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Author’s Note

Ever see that movie? The Most Dangerous Game? It’s a hoot and a half, and not bad for a movie made in 1932.

It was remade a few times, I think with John Claude Van Damm, a few others, and I think the last remake was called ‘The Hunt,’ about a bunch of Democrats hunting Republicans, and the other way around. Starred Hillary Swank, I think.

So I decided to ‘rewrite’ it and, with a few changes, here it is.

A nice fellow named Tom stops at a bar and wakes up in a game, but this game isn’t about killing, it’s about sex and feminization and…emasculation.

So how would you do in such a game?

If you’re a guy, how far could you run to avoid castration?

And, if you’re a gal…would you have what it takes to push a man that hard?

I think it’s pretty surprising what humans will do to humans.

So enjoy, and…STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

When Tom went into the bar he had no idea that there was anything strange.

It was just a bar on the edge of a town he was passing through, there seemed to be a lot of women, but, other than that…just a bar.

He pushed through the bat wing doors, which swished back and forth behind him. He walked across the plank floor, which was old and the planks were a little warped. He walked around wood tables. they were round and in a western motif with bent wood slats on the backs.

It was a bit dim, as most bars are, and he walked up to the bar and sighed. He had been driving for twelve hours straight, and he was done in. A quick beer, an ask for a motel, and he would crash for the night.

The bartender glanced at him, then sauntered lazily towards him.

She was five six and wearing tight shorts and a black, sequined halter top. Her hair was long and luxurious, the kind of hair that makes a raven jealous. “What’ll it be, cowboy?”

Tom smiled. Cowboy. But he guess he did look like one. Jeans and flannel shirt, a slightly battered cowboy hat.

“If I could have a beer?”

“We got all kinds. Any particular kind?”

“You wouldn’t have Golden Monkey, would you?”

“Yep,’ which surprised heck out of Tom. Nobody ever carried Golden Monkey.

She brought an over-sized bottle down with a surreal label. It was of a monkey with extra arms and an eyeball in the middle of its Buddha belly. She poured, filling a frosty mug, then placed the remainder of the bottle on the bar next to the mug.

“Not many people have Golden Monkey,” he grinned and tilted the mug.

The monkey slid down his throat and splashed in his belly.

“You passing through?” asked the barkeep with a happy grin. She was friendly, but her eyes were a little too sparkly. But she was probably at the end of a long shift. That might make a person’s eyes sparkly.

“Yep.”

“Going far?”

“Yep.”

He kept sipping the delicious brew, and, man, it was hitting the spot.

“Got a job waiting for you?”

“Nope. I’m just driving. I quit my last job, and I want to see the sights before I get to working again.”

“That’s a nice plan.”

“I want to see Mr. Rushmore, the Little Bighorn. Maybe head up to Canada for a while, I don’t know.”

The barkeep leaned against the bar and they talked. There were other customers, but the other barkeep, a good looking, slightly older woman, waited on them.

“What kind of work did you do?”

“What you think of this president?”

“How far is it to Mt. Rushmore?”

“Did you ever see that old North by Northwest movie?”

“It was so pleasant, and the girl was so nice, that Tom ordered a burger. She talked him into a big, old, greasy American cheeseburger. With extra onions. And bacon. And…

Then, when he was finished with the burger, and they were still chatting like old friends, she said, “Let me buy you a drink, just for old time’s sake.”

“Well, sure.” He was thinking that he didn’t have to go far this night, there was a motel right down the street, and who knows, maybe he’d get lucky. This girl sure was nice. She laughed a lot, her lips sure looked kissable, and…who knew?

He ate his last French fry and began working on a bourbon and Coke.

Mmm. Bourbon and Coke. The all American drink. He loved it.

It went down smooth, and he felt that wonderful burn in his throat. Woke him right up.

And put him right to sleep. Suddenly he was blinking and the world was blurry and shifting around. And he felt like the room was tilting. And he was gulping and wondering what the hell had happened.

“Long drive, cowboy?” asked the girl. Suddenly she was on his side of the bar, standing next to him, propping him up.

“I guess,” he mumbled, his mouth suddenly feeling full of cotton and worms.

“Well, come with me. We’ll put you up in the back room?”

Now Tom knew something was haywire. People don’t just put strangers up in their back room.

Unfortunately, he couldn’t walk straight enough to make it to the door. He’s take a step or two and find himself turned and angled back towards the end of the bar.

“Gotta go,” he said to nobody, and he was a step closer to the end of the bar, and a corner, and a room.

“Oh, you’ll go, honey,” chuckled the girl. She had a firm grip on his arm now, had wrapped her own arm around his, and was moving him down the length of the bar.

Bar patrons were watching him, chuckles on their faces. Good looking women, but they were laughing him, and he hadn’t done nothing. How had he got so drunk? One bourbon was nothing.

They reached the end of the bar and the old, round woman was right ahead of him, holding the door open.

“Doan wanna.” His head was flopping around and he was sure he was going to fall down. Oh, yeah. The girl was holding him up.

The girl moved him into the room. She guided him across it to where a couple of crates had been put together and a blanket laid across them.

“Wush yer name,” Tom asked, thinking maybe she would help him leave.

“I’m Amanda. Sit down here. Let me help you with your clothes.”

He tried to brush her hands away, but she was quick and dextrous. She unbuckled his belt, then undid his pants.

“Hey! Doan wanna…”

The slightly older woman sat down on a chair on the other side of the room. “He meet all the criteria?”

“Not in a hurry, no appointments, no where to go. Nobody will be looking for him.”

The old woman nodded. She turned to the side and picked a satchel off the floor. “Well, I might just as well get ready to get him ready.”

“Might just as well,” said the girl.

The girl, Amanda, pulled his pants down. Tom’s boner almost hit her in the face.

“Whee,” laughed Amanda. “I got a live one!”

“Not for long,” said the older lady.

“Hey, who knows, what if he makes it?”

“Him?” the old lady gave a critical once over of Tom’s frame. “He’s skinny, perfect for what we want. But he doesn’t have a fighter’s body.”

“I like him. He might surprise you.”

The older woman shrugged. She had opened the satchel and lifted up a syringe and gave a tiny squirt into the air. “Yeah, who knows.”

Amanda had Tom’s shirt off now. She placed a hand on his chest and giggled. He’s got the body for it.”

“For the boobs, yeah. But he ain’t gonna get away.

Amanda pushed Tom back on the crates. He lay there, the world spinning over his head.  Amanda took off his boots and socks and tossed them to the side. From somewhere in his head Tom heard a ‘clunk’ as the boots hit the floor.

“Wush you doing?” His voice sounded dopey.

The old woman came across to him and tied a rubber strap around his arm and tapped his skin. Dimly, he realized she was looking for blood vessels.

“Hey…doan do that. Doan wan no shot…”

The old lady ignored him, slid the needle into his arm, pressed the plunger, and pulled the needle out.

Felt the effects almost immediately. The world became dull and started fading away.

“Wad yu do?” Tom thought his voice was going to sleep.

“Don’t worry, cowboy,” whispered Amanda. At least it sounded like she whispered. But maybe his ears were just going to sleep. “You’ll be fine. Better than fine. And then we’ll have some real fun. Get ready.” Then she kissed his cheek and his body went to sleep.

Dreams are a funny thing. In the daytime you dream of getting rich, finding a beautiful woman, driving a fast car. But in the night time…ahh, yes. Freddy Krueger comes alive. You run screaming, naked, down a city street, and everybody points and laughs. You float over clouds with no means of support…then start falling.

When Tom reached the part of his dream where he was falling he woke up.

Sort of.

Woke up in a hazy, crazy way, the world spinning, and he knew this was more than bourbon and Coke. this was some crazy kind of drug. This was people committing crimes on him. this was…a nightmare.

“Unh…”

Yet he didn’t move. He just lay on a mattress, and thought, I’m on a mattress.

His eyes hurt. They were closed, but there was a pain behind them, like some tiny, Joe Palooka had stood behind them and used them for a speed bag.

Music. Far away. Because it was far away. At least, it wasn’t in the room he was in.

But what kind of room was he in?

He decided to find out, to risk opening his eyes, to suffer the pain and see what the world looked like.

He cracked his eyes open a thin slice. A ceiling. Warped boards and a slowly rotating ceiling fan. A light bulb in the fan assembly, but it wasn’t on.

His eyes still hurt, but the opening of them had allowed some of the pain to leak out.

He turned his head slightly. Walls. Then, an oldCoke machine? What the…?

He opened his eyes wider.

Yeah, a Coke machine from the fifties, one that you had to slid a bottle through a maze into a cage, then drop a nickel and pull it up.

Above the machine was a calendar. 1923. A hundred fucking years old?

To the side of the machine was a stack of old, rusted rakes. Then boxes. A lawnmower that you had to push. And other things.

He pushed himself to his elbows and blinked and tried to take it all in.

Trundle operated sewing machines, record players for 45s. A stand up Coke machine.

He could see light through the slats in the walls.

The floor was warped, and the bottom edge of the mattress…the…something wrong…his chest…he sucked in breath and collapsed.

His chest.

Tits.

He raised a hand and felt his chest. He had breasts. Big ones.

He sat up, all the way up, and held his tits. His mind was a scream and his eyes were now fully wide.

How the fuck had he gotten tits? What had been…he sort of remembered the night before, talking to the woman, then…taken to a room where an old fatty had injected him with something.

And now he had tits!

He got to his feet shakily. He stood. The room was gloomy, but now he inspected it thoroughly.

A storeroom filled with a century of stuff.

He was naked.

And he had a woody. Of course he did. It was morning and he had to pee.

He saw the door in the corner of the room, and he stumbled towards it.

He felt weak. And not simply hungry weak, but muscle weak. What was wrong with him?

He gripped the doorknob, turned, and pushed the door and stepped into the world.

He was standing in a yard strewn with debris. A couple of cars up on blocks. A trailer for a big truck. A broken down tractor. A pile of corrugated tin for roofs.

Just a big, old junk yard.

And a small shack.

A dog outside the shack. The dog jumped to its feet and began snarling and barking. It was a pit bull, and it was in a bad mood. Fortunately it was on a rope.

For ten seconds he looked around the place. The pit bull straining to get at him. Surrounded by thick woods.

Then the door to the shack opened and a half a dozen women came out.

He had the absurd desire to cover himself. But…they had to know about him. So he just stood there, his cock standing out.

He said nothing, and the six women trooped across the yard.

They were grinning. One of them was chomping on a stogie. They wore hunter’s outfits, and the outfits were tight, showed off bosoms and butts, but the way they grinned at him…it was scary.

What was even more scary was the guns they were carrying. Long rifles.

“Hey, Tom.”

It was the girl in the lead, the one from the night before. The one who had slipped him a Mickey Finn.

“What is this?”

“He’s not even dressed,” snorted a large woman with massive tits.

“It’s okay,” said Amanda. “He just woke up. ‘Sides, look at his dick.”

The ladies smiled widely and inspected his package.

“There’s some clothes in the shack behind you, Tom. Go put them on.”

“I’ve got to use the bathroom.”

“Pee anywhere. We’re not particular.

Tom looked around. He turned and walked to the shack. His dick was straight out and had that achy feeling. He had trouble at first, this whole thing was bizarre and he felt so self conscious, but he eventually managed a stream. He sighed and emptied himself out.

Two of the women walked to the sides of him and stared at him pissing.

He shook his weeny, turned, and asked, “What…what is this?” He licked his lips, his mouth was dry.

One of the ladies chuckled. “He wants to know what it is.”

“Come on, Tom. Go get dressed.”

“I want to know what’s going on? This is kidnapping!”

“Jeez. We had to get a mouthy one,” groused one of the women.

“It’s okay,” said Amanda. “He just hasn’t figured it out, yet. Now, Tom, if you go get dressed I’ll give you a ham sandwich. Would you like a big, old ham sandwich?”

The other five ladies cracked up.

Tom realized that he was going to have to get dressed. First, it was a bit nippy. Second, he wanted something to cover himself. He turned and re-entered the old store room. He hunted around and found…a dress.

His eyes opened. He picked it up and looked at it, a thin summer dress. Not much protection against the elements. He went back outside.

“You said there were clothes. This isn’t clothes.”

“Of course it’s clothes. I’ve worn one, all of these ladies have worn one, and now you get to wear one.”

“But it’s a dress.”

“Do you want your ham sandwich or not?”

He went back into the shack and picked up the dress, then he noticed the brassiere under it. Fuck. He needed that. He put it around his belly, fastened it, and slid it around. He flipped up the cups and snaked his arms under the straps, just like he had seen women do.

It was a good fit, but a little flimsy. His nipples stood out, and…they looked bigger. They must have done something to his nipples.

He pulled the dress on, and saw the high heels on the floor.

At that moment he heard Amanda call out, “The high heels, too, Tom.”

He picked them up and walked out.

“Now, Tom, how are we going to get along if you don’t follow instructions?”

“I want some real shoes.”

“Those are real shoes.”

The other five women were snickering. His dick hadn’t gone down and it was poking the dress out. His boobs were really poking the dress out.

“What did you do to me?”

“We’ve all worn heels, now it’s time for you to wear heels. So put them on and lock them.”

“Fuck you.”

She lifted her rifle and pointed it at him. “The hunt is going to come to a quick end if you don’t follow directions.”

Tom stepped back, almost fell from tripping on the small board porch. He stepped to the side, leaned against the wall and slipped the shoes onto his feet.

“Lock them.”

The shoes had little padlocks, and he clicked them shut. He was now locked into high heels. It felt weird. His soles were slanted, like he was on a hill, and he was off balance.

Amanda lowered her rifle. “Was that so hard?”

Tom was cowed. “What is going on?”

Amanda handed her rifle to the woman next to her. She stepped forward and reached into her jacket pocket. She pulled out a ham sandwich. It was thick, with lots of mayo, some lettuce and onions, and lots of ham. She handed it to him, and Tom took it.

He thought about grabbing her, but the other women still had the rifles.

“Why don’t you eat up and I’ll explain the game here.”

She stepped back.

Tom sank down and sat on the porch. He unwrapped the sandwich and began eating it. It was delicious, just the right amount of salt and pepper. It even had a bit of ham fat, very unusual, which made ham so tasty.

“Tom, these ladies have signed up for a special type of hunt. They are all executives in large companies. Tammy owns one, as does Shiela. Mona and Charlotte are veeps, and Sandy has the largest  chain of pre-schools in Manhattan.”

Once every few months I hold a hunt. We procure a man, you, and we make him into one of us. Would you like to know why we make you like one of us? Because men spend all their time hunting us. Do you know how irritating it is to have to fend off advances while running a million dollar company? So I arrange these little hunts.”

“You’re going to hunt…me?”

“Isn’t that what I’ve been saying?” She turned to the other women. “Isn’t that what I said?”

The ladies nodded.

Amanda turned back to him. “I used to work in a big company. I hit the glass ceiling, and was fired. I was too uppity. I didn’t know my place. I had great statistics, but I was a threat to the ‘good, old boys’ network.

When I was fired I didn’t know what to do. Then one of my friends approached me with this idea, and…you would be surprised at how many women are dying for a chance to even the score.”

Tom was almost done with the sandwich. He was licking his fingers, trying to get as much sustenance as he could. He had a feeling he was going to need it.

“You’re…not well.”

“Oh, I donm’t know. I feel pretty good. How about you Tammy? You feel all right?”

“Never better.”

“Okay, then we should probably get this show on the road. The first thing, Tom, is that we will finish your transition. We’re going to make you into the prettiest—“

“Transition?”

“Don’t be deaf now.”

“You’re going to make me into a girl?”

“Yep. And a pretty one, too.”

“But…why?”

“Silly, so we can hunt you, just like men hunt us. Well, there will be a few differences, but…” she smiled.

“Now, we can do this the easy way or the hard way. We can shoot you and drag your ass into the office and place you in a chair. Or you can just follow directions and walk across the yard, up the stairs, and sit in the chair. Which will it be?”

All of the women raised their rifles.

Tom found himself walking. He crossed the yard, and found that just walking was difficult. His heels left little holes in the ground. That would be tough for running, and would leave a trail behind him.

He crossed the yard, and stopped in front of the snarling dog.

“Caesar! Shut!” Amanda snapped.

The pit bull slunk to the ground and turned his face away.

Tom mounted the steps, and he found the second problem with heels; walking up stairs while his feet were slanted was…weird.

He opened the door and warm air engulfed him.

There were counters around the room, at the far end chairs and, on a table, a bottle of booze and six glasses. Empty. As was the bottle.

Crap. His daddy had warned him there was nothing more dangerous than blondes and brown liquor.

In the front of the room was the chair, as from a beauty salon. He sat down.

Place your hands on the armrests.

He did.

Amanda sidled up to him. “Don’t get rambunctious now, Tom.” She wrapped leather straps around his wrists and the rests and fastened them.

He was caught. And his dick was poking up through the thin material of the dress.

“All right, ladies, let’s accouter Tom.”

Laughing, the women put their rifles aside and began decorating him.

One of the women began working on his fingers, giving him long, fake nails and painting them bright red.

Another began shaving his legs. She applied shaving cream and used a little razor and removed all his hair. She even lifted his dress and removed the hair around his groin.

“There’s got to be a better way,” she groused, sliding the razor around his package. “We should Nair him before we put the dress on him.”

Amanda nodded. “Good idea. Make a note for next time.”

Another women put a strip of tape across the top of his forehead, then fitted a wig to him. It was long, brunette, and tickled his shoulders.

Another woman was making him up. the remaining women went to the table, got out another bottle of brown liquor, which turned out to be Old Crow.

For a moment Tom wondered, why such cheap whiskey? Then he realized it was something called ‘Traveler Fifth Kentucky Straight Bourbon Whiskey.’

“Want a sip?” asked Amanda, seeing his interest.

Tom couldn’t help himself. He was prisoner, was going to be hunted, and…if it was his last day on earth…why not?

She poured a snifter and held it to his lips.

As he swallowed she said, “$564.99 a bottle.”

Tom’s breath left him.

“Makes you wonder. You see a 99 cent store and it’s all a gimmick. People will buy more items at 99 cents than they will of anything at any other price. But does somebody buy more five hundred buck bottles of swill with that 99 cents tacked on the backside?”

“Take it up with marketing,” quipped one of the girls.

Tom’s throat was burning, but in the best way. “Another?”

She fed him again.

“Okay, don’t feed the peasants. I’ve got to finish his make up.”

Tom had felt one of the girls brushing his face, smoothing ointments onto it and working on his eyelids.

She had a delicate touch, and his cock was bobbing and throbbing, and even had a drip of pre-cum on it.

Finally, however, they was done.

He was released, the girls were all sitting at the far table now, and had arranged their chairs to face him.

Tom stood up, and felt weird. And horny. He faced the girls.

“Well, Tom, are you ready for the grand prize?”

“Prize? You girls are going to kill me. And that’s the prize?”

“Oh, ye of little faith.” All of the girls were chuckling.

“No, Tom. It wouldn’t be fair if you just lost. There’s got to be some hope, some incentive. When we gals are at the glass ceiling, looking up, they keep us going with hope. So you’re going to get a little hope, too.

“What hope?” he asked suspiciously.

“We won’t kill you. We just aren’t the killing type. If we catch you, if you don’t win, you get castrated.”

“What?”

“A simple injection of Lupron, undoes your testosterone and increases your estrogen. But the point is that your incentive is, if you get away, you get to keep your manhood. Luprone is the stuff they give to sexual criminals. Chemical castration it’s called.

Tom’s voice wasn’t much more than a whisper. “You can’t just take a guy and…and…castrate him!”

“Of course we can. As a matter of fact, we’ve all learned how to do that in our day to day dealings with men.”

All the women nodded.

“Not a day passes when we don’t have to emasculate some fool for disrespecting us, so this is just a logical extension of our day to day lives.”

“But…”

They watched him, and he realized they were enjoying his quandary.

And he knew he was going to have to turn this around. He was going to have to take control.

“That’s a negative prize,” he blurted.

They all thought about that. Then Amanda said, “Explain?”

“I’m fighting to retain what I have. I should be fighting to gain something.”

Glances around the table.

“He’s right.”

A sigh.

“A man with a good idea. Now that’s a rarity.”

“So what would you suggest?”

“You’re all rich. If I get away, or whateever it is I have to do to win this ‘contest’…pay me a million dollars.”

They pretty much ignored him, except for the occasional glance while they discussed it.

“We can afford it.”

“But we don’t have to. It’s our game.”

“But it’s only fair to reward a good idea.”

“Would it make him try harder?”

“I think it would.”

“It might be more exciting.”

Finally, Amanda summed it up. “We pride ourselves on rewarding merit, efficiency, attitude.”

So it was decided, Tom would get a million dollars if he won the contest, with one caveat.

“If we do this then we want to protect ourselves legally.”

“What do you mean?”

“You sign a contract agreeing to play in our game.”

“As if I have a choice?”

“You always have choice. The real point is you just talked the talk…so can you walk the walk?”

Tom heaved a sigh. They had him. But, at least there was a change in the rules. Then he thought of something. “How does this game work? What constitutes me ‘getting away?”

“Look out the window, Tom.”

Tom did. There was forest, nothing but forest. And ten miles away a tall mountain. It wasn’t particularly steep, but it was snowy at the top.

“Get to the top of that mountain and you win.”

“That’s it? That’s all?”

“Easy peasy,” smiled one of the women.

“You’ll find that running, and climbing, with high heels is no easy task. Of course we do it every day, so you won’t find any sympathy from us.”

“In a way, this is what we women face. Every day we climb mountains, avoid men who would distract us just because they think they have big weenies—“

“Which they don’t,” snickered one of the women and they all smiled.

“—and at the end of the day we have to be as beautiful as when we started.”

“All right,” stated Amanda. “We’ve prepared you and told you the rules. Are you ready for the game?”

“I guess I have to be.”

“All right. Go. Don’t worry about the dog, he knows you’re with us. Just head on down the steps and up the mountain.”

Tom walked, feeling so awkward on his high heels, and stopped at the door. He gripped the knob, turned to them and just looked.

“You’ve only got a half hour start, Tom.”

He nodded, and stepped out the door.

As he walked down the steps he heard the ladies cheering.


Part Two

Tom passed the dog, who was now sleeping, and headed for the far mountain.

It was cold, especially with nothing but the thin, summer dress to warm him up. And the bouncing of his tits didn’t help. Yes, he had a bra, but it was what girls called a half bra, or a shelf bra. It lifted him up, but his nipples peered over the top. And his nipples were stiff and excited. The rubbing of the thin dress as he jounced was exciting and made his dick hard. The worst thing, however, was his shoes.

Crossing the yard they only sunk into the ground a half inch, and only in a couple of places.. That was because the ground was packed by car tires over the years.

When he stepped onto a hiking trail that led towards the far mountain, however, his heels sank further. Where the trail was hard packed they only sunk in a half inch or so. But the further he went the less well traveled the trail was, and he began sinking one and even two inches in.

At first he could pull out easily, but between the growing ache in his legs and feet he began to have a harder time of it.

Sometimes he saw it coming, a stretch of soft ground, and he tip toed. There’s only so much much toe you can tip, however, when your foot is already slanted. Also, more weight on the ball of the foot and sometimes that sunk in.

Still, at first he made good headway, but eventually it was worse than clomping through a field of mud with clodhoppers.

The only good side was that the day was beautiful. As he moved he warmed up, and it didn’t matter about the dress being so thin and inadequate.

He knew, however, that if he didn’t make it to the top of the mountain by the evening he would likely freeze to death.

So he walked. And walked. He stepped over shallow boulders embedded in the trail, he balanced on his heals, and took particular care not to trip or somehow sprain his ankles.

And the pain started in.

Dull aching in his ankles and calves.

“How do women wear these things,” he muttered of his heels. The birds in the trees, however, didn’t know.

The land rose, a gentle slope that, at first, was not noticeable, and in spite of all his problems he was making good time.

He crossed a stream, nearly falling in because of those dratted heels, and came to a large clearing.

It was more of a meadow, but with a rickety picnic table, probably a hundred years old, in the center of it, under a tall and spreading oak tree.

The ladies were sitting on it. The five ladies, and Amanda was sitting on a quad, watching.

Tom plodded across the field towards the table.

The girls all made remarks.

“That’s a sad, looking bitch.”

“He’s not going to make it!”

This remark pissed Tom off, made him glare and want to try harder.

“You think his ankles are going to make it to the top?”

“Hey, Tom, want to fuck?”

With that last remark the women all stood and faced him.

He stopped in front of them. He was warm and breathing a little heavily.

What now? he thought.

“Pick one,” said Amanda.

He looked at her.

“Pick one.”

“For what?”

“For a break. Come on. Be brave and pick one.”

Tom looked at the five women. One was a little older, one was a little chubby, two were perfect, and one was skinny.

“What am I picking for?”

“A little loving.”

His head jerked towards Amanda.

“You didn’t think they were going to make it easy, did you?”

The girls were laughing, watching him avidly, lust in their eyes.

“You’re going to have to fuck your way to the top, or least have sex to make it.”

One of the women, the chubby one, said, “That’s what we had to do.”

“Yep. We fucked our way through the lower echelons to get to where we were.”

And we had to keep producing like champs the whole way.”

“So choose, Tom.”

Tom looked at each woman.

He turned to Amanda. “I’m not going to have blow back form the others from choosing one, am I?”

“Nah. People at the top don’t whine when they get chosen for a terrible job, they just muscle on through.”

The skinny girl scoffed, “Or delegate.”

Tom asked, “And then I get to have sex with who I choose?”

“In a manner of speaking.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means you’ve asked enough questions. Now choose, or we’ll all go get switches and switch you up the mountain, and you’ll have failed your first test.”

“And if I fail I get no million dollars.”

“That’s right. The only thing you would be fighting for then would be not to lose your junk.”

Tom inspected the women again. He judged them from a purely sexual viewpoint. He was going to have to fuck one of them, or something. Whatever that something was.

He picked out the best looking woman. A blonde with magnificent hooters and a nice smile. A nice smile, in his situation, being relative. He did ‘pick a tiger by the toe away from her, then spoke the ditty aloud, the right way, and ended up with her.

“I’ll take you.”

“Hoo ha!” she yelled, and immediately began stripping off her clothes.

She was dressed warmly, and Tom watched as pants disappeared, jacket and shirt were tossed aside, and she stood in bra and panties.

“Oh, baby! I’m the lucky one.”

She had a perfect body, if perfect meant tit heavy. Two of the ladies spread a blanket on the rickety picnic table and she lay back on it and spread her legs.

“Come on, Tom Thumb,” she joked. At least, he hoped it was a joke. “Fuck me silly!”

“Tom?”

Tom had his hand son the girl’s knees and was started to put a knee on the picnic table. He looked at Amanda.

“You must not cum.”

“What?” His voice rose a little.

“If you cum you lose. No million, and we’ll all get switches.”

Tom stared around the circle of women. The looks on their faces…they meant it.

He gulped, nodded, and moved forward.

First, Tom had never fucked anybody with an audience before. He was terribly self-conscious, but at least his weeny didn’t wane.

His prick found her mound and, oh, crap, she was dry.

“Oh! Haven’t you heard of foreplay you doofus?”

The other ladies laughed. The woman on the table was even grinning. It hadn’t felt good to have Tom try to shove into her dry pussy, but her joy at his failure was greater than her pain.

Tom didn’t hesitate. He slid back off the table and began eating her.

She grabbed his head and moaned and arched. “Now we’re talking,” she muttered as she closed her eyes and enjoyed him.

Tom climbed back up on the table. Now he was hot, but he was also trying to control himself. He didn’t want to cum. A million bucks would go a long way.

Now his penis slid in easily, and she grunted. “Fuck!”

Tom began to work. They hadn’t told him, but he had intuited it: he was going to have to make her cum.

But how do you hold yourself from cumming when you’re enjoying a quite exquisite piece of ass? How do you not cum when your dong is sliding through moist, lush folds of pussy?

How do you not cum when your breasts are smushing on top of a sexy woman’s breasts?

And, how do you not cum when you want to?

Tom tried everything he could think of.

He played a game of baseball in his head. He tried to imagine strike outs and never home runs.

He was going to cum. He knew it. He was close…so close…and—he bit the inside of his mouth.

Hard.

Tasted blood.

But his dick backed off.

And, thank God, a moment later the woman began to orgasm. Long shudders of hard climax.

Tom tried to back out, but she held onto him, wouldn’t let him go. “Not yet, you idiot.”

So he bit his mouth some more, and finally she let go of him.

Tom stood there, his penis oozing pre-cum through the dress, his mouth red on the inside.

“Fuck,” muttered the woman, sitting up and reaching for her clothes. “That was good.”

“It sure looked good,” said one of the women, handing the first one her clothes. Two of the other women were staring at Tom, open lust on their faces. They contemplated him like he was a piece of meat at the market.

It was actually a little scary, but, fortunately for Tom, that part of the test was over.

“Well, Tom, take off. We’ll see you in a couple of miles.”

Amanda smiled at him.

Tom nodded, adjusted his dress, and headed up the trail. Behind him he could hear the gabble of the females, then the sound of quads starting up. They headed off to the side of the mountain.

He thought about following them, but realized what was ten miles for him on the mountain would likely be twenty miles on a path for quads.

He walked, and his penis was hard and jutting. He wanted to cum. He even though about masturbating, but decided not to. That would take energy, and he was going to need all his energy before the day was out.

He walked up the trail, and his gait was off. It wasn’t just because of  the shoes, but the magnificent boner he had been left with.

Still, a boner can only last so long. Within a mile he was limp again, thank God, and his gait became more normal.

As normal as a man in high heels can make it.

The ground started to rise up in a steeper slant. The sun was up now, and he was heating up a little.

Oddly, he smelled himself. Who would have thought that sex could make one have an aroma.

He stopped at a stream and squatted—this relieved his calves—and scooped water up and tried to scrub his armpits. It was brisk, but it was good. But after a while the inaction allowed his cock to rise. Damn, that fuck to a near climax had excited him!

He left the stream, rose up through a series of cutbacks, and came to another meadow. Another picnic table, and six grinning women.

“Here he comes!”

“What a swinging dick!”

“Hurry up, lover! My pussy is twitching!”

He came to a stop in front of the table, and the five women stood up. To the side, sitting on her quad, Amanda said, “Choose one.”

Tom’s heart was pounding. He was so damned horny.

“But don’t cum.”

Tom assumed he was going to have to fuck again, and he knew he wasn’t going to make it to the top of the mountain.

But the girls fooled him.

He chose the chubby one, saving the other really good looking one for later, when he might need extra inspiration.

“Sonny boy? Do you know how many dicks I had to suck to get to the top?”

Tom blinked. Wha…”

She took off her jacket and revealed a mammoth set of mammaries.

Tom gulped as he looked at the expanse of flesh. Her nipples were up, and she was smiling like a tiger right before he leaped on the rabbit.

Then undid her pants and lowered them. As she kicked them off sheShe smiled some more and lowered her pants…and a dick popped up.

Tom’s jaw dropped and all the women started laughing and slapping each other on the shoulders.

Then Tom saw it wasn’t a real dick; it was a strap on.

“I think he thought it was real,” murmured one of the ladies.

“Okay, honey. Suck me to a cum.”

Again the ladies spread a blanket on the table and he climbed up.

He wasn't going to fuck her though. He had to eat her.

In a way he was averse. But there was a piece of his mind that was stronger; that piece wanted to fuck, to debauch, to have so much sex his balls exploded.

Dally, he realized this was the effect of having screwed and been denied a cum.

Because it was expected, he mouthed the big dildo a few times. The women hooted and hollered and cheered him on, but he knew he was going to have to get rid of the dildo and get to the pie.

After a few minutes he knelt and lifted her and undid the strap on.

“Now we’re talking!” crowed the woman he was eating.

Tom had a clear path to her pussy now, but instead of diving in he asked, “What’s your name?”

“Oh, ho! So we’re going to be on a first name basis, are we?”

She didn’t give her name, but Amanda called out, “Her name is Sandy. Do her proud, Tom.”

Now Tom dove in.

Tom was an inveterate eater of pussy. He prided himself on his abilities, and now he had to use all those abilities.

He lapped, he sucked. He used his fingers a little, and his tongue a lot. He slapped his pink tongue against her pinker pussy.

It made him even hornier. To have been denied, and now to be so close to the object of his meat pole…it made him so horny it hurt.

Still, it took a while for Sandy to reach her orgasm.

She enjoyed every moment of his ministrations, but he was wiped out by the time she grunted and headed over the falls.

He pushed back on his arms, his face a mess, his lipstick smeared, and little tears had caused his mascara to run.

Sandy was still shaking from her orgasm, and the other girls were crowding around her, congratulating her.

Amanda touched Tom and he turned to her.

She wiped his face with a bit of cold cream and began repairing the ravages of sex to his face.

“How you doing, Tom?”

He nodded.

“Think you’ll make it?”

“I think so.”

“Good. Attitude is important, but I’m warning you…your remaining tests will be harder, and easier. Steel your mind to accept anything. Okay?”

He murmured, “Do you really care?”

She paused, eyed him, and, “Of course I do. And it’s not just I feel guilty for tricking you and getting you into this. Heck, that was just business. But…you’re a nice guy, Tom.”

By now Sandy was able to walk, and the five women headed for the quads.

“Hurry up, Amanda. We want to beat Tom to the next challenge.”

Amanda looked into Tom’s eyes. “Go for it, Tom. Beat them. Beat them and you’ll get a million dollars, and you’ll even get me a bonus.”

Then she leaned forward and gently touched her lips to his.

She walked away, and Tom turned up the trail.

Now he had another problem. His high heels were not built for the steepening trail, his boner was making it awkward to walk, and…he kept thinking of Amanda.

She was beautiful. He had been drawn to her in the bar. They had had a good time, and now…was she really on his side?

It almost felt like it was more than just a bonus.

But…but he had to put all thoughts out of his mind and keep climbing.

He was halfway to the mountain now, but the way was steeper.

He walked, lifting his aching feet and calves over small steps, navigating odd boulders strewn in the path.

His breasts were heavy, his nipples were raw, his feet ached.

He still had halfway to go, and he was hurting.

It was about noon now, and he forced himself on.

He drank from a stream, and forced himself to scoop water again to control his body odor.

The ham sandwich seemed a lifetime ago.

Still, he walked.

Two hours later he came to another clearing. This was just a wide spot in the trail, and there were no picnic tables. Just a couple of boulders and a couple of logs.

The ladies were sitting on their quads, waiting, chatting merrily, laughing, and they turned to watch him as he struggled the last few yards to them.

“Hey, here he is!”

“About time!”

“Come on, Tommy boy!”

Tom staggered to a stop. His shoulders were slumped, his breasts were hanging low.

The girl named Mon stepped up to him. “Raise your dress, girly man.”

Tom lifted his dress.

He was finally limp. His exertions had overcome his desire, at least physically.

She fit a tube over his cock, a ring over his package, and padlocked them together.

“You ever wear a chastity tube, Tom?”

He stared in wonder at his groin, leaning forward to see past his breasts. His dingus was trying to come alive in the prison. Sexual strivings stirred in his body. The fact of being unable had made him desperate to get hard.

He stared at Mona.

She was laughing silently. “Oh, Lord, the look…I wish I could feel what you’re feeling now.”

“Wha…what am I…”

“Nothing, Tom. Just keep on hiking. I think you’ll find it interesting.”

Interesting? It was more than interesting. His cock trying to get hard, pressing against the plastic of the cage. It was excruciating. It was horny to the nth. As he walked out of the clearing and up the trail his cock was trying to so hard to get hard he could hardly walk. His balance, already suffering because of his tits, was haywire.

Now the trek became impossible.

The thing between his legs rubbing, the horniness of it all, the sway of his tits; for Tom the game had become a contest for survival.

Each step was more difficult. Each breath more meaningful. Each moment an eternity of unbelievable desire.

His legs hurt. His feet hurt. His chest hurt.

The walk became a climb. He was forced to lift his legs, which felt like iron weights.

He climbed, breaking his nails, and cursing. He had played sports, he had run a marathon, but nothing was like this endless torture.

Still, he couldn’t give up. there was something about these women that spurred him on. He had to beat them. He had to…to prove that all men weren’t like…weren’t like what they thought men were like.

And what did they think of men?

They obviously loved them, but with serious serious considerations.

Love them, but make them suffer would be number one, of course.

He climbed, and just when he thought he could climb no more, the hill crested. He still had a couple of miles to go, but it was easier.

Unfortunately, along with this ‘easiness,’ he found a clearing and a picnic table.

“Come on, Tom!”

“Come on, Mr. Man!”

“You can do it!”

They hooted, they whistled, and they laughed.

Tom staggered up to the table.

“Almost there, Tom baby.”

He sank down on the picnic bench. He stretched his legs out to relieve his calves and thighs, and so he wouldn’t cramp up. He put his head down so he could rest his tits on the table top.

One of the women passed him a bottle of water.

He took it and drank greedily. He left no lipstick on the mouth of the bottle. He had worn his lipstick and some of his make up off.

“Well, Tom, you’re getting close. Some of the ladies think you might even make it.”

Amanda straightened him up, repaired his make up.

“Oh.”

“One of you girls want to fix his nails?”

Sandy repaired his fingernails, and Tom sat in a daze.

“About two miles to the top…and your final challenge.”

“Is there a challenge here?”

“Oh, yes. And it will make your final two miles quite memorable.”

“Oh.”

He really didn’t want to talk.

They finished with him, and told him to bend over the picnic table.

The world was blurry, and he was so tired, he just did what he was told. He bent over the picnic table and grabbed the edges with his hands.

The woman named Shiela lifted his dress. She felt his balls. “Pretty full. You know this might make him cum some.”

“Got to risk it. Besides they usually just drain a little at this point. There will be plenty left at the top.”

Tom had no idea what they were talking about, the Shiela spread his cheeks and pushed something into his butt.

“What!” Tom straightened up and felt his rear.

“Don’t move it, Tom. You have to make the hike, the last couple of miles, with a butt plug.”

“No! This is…you can’t…”

He would have pulled it out, but the women were holding his arms back.

Tom went through a dozen thoughts in a second.

He was gay. It hurt. It didn’t hurt. What was this going to do to his walk? Drain? And lots of other things.

He stopped struggling and the women let loose and stepped back.

“A butt plug,” he said, turning towards them. Just the act of turning was a turn on. The plug was rubbing against his prostate and it felt like he was going to pee.

“Try not to pee, Tom,” suggested Amanda. “You won’t pee, you’ll release sperm. It will feel like pee. Don’t pee.”

Tom nodded. It was so hard to think. And his cock was trying to wake up again. And his butt…his butt…

It was Charlotte who turned him and faced him towards the top of the mountain.

“I’m the last one, Tom. You get past me and it’s a million dollars. Can you do it?”

Tom stood, like a horse hit on the head with a log, and wondered: can I make it?

All he had to do was walk a couple of miles. Easy miles. Just a slope compared to what he had already walked.

He swallowed, his vision was blurry, and he nodded.

She slapped him on the ass, which made the butt plug wiggle inside and almost caused him to pee. “Go get it, tiger.”

Tom walked off, not quite on a straight line, and the ladies all followed him. There was no trail for the quads at this point, and they walked behind him.

Tom would always remembered that last couple of miles. It was easier, but he had been so beaten down that it was harder.

His spikes sunk into the earth and he had to shift his weight and pull.

His cock felt like it was going to burst inside the tube.

His chest swayed, unbalancing him at every step.

The plug in his heinie slid across his most sensitive nerves at every step.

Each step was an exciting torment of sexual desire.

Each step he felt like he was going to cum, and he felt like he was losing control of his body.

He wanted to pee.

He grabbed his cock at the base and squeezed.

Behind him, the girls were having the time of their lives.

“Only a mile more, Tommy boy!”

“He’s dripping! He’s going to pee it all out and lose!”

They made side bets among themselves.

He’ll get to the table, but won’t be able to go the last hundred yards.

He won’t get to the table.

His pecker won’t be of much use if he gets to the table.

And so on.

Tom stepped, and stepped. Forced his quivering muscles to work.

Then, in the distance, he saw the top of the mountain, and a hundred yards before the top was a small stand of trees with a picnic bench nestled in them.

It became obvious that he might actually make it to the picnic table, but the way he was wobbling and shaking…he probably wouldn’t make it to the top.

The girls were actually cheering him on now. Male or female, great effort draws appreciation.

He staggered the last ten yards, went to his knees, and fell across the picnic table.

The wood was rough and weathered, and the world wavered to Tom’s senses.

The ladies all sat on the other side of the bench and looked at Tom. They were grinning.

“Okay, Tom, here’s the deal. Women have to fuck their way to the top, and so do you. You want to win this…you’re going to have to let these women screw you.”

Amanda spoke as she pulled the plug out of him.

Tom groaned, and suddenly his ass felt empty.

Unbelievably, he missed his little friend.

“But, really, Tom, it comes down to choice. You can quit right now. No money, of course, and we will give you that chemical castration. It’ll only last a year, but.small price to pay to quit, eh? But if you want that million dollars, you have to fuck for it. So the question is…are you man enough to be a woman?”

On the other side of the table the five women grinned.

“Are you, Tom?”

“Can you do it?”

“We all did it.”

“It’s up to you.”

Tom lay there, exhausted, every muscle in his body quivering.

Could he do it”

Could he lay down and get fucked for a million dollars?

And he asked himself: how far are people willing to go?

How far was he willing to go?

He knew they were right, once he took it up the poop chute he was going to be changed.

He’d be a man…but he also wouldn’t be.

He would be changed. That’s why they had dressed him, built him up sexually. And yet…it was a choice they had all faced.

What was he willing to do?

He nodded. “Okay.”

The women stood up and began taking off their clothes. It was an orgy on a mountain top, and blouses and bras, panties and pants, all flew into the air.

Tom lay there, felt the rough wood grain under him, and the women lined up behind him.

He was so tired. But he could have fought. But he didn’t want to.

The truth was…they had made him curious. Could he do as they had done?

So he lay there, and one by one the women stepped up behind him. They greased up and took turns inserting.

For an hour Tom grunted under their weight, under the thrusts of their plastic dicks.

The sun shifted in the sky, and towards the end Amanda raised her voice and said, “Okay, he’s draining!”

He felt the semen coming out. They were right, it felt like he was peeing, but a little thicker, a little more sensation. He heard the splat of semen as it drained onto the ground under him.

And, when they were done, he couldn’t move.

He was totally fucked, and he slid off the edge of the table.

Amanda leaned down and whispered into his ear. “Come on, Tom. A hundred yards. Crawl if you must, but do it. The women bet against you, but now they’re on your side. You’ve shown them that a man can do anything a woman does. So show them. Crawl.

Tom moved his arms and legs. He dug in the tips of his heels and pushed. He clawed at the ground and ripped his fingernails. The pain was worse than anything. His boobs were dragged, the sensitive nipples screaming in agony. His dick was being hauled along, bits of sand and stone sliding into the tube and irritating his poor cock. But he crawled. and crawled, and it felt like forever, like it would never end, and then…it ended.

He was helped to his feet. He stood, held up by five women, and watched the most incredible sunset he had ever seen. Orange and gold, shards of red. Slowly sinking, and when it was dark they took him off the mountain.


Epilogue

SEVERAL MONTHS LATER!

Tom sat at the computer in the back of the restaurant. The same restaurant he had been in a year previous.

He sighed and shut down the computer and turned around just as Amanda entered the room and brought him a drink.

He sipped. “All closed up?”

“Yep. Have you gone through the applicants?” asked Amanda.

“Yep.

He and Amanda ran the restaurant, and they managed the ‘game’ that was played every couple months.

They were going to have to set up more games, for more women were finding out about them and wanting to partake.

And men were hearing about this terrible game where they had to get fucked near to death to win. And they wanted in.

What a crazy world. Men willing to risk castration just to experience a game of ultimate fucks. Women loving to be pursued in such vibrant manner.

Yet…it was what the world wanted.

END
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Here are the first two chapters from…

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!

[image: ]

Read it on kindle or paperback

OEBPS/image_rsrc12N.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc12R.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc12J.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc12S.jpg
A
complete
novel!





OEBPS/image_rsrc12U.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc12K.jpg
I CHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO A WOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!

GRACE MANSFIELD





OEBPS/image_rsrc12P.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc12T.jpg
s

I was Feminized and

Dominated!
And she looked like such a nice lady!

g






OEBPS/image_rsrc12M.jpg
Five
Sigzling

Stories!






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




