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Author’s Note

Men have muscular boobs.

Women have fatty boobs

Everybody looks at fatty boobs before they look at muscular boobs. Fatty boobs are just so much prettier.

So why shouldn’t everybody have the pretty boobs that everybody looks at?

Why shouldn’t men get to wear finery to support their femininity?

Why shouldn’t men get equality?

Right?

That’s what this story is about.

It’s about men being given the equal opportunity to be as beautiful as women.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Jon gulped nervously. He had that damned heartburn again, and his acid reflux was burning his throat, and he cursed softly.

“Jon? Are you okay?” Liv leaned over to him and placed a hand on the back of his wrist.

Jon nodded, and said, “I’ve just got a weak stomach.”

They were at the Cheesecake Factory. They had just had a rich meal, which included juicy steaks and Coke, which were Jon’s weakness. He loved red meat, and to wash it down with sugary, syrupy Coke was heaven. Unfortunately, red meat and Coke inflamed his stomach.

The other couple at the table, his brother, Tom, and his wife, Marge, made sounds of sympathy.

“That’s too bad. Didn’t you have that stomach stuff, Tom?”

“I did. I cured it, too.”

Jon was belching now, and having trouble swallowing. He was having a complete attack now, and he hated it.

“What did you do to cure yourself?” Liv asked.

“There’s a drug called domperidone. It’s supposed to be doctor prescribed, but what the fuck do doctors know, eh?” He grinned. Tom always was a rebel.

“Domperidone,” repeated Liv, determined to remember this drug that might help her hubby.

“Yeah. It’s something called a domperidone, or something like that. It’s for nausea, and other stuff, but I took one and a half hour later i was cured. Now, whenever I feel an attack coming on, or if I’m just going to be going out for dinner and drinks or something, I just take a couple and zingo bingo, no heartburn.”

“Excuse me,” Jon, stood up and rushed for the bathroom.

The others watched him wend his way between tables with expressions of understanding.

“Man, that’s tough,” said Tom. “I used to hate it when that happened.”

“Do you have any of those pills with you?” asked Liv.

“Oh, man, what a dope! Of course I do. I’ve got a whole bottle in the back of my car, and I can get more any time I want. I’ll be back in a second.”

The girls watched Tom head in the other direction, towards the exit.

In the bathroom Jon was trying to puke. Or swallow. Or do something to relieve the pressure in his gullet. It was a strange feeling. He would take a bite of something, meat was the worst, and it would go halfway down his throat and stick. His stomach would hurt, he couldn’t throw it back up, even with a finger, and he just lived in agony until it finally passed down.

He was in the last stall, leaning over, sticking his finger down his throat, praying to God for relief.

In the restaurant Tom came back in, looked at the girls, and they motioned that Jon was still in the john. Tom worked his way through the restaurant, down a short hall, and into the men’s room.

At the end of the stalls Jon was just coming out. His face was  red and covered with sweat, but he had finally managed to swallow, and he was starting to breath easier.

“Hey, bro.”

“Sorry, Tom.”

“Not to worry. Hey, take one of these. No, better take two. They’re that domperidone stuff I was telling you about.

Jon took the bottle, unscrewed the cap, and shook out two pills.

“Thanks, man. I hope I can get these down…” he tossed them into his mouth, hard, as if that would make them travel faster and further.

He was pleasantly surprised when he was able to swallow them. But that’s the way his heartburn worked. When he finally did manage to swallow the condition was often relieved. At least for the night.

The two brothers walked back to the table and sat down.

“You okay, hon?” asked Liv.

“I think so. I feel better already.”

And so the meal went on.

It was a celebration of sorts. Jon had started an internet business the year before, and he was finally able to quit his nine to five and work from home. And if that wasn’t cause for celebration…what was?

So they finished their steaks, chatted, and Jon was feeling better and better.

“Is it working?” asked his wife.

“Oh, yeah,” and he smiled. “Whatever is in those pills…I feel great!”

The dinner over, Jon drove home. Liv was sitting sideways in her seat, facing him. “I can’t believe it. You are feeling no pain.”

“I know. And Tom gave me a whole bottle. And he can get more for me. Looks like my trouble’s are over.”

“And that brings us to another subject,” Live started unbuttoning the top of her blouse.

“Oh, ho! What’s this?”

Their car had very dark tinted windows, and Liv took off her blouse.

Jon was having trouble keeping his eyes on the road. Liv was an eyeful. Large breasts, tight waist, her eyebrows were delicate and her lips were full. She licked her lips and lifted her skirt.

“You know, Jon, I have a problem.”

“Well, you’re giving me one,” He pushed down on his crotch, His dingus was bloated and he needed more room in his pants.

“And I think it’s going to be one of those nights when I can’t wait.”

“What?”

She pulled her panties to one side and began stroking herself, rubbing her fingers over her pussy. She was breathing hard and her eyes were half lidded and laughing.

“No! Honey! Wait until we get home! I want some, too!”

“Oh, no. You just think you do.”

One boob was exposed and she hefted it up to her full lips. Eyeing him, she sucked on her own nipple as she rubbed her clitoris.

“But if you cum you won’t want to when we get home!”

“Yeah. And I won’t be bothered by you sweating and slobbering all over me. I won’t end up with a cum overload. I won’t have to wash your stink off me.”

“Hey! That’s not fair! I thought you loved my stink!”

“Oh, I do, except sometimes,” she was rubbing harder now, and pulling on her big, fat nipple. “And, sorry for you, Jon, but this is one of those times.”

Jon reached over the console and tried to pull her hand back, to get her to stop pleasuring herself. He was too late. Just as they turned onto their street, him steering with one hand and trying to get her to stop, she came.

“Oh! Yes…yes…yes…”

Her hips lurched and suddenly she brought her legs closed and turned sideways in her seat.

“Oh! You bitch!” he whispered as he parked the car.

She leaned back, laughed, and sighed. “Sorry, Jon. No nookie for you tonight.”

“I can’t believe you did that to me.”

“Hey, when a girl’s got to cum, she’s got to cum. Can I help it if you’re not available?”

“But I would have been in thirty seconds!”

“Thirty seconds too late.” She adjusted her panties and skirt, then put her blouse back on. “Of course, if you want me to tease you a bit, that would be fun.”

“What?” His voice sounded like a mouse farting.

“Unless you don’t want me to.”

“No…no! I want you to.”

“Excellent, because when I have a good cum, like I just had, I always like to play around a little bit.

“Oh, God!” Jon groaned.

Liv just laughed, and in a quite evil and satisfied way.

Usually, when Liv played the tease and deny game, she played it for a day or two, then let Jon cum.

Unfortunately for Jon, he received a phone call in the morning. It was from his brother.

“Jon, I’m sorry, but Aunt Beth passed.”

“Oh, no!”

Beth was the brothers’ favorite relative, and they commiserated and remembered her for a minute, then Tom said, “Uncle Jeff wants to know if you can come out and be with him for a couple of weeks.”

Second favorite relative, Uncle Jeff, and Jon agreed. “Sure. I’ll hop a plane tonight. You gonna come out?”

“Absolutely. But I can’t get away for a few days. It’s gonna be you and Liv for the first few days.”

Unfortunately, Liv couldn’t get away. When he broached the subject she said, “Jon, I have a new department opening up at work. I’m the chief training officer.”

They both sighed. It was a situation. “Well, I guess it’s up to me.”

He spent the afternoon trying to find a flight, and was unable to.

“I’ve tried everything,” he complained at dinner that night.

“I guess you’ll have to drive.”

“Yeah. I guess. Jeez, what a mess.” He opened up the bottle of pills that Tom had given him and counted two out.

“Are you taking more pills?”

“We’re going to have dinner soon, aren’t we?”
“Yes.”

“And I want a drink or two to go with it.”

“Well, okay. You’re sure those domperidone pills aren’t addictive?”

“Not a chance. They do make me feel good, though.”

“They probably make you a little high.”

“Probably. Sort of pleasant though.”

Liv frowned. She didn’t like the idea that her hubbie was taking pills, but she liked it less when he got heartburn.

While Liv was fixing dinner Jon packed a bag and got ready to go. He was almost finished packing when Liv came in and helped him. She got out his shaving kit and loaded his razor in it, then thought about it and slipped a tube of Nair for Men into his kit instead. He tended to have a bristly beard, and she liked his face a little softer.

“I packed Nair for you. I want you to use it instead of shaving.”

“Hunh. Okay.” No big deal.

She kissed him and tweaked his nipple, “Use it on your whole body.”

“Wow, I’ll be Mr. Clean.”

“Not on your head,” she ran her fingers through his thick head of hair. “I love your long hair.”

“And I love yours.”

“And I want you to wear this.” She held out her hand.

He groaned. It was his chastity tube. “Not now!”

“Especially now. You didn’t cum last night, you won’t have time tonight, and I want you horny when you get back.”

He cursed inside. He liked to masturbate, and she knew it. But now he wouldn’t be able to.

Liv grinned. “Poor baby.”

She gripped his belt and undid him quickly. She pulled his shorts down and put the tube on him before he could get hard. Then she put the circle around his package and pushed the two pieces together.

Click.

Jon looked down sadly. “Sorry, pal.”

“Your pal loves it. Look how he’s struggling.”

It was true. Jon’s dick was squirming madly, trying to get long and meeting only the cold hard reality of plastic.

“Heysoos, that’s frustrating.”

“Yeah, but you love it.”

“Not for a week or two!”

It was true. Usually they played with chastity for a couple of days. Now he would be gone for at least a week, and maybe more.

He looked up at her, “Are you sure we don’t have time for a quickie?”

“Of course we do,” she quipped.

He grinned.

“But where’s the fun in that?”

He frowned.

An hour later, fed and horny, Jon was on the road. He had a night of driving to do, and he headed for the interstate and put the pedal to the metal.

Live waved good bye, and smiled. She had talked Jon into eating her to a frothy cum, and she was very satisfied.

Well, maybe a little vibrator action would be good.

Grinning wider, she went back into the house.

Jon drove through the day and into the evening. There was a full moon, there weren’t many cars on the road, and he liked driving.

But the chastity tube was driving him crazy.

A week of no sex, and after being totally primed.

He sighed and turned up the music and drove faster.

The miles went, and though he normally would have pulled into a rest stop and caught a few winks, the chastity tube kept him awake.

So he drove and he drove, and he sipped Coke. He liked drinking Coke while on the road. The caffeine helped him stay awake.

About midnight he felt the start of heartburn, the result of too much Coke, and he popped a couple of the domperidone pills. Within a few minutes he was smiling again, and blessing those little, white capsules.

Man, Tom had really found the gold with these.

Six o’clock, and he only had an hour to go. But he was hungry. A night of caffeine and no sleep and he was feeling like food. So he popped a couple more pills and looked for a McDonalds.

Then he arrived, and Uncle Jeff had breakfast waiting for him. Just in case, Jon took a couple more pills.

And so the week went. Nothing to do but help Uncle Jeff plan for the funeral, and fix food. Relatives and friends kept dropping by, and they brought food, and he made food, and Uncle Jeff made food…and Uncle Jeff made sure there was always a couple of bottles of whiskey open. And Jon kept taking pills with every meal, or every drink or two, and the week passed.

“Hey, honey, how’s it going?”

“Oh, it’s great,” said Jon. “But I think I’m gaining weight.”

“Really?”

“Yeah. All the food, people drinking and toasting and stuff…and in my spare time I’m on the computer so I’m not getting any exercise.”

“Well, don’t worry about it. When you get home we’ll put you on the treadmill. Make you power the house or something.”

“Ha.” He said dourly.

“And how’s the heartburn?”

“Oh, it’s great. No problem. Think I’ve got it whipped. Are you going to make the funeral?”

“Sure. But it’s going to be a quick in and out flight. That new store is really taking a lot of my time.”

“An in and out flight, eh? I know something else that would like a little in and out.”

Liv chuckled. “And how is my favorite body part?”

“Strangling.”

“Good. Are your balls full?”

“Full and swollen. You better bring the key, because I’m afraid they’re going to explode.”

“Oh, goodie! Exploding balls! My favorite fruit!”

“Hardee har har, bitch.”

“Bastard.”

They both smiled.

“Seriously, honey. I’m going to need a little relief.”

“Well, don’t worry. I’ll put the key in my overnight bag right now.”

“Good.”

“Right after I diddle myself a bit.”

“Oh, no,” groaned Jon.

“That’s right. I’m going to play with my pussy. Do you know how wet and hot I am right now?”

“No.” He hated it and loved it when she played phone sex with him.

“I’m so wet, and I’m so hot that the wetness is steaming.”

“Oh, come on.”

“Oh…” she exclaimed.

“What?”

“I just touched my pussy and came.”

“You bitch!”

“Yeah!” And she grinned.

Three days later the funeral happened, and Liv just made it. She walked into the back of the funeral parlor and grabbed Jon’s arm and kissed his cheek.

Jon was red-faced from horniness, but he managed to control himself until after the funeral. Then they went back to the house, intending to find a little time together.

But everybody was coming over to pay respects and chat, and they didn’t want to be obvious by locking themselves in the bedroom, so they grinned, and groaned, and waited.

Jon had a couple of pills and drank a few drinks.

And a couple of friends toasted, and shared more drinks with him.

Then one of his oldest friends showed up, and four of them headed out for a little private partying, and Liv was left with Uncle Jeff.

“Hey, Liv, I can’t thank you and Jon enough. He’s been a God send this last week.”

“Not a problem, Uncle Jeff. You know how Jon feels about you and…and Aunt Beth.”

“I know. And thanks, and…can I ask another favor? I know it’s an imposition, but…can Jon stay another week?”

Liv smiled. And it was an evil smile.

“Sure.” And she thought of how Jon was going to have to suffer, his dick locked up for even longer. More phone sex, more vibrator for her, and… “I’ll talk to him. But rest assured, he’ll be happy to stay on.”

Jon came back an hour later, and he was drunk. And horny. And he licked his lips as he came into the bedroom and started unbuckling his belt.

Liv sat on the edge of the bed and motioned him to her. She grabbed his balls, they were big and shiny red. She fondled them and looked up at him. “You’ve been using the Nair.”

“All over, baby. We’re going to have a bald fuck tonight.”

“About that…”

Jon froze.

“I started my period.”

Jon’s mouth opened slightly. His jaw quivered.

“But…”

“So I didn’t bring the key.”

“You didn’t?”

She had, but now that she was going to be able to play with Jon for another week…he he.

“No. But we can kiss and make out.”

“Did you bring your vibrator?”

“Honey, we’re not going to get you off that way.”

“Why not?”

“Because I want you to save up and really have a great cum. Just think, another week of deprival…you’ll be so horny you’ll squirt a gallon.”

Jon was ready to cry. He had really wanted to have a cum. Heck, he needed a cum!

And now to be refused one more time.

“Honey, I think it might be dangerous for me not to cum this much.”

She smiled, pulled him onto the bed and sat on his lap. She could feel his plastic device wiggling underneath him as his cock tried to get hard. she kissed him, and whispered into his ear. “If you’d like…I can drain you.”

“Drain me? What’s that?”

“Well, I’ve been reading.”

“Reading what?”

“I read that it your prostate is stimulated you’ll leak your sperm out. Instant relief.”

Jon was confused. “But how do you stimulate the prostate? That thing is inside your body, down below the dick.”

“I know. It’s below your penis, but you can reach it through the anus.”

“What?” he moved back suddenly.

“I simply use my finger, or something called a prostate massager, and I tickle your fancy until your cum is drain.”

“That sounds weird. In fact, it sounds gay.”

“Gay?”

“Yeah! You’re talking about me taking something through my asshole. That’s gay.”

“No, that’s anal, and gays aren’t the only ones who use that method of sex.”

Jon frowned. “Well, I don’t think so.”

Liv held his balls and sucked his nipples. She looked up at him. “Are you sure? Maybe just a little try?”

“I’m sure!”

But he wasn’t. Liv had tickled his fancy a few times. She had used a single finger, her middle digit, on him, and …he had liked it.

It was the fact that he liked it more than anything that scared him the most.

Live went out to the kitchen and poured a couple of drinks. She put a lot of bourbon in his Coke, she put a lot of Coke in her bourbon. She smiled and carried the drinks back to their room.

The rest of the house was silent. The visitors had gone home, and Uncle Jeff was sleeping soundly in his room.

Liv handed Jon his drink and sipped from her own. she said, “Now let’s discuss this further. I’ve been reading, and…”

Jon woke up bleary-eyed, wrapped in sheets, and with the most painful case of morning wood he had ever had.

He struggled out of bed, groaning, and realized that Liv had already taken off.

Damn that woman, he ran across the room and down the hallway to the bathroom, leaving him high and dry!

He plopped down on the toilet and started tinkling.

He stared down, taking in the sight of his encased weeny, and realized that his chest was fat.

Damn. No exercise, and he was putting on weight.

Weird, though, that it was only in his chest. He touched a finger to one of his nipples and shivered. Damned things felt awfully sensitive.

The tinkling stopped and he stood up. In the mirror he could see that his pectorals were swollen.

Hunh! Maybe he should just do exercises for his chest. That would probably help. Build a little muscle, take off some fat. Yeah.

Then he had a funny feeling. His ass…it felt…squishy.

And he remembered how Liz had worked him over.

Damn! That was why he had drunk so much! She had pulled him along, and she had played with his asshole. And he had let her.

Heck, as he remembered it, he had been begging her at the end.

“More, baby. More!” And she had given it to him.

She had him on all fours, on his back, in strange contortions, and she had worked him up to four fingers, one thumb short of a fist, and now his ass felt…sloppy.

Oh, it was tight enough, but there was a ton of lubricant oozing out of his asshole.

He turned to the toilet and used up damn near a whole roll of toilet paper wiping the goo off his rectum.

Still, he smiled. It had felt awfully good.

Then he frowned. So why was he still hard? She had managed to drain him, empty him of sperm, and…he was still hard.

In fact, it felt like he could cum! And that made him even more frustrated.

He didn’t think he had ever been this horny in his life.

So thinking, his ass clean, his dick wiggling like it could cum, he went back to his room, and took a couple more pills. It was time for breakfast.

The funeral was over, but Uncle Jeff was feeling poorly. That was why he wanted to Jon to stay a little longer.

Jon understood. You lose somebody you’ve been living with for fifty years and it takes its toll.

He drove Uncle Jeff places, played a little cards with him in the evening, cooked meals, and fixed a few drinks.

They walked and they talked and the week passed.

Jon was dying in his pants. His cock was struggling more and more. but that’s the way chastity worked. The more you denied something, the more you wanted it.

Then Uncle Jeff got sick on Friday night, the day before Jon was due to go home, and Jon ended up spending another week.

But, finally, three weeks in chastity and feeling it, Jon got into his car and headed for home.

Man, was he horny. He had read about draining on the net, and being drained apparently fooled the mind, but not the body.

His mind said he had cum, but his body didn’t think so. So it was generating seed harder than ever, and his cock was trying harder than ever to get out and erect.

Man, he thought he had needed to cum before, but that had been nothing. Now he was hornier than a satyr in a nunnery!

In this state, his cock crying for mercy, Jon headed down the interstate. The mountains and forests slid past, the clouds in the skies did their hula, and he was making good time.

He was just past Femville and on his third Coke, when he happened to look down.

Why he looked down he didn’t know. He just did.

Two wet blotches on his sweat shirt.

Right where the little fat mounds had started up on his chest. Right over the nipples.

What the fuck?

There was a rest stop up ahead, and he pulled into it.

He got out and walked to the back of his car.

Yep, there were two wet spots, about the size of a half dollar each, right over his nipples. And the sweat shirt was pushed out a bit.

Of course his chest was a bit swollen, but…his nipples were feeling…itchy.

He opened the trunk and dug through his bag for his other sweat shirt. It was dirty, but that didn’t matter. At least it wasn’t wet.

He took off his sweat shirt, looked at his chest, and wiped his hand across his nipples.

He groaned. His nipples felt so very sensitive. And his hand came away wet.

He thought he was just perspiring or something.

He pulled on his other sweat shirt and sighed. He gave a wiggle of his muscles to make the sweat shirt settle into place, then went back to the driver’s seat. He opened the door and looked down.

He had two wet spots on his chest.

What the fuck?”

Now he just lifted the shirt and looked at his nipples.

They were stiff. Rigid. Sensitive.

He touched them, and felt a sensation run through him. A sexual sensation that was, curiously, located atop his crack, over his butt.

What the fuck?

He walked to a little fence that was at the edge of the parking lot and sat down. He lifted his sweat shirt up higher, rolled it up, and bent forward and looked at his nipples.

As he looked liquid formed on the nipples. Just a little drop, but a couple of those and he would have a wet sweat shirt. So that was what was happening.

His nipples were leaking.

At that point his mind was feeling a bit faint, and everything felt surreal.

Liquid from his chest, his nipples.

And his nipples were swollen, and his chest was swollen, almost like he had had small, little tits.

And the liquid…it was coming right from the nipples. It was almost as if he was..he was…lactating.

As he reached this conclusion he sagged on the fence and almost fell over it.

He straightened up. He belched. It was a belch fueled by apprehension and nervousness.

He hadn’t felt nervous since he had started taking the pills, but he did now.

But it wasn’t the nervousness of having acid reflux and all that heartburn. It was the nervousness of something unbelievable happening to his body.

He was lactating.

He was producing milk, just a like a woman with a baby would do.

Oddly, he thought of how the semen had dribbled from his dick when Liv had drained him.

In a very strange, very odd, way…this was like that.

He was just…dribbling.

He went back to the trunk and opened it. He found a towel and wrapped it around his chest. It wouldn’t stop his nipples from leaking, but it would blot up the liquid.

Whatever it was.

Milk? It can’t be milk?

He pulled his sweatshirt down and got behind the wheel.

The rest of the trip was a nightmare.

He felt okay. in fact, he felt wonderful, but…he was giving milk.

Like a woman with a baby.

Like a damned cow!

In this aggravated state of mind he drove the rest of the way home.

He arrived home in the early evening. He hadn’t stopped for food, he was too nervous for that.

He stopped the car, listened to the motor ping, then got out. He got his bags out of the trunk and headed through the kitchen.

“Honey? Is that you?”

Liv was in the computer room.

She got up and came to the doorway.

“I’ve been researching this prostate draining thing, and I’ve figured out a whole bunch of—what’s wrong?”

Jon walked past, his face dark and troubled.

Liv followed him. “Jon?”

Jon went into the bedroom, biting his lip, and threw his bags on the floor.

He turned to his wife.

“Jon? you’re scaring me! What’s wrong?”

Jon lifted the bottom of his sweat shirt. He pulled it off.

Liv stared at the towel wrapped around his chest.

“What?” Her eyebrows dipped in confusion.

He unwrapped the towel, which was fair soaked by now. He dropped it on the floor, and it landed with the splat that a wet towel would give.

“Jon?”

He lifted his hands to his pectorals, his swollen chest, his lactating tissue. He spread his fingers, then squeezed the flesh.

She stared as white drops formed on the ends of his nipples.

“Wha…wha…”

Jon said, “Honey, I’m lactating.”


Part Two

Liv and Jon sat at the kitchen table and stared at Jon’s chest.

His pectorals had swollen into perfect, little boobs.

With big nipples.

From the tip of each nipple little beads of milk were dripping.

The milk formed into beads, grew heavy, became drops, and dripped onto the breakfast table.

“Can I touch them?”

Jon was panicked and dazed at the same time. He stared down at the little splashes and muttered, “I guess.”

Liv came around the table and sat next to him. She cupped her hands and placed them under his tits. Milk got on her hands, but she ignored that.

She supported his boob. She squeezed it, and a squirt of milk came out.

“Oh, fuck,” groaned Jon.

“Did that hurt?”

“No. It…it felt good.”

She squeezed again, watching his face closely.

He closed his eyes and felt the pleasure.

“I’m going to touch your nipples.”

He nodded miserably.

She used both hands, one on each nipple and gripped the things. She pulled, and both nipples squirted. He almost collapsed with the wonderful sensation of being milked.

Liv sat back. Milk was all over the table, and she said, “That’s amazing.”

“What’s wrong with me?”

She pursed her lips, thought about it, and said, “Why do you think there is something wrong with you?”

“I’m lactating! Men don’t lactate! This is…this is bizarre!”

“You could look at it that way, except that you have nipples, and nipples are built for lactating.”

“But I’m a man?”

“And it feels good,” countered Liv.

He stared at her.

“Honey, I’m a woman. I understand nipples. Men have been trying to put their mouths on mine for years. Well, until I married you, but even you…you are always feeling my breasts, thumbing my nipples, sucking on them.”

“But I’m still a man!”

“So what?”

He stared at her. That was the moment he noted the glint in her eyes, the almost downright avaricious set to her face.

“You like me with tits.” His voice was a whisper and he stared at her in horror.

She covered up quickly. “Nah. I mean, it’s cool, but…”

He wasn’t convinced, but he was willing to be distracted from what he was observing.

“But what am I going to do?”

She didn’t even hesitate. “Wear a bra.”

She tried to cover the glee in her eyes.

She continued. “Look. I’ll go out and get some stuff and we’ll take care of this.”

“What kind of stuff?” he asked suspiciously.

“Bra, a special kind of nursing bra so we can put pads over your nipples. And, I don’t know…I’ll just look around and see what they have.”

“Should we call a doctor?”

“We could,” Liv nodded, “Of course that might bring attention to you. Once people find out that you’re the amazing, lactating man…” she shrugged.

“But I can’t go around like this!”

“You’ll have to. Look, from a woman’s viewpoint it’s natural. We lactate, the boobs eventually dry up, and…” she almost choked as she made her next point, “Boobs even shrink a bit, go back…normal.”

He stared at his boobs, drip…drip…drip…dripping.

The towel he had used to blot his milk was to one side, so he mopped up some of the liquid.

“Now you just stay here and I’ll be back in a while.”

She picked up her purse and headed out the door. She turned around as she opened the door to the garage and grinned, “Try not to make a mess.”

It was an attempt at humor, and it was humorous…for her.

His face contorted and he looked so very unhappy.

By the time Liv got back Jon had broken out the bourbon. He had a tall glass with ice and a mix of Coke and bourbon. A Coke High it was sometimes called.

But he wasn’t drinking for pleasure now. He was drinking to get over his situation.

Liv pulled him into the bedroom and placed a large shopping bag on the bed. “Okay, off with your clothes.”

“All of them?”

“All of them.”

“But it’s only my…my…tits.”

“Oh, honey, stop being such a stick in the mud.” She grabbed his buckle and undid it. She unzipped him, actually bullying him a bit, and made him take all his clothes off.

“Okay, let’s wipe you off, and…here’s a bra.”

Jon stared at the thing. It was sturdy, and had two thick flaps that could be unbuttoned.

“Good Lord,” Liv whispered. “It looks like they might actually be getting bigger.”

“They are?”

She was fixated on his boobs. Her eyes gleamed and she licked her lips. “No. That’s got to be my imagination.”

Jon stared at his boobs. They did seem to be getting bigger.

Liv placed the bra around him, got some of his milk on herself, and fastened the back.

His boobs were getting bigger. He filled the bra perfectly.

Liv put the pads in the little pockets, and she had the thought that her squeezing his tits had made them bigger. She had only squeezed a little bit, but she knew that being milked did tend to draw more milk, so…she smiled.

She reached into the big bag and took out two squeeze bottles with suction cups on them.

“What are those?” But he sort of knew.

“We need to drain the milk from you. We drain enough maybe you’ll dry up.”

Liv knew this wasn’t true. She knew that the more milk you draw the more there is.

So why did she tell this blatant lie?

She wanted to.

There was something utterly fascinating about Jon’s situation.

Also, Liv thought it was funny. It was like a big joke. It was only milk, after all, and they were only tits. Where was the harm? Later, she would realize that maybe she had ulterior motives. Motives having to do with the excitement of seeing her husband in different lights. More feminine lights.

Right then, however, she simply pulled a flap down, fit the milking pump to his boob, and started pressing the handle.

“Here, you press. Let me get the other one started.

There were no words to describe Jon’s feelings as he pressed the handle of the pump and felt the suction draw his milk out. He milked, and he watched the mechanism move and the milk flow into the little bottle.

Then Liv was pumping his other tit.

The next few days were a surreal experience.

Liv insisted on milking him every two hours. She didn’t save the milk, she just filled a couple of bottles with each boob, then dumped the milk into the sink.

Jon watched the milk disappear, and poured some more bourbon.

Liv didn’t mind that he was drinking a little extra, it made him more malleable; it definitely helped him adjust to his increasing breast size.

It was doing other things, too, though they didn’t immediately realize it; bourbon and soft drinks increase estrogen, and estrogen increases breast size, and so the very thing that Jon was doing to help himself handle the situation was causing even more growth.

And more and more.

After a month Jon was double Ds. He was putting out a gallon and a half of milk per breast for day.

And, he was getting used to it.

He got up in the morning and milked himself. He worked, and milked himself. He ate dinner and milked himself.

Slowly, Liv stepped back and just watched.

And Liv couldn’t believe how happy she was. To see her man sitting at his swivel, bottles of fresh milk lined up on his desk, it made her warm.

More than warm. Hot.

Now that she had nothing to do but watch, she was getting hornier and hornier.

This was good, because Jon was horny. Having his nipples stimulated all the time was increasing his sex drive. And Liv was controlling that, too.

She would wake up in the morning, look at his abundant chest, and roll over and molest him.

He liked that, and they would invariably end up doing the old ‘in and out.’

Sometimes she would even drink the milk straight from his tits.

Then, when she was done with him, she would insist that he put his chastity tube back on.

He would go through the day, turned on, breast stimulated, and his cock would writhe and wiggle and try to get free. And by the evening Liv would start to tease him.

She loved to tease him and frustrate him. She loved when his cock dripped. Something about this whole scene was turning her on so much that she was actually dripping.

“Honey, I bought you something.”

Liv carried a big shopping bag into the house.

Jon looked at her. He was feeling wonderfully weird. The pills he was taking, the extra bit of alcohol he was drinking, the constant attention to his dick, he felt good. In spite of the boobs…or because of the boobs.

“What?” he asked.

She pulled out panties.

“What?”

“Matching panties. As long as you have to wear a bra you might just as well be stylish.”

“No!”

“Yes,” she said firmly. “Besides, your dick isn’t sticking out that much, you don’t need the extra support and stuff from male underwear.

He protested, but how much can a guy protest when a woman is playing with his dick?

She pulled his pants and underwear off and helped him step into a pair of light blue panties.

“Oh, that’s cute,” she smiled. She pulled them up, snugged them, and his balls were actually pushed up a bit. She tucked his chastity cage back between his legs and his balls actually, in spite of the ring part of the chastity device, went up into his body.

He grunted, but as much for pleasure as anything.

“You are so beautiful.”

“I’m a man,” he protested. “Men aren’t beautiful. Men are handsome.”

“Not men with boobs,” she spoke complacently, but with confidence.

He looked down to where his breasts jutted out. “I can’t believe this,” he whispered.

“Oh, believe it. And this is just the start.”

“What do you mean?” He looked up at her.

“Honey, you have a female body.”

“I do not!”

But his breasts said otherwise.

“So you are going to have to wear female things.”

Oh, how he howled, but she finally said, “How long has it been since you went out?”

“But I can’t! I’ve got these!” He hefted his bosoms.

“Exactly my point,” she spoke sweetly. “So we’ll simply dress you up as a woman. Then you can go out again.”

“I’m not going to do this.”

“Okay, you don’t have to, but I want you to wear a tummy shaper. Your boobs aren’t the only thing getting bigger.”

That was a true statement that hit the mark. Jon always prided himself on being in shape, but now he was swelling. Just a little bit, his belly, and his ass. But…maybe a tummy shaper would help?

Liv handed him a tummy shaper and watched as he tugged it up.

“Well, that certainly hides your boner bump better,” she said approvingly.

He looked at the mirror and had to agree. “It does make my belly look slimmer, but…”

“But what?”

“The way it squeezes my mid section, it squeezes my tits up and my butt down and out. Look! My ass is round!”

Liv couldn’t keep her hands off her husband’s new and improved shape.

She grabbed his ass, a cheek in each hand, and lifted. “Fuck, honey, this is hot!”

He squeaked, and she let go.

“Well, just try the tummy shaper for a while. We’ll see how it goes and re-evaluate later.”

He grunted his agreement, and looked in the mirror again.

Liv seemed to like him this way, and…looking at himself, he started to think.

It was sort of sexy, and it did make him horny. And he was getting more and more sexy.

Yeah, he could keep wearing the tummy thing for a while.

The days passed, and Jon added exercise to his lifestyle. He had always been athletic, and now that he was having a weight problem he upped his exercising.

It was hard running with the big bags on his chest, but he enjoyed a bit of weight lifting and bicycling.

Unfortunately, this just made his breasts bigger.

He didn’t realize that lifting weights increased bulk, and that biking slimmed down his legs. and his belly, which just made his boobs look even more massive.

He was also experiencing other changes in his body.

Fat was redistributing here and there, even in his face, and he started feeling cold weather more. He didn’t understand that female bodies, and his was definitely a feminized body, were more sensitive to lower temperatures.

The point being that when Liv tossed him a pair of nylons he didn’t even think about it. He wanted to be warmer.

Not that nylons were big in the warming department, but they did a teensy bit, and…they looked good.

He had virtually no hair because of the Nair he was using instead of shaving, and his legs looked sleek and sexy.

They looked more female than male.

As did his chest.

As did his hair.

For the last couple of months he hadn’t had a hair cut, nor a trim, and his hair was longish to start with.

Jon was starting to look more and more girlish with every passing day.

“Honey, you haven’t been getting enough sun.”

Jon looked at himself in the mirror.

His face was changed, his hair was long, and…and he sort of liked it.

In fact, he spent a lot of time looking at himself in the mirror these days. He would comb his hair and imagine a more stylish—the the feminine sense—cut.

His lips looked a little larger, and his eyes did, too.

“I’m fine,” he responded.

“No. You’re definitely pale. Here, come with me. I can fix this.”

She dragged him into the bedroom. She didn’t have to drag hard.

“Sit there.” she pushed him towards her vanity table.

He sat, and wondered what she was going to do. He didn’t have to wait long.

She picked up a tube of cream and put a little on her fingers. She began rubbing the cream into his skin.

Amazingly, his face picked up color. The paleness went away and he was now presenting a light bronze color. It had all the shadows and lines that he was supposed to have, but…his skin color was like he had a light sun tan.

“Oh, my God,” he blurted.

“Pretty cool, eh?”

“Uh, yeah. I guess.”

He was conflicted. It made him look better, much better, but…it was girl’s make up she was putting on him.

“Would you like me to go further?”

“How much further?” he eyed her suspiciously.

“I don’t know. As much as you can stand, I suppose.”

He backed off. He knew what she was doing. She was feminizing him, and while he was enjoying it, he was also having a hard time.

He was a man, dammit!

“Okay,” she said, cleaning her fingertips and stepping back to see his face in the mirror. “Pity,” she said. “A little make up goes a long way. But…some other day.”

He was almost disappointed, and he made up his mind, right then, that if she asked him again he would agree.

But she didn’t ask him.

Days and weeks. Months. Jon became more feminine.

He would go outside every once in a while. He liked to go biking at night. And he would sun bath in the back yard.

But he was pretty much stay at home.

Liv knew that he hadn’t reached a comfortable point, yet, and she bided her time.

Oh, she wanted to grip his collar and shake him and throw him into the vanity chair and totally make him over.

But she was smarter than that. She knew, intuitively, that men have to be led along gently.

So the days passed, and six months had passed when they got a call from Tom and Marge.

“Hey, bro! We’re in town, want to go out?”

Jon was panicked.Tom didn’t know what had happened to him. What would he think? What would Marge think?

Before he could beg off, however, Liv grabbed the phone. She had been listening on the speaker and she spoke into the phone, “How about a barbecue over here, instead?”

“Sure.”

“And, Tom?”

“Yes?”

Liv looked at Jon. “We’ve got a surprise for you.”

“Yeah? what kind of surprise?”

“Jon has turned into a woman.”

Dead silence. Dead silence after a hundred years in a cemetery. in outer space.

Marge was the first to speak. “What?”

“Yeah. Jon started growing breasts, and we decided to see how far we could take this. Oh, he’s still a manly man, just in a womanly body.”

More silence.

“So we’ll see you on Saturday afternoon?”

Tom stammered, “Uh, yeah…sure.”

Then Marge giggled. “We’ll be there with bells on. I can’t wait to see this.”

After Liv hung up the phone Jon looked at her. “I can’t believe you said that.”

“So, what? Are you going to lose those mammaries on your chest by Saturday? Best to just make a clean breast of it. Oh, ha! I make a joke. A clean breast. But you just get it off your chest and…oh, ha! I made another joke.”

Jon was near crying, but he controlled himself.

It seemed that in giving up a bit of his masculinity he had given up a modicum of control. Liv was starting to push him around.

Saturday arrived, and Tom and Marge walked up the front walk and knocked on the door.

“Come on in,” yelled Liv. She was standing in the archway at the back of the foyer. She actually had Jon in an armlock.

Jon had been surprised to find out, that in spite of his working out, that Liv was stronger than him. He didn’t understand that the pills he had been taking had robbed him of male musculature.

Tom and Marge stopped and stared.

Marge was the first to move. Females didn’t scare her, and neither did female appearing men. She came further into the foyer and walked slowly around Jon.

“Oh, my God! He is gorgeous.”

Which statement embarrassed, and pleased, Jon.

Tom finally moved. “But…how? Did you get implants or something?”

“No,” Jon muttered.

Liv: “They just started growing, his boobs, I mean. Right after we went to the Cheesecake Factory.”

Tom figured it out right away. “The pills.”

“What?”

“Have you been taking those domeridone pills?”

“Yeah. I take them every day. Why?”

“Oh, God, this is my fault!”

“What? But…what do you mean?”

Five minutes later they were all out on the patio, sipping drinks, and Tom explained.

Domperidone is a very powerful drug that increases lactation in women. I guess we know it works in men, too.

“But…how?”

“It’s a matter of balancing estrogen and testosterone. Those pills I gave you are the strongest domperidone on the market. Put that together with other things, lifestyle, estrogen generating things like booze or Coke, and…you get boobs. But this lactating thing…you seem to have gone extra far on that. Do you still lactate?”

“Every day. I have to pump my milk several times a day.”

“Well, if you stop taking the pills, and you stop drinking, and you stop milking your boobs, they should go back down. I think.”

“Hold on there, Tom,” Marge burst in. “I don’t want him to shrink until we’ve had a chance to explore this.”

“What do you mean?” asked Jon.

“I mean we haven’t really checked you out as a woman, yet.”

“Huh?”

“You look a bit like a woman, a lot, actually, but where’s your make up? And we need to see you in different outfits, and—“

“Where’s your dick,” Tom blurted.

All talk stopped.

Jon spoke in a low voice. “We’ve got it in a chastity tube so we can pull it out of sight.”

“Oh, wow,” said Marge. Her eyes were gleaming. It was a gleam that reminded Jon of how Liv had looked when this whole thing had started.

Tom looked back and forth between the two excited women and the confused Jon. “Well, I think this has to stop.”

Marge surprised him then. “Tom?”

“Yes?”

“Go home.”

“What?”

Marge licked her lips. “Go home. I’m going to be staying here for a couple of weeks. I want to see this happen. I want to help make it happen. You go home, and I’ll be along when we’re done.”

Tom was outnumbered.

And he didn’t want to see this great feminization happen. He stood up. “Too much for me, man.”

Jon looked back and forth between the two women. He was like a mouse looking between two cats.

“You want to…” he dribbled off.

“Are you still here, Tom?”

Tom turned and left the room. And the house. His car could be heard driving down the street.

“Okay, kids,” said Marge. “Are you ready for this?”

Liv said, “Yes,” and licked her lips.

Jon said, “No.”

But he was outnumbered.

They took Jon into the bedroom and undressed him. Marge marveled at his chastity tube. “We should sew his cock to the perineum,” she suggested.

Jon said no, and Liv said, “That’s an interesting idea.”

“Of course he won’t be able to fuck, but we have vibrators, and you can always drain him.

Tom: “I don’t think so.”

Marge: “Can you imagine the frustration he would feel? He’d wear a strap on and be fucking us. Fucking us, and his own balls would be generating immense amounts of semen, but he wouldn’t be able to do anything about it. And his only relief would be when we decided, out of the kindness of our hearts, to drain him.

Liv smiled. “I like that.”

Tom made whining sounds.

“Okay. We’ll look into the operation.”

“But—“

Marge interrupted him. “Jon, you won’t have to wear that stupid chastity tube. You’ll be so much more comfortable. You need to do this.”

Jon’s mind was spinning, and Liv placed him in the vanity seat.

“Okay, I’ll do his nails and you do his face. Can you pierce his ears?”

“Not a prob.”

The girls began to work on Jon.

For an hour they chatted and discussed what they were going to do, and Jon wondered what was happening to him. Then they began to work on his body.

Why wasn’t he objecting more strenuously?

But he knew—he was liking this.

Liv painted his toenails red, then selected long fake nails for his hands and shaped and painted. When she was done he had the most delightful set of talons. He stared at them in wonder. This wasn’t his body. But…whose was it?

Marge worked on his face. She explained about cleansing and pores and things. She prepared it, colored it, and set about the delicate work of doing his eyes. When she was done he had wonderful arched eyebrows, his eyes sparkled in dusky caves, and his lips were plump and red.

Marge pierced his ears and gave him short, silver strands with little sparkly diamonds on the ends.

Liv brushed his hair and styled it, made a few clips, and transformed his hair into a totally feminine style.

All the while, while they transformed him, they kept him supplied with bourbon. by the time they were done he was feeling no pain, and quite amenable.

He was a woman. Large breasts, wearing a pencil skirt and a blouse, and high heels.

He couldn’t walk well, but the girls didn’t plan on him entering any marathons. They planned on holding his arms and walking him into a restaurant.

So they did.

Liv drove and Jon sat in the back seat. Marge sat next to him.

“God, you make me hot. It’s a good thing we can’t fuck, or I’d be untrue to Tom.”

“Oh,” he was dazed, beautiful and drunk.

“Tell me more about sewing his dick up?” asked Jon from the front seat.

“Well, they make a slit under the head of his cock, and a slit in his perineum, then they simply suture the two places together. His penis will point out between his thighs, under his ass. It’ll be so sexy, especially when he wears panties. The panties will rub the head of his cock and he’ll always be turned on.”

“You sound like you’ve been giving this a lot of thought.”

“I have. I’ve been trying to get Tom to do it for years, but he’s such a stick in the mud.”

Jon thought about that. Stick in the mud. For wanting to keep his cock up and functional.

Yet, he had to admit…there was a certain allure to the idea.

He was growing to love being chastised, to being horny all the time, and this sounded like it was a few steps further.

Could he handle it?

Liv pulled into Charley Coyote’s and parked.

Charley Coyote’s was roaring. It was the hottest place in town, and steam was coming out the doors and windows. People were lined up, people were dancing inside, and Jon’s knees grew weak.

Marge and Liv kept him going though, and shortly they were at the side of the dance floor.

“I’ll get some drinks, you find us a table,” Liv shouted over the crowd.

Marge walked Jon back to a corner table and they huddled in the darkness.

“How you doing, Jon?”

“I’m okay,” Jon lied.

“Excellent, oh, goodie! Here’s the drinks!”

Liv put four glasses on the table and they all sat and drank. Two wine spritzers for the ladies, and two bourbon and Cokes for Jon.

Jon guzzled them down, felt the buzz, and Marge leaned forward and spoke loud enough for both of them to understand. “Let’s dance for a while, then take Jon home and fuck him.”

Jon looked back and forth between the two girls.

Liv smiled. “Okay.”

And so the night began.

For hours they plied him with liquor, then they took him out on the dance floor and got his blood hot.

They kissed him, and felt his groin, and cupped his tits.

Jon lost track of what was happening. He was horny, and drunk, and two beautiful women were using him.

And he was okay with that.

Finally, by the end of the night they took him home. They walked him into the back bedroom and laid him on the bed.

He grinned stupidly. He was going to get to fuck them.

But he wasn’t.

Liv didn’t take off his chastity tube, she just put him on all fours and lay down so she could kiss him.

“What’s going on?” Jon asked, his voice in wonder and confusion.

“Marge is first. Then me.”

“What are you…erk!”

Marge stepped up behind him. She was wearing a strap on and she nudged his bung hole with it.

Jon spun around and faced his sister-in-law. “What are you doing?”

“Making you a woman, honey. Now get back on all fours and get ready.”

“No!”

Liv pulled his head towards her. “Come on, Jon. This is what it’s all about. This is where we’ve been going, and you’ve known it all the time.”

“I didn’t!”

Marge pulled him to face her. “It’s going to feel good. And you’ll get drained. Don’t you want a little relief?”

“But I’m a man!”

“Are you? Look at you. You’re a woman. You’ve got tits, your face is made up, your whole body is changed. Maybe it’s time you realized that you’re more of a woman than a man.”

“No!”

Then Margie grabbed his ears and spoke into his face. “Jon. Do you want to give it all up? Do you want to go back to your boring, old male clothes? Do you want to get rid of those wonderful tits? Do you want us to stop sucking on your nipples? Do you want to stop wearing those wonderful, sexy clothes, and go back to being a man?”

Liv pulled him around. “Wearing jeans and tee shirts. Athletic shoes. Your body all hairy and smelly.”

Marge pulled him around. “No more make up!”

Liv pulled him, “No more lingerie. You’ll sleep in boxer shorts!”

Marge: “You can go back to opening doors for ladies, instead of having them opened for you.”

Liv: “Chest bump your friends and smoke cigars and talk about how tough you are.”

“Not really feeling the real softness that you are capable of.”

Back and forth they talked at him. One thing after another, and, finally, Jon broke.

“Okay!”

Everybody was silent.

Liv asked, “Okay?”

“Okay. I said okay. Now fuck me.”

Slow grins on the girl’s faces, and they helped Jon back into the doggy position.

Liv kissed him, a deep, soulful kiss, and halfway through his eyes opened and he jerked and made a ‘gurking’ sound.

Liv chuckled. “She’s in you. Isn’t she.”

He nodded, kept gulping and gulping. He was feeling so good back there, and it was only getting better.

“Go for it, Marge,” whispered Liv.

And Marge did.

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.
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