playing pool, and somehow the conversation had come around to Janey’s breasts.

“But, honey, you are so beautiful with big tits.”

Janey snorted. “So I’m not beautiful without ‘em?”

“I didn’t mean that! You know I didn’t mean that!”

“So what did you mean?”

They were sitting across from each other, arguing in low voices, and Lonnie was not happy. He had figured Janey would go ahead and get vacation boobs again, or maybe even permanent implants. He loved to push his head between her breasts and suck those nipples and screw her till the cows came home.

Janey was tired of his mindless intention. She wanted the Lonnie who was sweet and caring back. She opened her mouth to say such, and was suddenly interrupted.

“Janey! How are you doing?”

It was Tammy and Jenny.

Janey brightened up. With her friends her she didn’t feel so out numbered by Lonnie’s persistent insistence.

“Hey, girls, have a seat. Johnny, get some more drinks.”

Jenny slid in next to Lonnie and smiled at him. She had big breasts, and Lonnie was immediately put off from arguing. He glanced at her chest and Lonnie snickered. Poor Lonnie.

Tammy slid in next to Janey and gazed at her chest critically.

If Janey had hoped the conversation about her boobs would go away her hopes were dashed.

“They held up pretty good. Did you want me to pump you up again?”

Janey tried to signal that she didn’t want to talk about this, but it was too late.

“Are you the Tammy…the doctor who did Janey’s breasts?”

“I am that, that I am. Pretty good work.”

“Yeah, we should talk about getting her boobs enlarged again.” He spoke smugly. He figured the doctor would be on his side. After all, medical people just wanted to do medical things, right?

Janey hung her head into her palm. “Oh, fuck.”

“What? What’d I say.”

“Nothin’,” Lonnie was all grins.

Janey turned to her friend. “We were just arguing. Lonnie wants me big again. I don’t.”

Tammy nodded. “Well, look, I understand Lonnie’s, uh…desires. But what about yours. Wasn’t it fun to have enhanced breasts.”

“For about a minute.”

“Tell me what happened.”

Drinks arrived then, and the quartet all lifted, sipped, smacked their lips appreciatively, and Janey continued.

“First, the women in town all stare at me like I’m Jezebel. Second, the men all stare at me so hard they walk into walls and trees and traffic and things. Third, my lunkhead hubby, who I love dearly, acts like a sex fiend.”

“I do not. At least, not much. I mean, I love you.”

Jenny and Tammy exchanged glances.

Tammy took a breath. “Listen, Lonnie, I’m not about to make judgements here, and what is between you guys is between you, but Janey is still an individual, and if she doesn’t want boobs, that’s a personal choice. I mean, I’m sure she’ll consider your wishes, but you have to consider hers, too. What she said? About people treating her different? That’s one of the main things I hear from women who get enhancement.”

“Yeah, but who cares what people say? She should, like you say, consider my feelings.”

The argument went on, and while it didn’t get heated, it got very intense. Lonnie, speaking through his dick, to be honest, couldn’t understand why Janey didn’t want to be voluptuous. And it got down to some interesting points. Drunken points.

“So,” stated Tammy, “You’re saying that it’s okay to bop a woman on the head and give her tits.”

They were all three sheets to the wind and Lonnie blurted, “Well, what if she had a dread disease and needed bigger boobs?

Everybody chuckled, and even Lonnie had to admit it sounded a bit ludicrous.

“I’d like to see that disease,” remarked Tammy. “I could write a book and be rich forever.”

And the arguments went on, and they grew in the magnitude of exageratatude. Which is not a real word, but was one of the more ‘medical’ terms thrown around in this drunken party.

And though it was three girls to one boy, Lonnie was holding on to his belief that Janey should get bigger boobs if just for the pleasure of pleasing her husband.

It was near midnight, six hours of heavy drinking later, that Tammy said, “And what if somebody gave you tits, just to pleasure Janey?”

“Haw!” he laughed, his eyes red and crossed.

Tammy took out her cell phone, and Lannie didn’t even notice. She set it on record and propped it against the wall so it could record everything Lonnie said.

“So you, Lonnie Baker, are of the opinion that a woman should do what her husband wants, even if that means getting breast implants against her will.”

He was drunker than good sense, and he mumbled, “Yeah.”

Janey was bleary-eyed, but following the argument closely.

Tammy spoke to Lonnie for a moment, then, separate from his first statement, she asked, “And you feel that this idea, that men’s wishes should take precedence over woman’s wishes, should hold true for women?”

Lonnie’s head was bobbling a bit, and he actually thought he was following Tammy’s logic. “Yeah, sure.”

“So you agree that it is okay that she does for you what you would do for her.”

He didn’t associate breasts with what Tammy was saying. He was now in a drunken…not quite a stupor, but really close.

Still, he didn’t look drunk.

For the next half hour Tammy kept pounding away on this idea, and finally, she stopped her cell phone and smiled. “Well, I think we have enough.”

“Enough for what?” asked Lonnie, not sure which of the two Tammy’s he was seeing he was talking to.

“Enough to go get somebody some boobs.”

Janey blinked and there was protest in her mouth, but Tammy just shushed her and got everybody moving.

“Jenny, you’re the soberestest…you drive.”

Tammy, with the help of Jenny and Janey, got Lonnie up and walking. They headed out to the parking lot and Janey asked, “What’s going on? What did you mean in there?”

Tammy told her, and Janey started giggling.

“You’re really going to do that?”

“Sure. He was willing to do it to you, so it’s only fair that it happens to him.”

Laughing, Janey said, “Well, okay. We got a plan!”

Giggling, the three girls crowded into Tammy’s car and Tammy set off. but she wasn’t going to take anybody home, she was heading for the free clinic.

The sun shone down on the little house on the prairie.

In the chicken coop the roosters were ending their early morning concerto.

In the meadows the cows were busy eating enough to sustain their bulk for another day.

A lazy dog slept under the porch, birds sang in the trees, and somewhere in the world there was a war.

“Uh,” Lonnie grunted. He was laying on his back and he was wound up in sheets. Somehow a couple of big pillows had been caught in the wrappings, and they were heavy on his chest.

He grunted again and tried to move, but he was caught.

“Fu…” he murmured.

Next to him Janey slumbered. She was tired and still a little drunk. She had drunk as much as Lonnie, but she had a smaller body.  It took her longer to get rid of the effects of alcohol. It was that or drink less, and that was no fun.

“Unh…” Lonnie tried to toss and turn but he just couldn’t seem to move. Those damn pillows, the inside of his head looking like a fog in London.

“Shut up,” whispered Janey, her eyes closed tightly against the light that seeped in through a half drawn shade.

You shut,” he said, what the fuck…get this sheet off me!”

Janney opened her eyes at Lonnie bouncing around. She moved over, and this gave Lonnie a chance to move. But even though he moved, those damned pillows seemed to move with him. His chest was all compressed, and he tried to sit up.

“Whoa,” he murmured, as the weight of his chest drove him back.

“What the fuck?”

Then he grunted, and sat up, and looked down.

“WHHHAAAAAT THE FUUUUCK!”

His voice woke the dog sleeping under the porch, and it definitely woke up Janey. She sat up and looked at him.

Sitting in shock as he contemplated the monster boobs on his chest.

“WHAT HAPPENED! WHAT THE FUCK?”

Janey started giggling.

He looked at her, horror on his face, then back to his boobs that were really, really, really big!

“Who did this? What happened? Did you…”

Did you…what? It all made no sense. He had woken up in some place that was definitely not Kansas.

And Janey just giggled some more, and then was outright laughing. Laying back on the bed and rolling on her side, guffawing like a hyena that had just heard the funniest joke since he found out the Easter Bunny had died.

“What? What? What?”

Janey fell out of bed, she was laughing so hard, but that didn’t stop her.

Lonnie threw sheets back and swiveled. His feet hung over the edge of the bed and he was now holding his boobs, one in each hand, and they overflowed like the banks of the Mississippi in a flood.

“What did you do?”

He was befuddled, confused, perplexed, and didn’t understand.

Janey struggled to her knees, trying to control her laughter, but not too hard. After all, something like this only happens once.

Lonnie scooted to the edge of the bed and his feet reached the floor. He stood up, and the weight of his tits overbalanced him. He staggered across the room and somehow aimed for the bathroom.

Janey stood up and followed him. She was laughing so hard her belly hurt. She held her belly and now tried to stop the pain of laughing.

Lonnie stared at himself in the mirror. He had his regular slender body, and a pair of monster breasts.

“What did you do?” he finally whispered. His voice was now hoarse from shock and screaming.

Trying desperately to control herself, the pain of laughing was too much, Janey said, “They’re called Chyna 2000s. You asked for them to be put in last night.”

“The hell I did.”

“We got it on the cell phone. You asked for the biggest boobs money could buy. You said, and I quote, ‘If they ain’t the biggest then I don’t want ‘em.’”

“No, I didn’t.”

Janey left and returned with her phone. She called up a video Lonnie watched it.

It was several minutes long, and in it he didn’t appear too drunk, but he did say ‘sauce for the goose is sauce for the gander,’ and a wife had the right to make a uniladder decisions for her husband,’ and ‘sure, he’d like a big pair, show them wimpy women what a real pair of tits is,’ and ‘if they ain’t the biggest then I don’t want ‘em.’”

When the video ended he sat down on the toilet and put his head in his hands. “I can’t believe you did this.”

“Don’t you go blamin’ me you lunkhead. You heard the proof. You’re fine with a big, old pair of titties on your chest.”

“But I don’t remember any of this!”

“That’s okay. You got a pair of keepsakes on your fat, old chest.”

“Oh, God! What’ll I do?”

“It’s gettin’ late, and you got stuff to do around the ranch.”

“No! About these!” he hefted his boobs and pointed them at her.”

She shook her head. “Wow. Those are big.”

“Oh, God.”

“Whyn’t you stop cryin’ in your beer. It ain’t like you ain’t the first person in the world to have tits.”

“Yeah, but all those others was women!”

“Not necessarily.”

“I ain’t gay!” He was aghast at the idea.

“Didn’t say you was, but come on, I’ll help you get into a bra and we can go do chores together.”

“A…a bra?”

“Yeah. A bra. I think you used to call them ‘over the shoulder boulder holders,’ or something.”

She tugged at his hand and managed to get him to his feet. “Come on, honey, it ain’t bad. You’re just going to learn how the other side lives. Now brush your teeth and I’ll get you a bra.”

Lonnie leaned over the sink, and stared at his boobs in the mirror. He brushed his teeth and his head was like a black hole, nothing but whirling thoughts that swirled down the drain.

“Here go,” Janey chirped cheerfully. She handed him the biggest bra she had.

He took it and looked at it, then groaned at the weight of his boobs sagging on his chest.

Grinning, Janey asked, “You want me to hold your tits while you put this on? Or maybe you want to hold your own tits while I help you get this on.”

“Help,” he croaked.

So he held his forearm across his chest and supported himself and she put the bra in place, fastened it, then brought the cups and straps up so he could get placed inside the thing.

He looked in the mirror. He had good posture and the boobs stuck out a mile. “Oh, fuck,” he whimpered, and he let his shoulders go forward.

“None of that,” Janey slapped his ass and he bolted and threw his shoulders back. “You got ‘em so you flaunt ‘em.’ Isn’t that what you told me a couple of months ago.”

“Yeah,” he grumbled, “but this is different.”

She laughed at that.

“I can’t go out like this.”

“So stay at the ranch all your life.”

“Oh, God!”

Janey was standing behind him, looking over his shoulder, and she reached around and grabbed him. “God, these are sexy!”

“Hey!” He brushed her hands off, but she just went down to his groin. Grabbed a big hunk of pecker.

“What are you doing?”

“Hey! You used to do this to me! You said big tits are sexy, and now I know what you mean. At first you was sort of funny looking, but if we comb out your hair, put a little lipstick on you…you’re pretty sexy.”

He was shocked at the suggestion. He tried to turn, and for a moment couldn’t because she had him firm. then he managed to turn.

His tits pressed into her relatively flat chest. She still had little boobs, but probably not for long. Now he was the one with the big tits.

She hugged him, felt his massiveness, stroked him, and grabbed his hair and pulled him down for a kiss.

“Hey! Don—“ then her lips had him.

He was dazed, confused, but if there’s one thing about a man…he’s got a dick. And that dick is quite pleased to do the real thinking.

In spite of his horror, his shock, his befuddlement, he kissed her back.

And, in spite of the weight on his chest, he responded. His penis grew hard, he tasted her lips, then he felt her hands feeling his tits.

For a second he wanted to break away, but, truth, mammary glands are sex organs. They have a direction connection to the groin, and to the mind, and to the lust that always builds.

She turned him, taking control, and walked him back towards the bed.

Dimly, she understood that something was happening. That the person with no tits (relatively) was taking charge of the person with tits. She shoved him back down on the bed and lusted over him.

“Fuck, Lonnie,” she muttered as she climbed up and spread her labia with her fingers, “now I know why you was all over me. This is fuckin’ cool!”

Then she lowered herself and things got out of hand.

Lonnie sat at the breakfast table.

He had discovered that his body had been modified. And he had been screwed until he didn’t want it anymore. And now he was sitting at the breakfast table wearing Janey’s sexy robe—she had insisted that he wear it—that was more like a peignoir than a robe.

Janey placed bacon and eggs in front of him, and sat down across the table from him.

She couldn’t take her eyes off his chest.

He noticed that she was no longer looking him in the eyes, but was fascinated by a body part. Parts.

“What am I going to do?” he whispered.

“I’ll help you get dressed, honey. Your shirts ain’t gonna fit, but I got some that will. But you can’t wear your dirty, old jeans. That wouldn’t be any kind of a fashion statement except that your a pig.”

“Clothes?”

“Clothes. Like good underwear. Panties to match that bra.”

“I can’t wear your panties! I got a dick!”

“But it’s soft now, and it’ll fit fine. And I’ll keep it soft,” she almost drooled as she studied the way his boobers thrust forward. She could see his nipples pushing through the thin material.

“And you should try on garters and nylons. They feel so-o-o good.”

“But I don’t want to!”

“You always want me to wear nylons, sauce for the goose, baby.”

“When can I get these things off?” He held his boobs and little tears were in the corners of his eyes.

“They’ll shrink in a couple of months,” she lied. He was being such a big baby she didn’t want to tell him that Chyna 2000s were real implants, and they wouldn’t go away. At all.

“Oh, God.”

“Come on, honey. Man up and eat.” she giggled. “Or maybe that should be ‘woman up’ and eat.”

Bleakly, he ate a piece of bacon, and it took forever to chew it.

After breakfast Janey found him a pair of panties. His dick was soft, but it was still too big, so she got a piece of medical tape and pulled it back between his legs.

“What’s this?” he asked as she pushed his testicles up into the cavities they dropped from and made sure everything was taped up tight.

He tried to turn and look, and he could see the tip of his dick sticking out between his legs.

“It’s how you need to fix yourself if you’re going to be presentable.

She put a garter on him, then showed him how to roll up the nylons.

“Baby, we’re going to have to shave your legs. And your groin. And everything. Hair doesn’t look good on a female body.”

Lonnie just looked at himself and tried to make his mind function.

But his mind was simply not working.

She helped him into one of her blouses and this breasts were tight against the material.

“Oh, heysoos,” he muttered, seeing how the material stretched.

“Don’t worry. It’ll stretch out. And we can get you bigger blouses.”

She wrapped a skirt around his waist.

“I can’t wear this!”

“You can’t wear jeans. You gonna go out ugly?”

She buckled the skirt and stood back. “Man, you look good. You look like a cowgirl should.”

“I don’t feel good.”

But, he didn’t want to admit it, it was so strange…he felt a spark inside.

It happens to all men when they put on women’s clothes. There is just something so deliciously forbidden about putting on women’s wear.

“Yeah, but you’re making me feel real good.”

And she was all over him again.

Touching, feeling, kissing, and she ended up ripping off the medical tape and getting back in the saddle again.

Sated, for the time being, Janey sighed. Man, this was the best sex she had ever had. Hell, she wished she had dressed him up like a woman long ago.

Well, she had discovered it now, and she wasn’t going to let him back out of it.

Thinking such thoughts, she pulled him off the bed and got him ready again.

Now Lonnie didn’t complain. He had found it exciting. He found he liked being a sex object. And what made it even more fun was that he only had to pull down his panties, lift his skirt, and zowie!

Lonnie laid there while Janey taped him up again, and darned if he didn’t like how compact he felt. It was weird not to be a swinging dick, but…he felt so efficient down there. His dick not having to be adjusted, his balls not suddenly getting in the way of each other.

Back to looking like a woman, Janey took a moment to comb his hair, to brush it and give it a flip under.

He wore his hair long, but it was just a shaggy mop. Now it was curly and cute and sprayed to stay in place. It felt good to have his tresses under control.

“Okay, honey, let’s saddle up.”

They walked out of the house, and he marveled at how easy it was walking when he didn’t have a stick shift and two ball bearings between his thighs.

Out to the barn and they saddled up two horses. They led them out of the barn, and from a distance they looked like two cowgirls.

He liked the feel of air on his legs. He liked the sensation of freedom under his skirt. He liked the way his tresses floated.

He stepped up into the saddle and just sat for a moment. Janey threw a leg over, too, then, seeing the expression on his face, she waited.

Lonnie stared out at the ranch.

He was taller when on a horse. He could see more land, and he felt bigger.

But now he felt even bigger bigger.

His chest was big.

He was sitting on his pecker, and the head of his pecker, sticking out behind, rubbed against the cantle.

He was getting turned on all over again.

Of course, he couldn’t get an erection, taped up and sitting the way he was, but he had a feeling that if he asked…Janey would be more than willing to pull him out of the saddle, throw him down and screw him.

Yes. She would.

He was turning her on like he had never turned her on before.

Him in a dress, and if women could get boners she would have one.

But, sans boner, he knew she was wet. Unusually wet. For him.

He looked at her.

She waited, a knowing smile on her face.

“This is what it feels like?”

She nodded.

He stared down at the pommel for a moment, then looked between his horse’s ears. then he kicked his horse in the side and began the ride.

It was like nothing Lonnie had ever felt before. His chest jouncing…every step of the horse was a turn on.

His dick rubbing through the slick panties on the cantle…it tried to get hard, and got pretty chubby, but it was more like an exercise in the ultimate frustration.

They trotted the horses around the barn and out towards where the cows were gathered. It was time to move them to another pasture.

Across the field, his chest juddering sexsationally. His package hidden, but overstimulated.

They had just reached the outskirts of the herd when Lonnie groaned and let go of the reins. His horse went to a walk, then to a standstill.

“You all right?” Janey asked, coming alongside and patting her horse’s neck.

He nodded, had trouble speaking, but managed to squeak out, “I…I think I just came.”

Janey nudged her mare up to his horse and stuck a finger down between the saddle and his weenie. She lifted the finger up and there was a coating of semen on it.

“Yep,” she grinned.

“Oh, God!”

They stared at each other. Janey thoroughly excited by what was happening with Lonnie, and her chest pounding from being so close to his feminine form.

“Honey…” he breathed. “This…this…”

“I know,” she whispered. She leaned over and kissed him. Then she reached into a small leather purse she kept around the pommel and pulled out a lipstick.

She leaned towards him, held his mouth, and painted his lips.

He felt the substance coating his mouth. He smelled and tasted it, and he cock was still pounding. Or pounding again. He was so dazed he honestly didn’t know.

He just knew that black and white life had suddenly become something three D and color and very exciting.

She put her head next to his and whispered into his ear. “And you might cum again. And if you don’t, when we get back to the house I’ll make sure you do. You got that, little girl?”

He nodded.

She kept whispering, kissing his ear occasionally, “That’s the way it’s going to be from now on. I’m gonna wear the pants, and you’re gonna wear the panties. And every night I’ll pleasure you. And when we go to town I’ll squire ya. And I’ll protect you from any of those bad boys who want to pull up your dress and take advantage of you. You understand, sweet cheeks?”

Tears seeped out of Lonnie’s eyes, and he nodded.

She kissed him, hard, but carefully so as not to rub off his lipstick.

“Now, cowgirl, let’s go get those doggies….YEEHAW!” Janie kicked her mount into motion.

Still crying, big drops falling on his blouse and dampening it so his nipples could be plainly seen, Lonnie followed along.

END
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The Feminization Games

CHAPTER ONE

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

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

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

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

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

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

Swing and a miss.

Swing and a miss.

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

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

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

Leslie was up.

Swing and…CRACK!

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

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

And little old I strode out to the plate.

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

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

“Lois can’t hit anything!”

Strike.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But the game was basically over.

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

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

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

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

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

“Easy for you to say.”

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

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

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

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

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

A rude ‘what?’ An insolent ‘what?’

I said, “Let’s have a real contest.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I nodded.

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

“Yes,” I said.

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

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

We stood up and faced the men.

“Yes,” I said confidently.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

We all giggled, and our choice was decided.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Everybody looked a bit curious then.

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

“Whoo!”

“Wow!”

Catcalls and quick quips.

Then the guys went after Jim.

“Come on, Jim. You started this.”

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER TWO

“Lois, I can’t believe you did that!”

“What?” I asked sweetly.

“Embarrassed me like that.”

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

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

“Yeah, but you said it meanly.”

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

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

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

“You really think you can beat us?”

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

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

“Okay,” I acknowledged.

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

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

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

“High school is long ago.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You make me so fucking hot.”

He blinked and stared at me.

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

Oh, men are easy.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Baby,” he said lustfully.

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

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

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

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

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

“Baby…I’m…gonna…AHHH!”

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

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

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

“Wow!”

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

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

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

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

Boy, was I going to get my revenge.

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

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

“Why so soon?” asked Georgina.

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

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

We all smiled cheerfully.

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

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

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

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

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

“What about the foot race?”

“Who are our fastest runners?”

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

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

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

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

The girls looked at me blankly.

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

Man, the grins hit me then.

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

We all giggled.

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

We all looked at her.

“We might even win.”

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

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

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

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

He grinned. “This ain’t nothing.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah, but—“

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

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

“Hey…uh…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I kept working him as I chewed on his lips.

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

“Can you cum right now? Big guy?”

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

“Uh…uh….maybe…maybe…”

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

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

“AH…AHHHH…AH!”

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

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

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

WAR OF THE SEXES

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Lois, guess what?”

“What?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then Leslie called, and I got it.

It was game on.

It was root hog or die.

And it was going to be fun.

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

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

“What’s the grin for, Lois?”

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

My jaw dropped. “Are you serious?”

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

“Yes?”

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

“No problemo, Santa!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes.”

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

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

I nodded.

“Then, girlfriend, you’d better win.”

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

This has been the first two chapters from

The Feminization Games!
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