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Author’s Note

When I was young I cam across the theory that people lived as bugs, and if they were good bugs, they died and were born as small animals. And if they were good, small animals, they died and were born as good, big animals, and so on up to being born as a human being.

But shouldn’t the same conditions of karma and the birth and death cycle be applied to humans?

Of course they should.

But what is the highest form of a man?

That’s what this little tale is about.

Enjoy, and…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“I’m searching for a fuck.”

Jack Draper was drunk, as usual, and honest, which was rare.

“I tell ya, I been over the whole world. I’ve had women from Italy and France, from Polynesian and Russia.”

He sipped a bit of his bourbon, belched crudely, and continued, “I’ve screwed ‘em young and I’ve screwed ‘em old. I’ve had everything from grannies and colored fannies to trannies with nooks and crannies.”

He farted, which was pretty darn nasty. One faint hearted girl turned green and ran off.

But Jack didn’t care. Jack had had his fill of college youngsters. They were, in his opinion, too easy and too inexperienced.

“Why, I’ve screwed—“

“Jack,” asked a young admirer, interrupting the bleary adventurer.

“Yo,” Jack gazed at the young man. His eyes were watery and his nose was sweating. His eyes were watery with drink, and his nose was sweating because he was eating good chili.

Some of the chili. Some of it was on the front of his long sleeved bush shirt. Some of it was on his lap.

Nobody said anything, however, for he was a hero.

Jack Draper had sailed the seven seas, fought off cannibals in Africa, harpooned whales off Alaska, battled in revolutions in South America, and…if there was an adventure somewhere, he was in it.

And the fact that he had come to speak at the proud and vain Fullbright U was a blessing of unusual proportion.

“Are you saying you went to all these places not for any other reason than…than pussy?”

The dozen young men and women hung on his words. The men wanted to be like him. The women wanted to be with him.

“In Alaska there was Eskimos,” (belch). “In Russia there was old, fat babushkas. In the Congo there was swivel-hipped, blobber-lipped women who, let me tell you, wanted a bit of the white man’s old baloney pony! Did I ever tell you about the time I screwed the Pope’s sister in the Leaning Tower of Pizza? This was before the pope was the pope, you know, but she was a luscious babe, and I…”

The stories went on, and men grinned and women sighed, and everybody bought drinks for Jack to keep him talking. And nobody noticed the woman in the corner booth, listening, but snorting on the inside.

Jack Draper is a fool, she thought.

While Jack put away a gallon of whiskey she made a wine spritzer last.

She was old, but not that old. She had looks, and while they were tempered, a line here or there on her relatively smooth face, they were not ravaged.

Brunette hair with streaks of grey. A button nose that could tilt down for disapproval, or up for joy. Full lips that, when pursed as they were now, a perfect pucker, but when she smiled a wide smile.

Her skin was light brown, smooth and shiny, very exotic.

She sipped her drink, slowly, knowing that it took time for a bozo like Jack to wind down.

Oh, she knew he had had all those adventures, and she even knew some of the women he had had.

But he was still a bozo.

There was nothing wrong with going and looking for out of the ordinary sexual experiences, but to talk about them so crudely, as Jack did…she shook her head.

Jack pontificated on the joys and dangers of poontang for a couple of hours, then, the night being late and students having to be on time for early classes, the festivities waned.

Finally, there was only Jack, drunk, leaning back on his stool.

Back, back…splat.

Jack looked up. Fuck! Had he fallen over again? Was he that…the shadow loomed over him.

He looked up long legs, standing right above his head.

A short wrap around dress, silky, thin, see through.

Pussy.

He smiled.

The pussy was shaved, which was just the way he liked them. He hated it when pubic hairs got caught in his teeth.

It was smooth, and the slit had fleshy lips that listened in the night.

Just the way he liked them.

“You’re an idiot,” murmured a soft voice. Soft, the way he liked them, saucy, which was okay.

A gentle hand helped him to sit, then turned stronger to get him on his feet.

Jack swayed and leered at the woman.

She was older, which was fine with him, but her face was relatively unlined and quite gorgeous. Features all in the right place and right proportion. Waterfall hair that framed a perfect oval.

And then there were the breasts. Full, yet not saggy.

“Come, Jack,” said the woman. “Sit with me. I have a proposal for you.”

She led him back to her booth.

The bar was due to close in a while, but they were undisturbed. They faced each other over the laminate table. The padded bench seat Jack sat on had a spring that needed fixing, but that was okay.

He gazed lovingly at the woman.

“You seem familiar,” he said. Not a ploy or cheap pick up line. Jack had screwed so many women that they were all familiar to him.

“Well, I’m not. And I don’t have any interest in that sawed off trombone you call a dick.”

Jack chuckled. He loved it when they played hard to get.

“What do you have an interest in?” he was tilting a bit, so he straightened up and tried to focus on the woman. She really was a kind of exotic beauty. Reminded him of that Hawaiian girl he had doggy styled near to death. Man, that had been…

The woman had a handbag next to her, and in the handbag was a spiral ringed notebook. She took it out, along with a pilot pen, and began sketching.

Here is the place,” she explained. “But you will have a hard time getting there. You have to go through Tibet, and China to get to Tibet. I heard you had some trouble with the communists.”

“Too many women had children,” he waved his hand in the air. “It’s all right now. Commies love me.”

“Sure,” the woman half chuckled. “Sure they do. Now, when you get to Tibet you’re going to have to head up for big valley, then Lhasa—“

“The Forbidden City,” Jack burped.

“Precisely. Where they have the Potala. Now, inside the Potala you will not have access to the women’s quarters.”

Jack smiled. He liked women’s quarters. Then he frowned. “Isn’t the Potala all male?”

“Used to be, but since the Chinese came in they have equality.”

The sneer on her face when she said this indicate that she didn’t think much of the Chinese ‘equality.’

“Anyway, they won’t allow you into the women’s quarters, but you have to go through there. In the back, behind a statue of the Buddha, you will find a cave. Go through the cave and you’ll come out in Lhasong Valley.”

“Lhasong valley,” Jack grinned happily. A valley of women? Oh, baby.

“Pay attention, Jack, this is important. In Buddhist religion women are second class citizens. They are kyemen. They are inferior to men, and spend their lives praying to be good enough women that they will be allowed to be men next lifetime.”

“Ha!”

She didn’t question his good humor, just kept detailing a map and giving instructions. “In the Lhasong Valley, however, women are superior. You must walk through the valley with your head down. You must bend your knee, even to the common folk. And if you see a woman in a golden robe you must prostate yourself. Don’t kow tow, that is Chinese. Just put your forehead to the earth, close your eyes, and pray she doesn’t take notice of you.”

“What happens if they notice you?”

She might draft you for service. That could mean a life in the fields. No hope of escape.”

“I could escape anything,” boasted Jack, looking around and wondering where his audience had gone.

The woman reached across the table and grabbed his chin, make him look at her. “Jack! You won’t escape. The women will make you want to stay.”

“Hell I want to stay all ready!”

“No. you don’t. Endless servitude, sexually motivated, but never satisfied.”

“Never?” He tilted his head as he studied the woman. She sure was good looking. He wondered where he’d fucked her before.

“No,” Jack. We never joined. Now, pay attention. If you make it through the valley you will enter a monastery. You can’t miss it, it is made of gold.”

Real gold, thought Jack. Hunh! He’d rather have pussy!

Enter the temple by making an offering. Don’t try to sneak in. Just bring in a statue of Bhudda, they like that, and find your way to the back. Behind a statue of Buddha you’ll find stairs. They are made of gold.”

Gold again, he thought.

“The stairs culminate in a chamber. In the center of the chamber, looking in all directions, is Tara. Go to her. Place your statue before her and, if she is pleased…she take you for the night.”

Jack was about done for the night. Too much drink, then this woman prattling on. Gold statues and communists and a valley where the men men come but don’t cum…not likely.

But the woman finished writing in her notebook, ripped a page out, and put it in the chest pocket of his shirt.

He looked down at his pocket.

She buttoned it.

She reached up and patted his cheek. Held his face with the palm of her hand and whispered to him.

“Jack. You’re an asshole. But if Tara loves you then you will have experienced the greatest love man can experience.”

“She fucks good, eh?”

Surprisingly, the woman didn’t take offense. She just smiled and said, “You’ll never know unless you go there.”

Then she lowered Jack’s head to the. table and he closed his eyes.

“Jack! Wake up!”

Jack raised his head and shook it. He was dazed, and he was still in the bar. “Wha…wha?”

“Jack, it’s me, Tom. Let’s get you back to your room.”

“Tom?”

Tom was his agent, and he had come down to Fullbright to touch bases with Jack. And found him blotto in a bar.

At the bar the bartender polished glasses, the place was empty.

Tom helped Jack to his feet. “Come on, buddy.”

Tom steered Jack along the bar, and suddenly Jack stopped and turned to the barman. “Hey?”

“Sir?” The bartender looked up. He was an older college student, working his way through a class at a time.

“Where’s that woman I was talking to?”

“Woman?” The bartender had a blank look on his face.

“Yeah, the middle-aged woman in the wrap around…she…the woman!”

Still, the bartender look confused. “I’m sorry, sir, but there’s been no woman in here since your friends left about an hour ago.”

“No…?” Jack blinked and looked back at the booth he had been sitting at. Passed out at.

Had he imagined the whole thing? Liquor hallucinations?

“Jack, what is it?” asked Tom, plucking at the explorer’s sleeve.

“The woman…she…”

Jack looked around the bar. Could he have imagined everything?

“And you’ve been here all night?”

“All night,” the barman answered, looking a bit puzzled.

“Jack?”

Then Jack looked down at his pocket. There was a paper in there, and he knew it was instructions and a map.

So the woman was real!

“Come on, Jack. We need to get you to bed. You’ve got a big meeting tomorrow morning.”

He raised his head. The woman was real but nobody saw her. “What meeting?”

“They want to talk to you about an expedition to, get this…Tibet!”

Jack’s mouth opened slightly, and his right hand clapped over his chest pocket. And the map.

Fuck!

The following morning, wearing eyeglasses to cover the road maps that were his eyes, Jack and Tom were shown into the conference room where the regents of the university all waited.

“Good morning, Mr. Draper,” murmurs around the table, and Jack was placed at the end of the table.

It was a curious mix of academics. Oldsters and youngsters, men and women, people of color. Interestingly enough, the women outnumbered the men.

Not that it mattered to Jack. Women were targets for his meat machine, and it didn’t matter to him.

And it didn’t matter to him that there were women there at all. He had screwed their kind, lots of their kind, and he didn’t see any particular woman that excited his ding dong.

So he sat, and they blathered for a while, he was congratulated on his latest book, and then they got down to business.

“We’re going to be cataloging items, for the most part, but we also want to look into rumors of a hidden temple..”

Good Lord, Jack thought, thinking of the map he had found in his pocket, that he had remembered had been given to him by a woman who was quite beautiful, but who had disappeared.

Didn’t exist?

Nah. She existed, and the thought of her made Jack’s cock tremble under the long, slab of table.

“Any time lines, proof? Rumors concerning this so called temple?”

“There are tales of a woman ruling the Potala, but who, for some reason, went into hiding. This temple… temple?” the dean asked one of the older gentlemen at the table.

“Temple. Apparently this was a very important place of worship. Men were not allowed and it was ruled by high priestess. This was, not to be trite, but the place where the teachers were taught.”

There were a few smiles around the table.

Jack gauged the various reactions. He was curious, but only because of the paper in his pocket. The map with instructions. And the advice about how to treat women at the temple.

How to treat women. Jack was expert at that. Make sweet love, spread their legs, deposit, and move on to the next expedition. He was definitely a ‘love ‘em and leave ‘em’ kind of guy.

The dean continued: “Apparently, so the legend goes, the head of this super secret order of female Buddhists was quite imperious, and if men displeased her she had them castrated.”

“Ouch,” quipped Jack. He noticed how most of the women around the table smiled.

“Men,” smiled the dean, “learned quickly to please her.

“There is no real proof behind this legend,” stated one of the younger women.

“Sounds more like an urban legend,” smiled another.

The men were strangely quiet.

“So, what do you think, Jack? Would you like to lead an expedition to Tibet?”

At that moment a beautiful, young woman entered the conference room.

“Oh, I’m sorry, daddy. I didn’t realize you were in a meeting.”

She was built. Nice face. A couple of years out of college, unless she was in the masters program.

“No, problem, Honey. This is Jack Draper.”

Jack smiled, and the connection was made. He knew, and more importantly she knew, they were destined to couple.

But at that moment the woman, it turned out her name was actually ‘Honey,’ retreated, and Jack and Tom dealt with the details of the Fullbright expedition to Tibet.

The expedition, being rather specific in its goals, was a small one. Jack, a few students, a few academics. It didn’t take long to put together, and within two weeks the last permits were being obtained. On the last night Jack was lying in bed at his hotel with Honey.

Jack, for all his braggadocio, was not bad in the sack. He had a good sized member, he had staying power, but most importantly, he really loved finding his way around a woman’s body.

Honey, after receiving three most excellent orgasms, was convinced she was in love with Jack forever.

They lay in bed, cuddling, and she whispered to Jack, “I think you should be careful.”

“Of what?” he murmured sleepily into her hair.

“I heard some of the ladies gossiping.”

“Gossip,” snorted Jack.

“Don’t laugh. Women have taken over much of the college experience, and these women were members of the AAUW. The American Association of University Women!”

“Honey, I’ve got too much to do to listen to the prattle of—“

“Jack!” She hoisted herself onto him, sat on him and hovered, her large breasts hanging down almost to his mouth. Her blonde hair a wave of deliciosity. “The AAUW has been around for 150 years. They have taken over the pillars of power, and if they don’t rule a college outright, they use pillow talk.”

“Like you’re doing to me now?”

She was exasperated with his attitude. The only thing that calmed her down was the feeling of his weenie underneath her. It was coming to life.

“Look, Jack. There’s more to this expedition than you might think. There is apparently a very real power behind the Potala, and I don’t mean just literally. The AAUW wants to make a connection, you’re just the guide.”

“I get them there and they take over, eh?”

“Yes! And it might be dangerous for you. How do you think you got put in charge of a female expedition, what with you being somewhat of a sexist?”

“My looks?”

“Grrr!” she bit his neck. Part reproach, part a response to his wiggling worm.

“Okay! I’ll be careful. I’ll look out for women trying to boss me around.”

She didn’t catch onto the humor there, just took him at his word.

And kissed him.

And looked into the matter of the wiggling worm.

Even a small expedition has a lot of minor details to be dealt with. There were things like shovels and picks, food and accommodations, exchange rates for money, insurance, political considerations, and dealing with the twenty or so personalities going on the expedition.

There were, interestingly enough, and in support of Honey’s warning, only 3 young men, and 7 women on the mission.

This wasn’t a big deal, but it did make Jack wonder a bit.

After all, society was changing, diversity was the watchword of the day, and more women meant more nights spent in the comforts of the flesh.

They loaded a plane with gear and set off for Nepal. Jack went with the gear, and let the others travel commercial. Once he was on an expedition he preferred to keep track of everything. Once he hadn’t, and he had ended up bartering with Somali pirates for cans of Spam and a way out of a disgusting prison.

At Nepal they transferred people and cargo to smaller planes and made the jump to the Lhasa Gonggar Airport.

Unloading at Lhasa Gonggar Airport Jack ran into his first challenge.

“I’ve secured a location for is to set up operations.”

Her name was Lisa Gielgud, like the actor, and she was a bossy woman. Right then she was giving orders to the three men on the expedition, treating them like they were porters.

“Lisa,” Jack spoke softly and smiled. “Authorities have already assigned us a location.”

“You can deal with them. This is a better—“

“No.”

Lisa faced him squarely. She was a square jawed woman with thin lips, short hair, and a way of placing her hands on her hips like she was Patton surveying a battlefield.

“Jack, don’t make me—“

“Be an idiot?”

She sputtered.

But Jack had been on too many expeditions to let a rookie unseat him.

“If you mess with the plans then I’ll go tell the authorities, and they’ll have us on the next flight out.”

“You wouldn’t! You shouldn’t say things that…” Blah, blah, blah.

Jack turned to the three men. “Where are the others?”

One of the men, glancing at Lisa, said, “They were uh, sent to town.”

Jack turned to Lisa. “What for? Why are you giving orders?”

“We need things from town, and you were busy so—“

Jack ignored her and turned to the men. “Guys, go to town. Get drunk. If I catch you sober I’ll call your mothers on you.”

The men grinned.

Lisa ratcheted up. “You can’t…these men…you shouldn’t…”

Jack watched her, and the small smile on his face was obviously infuriating her. When she was done he simply said, “I’m in charge. I give orders. If you want this gear moved to the right location you better go get those girls…or do it yourself.”

That was the point where Jack knew he was going to be relieved of command.

But he wasn’t. And that was most interesting.

So they had him there for other reasons. Reasons they hadn’t told him about.

Jack turned and followed the three men into town. He wanted a drink or eight.

Behind him Lisa fumed.

And behind Lisa, standing behind a pillar and wearing coveralls and a hat pulled down over her head, was a woman. The last time Jack had seen her was at a booth in a bar.

She watched the altercation between Jack and Lisa, and smiled.

Yes. He was the one, all right. If she had had doubts before, she didn’t now.

But she hadn’t had any doubts.

Her trust in Tara eliminated all doubts.

Life in Tibet was a mix of thousands of years old, prayer wheels and monks in saffron robes. Tea with yak butter, boys with homemade kites, old women grinning toothlessly at everything. And, markets with cheap Chinese imports. Gimcracks, thing a ma jigs and do dads.

The invasion by the communists had destroyed the culture, had replaced fields with wall to wall factories and cracker box apartments, but a small group held to the ancient beliefs and systems.

And, there were communist solders here and there.

For the most part, however, in spite of the soldiers, it was peaceful, complacent, and one could feel the spirituality of the place.

All the gear stowed, the living quarters seen to, the group explored the night life.

There were ancient chants mixed with boomboxes, but they found a small bar that actually served western whiskey. Though, to be honest, there was a peculiar taste to the spirits, and Jack suspected the bottles were refilled empties with whatever the monks came up with that tasted like whiskey.

But, so what, a grand time was had by all. The first day, everything going smoothly, everybody toasted, and Jack even had a few with Lisa to smooth her over.

Jack, being a horn dog, was quite accomplished at schmoozing with ladies, and by the time dinner was over they were actually getting along.

“What do you think we’ll find behind the Potala, Jack?” asked one of the girls.

“Don’t know. We’ve look at maps that go back a hundred years, but they don’t really say much. They show gardens and things.”

“How about satellite pics?”

“Not much. Resolution isn’t very good, and I have a feeling people don’t want to be spied upon.”

“Communism,” snorted a student.

“Speak kindly of our hosts,” and there was an edge to Jack’s voice that warned the student.

Then, as he glanced towards the door he thought he saw…the woman!

He jumped up and trotted towards the door.

There were people on the streets. Not many, it was getting late, but no sign of the woman.

Had he seen her?

He walked around the block, peering here and there, scrutinizing figures wearing robes, for that was what it had appeared the woman had worn, but there was no sign.

When he got back to the bar the party was breaking up. Lisa had decided everybody had to get a full day of rest.

Jack didn’t much care. He would have liked to party some more, but so what.

They walked to a hotel and everybody went to their rooms.

Jack, as the leader of the expedition, had his own room. He took off his shirt and tossed it on a chair. He kicked off his shoes and was unbuckling his pants. He pushed them down his legs, and the door opened and Lisa slipped in.

Jack stayed where he was, bent over, semi naked, and smiled at her.

She put her back to the wall and watched him.

He straightened up, and by the time he was upright his penis was standing out.

“Hello,” he smiled.

“I’ll bet you wonder why I’m here,” she said.

“Take my blood pressure?”

She snorted, then walked towards him. “I’m saving some of these silly students from you.”

She stood in front of him and grabbed his weenie with one hand.

“Besides. I hear the legends. I guess it’s about time I find out.”

“Sorry. I have to get to sleep. Lot of work tomorrow.”

She smiled, and pressed her lips against his. For a long moment her lips wrestled his, then she whispered, “Lot of work tonight.”

Now, truth, Jack was thinking of the woman he thought he had seen. He was thinking of her, but he couldn’t refuse an offer like this. He reached up and started undoing her buttons. Button by button, and she just watched his happiness.

Her shirt unbuttoned he reached under the shirt and around. He undid her bra.

She wiggled and got the straps off.

He bent his head and kissed her nipples. One after the other.

She arched her back and sighed.

“Aren’t you worried about just being one more mark on my stick?”

“I’m more worried that you aren’t up to the task, that your reputation is all BS.”

He grinned, took a breast between his teeth and bit until she yipped. Happily.

“Yeah. I’m just a bozo,” he said.

Then his hand shot down and clamped on her mons. It took her breath away, and he lifted and shot a finger into her.

“Fuck,” she wheezed.

“That’ll happen,” he said, “After a while.”

Jack’s reputation was not built on his cock. It was built on his foreplay. He picked her up and threw her on the bed. She actually squealed like a much younger girl.

He began to kiss every inch of her flesh. The biceps and calves, the nooks and crannies, the hairy parts and the not so hairy.

“Heysoos,” Lisa almost wept after a few minutes.

“Yeah,” whispered Jack. He was doing things to her that he had learned over a lifetime. His fingers were dancing inside her, his tongue was dancing on her. He touched sensitive areas and pressure points. In short, he turned her body on. Step by step. To the max.

She began breathing heavily and gasping and gulping. Her juncture was burning up and her breasts were flushed and glowing like iron stoves on a cold night.

Jack was in no hurry, and it was almost an hour before he finally slipped inside her.

Bang, bang! She orgasmed, and whimpered, and then he really went to work.

Midnight. Coal black outside. A light wind whipping through the high valley.

Jack got out of bed and went to the window. He stood naked and looked out over the houses and temples. His cock was sated and Lisa slept a deep sleep on his bed.

He felt a vague unease.

Had he seen the woman?

The door behind him opened and he spun.

It was the woman.

Smooth-faced, plump lips, perky breasts, and that damned Mona Lisa smile.

“Hello, Jack. I see you made it.”

“Shh,” he put his finger to his lips and glanced at the bed where Lisa slumbered in the sheets.

“Hey!” the woman yelled.

Lisa didn’t stir.

“You did a good job, Jack. she won’t wake till morning. But you’re going to need to do better than that.”

He stared at her, tried to figure her out. But there were no clues to her enigma.

She crossed the room like a whisper, sliding and gliding, and stopped in front of him.

She touched his cheek and brought her face to his. She touched his lips with hers, and it was magic.

Jack felt his heart suddenly pounding. His penis, so recently depleted, shot out.

“What,” he whispered.

She stepped back and he would have followed her, but her hand on his chest stopped him.

“Jack.”

“What?”

He wanted her. He had seen her once, when he was drunk, and since then she hadn’t been far from his thoughts.

“You did well, but this was all set up for you.”

“The expedition.” And he knew it was true. She had come to him, talked to him, and everything had fallen in place. Even Lisa had fallen in place.

“Tomorrow you will tour the palace. Do you remember your instructions?”

“The alley in the back of the palace, the fields, the temple.”

“Yes. But bring a Buddha. Bring this one.” She produced a small statuette. It was heavy, maybe pure gold, and it was the Buddha. Smiling. Round belly.

He held it, but stared at her.

“When nobody is looking find the alley, go to the fields. Show this to any who get in your way. But remember to bow, to kow tow to any dressed in gold.”

He nodded. “Bow, kowtow, got it.”

“Inside the temple, behind the Buddha and up the stairs.”

“Why are you doing this?”

“I serve, and so should you.”

“This is crazy,” he whispered, glancing at Lisa asleep.

“No, Jack. It is the truth.”

She stepped towards him again, she reached a hand around his dick and held it.

He felt the heat build. He felt her breath on him. He felt her lips…then he exploded.

He had just cum, but his penis shot out gism like it hadn’t cum for a week.

Pearls and pearls, his eyes closed and his knees grew weak.

For a moment he thought that if he shot enough he would die, die of a pleasure so intense he couldn’t handle it.

Then it was over.

Gasping, he opened his eyes.

She was gone.

The door was closed, and when he checked it, locked.

Lisa stirred and mumbled something.

Jack looked down. His puddle was on the floor and his penis was drooling the last of his squirt.

“Fuck,” he whimpered.


Part Two

Jack was subdued during breakfast. He had screwed last night, and he had been screwed.

The second cum, the one induced by hand by a smooth faced woman had been so strong that he felt like he was still, in some manner, cumming.

Lisa had been gone when he had awoken, and he had gotten dressed, and his penis occasionally twitched.

He walked down the stairs to a small room where the team was breaking their fast, and he was distracted, lost in thought when they greeted him.

But, squirt or not, he had a job to do. During breakfast, in spite of his twitching weenie, he talked with people, made plans, and found that, once again, Lisa had been going behind his back.

Behind his back right in front of his face.

She actually looked a little smirky, as if him screwing her had somehow given her ownership rights over him.

But, the project underway, and this morning was important in that he would have his first chance to find the alley in the back of the Potala.

And, he had a small statuette of the Buddha, presumably made of gold, in his pocket.

Before breakfast was concluded a small, wizened man, a monk in regular clothes, Jack suspected, showed up.

His name was Sangpo, and he smiled like a fool and kept giving everybody these little half bows.

The good news was that he latched onto Jack and ignored Lisa.

Jack concealed his smirk. Lisa should have remembered that women were considered inferior in Tibet.

She frowned, but accepted it. But what else could she do?

So the expedition set off on a mile walk, climbed the 365 steps of the Potala, and entered the most amazing museum in the world. Possibly in the history of the world.

For thousands of years the monks of the Potala had been collecting artwork. Everything from hangings to sculptures. Like the Buddha in Jack’s pocket many of the sculpts were of solid gold, or other precious metals. The hangings depicted religious life, battles, scenes of people in the most precarious and impassioned roles of life.

As the group went on their initial tour, and Sangpo answered their questions in amazing depth, Jack stared in wonder.

He had been everywhere, seen everything. He had endured wars, discovered art caches collected by Hitler, marched in deep jungles to temples that were not even known, but this…this collection of artwork was the most amazing he had ever seen.

Even the arrogant Lisa was as if punched in the belly. She continually gasped and pointed out something or other, and even grabbed Jack’s arm on occasion.

Sangpo, barely five foot, his head a fringe of hair, simply smiled and Jack realized that the old man saw this on a daily basis, and that was even more amazing, that someone could consider this collection with a ‘same old same old’ attitude.

After several hours the group broke for lunch, then resumed the tour. Jack realized it would take days, and he needed to start his team on actual work, and he needed to see to his own purposes.

“Sangpo,” he finally spoke to the old man. They were a few paces away from the group, who were studying a 4th century prayer wheel encrusted with emeralds.

Sangpo smiled up at him. “Yes, Mr. Draper?” He was a study in inscrutability, but had excellent command of the English language.

“We appreciate this tour, but we are here to catalog.”

“Ah, yes,” he gave a half bow. “The fabled tendency of the westerner to rush, rush. Would you like me to take you to the area set aside for you?”

Jack did, and the tour came to somewhat of an end.

Lisa frowned, but Jack didn't care. Besides, the cataloging of these treasures would be a tour in itself, so screw her.

And he smiled, because he had.

The students were taken to a room at the back of the Potala. It was located in a basement of sorts, but it was roomy, and they had access to everything.

Sangpo even had maps and descriptions of how the innards of the Potala worked.

“That corridor leads to the western wings. That one to the eastern. Up the stairs will take you to…” he went on and on.

He gave a very thorough lecture on how to treat people they met in their work.

He also had a team of Tibetans ready to assist, one for every student, and they all smiled and gave the half bows.

That left Jack.

“Mr. Draper, we assumed you would want to oversee the work. You may accompany any of the individuals on their travels, and I will be through that arch if you wish to go somewhere else.”

he smiled and bobbed his head.

“I’ve got the big map,” Jack smiled and did a little bob of his own. Duplicating his guides helped relax them. “So I’ll be tracking movements, and using the map to cover everybody. We’ve also got walkie talkies.”

That was fine with Sangpo, and with a few up and downs of his upper frame he smiled his way away.

And Jack was on his own.

The work proceeded, and Jack did as he said he would, checking on each student. He ignored Lisa’s attempts to break free on her own, except to put her in charge of overseeing a stunning collection of sculpts in a lower basement.

And he looked for the back portion of the Potala where he could find a secret passage to a valley with some kind of temple in it.

The problem was, there was no real back area. The Potala is atop a mountain, and there was no way there could be a valley with a temple in it right next to the Potala.

For three days Jack searched. He checked on his students, but in the checking he arranged to scrutinize the back area. He even went outside and walked along the walls, as best he could.

Nobody stopped him, no soldiers got in his way, everybody he met just treated him like a tourist, smiling and bobbing their heads and muttering prayers and even spinning their prayer wheels.

Jack unfolded the map the woman had given him. He matched it to maps of the Potala, and even ancient historical maps, but there seemed to be no secret passage, let alone a valley and a temple.

Jack did not like being stymied. He was the best at what he did because he refused to be stopped.

He showed his map, the one the woman had given him, to people in the palace.

They smiled and shook their heads and went on their way.

Jack sat in the bar one night and stared at the map. It was unfolded on the table and he was sipping at a glass of chhyang, the local brew.

He was turning his head this way and that, trying to envision corridors, comparing lines on his map to lines on other maps and…

“What you got there, Jack?”

Lisa sat down opposite him. She had a drink, and she placed a fresh one in front of Jack.

“Thanks,” he murmured, sipping at the fresh beverage.

She pointed at the map.

Jack grunted. Why not? “I came across this, it was folded in a book, it’s not even old, but it doesn’t seem to lead anywhere.”

Lisa turned the map and pursed her lips and peered intently. She traced a couple of lines with her finger, then said, “You’re on the wrong level.”

“What?”

“These lines are corridors…they’re in the basement.”

That was one of the places Jack had not explored fully. First, Lisa was there and he assumed she had good control of her group. Second, there was no way going underground would have a valley in it.

Was there?

So he nodded, made plans to investigate that very night, and bought her a few drinks.

The bad news was that she didn’t want to go back to the hotel and liaise.

“I thought I rang your bell,” Jack burbled as they drank.

“Yes, but you’re working.”

Which made no sense. What made even less sense was what she said later, when the party broke up.

All the students were gone, and Lisa stood up and looked down at him. “Well, Jack, this is it.”

“Huh?”

She leaned down and kissed him. It was a passionate kiss, very heart felt, and Jack’s boner boned right up.

Then she backed away, smiled, almost ruefully, and said, “Good bye, Jack.” And she left.

Jack blinked. The kiss of goodbye? Weird. He planned on being there tomorrow, and the next day, and so on. But it was like she was kissing him goodbye.

Well, so what. He shrugged, finished off his chhyang and headed back to the hotel.

Except, he got to thinking.

It was dark out. There was a light wind, but no tourists, very few peasants, and almost no Chinese guards, or police, or whatever they were.

The Potala rose in the night, a monster of white and beauty.

He stopped in the middle of the street and stared at it.

Thousands of years, actually designed as a fort, some sort of gift from a husband to wife a couple of hundred years ago.

And a million secrets.

He felt the golden Buddha in his pocket. It wasn’t big. It was heavy. And he was tired of carrying it around.

He found himself walking towards the Potala.

He thought about the woman who had touched him, compared her to Lisa. Though about other women he had had over the years.

He was a lucky man. But he was also a driven man.

If he saw a woman he wanted her. No ifs, ands or buts.

He wasn’t mean, he wasn't a cad. He was just a horny bastard, and his career had included so many opportunities.

Women in Egypt under the moon shadow of the pyramids, wearing robes, and the robes open so flesh could mesh.

Two students in Vienna. None of them knew the others language, but they made themselves understood in the timeless language of love.

The Warlord in Namibia who had shared his wives. They were so dark skinned he couldn’t see them in the night, but they cold sure see him.

And now he was here, at the top of the world. Tibet. And Lisa had refused him, instead merely said ‘sayonara, sweetheart.’

What was up with that?

He mounted the steps to the worker’s entrance. 365 steps, a couple of turns, and the door was open. A lazy guard recognized him and went back to reading a Chinese newspaper.

Jack walked through the Potala, came to his work area, then went down the stairs to the basements.

Basements are the heart of the building, he often thought. On digs in Israel he had found pottery and scrolls in a basement.

In Italy, searching through the catacombs, a big basement if there ever was one, he had found ancient hieroglyphics. Slaves about to meet their death in the Coliseum had a final message for the world.

Yes. Basements were where it was at.

He reached the basement where his teams were working, followed Lisa’s instructions, and went down another level.

It was dark. Darker than a black bear’s asshole in a coal mine at midnight. He carried a lamp and sauntered slowly through the corridors, inspected rooms. But it looked like previous expeditions might have ransacked these nether areas already.

But he wasn’t looking for treasure, or antiques, or anything like that. He was looking for a passageway behind a statue of Buddha.

And he found it.

He was at the very back of the Potala, maybe even beyond the back walls, when he found a room. It was about twenty feet to a side, carved out of the earth itself, and at the back stood a rough carved Buddha.

Except, it was different.

Statues of Buddha commonly have him with one hand raised in the prayer position and the other palm up in his lap. The hands typically are arranged with the thumb and third finger touching in a little circle.

This one was carved of rude stone, even had a few edges of the base crumbling, and one hand was raised with the four fingers touching the thumb in a circle. The other hand was palm down as if covering the groin.

Jack blinked, and grinned. It almost looked like the raised hand was in the ‘jack off’ position.

Of course that was ridiculous.

But, ridiculous or not, he circled the buddha and found a tunnel behind it.

The tunnel was circular and about six feet in diameter. Jack slid between the statue and the wall and entered the tunnel.

It was so dark here that even his battery powered lamps only gave a few feet of light. Dim, dull, and insufficient.

He walked down the tunnel, one hand holding his lantern, the other feeling the roof of the tunnel.

He didn’t have to duck, he was about five ten, and the tunnel was six feet, with no obstructions.

In fact, it looked like the tunnel had not only been dug, it had been polished. In a crude way, of course.

He walked, and the tunnel seemed to curve downwards. Then, after a mile, it curved upwards.

Another mile, he was guesstimating the distances, and he saw a dull light in the distance.

The light at the end of the tunnel.

He smiled, but resisted the urge to go faster. All he needed was to come down with broken-leg-itis in a tunnel no one even knew existed.

Well, the woman knew it existed. But she was so sporadic in appearance that he didn’t have much faith that she would come after him.

In fact, his whole relationship with the woman was…strange.

A kiss, a hand job, and a cosmic squirt.

What the fuck? Eh?

As he walked the circle of light grew brighter and more defined. The tunnel stopped slopping up and was level.

The circle of light resolved to an opening, and he frowned.

Light?

They either had a lot of electricity to make a light that bright, or it was daytime.

But he knew it was night time. So this valley had to be underground, in one of the monstrous mountains surrounding the valley where set the Potala Palace, and they were lighting it up bright as day.

That would take a lot of electricity, and he hadn’t seen any particularly efficient electrical grid of any magnitude.

He approached the light, and slowed to let his eyes become accustomed to the light, then he stepped through the opening.

He was in a valley, and it was daylight.

Impossible. He had not been in the tunnel that long.

But light shone down from above, and…but…there was no sun!

Just light.

Impossible.

Light with no sun? Or maybe the sun was just beyond the high edges of the valley, light banking off the sheer faces of the mountains.

But…that didn’t explain the fact that the sun was out at night.

He stood in the mouth of the tunnel and inspected the valley.

Fields in a grid. A dozen fields. With women harvesting.

Rice fields, and the women had tied up their skirts and their long hair fell down over their faces.

They would look down the tunnel of their hair and could only see what they were to harvest.

They moved slowly, but there was a happiness here, a contentment.

It was in the air, in the atmosphere, the ambience of the place…women singing low words in harmony.

In a way, it was a Shangri-La.

But that was ridiculous.

Shangri-La was a myth made popular in a book. It wasn’t real.

And, at the other end of the small valley, was a temple. A temple made of gold, at least it shone like it was.

In fact, this totally blew Jack’s mind, the light in the valley came from the temple. It was the temple itself, emitting golden light and suffusing the valley with brilliance.

No sun overhead.

An eternal light issuing from the walls of a golden temple.

For long minutes Jack just stared, then he took a step.

The road curved through the valley, a shallow S shape. It defined the boundaries of fields, went over bridges that spanned the irrigating water. It was trampled to a smooth consistency. Jack could see the hint of brick shapes, but everything had been walked on so much it was smooth as a super highway.

A superhighway that crossed a half mile valley.

Jack crossed a short, circular area and stepped onto the road. There was nobody near him, and he walked without protest or fanfare.

He crossed the valley and was ignored.

None of the women bending in the paddies looked at him.

There weren’t any overseers, certainly not with cracking whips, to question his presence in this place.

He was abut a hundred yards from the temple, studying the lines of the structure, trying to feel the heat of the light coming from the temple, when a group of women came out through the front doors.

There were five of them. Four bore a palanquin upon which resided a woman in a golden robe.

A golden robe. Jack remembered the instructions he had been given.

He bent his legs and prostrated himself. He was low, hands extended to the front as if in worship, and the four women were almost past him.

By turning his head so very slightly he could see, out of the corner of his eye, the woman in the golden robe.

She was breath taking. Her face was an oval and her eyes charged with light. Her hair hung in gentle waves and… “Stop!”

Shit, Jack thought. He shouldn’t have risked a look. Somehow, he didn’t know how, she had seen him looking at her. Hell, maybe she had just felt him.

The four women bent knee and the palanquin lowered. The woman in the gold robe stepped to the road and advanced on Jack.

Jack felt himself trembling. He didn’t know why. He had never been scared of a woman before, but there was something about this one that made him shake.

“You must be Jack,” the woman mused, her voice sounding like a thousand harmonies.

Now Jack was cowed. He was in the wrong place at the wrong time and the wrong woman had…

The woman’s laugh was a tinkle of merriment. “Oh, Jack. You’re not in trouble. Did you bring the offering?”

He nodded, his eyes fiercely closed and his forehead touching the earth a couple of times.

“Excellent. You’ll go a long way, Jack. You will continue with your journey.”

She walked back to the palanquin, her gait like a ballet of sensual proportion. She stepped onto the palanquin, lay down, and the four women rose up.

Jack waited a minute after they had left, then rose to his feet.

What the fuck? He was shivering. He had faced bandits in Honduras, head hunters in Africa. He had walked over battlefields in progress, and he knew fear. But he had never felt like this.

He felt like he was about to shit, and would have shat, but his bowels had somehow been rendered incapable.

Taking deep breaths, barely glancing after the palanquin, which was now halfway across the valley, he didn't want to risk anymore, he turned to the temple.

It was probably a hundred feet tall. It had a few columns, a few terraces on the upper levels. And it was warm to the soul.

He walked towards it, now not so sure what was going to happen. His natural arrogance had departed and he was stumbling his way through.

He stepped onto the low step extending from the big doors at the front of the temple.

He approached the door and raised his hand to knock.

He wondered what it would feel like, what sound would issue from a fist pounding on a golden door, but he didn’t find out.

The door on the right opened and a woman stood in front of him.

She was not dressed in gold, just simple saffron. She seemed to have no special significance other than a frown. She was pretty enough, but the frown looked like it had been planted there as a natural feature.

He stood, didn’t know what to say.

The woman sighed, then stepped back.

Jack entered the temple, and it was like entering another world.

He was suddenly consumed by peace. His heart rate slowed, his blood pressure lowered, and he felt like he was in heaven.

The woman in saffron led him across a floor of polished gold.

The light in here was even more intense, but somehow more soft, more soothing.

The woman led him through a small door in the back of the big room and once again he was in the presence of the Buddha.

But this statue was made of gold, brilliant, soothing.

Though the Buddha raised no hand. He had both hands over his groin, and his head was slightly bowed, the merry eyes closed.

Jack had the feeling that the Buddha was crying.

Behind the Buddha was a staircase and the woman stood to one side and motioned him onto it. She brushed her hand upward as if shooing him upward.

Jack mounted the steps, glanced down, but the woman was leaving. She walked like she was gliding, and she had no interest in Jack.

Jack climbed the steps, being careful in his step. He rose over the bowed head of the Buddha, kept climbing.

There was no railing, and the stairs were narrow. He hugged the wall the last few steps, then came to a doorway carved into the gold.

He walked through…

If the temple was heaven, this room was the presence of God.

God was a bed in the center of the room. God was the woman in the golden robe who reclined on the bed.

Her features perfect, her smile dazzling and mysterious, shaming the Mona Lisa.

Lisa. He thought of the woman who had said goodbye. Did she know this was where he was going?

He dropped to his knees and prostrated himself.

Not because of ritual, but because he was overwhelmed, and understood that, as a man, he was not worthy.

The woman, chuckled, a sound that soothed all of his bones. “Stand, Jack. Come to me.”

Jack was now not capable of motion, but he didn't need to be. His body was elevated, floated, and he glided through the air, an inch above the ground, to the side of the bed.

He lowered his head, closed his eyes, was terrified.

“Did you bring the offering?”

His eyes opened and he found his head nodding.

He reached into his pocket and took out the little golden statue of Buddha.

“Place it over there.”

She didn’t point, but he knew, he glided under unearthly power to a table at a side of the room. A thousand statues of the Buddha, all the same.

He floated back, touched the floor at the side of the bed and waited.

“Jack, you do us honor.”

He blinked. “But…”

“I know. You feel so unworthy. But you have spent a lifetime pleasing women. You have even forgone your own orgasm that you might give better than you receive.”

Jack tried to understand what she was saying, but he could only follow the words so far.

“So we have decided to raise you. Come. Join with me.”

She was laying Odalisque style, and when she raised an arm to him her robe parted.

He gasped at the sight of her perfect breasts, her nipples so stiff and wanting.

Still, he would have run away, but instead, compelled, he put his knee up and climbed onto the bed.

She reached for him and his clothes turned to vapor. They disappeared like steam from water.

Golden steam.

She enwrapped him, held him, and turned onto her back.

She whispered into his ear, “Please me, Jack. Please me like you have pleased so many others.

His penis emitted golden light and he felt her pulling him down, into her.

It was as if he passed through a golden veil, and the truth of the world was his forever.

He had pleased women.

Yes, sometimes he had been arrogant, but he was forgiven, for his base motivations weren’t arrogance, but the desire to please women.

He was ensconced in heaven, his penis buried deep within the Song of the Angels.

And just as he began to cum she closed her legs, and he began screaming…screaming…

Jack stood, bent over in the fields. He was wearing a skirt that was tied up so he could harvest. His long, black hair hung down and it was as if he was looking down a tunnel to muddy waters of the paddy.

His breasts hung inside his dress. They were big, and his nipples brushed against the rough material, exciting him as he worked.

His manhood did not hang down, as it was gone.

Taken by Tara, the Goddess of the Hidden Temple.

Taken as offering, the same as a golden Buddha, but so much more valuable.

Instead of a cock and balls he had a slit. A simple gash with labia. A clitoris that was always stiff.

It was easier to walk, for there was nothing to keep his legs apart.

He gripped a plant with his small, brown hands and lifted. He shook the roots and…stopped.

A shadow had come over him, and he straightened up.

The woman stood, ankle deep in the mud. She was smiling a smirky smile and wore a golden robe.

Her hair was long and lush. Her eyes, like the eyes of all women—now that Jack was a woman he realized that all women had that look—were so wise and knowing.

“How are you doing, Jack?”

He nodded. He wasn’t supposed to speak, except for the harvesting chants that were instilled in his female soul.

“At first I didn’t think you should be raised,” Lisa said. “I figured you for an arrogant prick, just abusing women. But when you made love to Lisa I realized that under your arrogance was a true heart. You cared more about her than yourself, even in the middle of the act of love.”

He wasn’t supposed to speak, but he did, the words forced out of him.

“I made so many mistakes.”

“Of course. We all do. I did, when I became a woman in the fields. But a hundred years or so and you will have made up for your arrogance, the bad decisions you made.”

A wan smile crossed Jack’s smooth, brown face. Light lit up his gentle, almond eyes. But he had spoken enough.

Lisa understood the restrictions placed upon him. She said, “A hundred years or so, then you’ll be allowed out into the world. You’ll be a real woman then, allowed to share your love, find a man, have children, or just spread your golden light upon the world.”

He nodded.

Their speech was over.

“Goodbye, Jack. I love you.”

Lisa turned and walked through the muddy fields. She splashed not because had learned, when she was a worker in the fields, how to move gently.

Jack watched her leave, then he bent and began plucking away at the harvest.

Only a hundred years.

That wasn’t a long time.

He looked through the tunnel of his long, black hair at the muddy water and plucked another plant with his gentle, brown hands.

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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