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Author’s Note

Anybody who doesn’t know what ladyboys are has been on another planet.

They are the most delicious creatures this side of a bed, and the ultimate in feminization.

They are considered a legitimate third sex in Thailand, and work not just in the sex trade, but as performers.

Tourists will always rave about the ladyboy productions they have seen.

So, this story is for the ladyboys!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“I don’t think you can keep up with me.”

Ben stared at Amy.

Amy was a babe. Slender but with curves in the right place. Breasts that were perky and pointy, an oval face framed by brunette locks, pale grey eyes that looked right through Ben.

He wanted to marry her, but she didn’t want him.

“That’s BS,” he responded.

Amy sighed. They were sitting in a restaurant, nibbling breakfast and thinking about how horny they were.

Amy stared at Ben. He was a catch. A bit on the slender side, but wiry. Dark brown hair and eyes, and a round face that was a bit feminine.

Feminine like she liked it.

And he was a catch. Smart, sexy, and almost horny enough for her.

“Look, Ben, the truth is I’m a woman that likes sex.”

“And you think I don’t? After the last month?”

Amy smiled, “It has been fun.”

“How many places have we done it?”

Amy was not loath to count and name the places.

“Every room in the house. Several times in the back seat. Five times at work when my boss went home.”

“Several times on the weekend. Before and after that concert.”

“In the library.”

“That was good. Everybody’s studying and you’re riding the big hog.”

“And it is big. But that’s not the point.”

“What is?”

“The point is that I’ve been holding back.”

Ben stared at here.

A girl too good to be true. Sexually compatible. As horny as a guy, and not afraid to sate those desires. But now she was claiming that they weren’t really sated.

“You think I can’t do it more?”

“I don’t.”

“Okay, the proof is in the pudding. Try me.”

Amy eyed him, buttered a muffin, sipped from her water with lemon.

“You sure?”

“Hey! If you can outdo me then I’ll slink off like a whipped dog. Tail between my legs. You won’t hear from me again. I’ll migrate to Siberia and live in a dog hut.”

Amy laughed. “Yeah, right.” Then she grew serious. “Look, Ben. I’ve held myself back for every man I’ve ever dates. I’m not a nymphomaniac, but I’m pretty close. You’re going to be knee deep in pussy. You’ll be servicing me several times a day. On one hand, I’m scared of what this could do to our relationship. On the other hand, I don’t want to marry somebody if we’re not compatible.”

“Okay,” he said confidently, feeling a spark of lust in his loins. “It’s game on, then.”

“Game on.”

It is believed that most men are always more sexually driven than most women. But the fact is that women are driven, and with modern times freeing them from societal restrictions, women are equal to men in sex drive.

And…more.

Ben and Amy walked out of the restaurant holding hands. It was only a couple of blocks to the beach, and they had intended to spend the morning there, walking and talking at the street fairs at Venice. Maybe a beer or two, and just enjoying life.

“How about in the alley?” Amy suggested, putting her hand in his pocket.

Ben was wearing loose shorts and she slipped her hand over and tickled his fancy.

Ben just grinned and aimed for the alley.

It was about fifty yards long, just a walkway, really, but within ten feet of the beach end was a dumpster.

He pulled her into the space, pushed the dumpster out a couple of feet, and she heard the sound of his zipper.

She grinned, and he hoisted her up and down.

They stood there a for a moment, enjoying the feeling of being connected. Well, he stood, she sat, then she began to move.

Ben watched over the lid of the dumpster and humped her against a cinder block wall at the side.

They listened to the sound of people walking on the cement walkway where the street fair was held. Conversations about buying cheap tee shirts and sandals.

Once they heard a loud fart and they stopped, leaned into each other and giggled.

Then they continued, and summated, and Ben put Amy down.

Amy reached into her wrist purse and took out a liner. She scrunched over a bit and slid it into her panties. “Men are so messy,” she said with a grin.

“It’s our revenge.”

Revenge for what?” she asked as he led her out to the walkway.

“For not giving us enough sex.”

“O ho! You’re going to be that way, eh?”

He shrugged. He felt very alive.

They exited the little alley and sauntered through the morning crowds. They went in and out of the little booths. They examined cheap jewelry and she bought a sweat shirt for him. It was maroon with the slogan ‘I’m with stupid,’ and an arrow that pointed down.

He laughed. “I don’t know if I can wear that.”

“What if I refused you sex unless you wore it?”

“Should I put it on now?”

She laughed, and pulled him towards the bathrooms.

The bathrooms were cinder block, painted brown, and had locks on them.

She looked at him.

He looked at her and smiled.

“Are you ready?”

“Oh, yes.”

They entered a bathroom together, she looked around but he just followed her, and they locked the door.

It was quiet in the bathroom. There was water and sand on the cement floor, and the toilet was made of stainless steel.

Amy was already pulling up her dress and lowering her panties.

Ben was ready for her.

She put her hands on the lip of the toilet, her hair hung over her face, and she felt him fumbling behind her.

She was already moist from a half hour before, and he slipped right in.

It took her breath away, and she ground back.

He smiled. Again, the sound of people.

Doors closing. Somebody trying their door.

“I saw them go in, mommy!”

They snickered, and he rumped her mercilessly, until she gasped, shivered and shook, and was done.

He hadn’t loosed his juice, but that was okay with him. He enjoyed being horny, and this was definitely going to make him horny.

She took out another liner.

“How many you got in there?” he asked.

“Enough. If you’re man enough.”

“If you’re woman enough,” he threw back.

They opened the door and bright sunlight burst through the door. A ten year old looked up at them. She was skinny, pre-puberty, and had a snotty look on her face.

“Why were you in there together?”

They ignored her, walked past a mother with a scrunched and accusing face, and laughed as they went around the building to the basketball courts.

They watched the basketball players for a while, and it was exciting. Venice Beach, Muscle Beach, actually, drew big, strong basketball players from miles around. These were top notch players. Players whose careers ended with college, who were just a shade not good enough for the bigs, but still wanted to play against good players.

From there they watched a guy dismounting the rings. He jumped up, grabbed the rings, and swung until he had a long, long journey, then he let go, did a somersault in the air, and landed on his feet. Every flip was a 10.

“You ready?” she asked him.

“Of course,” he answered.

They walked down the fair hand in hand, looking for places to screw at, but now it was getting crowded. They considered a book store, but a hawk-eyed, old biddie glared at them.

They went out on the beach and headed for the water.

“You want a salt water fuck?”

“I guess so,” she said dubiously. “Will the salt sting my pussy?”

“Now who’s chicken?”

She couldn’t let a dare like that pass her up, so they took off their shoes and socks and his shirt and they walked into the ocean.

They were up tot heir waists, and the war was a little chilly, but they needed to go further out of they were going to do it.

They were up to his chest, and her boobs, and it was deep enough.

She faced the beach, pulled her dress up down the panties, and he simply moved in behind her.

She poked her butt back, and she accepted him.

They swayed back and forth, chuckling because people were staring at them.

“They’re jealous,” he said.

“I want that stud by the tree.”

“Are you trying to make me jealous?”

“Is it working?”

“I want that MILF with the boobs.”

“Good Lord? You’d take an older woman?”

“All women get older, I might as well get started right now.”

She groaned and pushed back at him.

She turned her head and they kissed.

Then he held her, they watched the beach, a surfer paddled out twenty yards to the right, and he asked, “Aren’t you scared a fish will swim up your…you know?”

“Shark!” she whispered. She was having trouble talking.

“That’s no shark,” he nibbled on her ear.

“Can you cum?” she asked, gasping.

“Not yet.”

“Too…too…bad!” She grunted, and he had to hold her up. She would have fallen right off his dick and drowned.

Finally, she recovered, found her footing, and they walked back to the sand. Her legs were weak, and he had a boner problem.

“Hold on a second,” she said. “Let the water wash me. I won’t need a pad.”

He waited, and she watched him with one of those secretive smiles.

“What?”

“You haven’t squirted but once.”

“Yeah, but it’s good. I like being in love.”

“You like being in lust. When are you going to shoot the juice?”

“When I can.”

“I like you hard. I like you being ready to service me whenever I want.”

“Well, don’t get used to it. “I’m on the edge now. Another time or two and…” he smiled.

“Ooh, on the edge. This is working out better than I thought.”

A few minutes later they were wading up to the sand.

Ben had a lump in his wet pants, but it wasn’t too noticeable. He tied his tee shirt around his waist to help disguise his ‘problem.’

Amy’s dress was wet, and so was her boy beater. Her nipples were poking through the thin materials, and she enjoyed the way they were rubbed and stayed hard.

The day was now pretty warm, and they knew they would be dry soon.

They wandered for a while, watched the muscleheads lifting at the Muscle Beach building, the one that was shaped like a pair giant barbells, then headed for their car.

And a fuck.

Now Amy was feeling it. Her pussy was a bit sore, and it was probably because of the salt water.

Still, Ben drove, and they found an alley that looked pretty deserted and she sat on his lap.

“Oh, God,” she whispered. “I love it, but it hurts.”

“Well, don’t hurt until I unload.”

But she couldn’t. It hurt too much, and she finally pulled off him.

His peeny was thick and swollen. the veins stood out and he said, “God! I’m really on the edge! Just another half minute.”

“I’m sorry, honey, but…I just can’t!”

“I know.” He was disappointed.

“But when we get home I’ll take care of you.”

“Really?” he grinned.

“Of course. “I started this, and I’m not going to let you down.

So they headed for their house, but when they pulled into the driveway Amy wasn’t feeling well at all.

She got out of the car, scrunched a little, and headed for the front door.

Ben frowned and followed her.

She was in the bathroom, worshipping at the porcelain throne.

“Ra-a-alph!” she blurted, losing part of the sub she had eaten on the way home.

“Ra-a-a-alph!”

He knelt next to her and held her hair out of the way.

“Honey, I’m sorry for you.”

Amy nodded, wiped her mouth, and looked truly miserable.

Finally, she was empty.

She didn’t feel well enough to take a shower, so Ben just used a washcloth and cleaned her up. Then he helped her get undressed and put her to bed.

That afternoon he worried. He loved her so much.

And it didn’t help that he was extra horny. God, just a little more in and out and he would be okay.

But it wasn’t Amy’s fault. She had been a rocket all morning. Then…he frowned.

He went to the computer and googled a simple question. ‘Is it harmful to screw in salt water.’

Oh, shit! He stared at the screen.

Saltwater was sort of an anti-lubricant. Letting saltwater into the vagina dried it out, and it was then prone to small ‘cuts.’ These lacerations could easily become infected.

He knew what had happened to Amy. She had become infected by their tryst in the ocean, and she was really having a bad reaction.

He left the computer room and peeked in on her.

She was sleeping soundly, all curled up and comfy. He closed the door and left her alone.

And went back to the computer.

And porn.

God, he was horny.

But…he felt guilty.

All the talk of who could come the most…he actually had a guilt trip going on about jacking off.

It just didn’t seem fair!

If they were trying to get each other off then him getting himself off with Madam Palm and her five daughters just wasn’t right!

Still, it woudn’t hurt to do a little surfing, enjoy the sights.

If he could restrain himself.

But, could he?”

Sitting in front of the monitor, about to call up all his girlfriends, he wondered.

Could he just look and not squirt?

He knew he wouldn’t feel guilty then. In fact, he’d probably feel proud, being able to resist temptation.

And it would be like he was being true to Amy.

Smiling, he went for a bourbon and Coke and returned to the computer.

He started with visits to the old standards: Julia Ann, Brandi, Richelle. Then he slipped over to a newbie, Billi Bardot, and played with his nipples while she moved that sexy red mouth and proudly displayed those awesome breasts.

God, he was turned on. He wasn’t even stroking, but he felt close.

He wondered if it was possible to ejaculate without stroking.

Probably.

Wouldn’t that be cool?

If he could do that he could brag about it, and he wouldn’t be guilty of masturbating, and…he decided to try it.

The afternoon went slowly. Amy slept, and he put his dick in a toilet paper holder to keep his hand off it.

He sought out a couple of red lipped lovelies, Shalina and Liza Virgin, and he could feel the pressure rising.

But he was wasn’t ready to spontaneously squirt when Amy poked her head into the room.

“Hey, babe?” she looked sleepy, and a bit miserable. “You getting porned up?”

“A little,” he admitted. “I was wondering if I could squirt without touching myself.”

“Oh, that would be fun,” but her voice revealed she wasn’t having fun. “I think you…you should…oh, fuck!”

She ran for the bathroom again.

Ben followed her in quickly, and again held her hair.

“Ra-a-a-alph!”

She was dry heaving, nothing left.

“Try to breath,” he suggested. “Relax. Nothing’s coming up.”

She nodded, “I’m try…Ra-a-alph!”

For a half hour she knelt at the throne, her stomach rippling and trying to throw up what wasn’t in it.

Ben stayed at her side, got a damp wash clothe and cleaned her off.

“Do you think we should see a doctor?”

“No,” she shook her head. Tears  were falling from her eyes.

“Okay, but if you’re still feeling bad tomorrow…”

“Tomorrow,” she nodded. “Ra-a-a-alph!”

Finally, she went in and lay on the couch.

She didn’t want to sleep, she just wanted to lie there and listen to the TV. She held the remote, and after a while, when it looked like she was dozing, Ben got up and went back to the computer.

Ladyboys. Men who liked anal fisting.

BDSM.

House of Gordie.

He had another drink, and just sat back and refused to touch himself.

But, Lord, did he want to!

After an hour he was feeling a little tired, and he drifted off. In spite of his boner, he slid into dreamland.

The sounds of people taking fists up the heinie were in the background, and he had a dream.

Amy was behind him. “You want to play, eh?” She was grinning, and he stared down at the big tool between her legs.

“Are you…are you a shemale?”

“I’m a futanari,” she said proudly, “and we need to talk.”

“Talk about what?”

He was backing up on a bed, pushing with his arms and legs, trying to get away, but the bed was so-o-o long.

“I need sex, and you need to give it to me.”

“But…you’ve got a dick now!”

“That’s okay. You’ve got a hole!”

He looked down between his legs. Oh, my God! She was right! His penis and balls were gone, and all that was left was a moist looking slit!

She crawled on the bed after him.

He backed away.

She pursued, boobs swaying as she crawled, bigger than he remembered, and he kept catching glimpses of her member, swaying between her legs.

“I don’t think…I don’t think…”

“Don’t think,” she whispered, getting closer, closer. “Don’t think, just lay back and let me love you.”

Now she was really close, grabbing his legs and pulling herself up, wedging her body between his legs, gripping that big thing with her hand and aiming it, her breasts enormous…and…and…

He blinked.

Awake.

What the fuck was that dream?

He felt like shit. The combination of staying up late, of watching over Amy, of…of not coming? Whatever, he didn’t feel all that hot.

He looked at the computer and stood up. It was still playing porn, and he turned it off. He walked into the living room.

Amy was sitting, curled up at the end of the couch, and shivering.

“Honey!” he rushed to her.

“I think I’m in trouble,” she whispered.

Now terrified, Ben picked up his cell and dialed 911.

Amy’s doctor was female, which was good for Amy, as they were talking about female things.

Bad for Ben, because he was embarrassed.

They talked about female parts, then, through intensive questioning, Amy admitted they had made love in the ocean. She didn’t bother adding that they had done it in a bathroom and behind a dumpster. But she sort of knew that the damage to her pussy had happened in the ocean, that’s where she first felt pain.

“So it’s just an infection,” he finally blurted.

The doctor smiled wanly, “Yes, but it’s the mother of all infections. The only thing I can think of is that they dump a lot of sewage into the ocean in Mexico, and all that bacteria just washed up the coast to good, old Cali-for-ni-ay.”

Ben glanced at Amy and she had a twist of humor on her mouth. He knew what she was thinking. ‘You put your dick into a sewage pit.’

Gross, but Amy had a gross side to her. She was one of these people—idiots, Ben liked to call them—who opened their mouth to show unchewed food. And she absolutely loved to fart and gross him out.

“I’ve given you a super shot of antibiotics, and it should handle it, but I want to keep you 24 and make sure. Also, you’ll be on antibiotics for a while.”

“How long a while?” Amy asked.

“Depends on how well you respond. You’re not out of the woods by a long shot.” Then she turned to Ben: “It goes without saying that sexual activity is out of the question.”

Ben turned red, but managed to mutter, “How long?”

“Until I say. We need to give Amy complete rest, and that means no sexual activity. Understand?”

He nodded.

Shortly after that the doctor left and Ben and Amy were alone. Amy lay in the bed, propped up against a pillow, and Ben sat in a chair next to the bed.

Amy looked at Ben, and the old sparkle was back in her eyes. “Oh, poor Ben. No fuckee fuck.”

“And we were playing that stupid game of how many screws we could do.”

“And I got off a lot, so I’m good. But how’s that boner in your panties?”

“Panties,” he snorted. “My boner is just fine, thank you.”

“Well, it won’t be after a couple of months of doing without.”

“A couple of months?”

“Well, at least a month, but she was pretty open ended in her time frame.”

“Oh, crappola!” Then he grinned. “Madam Palm and her five daughters.”

“No! You don’t!”

“Why not?” He was surprised at how quickly and viciously she stomped on the idea of masturbation.

She grinned. “Because I don’t want you to. If I can’t do it…then you can’t do it.”

“But why not?”

“Because it’ll be fun!”

“Says the girl who already got her rocks off. Do you know how hurting I am? The boner in my ‘panties’ is screaming for relief.”

“And you are not to get it.”

“But, why?”

He was begging out of desperation. It was odd, he could have just gone home and choked the chicken, but he didn’t even think about that.

She leaned slightly towards him, groaned with a bit of pain—she was up on dopey drugs, but it still hurt a bit. “Because I like the idea of you being true to me. You shooting your squirt all over the place is like…like cheating on me.”

“But—“

“Come on, Ben. It’ll be fun. You’ll be so horny and your balls will turn all blue—do they really turn blue?—and it will be fun. Come on, agree. No squirting until you get to come in me. Agree.” She squeezed his hand hard.

He sighed, he looked around, he wished there was rescue from this nutty idea, then he nodded.

“But if I go without…you’ll marry me.”

There it was. Moment of truth.

Amy studied him. She liked him. She was pretty sure she loved him, but…she didn’t want to get married.

“I’ll marry you on the day we make love again, but…”

“Yes?” His eyes were glittering with joy.

“…but I’m in charge of sex.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means we do it when I want, no complaints. Or we don’t do it. And if I want to play stupid games…you have to play.”

He didn’t think about it, but he should have. After all, she liked to screw in weird places, and explore positions, and her favorite porn channel was kink(dot)com.

But he didn’t think, and he nodded happily, and thought the world was his oyster, even though he had never seen an oyster and didn’t know what they tasted like.

Amy stayed overnight and all the tests were positive, so she was discharged the next afternoon.

She still had a bit of dope in her, her pussy had really taken a beating, so she was happy enough.

She got dressed, took a wheelchair out to the curb, and Ben took her home.

At home she lay on the sofa and giggled and demanded chocolates and soap operas. And for Ben to wait on her hand and foot.

He was happy enough to do that.

Then the happy juice wore off and the dull grind of pain in the pussy started up.

“Oh, fuck,” she whimpered.

“Honey, I’m sorry, what can I do for you?”

“You know the terrible thing?” Amy said when a particular nasty spasm of pain had passed.

“What?”

“I want you to lick me.”

But, of course, he couldn't do that.

He wanted to, he was horny enough, but…no sex, and a bout of cunnilingus would have led to fellatio would have led to fingers and penis and…it was against the doctor’s orders.

Finally, she slept, and it was a good sleep, and Ben wandered into the computer room.

When he opened the computer room the windows he had had open were still open, and he grinned.

Ladyboys. He liked those soft, female faces, and for them to have peeny’s…it was like looking at Futanari’s.

So he surfed, and had a bourbon and cock, and stroked, and cursed the fact that he had agreed not to cum.

“O ho!” Amy blurted.

Ben jerked. He hadn’t heard her enter the room.

She came to his shoulder and watched the activity with interest. “I was hearing this kind of thing the other night. I think I even dreamed some of it. Is this what you want?”

“No! It’s just…interesting.”

“It must be. Your dingus is drooling.”

He looked down at his lap. He had a puddle of precum in his pubic hairs.

“Hey! I’m just horny because of what we were doing before…you know?”

“I know. But I don’t think so.”

“What do you mean.”

She sat in the chair next to his. He swiveled to face her, and she said, with the broadest grin he had ever seen, “I think you’ve got deep rooted sexual problems.”

She was laughing, enjoying, and he blushed. “It’s just porn. I watch all sorts of things. Didn’t you have a month where you were watching horror porn?”

“Different.”

She pursed her lips, then said, “Ben, I’m in charge.”

“Oh, fuck,” he whispered. Just what he was afraid of. She was in charge, and she was wicked. Wicked funny, but wicked.

“Come on, Amy.”

“I think I’ll call the doctor and see what it would take for you to be made into a lady boy.”

“What?”

“You’re slender enough, we could get you a pair of boobs—you’d like some big, old implants, wouldn’t you? And, hmmm. We need to think about what we’re going to do with your cock and balls.”

“You’re going to leave them alone.”

She put a hand in his lap and held Mr. Happy.

“Be careful, he warned. “I’m on a hair trigger.”

She gave him a hard squeeze and he groaned. “You start to squirt and I’ll stop it. Now, let’s talk about your upcoming sex change.”

The problem was that he thought she was joking, especially about something like this, but with Amy he could never be sure.

“The marriage is off,” he tried. But just saying that made his heart hurt. God, he loved her.

“No, it’s not. In fact, this makes me want to marry you all the more. Just thinking about you all feminized is making me feel good down there.”

“But—“

“Do you understand? I’m in dreadful pain, but thinking of you all changed is relieving me of all pain. Your sex change is curing me.”

“It is not!”

`”Then how do you explain how good this conversation is making me feel?”

He whispered, “Are you…a lesbian?”

“I could be. If you were a girl I would be.”

“No.”

“Yes.”

And Ben was starting to think that she wasn’t fooling.

Then she made him know she wasn’t fooling.

“Ben, I can’t wear panties for a while. It hurts too much. So I’m going to just hang around and let it all hang out. You’re going to get to look at my pussy all you want…but you can’t touch it.”

“Yeah, I know.” He felt like a shoe was dropping on him.

“However, I have a wonderful drawer full of panties, and we need to use them.”

“Huh?”

“Yes. After all, use it or lose it, and I don’t want to get all better and find out that my panties don’t work any more.”

“That’s ridiculous! Your panties aren’t going to become ‘unusable’ just because you don’t wear them for a while!”

“Oh, yes. They will. My mother told me that, and my mother never lies.”

“Your mother never told you that!”

“Are you calling my mother a liar?”

Her hand was closing on him, slowly, harder, he was losing the argument.

“So I want you to go in and get a pair of my panties. I want you to wear them around the house.”

“No!”

“I’m in charge.”

He muttered, he complained, but in the end he asked, “For how long?”

“Until I tell you to take them off. Nothing but panties.”

“Honey, this is silly. Didn’t the doctor give you some pain pills? Some Vicodin? I think you better pop a pill and relax. I’ll even go buy you some more chocolates.”

“Ben, you’ll buy me more chocolates anyway. And when you do, when you walk through the supermarket you’ll be wearing my panties. All stretchy and pink, your dick and balls having a hard time staying in them.

“Honey, you can’t make me do this!”

“Do you want me to get better?”

“Yes! But that has nothing to do with—“

“Then you will do what I say.”

“But—“

“Do you want to get married?”

He went silent. He started to open his mouth to speak, but closed it.

She watched him.

And he caved in. Gave way. Bent his head and nodded.

Amy smiled, relaxed her grip, gave him a stroke, and said, “Go now. And come back and show me. God, this is getting me wet!”

Ben stood up, grumbled, and left the room.


Part Two

Ben wore panties, and he looked cute.

His body was the right size and shape, and he had found a pair of panties on line that had a slightly larger pouch. It was actually sort of comfortable to be all snugged up like that.

Amy, of course, loved it.

She loved to see him walking around the house clad only in panties.

She loved to see him tuck himself in, then pull on a pair of pants so he could go outside.

She couldn’t keep her hands off him.

She fondled him, held his pouch in her hand, kissed him passionately, played with his nipples, but refused to let him cum.

“Oh, honey!” he would beg.

But she would just love him lightly, and hold him, and watch the desperation in his eyes.

“You’re cruel,” he said at one point.

“I know,” she giggled.

And it was all too good to last.

A week after her hospital visit, him accoutered in panties, them sitting on the couch and watching Fifty Shades, she whispered into his ear, “Bra.”

He shuddered, turned to her, and hoped she wasn’t serious.

She was serious, and she followed up with, “Now.”

For an hour they sat on the couch, arguing, but it was a one way argument. He begged, and she was adamant.

He whined and whimpered, she held his package and insisted.

He cried that she was making him less than a man.

She smiled and countered with, “I’m making you more than a man!”

In the end he went into her drawer and got out a bra. He had never worn such a thing, and he couldn’t figure out how to put it on.

He turned it this way and that, got the cups backwards, and finally managed to get it clasped in the back.

When he went into the living room Amy snickered. “Come here, turn around.” She adjusted the straps, straightened out the clasps, and pushed him away. “Now you look good,” she said.

He felt…horny. He never would have believed it. The panties didn’t do anything for him, but the bra turned him on.

“The only problem is you need to fill your cups.”

“I’m not going to get implants.”

“Want to get married?”

“I don’t know,” he sulked.

But she was ready for that. She cuddled with him all night, played with him till he dripped like a faucet, kissed him and his nipples and brushed his hair and told him how pretty he was.

“Just like a real ladyboy,” she said. “I can’t wait to put a little make up on you, brush your hair out, you’re so beautiful.”

Oddly, even as his cheeks burned, it made him feel good.

At the end of a month Amy was due to see the doctor again. Ben drove her and they sat in an exam room and the doctor entered with a file and a smile.

“You’re coming along, Amy, but I would give it another month on no sexual activity.”

“Really,” blurted Ben.

The doctor grinned. “Sorry, Ben.” she didn’t look that sorry.

They talked over Amy’s case for a while, then, before they left, Amy asked, “Doc? Do you do breast implants.”

Ben turned crimson. She wasn’t…she wasn’t…she was!

“I do. Are you considering enhancement?”

“Well, not really.”

The doctor tilted her head in puzzlement.

“Ben is.”

Ben choked up. He wanted to protest. He wanted to jump up and run out.

“Ben, eh? Well, from a glance, he would be a good candidate, but we would need to do a vacation procedure first. Those are temporary boobs so he can see how he likes them.”

“Doc—“ began Ben.

“It’s okay, Ben. I see that you’re embarrassed, but a lot of trans men want to get enhancement. Relax, and let me take some measurements.”

Ben was caught. He wanted to say ‘no,’ but Amy held his hand and glared at him in a fixed way.

Marriage.

Was he really going to have to go through this to get her to marry him?

The doctor took out a tape and began measuring him.

“Your chest is the perfect size, good fat to muscle ratio, but we will have to give you large breasts.”

Amy gave a little gasp of pleasure, and asked, “How come bigger?”

“Male chests are just a little wider. If we put regular sizes in him they would look small, and a little silly. No, he’s going to have to have large boobs, and in the end I would recommend Chyna 2000s.”

“Chyna 2000s?” Ben asked, bewildered.

“She was a wrestler. Very famous as a ‘wonder of the world.’ Beautiful woman.”

“So how do we go about getting these vacation boobs?”

“I can do the procedure here.”

“Now?”

“If you wish. I was supposed to go to a dinner, but I’d really rather do something like this.”

Ben: “I don’t think—“

“Shush, Ben.” To the doctor: “Ben has been wanting to be a ladyboy for the longest time. I think we’ll take the vacation boobs today.”

Ben opened his mouth, but he was stunned, and when the doctor left the room to check to make sure she had all the necessary tools, she gripped him by the arm and growled into his face.

“Ben. Stop your whining. You want this. I want this. And I don’t want you carrying on. Got it?”

Ben stood, ready to cry, but didn’t say anything.

The doctor returned and said, “We’re good to go. Hop up on the table.”

With a look from Amy, Ben climbed onto the exam table.

“Take off your shirt and lay back.”

Now Ben was trembling. He was scared…but something else was happening, too.

In his mind he kept saying he didn’t want boobs, but Amy had nailed him.

There was a part of him that was fascinated. There was a part of him that wanted it.

It was a small part, but Amy was overpowering him, and he and she wanting him boobs was greater than him not wanting boobs.

He lay back and tried not to shiver.

The thin paper on the exam table was cold, and he couldn’t believe it…his penis was hard!

The doctor told Amy to have a seat, and went to work. She made marks on his chest, circling the nipples. She asked Amy, “Do you want the nipples to be hard all the time?”

“Oh, yes.”

Ben noted that the doctor was looking to Amy for decisions, and not questioning him at all. It was humiliating, but…he didn’t really want to talk, anyway.

She began injecting a solution into the marks around his nipples. She took her time, letting him know what she was doing.

By raising his head slightly he watched as his pectorals grew larger, then began taking on a more rounder shape.

“If you don’t like these, or if you want the implants bigger or smaller, you can let me know. They’ll shrink in a month, and we can put the regular implants in at that time.”

He felt the pressure as the needle emptied its contents into his chest.

Amy was sitting for a while, but she eventually stood up and watched. It was utterly amazing to watch boobs grow. It was like a crash course in puberty, but without all the bad side effects.

For an hour the doctor worked. Sometimes she talked, but mostly she just estimated, measured, and Ben’s tits grew larger and larger.

By the end he didn’t have to raise his head to see them. He just lowered his eyes and saw the monstrous mounds sitting on his chest.

Finally, the doctor was done. She slipped off her latex gloves and said, “I’ll get you a bra. It’s a sturdy milking bra, big enough for you, and you can look into getting your own bras on your own.”

Gently, she helped Ben sit up.

He looked down.

He had footballs on his chest.

Well, they looked like footballs to him. In realize they were only as big as coconuts.

And the nipples, they were swollen and distended.

“Okay, Ben. I’m giving you some antibiotics, and three pills for pain. I want you to get plenty of rest, and drinks lots of water. Three days, and if you have no soreness, you’re good to go.”

Amy thanked the doctor profusely, to which the doctor just smiled and admitted that she loved doing these types of operations. Then she added, “What were you planning to do about his penis?”

“What about my penis?” Ben blurted.

“You can’t go around erect all the time.”

The doctor looked at Amy.

“What do you suggest?”

“A simple shot and he could be, uh…soft.”

“Are you talking about me?”

“How long?”

“A month. I could do three or six or even a year, but most people want to try it out before they decide on longer terms.

“No,” said Ben, and they both looked at him. It was in his eyes. Overload. Too much.

Amy sighed. “We’ll wait.”

“Okay. If you change your mind then just give a call. It’s just an office visit. The government pays for such things.”

Amy thanked the doctor, then put her arm around Ben’s waist and walked him out of the office.

Ben had been wearing training bras for a couple of weeks now, so that was no big deal—even though the bra was larger and carried a lot more weight.

What was a big deal was his perceptions. He felt like his boobs were entering a room a minute before he did.

He felt like everybody was staring at him, which they were.

Most of all, he felt like he was out of his body, dazed and spinning and wondering what the fuck was going on.

Amy smiled as she realized how dazed he was, and she put him in the passenger seat and took over the driving.

She hummed as she drove home, and kept looking over at his chest.

Some people think boob surgery is an in and out thing, no big deal. They have no idea.

Ben staggered up the walk towards the front door. His whole sense of balance was off.

Also, the bra was rubbing his nipples, and…it felt good.

It felt so good he wanted to rip off the bra and jack off his nipples. If there was such a thing as jacking off nipples.

He opened the door, rushed to the sofa and lay down and groaned.

Amy entered, closed the door, and put her back to the door.

“Well,” she said, eyeing Ben like he was a steak and she was a carnivore.

“Well, what?” he moaned.

She crossed the room, trying not to look like the predator she was. She sat down next to him, leaned over, and sucked face.

She couldn’t stop, she was out of control. She held his face and munched on his lips. She felt his boner, which was about as bony as a boner could get.

She ran her fingers through his hair and said, “I think I’m going to squirt.”

“No sex!” he said wildly. “The doctor said no sex for…for a while!”

“This isn’t sex,” she said, pushing him back, crawling on him, feeling his boobs gently. “This is spontaneous combustion.”

For long minutes and she kissed him, made out with him, squeezed his gonads, then she abruptly sat up and straightened out her dress. “I cant’ do this.”

“What? Do what?” Ben looked around wildly.

“No sex for you. Not yet. Not until you’re done.”

“Done? What’s done?”

“And I can’t have sex anyway. At least, not for a while.”

“But you could let me masturbate! Or maybe give me a blow job!”

“No, no. That would let off the pressure. I need you stoked if we’re going to do this.”

“Do what?”

Ben was officially crazy now. He wanted sex. Bad. Now.

He was horny, and now these things on his chest, they were making him even hornier.

“As a matter of fact,” she said, “We need to take precautions.”

Ben sat, almost crying, looking around the room wildly. “What precautions?”

She pushed him back, sat on him, put her hands on his chest and said, “Honey? You need to wear a chastity tube.”

“What?” His voice was a near screech.

“You don’t want to get a shot, and we do need to get you to keep a…lower profile.”

“My profile is fine.”

“It won’t be when you wear nice clothes.”

He stopped talking and stared at her. Nice clothes. She meant dresses.

“Speaking of which, we should probably go play for a while.”

“Play?”

“Play dress up.”

But Ben needed time. He was on edge, and he didn’t want to do anything.

They spent the day watching TV, and Ben went out and swam in the pool, and couldn’t believe it when his boobs floated on the surface.

It felt so odd.

He looked so weird.

He was…flamboozled.

And she didn’t push it.

She just treated him with kid gloves, fed him dinner, gave him a drink, and couldn’t keep her hands off him.

He didn’t mind her not keeping her hands off him. He wanted human touch. He wanted compassionate fleshy sensation.

And they went to sleep.

He tossed and turned for a while, then slipped off to a deep sleep.

And Amy plotted, imagined, fantasized.

Ben was coming along, she loved him, she just wanted to keep going.

Ben woke up, and felt his chest laying a bit sideways. He hadn’t worn a bra to bed, but he got up and put one on quickly. That was a lot of weight to be heaving around.

“Okay, honey, it’s time to try on some clothes.”

“I don’t want to.”

“You’ve had a good night’s sleep, and it’s time to get over it. Now just sit there.”

He sat on the edge of the bed and she got out a peignoir.

He looked at it like it was a snake that would bite him. But he didn’t protest—well, maybe a little—when she put it on him.

“Now, let’s go have some breakfast.

She fixed some pancakes and they loaded them with butter and syrup and dug in. She watched him as he ate.

He moved his hand daintily.

“You need fingernails.”

He shook his head.

“And I really need to do something with your hair.”

He shook his head.

She reached over and placed her hand on his, and squeezed, hard. “You will, or I will bitchslap you!”

“You’ll bitch…”

“We went to all this trouble and now you’re playing hard to get? Grow up, honey. This is your dream. Do you know how many men would love to be in your place?”

He thought about it as he ate, and he had to admit there was truth in the statement.

She had made him use Nair a week previously, so he didn’t need that. He did need fingernails, however, and badly. His fingers were long and slender, but he tended to bite his nails.

She sat him down at the dining room and prepared his nails, then selected some sharp fakes.

“Careful when you wipe your butt,” she said dryly as she glued them on.

“Not funny.”

“Oh, shut up. I know it’s a shock, but you better put your good mood on.”

“Or what?”

“Or I’ll take you back to the doctor and have her shrink your little weeny.”

“It’s not little!”

“Not yet,” she grinned at him.

He studied his nails as she did them, and thought about what she had said.

Could he live with a shrunken weenie?

“I don’t think you realize how important a hard cock is to a man.”

“Probably not. But you should at least try it. A soft cock, I mean. It would make you softer, as a person. Men with small cocks are almost always quieter and kinder.”

“And you know this how?”

“By experience, honey. I went through a lot of men before I found you.”

“You find a guy with a big dick and you want to shrink it.”

“Yep.” But she wondered at herself…but didn’t change her mind. She wanted him to try the ‘go limp’ shot.

When she was done she sat at his feet and painted his toenails red. When she was done he stood up, and his weenie was harder than ever.

This feminization stuff was really taking him to town.

“Okay, let’s go through my underwear and see what fits you. Probably not much, at least not top side, but maybe there’s an item or two you can use.

Actually, there were a couple of things. One was a corset, he loved the way it pinched his waist, and the other was a bra. Actually, a half bra. It made his breasts bulge, and his nipples poked over the edge, and…he loved to feel his big nipples in the air.

She put him in the corset and bra, then rolled up some nylons. He looked sleek, and his figure was more feminine than hers. The corset narrowed his waist which made his boobs bulge even more, and his legs went all the way down. Or up, depending on your viewpoint.

She got out outfits from her closet and began having him try them on. As he slipped in and out of dresses, blouses, skirts, and whatnot, she said, “I was doing some research the other night, while you were sleeping.”

“Yeah?”

“Yes. Did you know that in Thailand ladyboys are considered an honorable third sex?”

“They are?”

“Oh, yes. While there is a big sex trade, they are also performers. Sometimes world renowned.”

He grunted, but his mind was working.

“So we need to get you some ballet lessons, or something, and you need to become a Buddhist.”

“What? Why would I need to take up religion?”

“Because Buddhist, in Thailand, believe that transgender people are a legitimate third sex.”

“No!”

“Yep. They believe that transgenders are making up for transgressions in earlier lives.”

Ben was silent at that. It was a lot to think about. finally, he blurted, “So what’d I do last lifetime? Kill a king or something?”

“I don’t know. Maybe step on an ant? The Buddhists are pretty open on that kind of stuff. And I think we’ve got a couple of dresses for you.”

She had picked out two dresses, a pair of culottes and two blouses. The blouses were a bit flimsy, but they sure were pretty.

“Okay, let’s get dressed, I’ll do your make up, and we’ll head out.”

“Head out?” he squeaked.

“To the mall. You think this paltry offering,” she motioned to the female clothes on the bed, “are enough for a budding ladyboy?”

She let him wear the culottes, but insisted on a red blouse.

“But why?” he protested. “You can see everything! You can see my…my…”

“Your boobs. No, you can’t. The color hides your nipples, but anybody with an eye will be able to see your gorgeous nips standing up.”

He complained, but she had pushed him this far, and was willing to push some more.

When he was dressed she brushed his hair. She flipped it under and gave it body, and he couldn’t believe the change in his mop when he looked in the mirror.

“I’m not going to give you a lot of make up, just a little powder, and…I do need to do your eyes a little, and lipstick.”

So she did. She darkened his lids, outlined his eyes, and put lipstick on his lips.

“There’s a built in plumper,” she said. “Don’t be surprised if your lips burn a little, and then they’ll be a little swollen.”

He felt the burn, and when he looked in the mirror he was surprised. He had full lips before this, but with the plumper and the bright red his lips were perfect.

“Are you sure about this?” he asked.

“Oh, yes.” She smiled.

And she tugged his hand and dragged him to the car.

Walking through the mall he realized that he was a woman.

He was slender, but the boobs were big. Scary big. And people gave him a second look.

Amy talked him through such things as how to walk on a line, how to keep the knees together when sitting, how to wait for somebody to open the door, and so on.

And he enjoyed it.

As he walked through the mall he stared at himself in the big, glass windows.

He looked exactly like a woman.

He was better looking than the ladyboys he had seen on the net.

They shopped big time, actually had to make a couple of trips to the car to leave full bags.

They visited Victoria’s Secret, and nobody guessed he was a man.

They went to a kiosk and got make up, and the girl there treated him exactly like a girl.

He figured out how to go with it, how to giggle, how to look wide-eyed, how to walk with the right amount of sway and jiggle.

They went to several dress shops and bought dresses, scarves, bangles, shoes, and…and everything.

And, the final crowning achievement, or indignity, depending on how you looked at it, they stopped at a sex store on the way home.

Two beautiful women giggling as they looked at and handled the big dildos and discussed vibrators.

“Are you sure?” asked Ben as Amy selected a strap on with a very large dildo.

“Honey, this is what it is all about. If you thought putting your penis in me was a thrill, you got another think coming!”

“But…it’s so big!”

“Is this where I get to act like the Big, Bad Wolf and say things like ‘The Better to—“

“Shhh!” he laughed and squeezed her arm.

“Don’t want people to know what a sex hungry bitch you are, eh?”

He was red in the face and looked around.

Amy just laughed, however, and headed for the front counter.

Back home they had a little fashion show, and Ben tried on all the things he had bought.

Amy even worked on his make up a little, and showed him things he could do.

Now he was silent, listening, trying to learn.

“Okay, honey, I’m done for a while. I worked on you, so why don’t you get the drinks.”

He did, and they sipped and sat on the couch. Every once in a while one or the other of them would giggle.

Amy turned to him, put her hand on his cheek and guided his face to her lips. She kissed him softly, not wanting to mess up his lipstick.

“You realize, don’t you, that tonight is the night?

“What night?”

“The night I use that strap on. The night I christen you as a woman. The night you make up your mind.”

“Make up my mind about what?”

“Do you like having your dick tied down?”

“Well, not really.” It had actually been very uncomfortable, and a couple of times he had been scared it might just flop loose. “But didn’t you say you wanted me in chastity?”

“There’s that, and I’m not saying it won’t happen, maybe even while you’re limp. I like the idea of no one being able to touch your cock except me. But I want you totally feminized. I don’t want that big dong of yours popping up at uncomfortable times.”

“But don’t you want me…don’t you want to feel it in you?”

“Honey, I’m so horny now, and I love it. I’d like to stay horny. I don’t mind experimenting for a month. I can use a dildo…you can use the strap on on me…and…I just love the idea of you being helpless, not able to screw. I’ll be honest, there is something so incredibly potent in the idea of a man being totally emasculated.

He sat silently. Thinking. Emasculated.

He wouldn’t be able to screw, but if what she said about anal sex was true…he wouldn't want to.

It would make him even more of a lady boy.

He thought about the ladyboys he had seen on the net. Some had big cocks. But he loved the look of the ones with tiny, little nubbins.

If she liked his cock limp, he knew what the next step would be. She would insist on hormones, and his weenie would end up a nubbin. Not much more than a male clitoris.

Could he handle that?

It was an exciting thought, but was it more exciting than sex?

“Well,” he said, “I guess this is something we’re going to have to find out about.”

She waited.

He said, “So if you can convince me, with that strap on, that I don’t need my normal penile sex…”

“Oh, baby,” she said, licking her lips. “Oh, honey, stand up, let’s go give it a try.”

She led him into the bedroom and he sat on the bed while she put on the strap on.

“You want to suck it before we grease you up?” she asked with lifted brows.

“Sure.”

She stood in front of him and he learned how to suck a cock.

It was strange, but natural. He figured out how to keep his lips moist, how to slide his mouth along the shaft, how to nibble on the head, then she lifted him up.

“You’re pretty good at this.”

“I had a good teacher,” he whispered.

She kissed him, then turned him around. “Just bend over and let me do the work.

He bent, and she got the lube and started stroking her plastic peeny. Then she put a finger in him and started going around and around.

He gasped. It felt good. There was no denying that.

Of course it was, or men wouldn’t have been doing it for the history of men.

She increased the number of fingers, and with each extra finger he gasped, and started wanting more.

By the end of five minutes, him properly prepared, he understood why the people he saw on the internet liked things like fisting and giant dildos.

“Okay, honey, are you ready to be a proper woman?”

He nodded.

She grabbed his hips and started to wiggle forward.


Epilogue

Ben sat on the lounge chair and sipped a fancy drink. He didn’t know what the drink was, only that the man next to him had bought it and was flirting.

They were at a hotel in Cabo, enjoying some special time.

His weenie was limp, and he liked it that way. He was going to ask the doctor to give him a six month shot next time.

And it was time to let the man next to him know what he was getting into.

He looked at Amy, who was on the lounge next to him, and she understood.

“Well,” said Ben in a sultry voice, “this might be your lucky night, or not.”

“Why’s that?” asked the stud. He had muscles on muscles, a handsome face, and a big bulge in his pants.

“If you prefer ladyboys you’ve got me. If you’d rather have a woman, this is my wife next to me.”

The fellow swung his feet around and placed them on the cement.

Yes, he had a bulge. A big one.

He took a moment, pursed his lips, then said, “And what if I want both?”

Amy and Ben glanced at each other and giggled.

A lucky night, indeed.

END
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The Feminization Games

CHAPTER ONE

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

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

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

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

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

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

Swing and a miss.

Swing and a miss.

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

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

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

Leslie was up.

Swing and…CRACK!

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

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

And little old I strode out to the plate.

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

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

“Lois can’t hit anything!”

Strike.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But the game was basically over.

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

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

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

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

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

“Easy for you to say.”

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

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

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

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

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

A rude ‘what?’ An insolent ‘what?’

I said, “Let’s have a real contest.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I nodded.

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

“Yes,” I said.

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

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

We stood up and faced the men.

“Yes,” I said confidently.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

We all giggled, and our choice was decided.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Everybody looked a bit curious then.

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

“Whoo!”

“Wow!”

Catcalls and quick quips.

Then the guys went after Jim.

“Come on, Jim. You started this.”

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER TWO

“Lois, I can’t believe you did that!”

“What?” I asked sweetly.

“Embarrassed me like that.”

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

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

“Yeah, but you said it meanly.”

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

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

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

“You really think you can beat us?”

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

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

“Okay,” I acknowledged.

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

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

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

“High school is long ago.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You make me so fucking hot.”

He blinked and stared at me.

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

Oh, men are easy.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Baby,” he said lustfully.

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

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

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

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

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

“Baby…I’m…gonna…AHHH!”

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

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

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

“Wow!”

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

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

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

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

Boy, was I going to get my revenge.

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

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

“Why so soon?” asked Georgina.

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

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

We all smiled cheerfully.

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

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

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

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

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

“What about the foot race?”

“Who are our fastest runners?”

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

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

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

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

The girls looked at me blankly.

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

Man, the grins hit me then.

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

We all giggled.

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

We all looked at her.

“We might even win.”

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

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

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

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

He grinned. “This ain’t nothing.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah, but—“

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

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

“Hey…uh…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I kept working him as I chewed on his lips.

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

“Can you cum right now? Big guy?”

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

“Uh…uh….maybe…maybe…”

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

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

“AH…AHHHH…AH!”

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

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

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

WAR OF THE SEXES

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Lois, guess what?”

“What?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then Leslie called, and I got it.

It was game on.

It was root hog or die.

And it was going to be fun.

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

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

“What’s the grin for, Lois?”

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

My jaw dropped. “Are you serious?”

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

“Yes?”

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

“No problemo, Santa!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes.”

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

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

I nodded.

“Then, girlfriend, you’d better win.”

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

This has been the first two chapters from

The Feminization Games!
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