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Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


Author’s Note

I loved the Squid Games. Imagine being in one of those? Putting your life on the line? What fun, eh?

Of course, there are more important things than life, and in this tidy, little tale Beau Dandy is about to play the game, and he is about to make decisions concerning those most important things.

Come on, kids, let’s go along for the ride and see how Beau fares!

And remember…STAY HORNY!

Gracie


PART ONE

“Beau, we’re letting you go.”

Beau stared at his boss. “But, Shiela, I’ve been working…”

“Yes, but it’s pretty obvious that you’re at a disadvantage, and your sales numbers are not as high as the girls.

The girls. That was the key. They were girls, good looking, and men bought in bulk from them. They would bat their eyes and giggle and…CHING! Another order. CHING! Another order. CHING!

“But, Shiela! I’m a great salesman! I’ve had the highest statistics for ten years running! Surely—“

“But the other salespeople are winning, and you’re no longer the top dog.”

“But my sales are still high!”

“But not as high as the others. Sorry, Beau. You’ve got two weeks notice. You’ll get a month vacation pay, and…” blah, blah, blah.

Beau stood on the carpet in front of her desk and knew what had happened.

The firm had started hiring women, and he wasn’t a woman, and he couldn’t compete with tits and ass and a smile that promised delight.

Three minutes later Beau walked out of the office.

He had two weeks, and then what would he do?

Live off his wife.

Unemployment.

Foodstamps.

Shame.

He drove home slowly and pondered his future.

He was a soft man. Slender, long hair, an oval face with petulant lips. He could probably get a job at MacDonalds, but…he liked sales. Unfortunately, companies wanted sexy women.

What was he going to do?
A half hour later he pulled into his driveway and stopped.

He had a house, and house payments, and insurance, and…what was he going to do?

He stepped out of the car and walked slowly to the front door. He opened it and walked in, and almost tripped a suitcase.

“Oh, good! You’re home! I thought I was going to have to call an Uber!”

“What…what is…”

“I’m leaving you, Beau. I want more.”

Nora pulled on her gloves, picked up her purse and keys and grabbed the handle of the suitcase. She brushed past him and out the door.

“More what?” He followed her out the door.

She spun on him. “I’ve fallen in love.”

“What? But…we’re married!”

“We’ll get a divorce. I’ll expect alimony.”

“But…but how can you leave me? Who is he?”

She looked at him sadly. “Beau, Beau. It’s not a he.”

His mouth dropped.

“That’s right, sweetheart. I’ve fallen in love with another woman.”

“But…but…but…”

She explained the facts of life to him.

“You don’t make enough money. You aren’t much of a man. Your dick is even…small.”

“But a woman has no dick at all!”

“Women know about dildos and such. Face it, honey, you can’t even compete with a dildo.”

She put her suitcase in the back seat, her purse in the front, went around and got behind the wheel.

“You can’t leave me!” he wailed.

She smiled, backed out, and zoomed down the street.

Beau stood there, slump shouldered, and whispered, “But that’s my car!”

For a long minute he stood there, watching the empty street as if his wife would suddenly return, laugh, and tell him it was all a joke.

Suddenly, he smelled something. EW! He turned. His neighbor, Josh, had let his big Rottweiler take a big dump on his lawn.

Josh was standing at the corner of his property, holding the leash. When Beau saw him he stepped off the property and gave a low whistle.

The Rottweiler, scratched his feet, tearing up a little lawn, and left the big, pile of smelly poop.

“Hey!”

“Sorry, neighbor.” But it looked like Josh was snickering.

Beau walked over to the big, steaming pile and looked down at it in disgust. He swung his foot to kick the feces into the street, but his foot slipped, swung up into the air, and he fell, his butt landing right in the warm goo.

“Oh…fuck!” he blurted.

On the other side of the fence Josh laughed just loud enough to be heard.

Beau took his pants off in the garage and put them in the washer. The washing machine working, he stepped into the kitchen and poured himself a drink. Bourbon and Coke. A libation that he sorely needed.

He swirled the liquid in the glass, heard the ice cubes clink, and lifted the glass…

TOOT DE DA TOOT TOOT!

He lowered the glass and picked up his cell phone. He didn’t recognize the number, and he almost hung up, but… “Hello?”

“Hello, Mr. Dandy. I know that you’ve lost your job, that your wife has left you, and that you just sat down in a stinking pile of shit.”

Beau stared at the phone. He looked around. WTF?

“Who is this?”

“The question isn’t who is this, it’s what can I do for you. And I can give you ten million dollars.”

Again, Beau almost hung up. This had to be a joke. This had to be…but the voice was an even baritone, sounded sincere, and… “And why would you give me ten million dollars?”

“I represent a group of elite citizens. We are bored, and we want entertainment. So we hack into security systems, CCTV, all that sort of thing, and we give contestants a chance to entertain us. If you can entertain us, if you can do the ten things that we ask of you, we will put ten million dollars into your account.”

Beau thought of several movies with that premise. For the third time he was tempted to hang up, but the temptation to end the call was growing weak. After all, ten million dollars?

He gavein with a weak chuckle. “What, you’re going to ask me to kill somebody? I’ve seen that movie.”

“Oh, no. We aren’t interested in pain and torture. That’s another show. What we are interested in is if you can become another person. We give you tasks, you perform them. It will entail a bit of humiliation on your part, and some sacrifice, but, if you have the courage…ten million dollars.”

Beau stood, looked down at his glass.

“Go on, Mr. Dandy. Take a drink. Think about it. Ask your questions.”

Beau tilted the glass and took a big glug. The liquid burned down his throat and splashed in his stomach. Suddenly everything felt surreal, out of control, like somebody was pushing the buttons of his life.

He lowered the glass.

“I hope that helps, Mr. Dandy.”

“It does,” he admitted. “Now who is this?”

He could almost feel the smile on the other end of the connection. On later reflection he would realize that this was the moment the person on the other end knew that he was hooked.

“I want you to think about something, Mr. Dandy. Ten million dollars will pay off your bills. With proper investments you will never have to work again. And, here is the sweet part…your wife has left you, abandoned you, and abandonment releases you from such bothers as alimony. That ten million will be yours to keep. All of it. And your wife can go piss up a rope.”             

A blurt of a laugh erupted from Beau’s throat. He thought he loved his wife, but—she fell in love with a woman? She had left him! She had walked out and…and told him his manhood was too small.

“There are conditions, of course, Mr. Dandy.”

“What conditions?”

“You must complete all ten tasks. If you fail to complete you lose everything you have won.”

Beau took another sip of bourbon. This time it didn’t burn. Things were happening in his mind and he was too distracted to feel the hot liquid.

“So you give me things to do, and I do them, and…it’s like I get a million dollars for each task.”

“It sounds like you don’t believe me.”

“You’ve got to admit, it sounds a bit ludicrous.”

“You’re right, it does, so how about if I prove it?”

Beau was silent for a moment, then: “How?”

“We’re going to put a million dollars into your bank account. We will give you the task, and then you can make up your mind. Will that be proof enough?”

Beau nodded, then realized that he needed to speak up.

“Are you watching me right now?”

“Yes.”

Silence.

“Hang up and we will take that million dollars out of your account.”

“You already put it in?”

“Check your bank, Mr. Dandy.”

Beau tapped his cell phone, looked at his bank account. He had had $473.28 in the account that morning, and he hadn’t spent anything, and…his eyes opened wide.

“$1,000,473.28.”

“Of course, if you don’t do the task, that money will disappear. But if you do, and you complete the following nine challenges, you would have $10,000,473.28.”

Beau was convinced. He lifted his glass and drank the rest of the bourbon. He felt nothing. It was like drinking soda water. It was real. $10,000,000. Pay off his bills. And Nora couldn’t touch it. Then he had a thought.

“Is this tax free?”

The voice laughed. It was a good laugh, an honest laugh. “No. But now that you’ve brought it up…we’ll pay the taxes for you. So you will be guaranteed the complete $10,000,000.”

Beau stared at his cell phone. He stared at the numbers. He considered the freedom this would give him.

“What say you, Mr. Dandy? Would you like to keep that money in your account? And earn nine million more? Or would you like to hang up.

Hardly daring to breath, Beau whispered, “What do I have to do?”

Beau hardly dared breath. He giggled. He had to…what the fuck? And…he wanted to! Badly!

And, fortunately it was dusk. If it was broad daylight he couldn’t have done it. But it was dusk, and he had a full load. He could do this.

But the dog…hmm.

He went to his office opened a drawer and took out a taser. A tiny light indicated it was at full charge.

He walked to the front door, not much daylight left, all gloomy. He could do this.

He walked to the end of the driveway and turned left. Around the corner and up his neighbor’s driveway.

The lay out of the land worked for him here, too. The driveway curved, there was a short hedge at the front of the property, and a tree. He could still be seen from the street, but they would have to look carefully. And he wasn’t going to be taking his own sweet time.

In front of Josh’s house was a three foot length of rose garden. The porch was brick, and there was a little patio in front of the roses.

Right behind the porch was the kitchen window and Josh could be seen talking to somebody. Laughing. No doubt at how he had let his killer dog dump a load on his neighbor’s lawn.

Beau stopped in the middle of the patio area, and at that moment Josh saw him.

Beau smiled, pulled his underpants down, and squatted.

The panic on Josh’s face was a delight. He could hear him yelling, “Hey!”

Beau grunted and pushed out a log.

Oh, God it felt good. Not just the relief, but knowing that he was finally getting back at his stupid neighbor.

The front door opened and Josh came out, Brutus on a short chain.

“What the fuck are you doing? Get out of my yard!”

Josh loosed another log. It criss crossed over the first one. He giggled. He felt like he could build a log cabin house.

“Do you hear me! Damn it! I’m going to turn my dog loose!”

Brutus was snapping and snarling and barking and generally going wild.

Beau held up the taser so Josh could see it.

Another grunt.

Josh held onto his dog tightly, and Beau was glad. He liked animals. It was the owners that he sometimes had the upset with.

“You…you…you…” Josh sputtered.

Beau finished, stood up and pulled his pants up. Now he noticed Josh’s wife staring out the kitchen window. He gave a cheerful wave, turned around, and went home.

Behind him he could hear Josh’s wife saying, “I told you not to…”

Well, he probably wouldn’t again. Brutus would be finding other places to shit.

“Congratulations, Mr. Dandy. You will notice that your one million dollars stays in your account. But if you can’t complete the next nine tasks it will. By the way, we will be blotting out names and posting your little trick on Facebutt.”

Beau grinned. He felt like a million dollars.

“Now, as to your next task.”

“Sure,” Beau said expansively. He felt like he could do anything. The unknown caller’s next words, however, made him pause.

Josh walked through the CVS pharmacy and had no idea what he was really looking for. Sure, he knew the words, and he knew what his wife bought, but it was the first time he had ever…there it was!

He selected a bottle of Nair, went to the counter and paid for it. Mildly embarrassing, but not really a big deal.

And, at home, he undressed, read the directions, and applied the Nair to his whole body. It didn’t take long for the burn to start, and he hopped into the shower and washed all the ugly, squiggly, little hairs down the drain.

Stepping out, he toweled himself off, and he felt truly weird.

One would think he would feel less, depriving himself of hair, depilating himself like that, but the opposite was true.

His skin felt electric. All his nerves seemed to be firing, and he had never felt his flesh feel so alive in his life.

And his skin now appeared white! Almost feminine. That was weird.

The phone rang.

“Congratulations, Mr. Dandy. You now have two million dollars in your account. Please use your cell and verify that this is true.”

Beau did, and he was delighted. Two million freakin’ dollars!

He took a screen shot. When this was all over he was going to send Nora a picture that would make her fill her panties!

“All right, Mr. Dandy. Are you ready for the next challenge?”

“Sure.” His confidence was climbing and he felt like he could whip a wild cat with his bare hands.

“Very well. Here are your next instructions…your next challenge.

Beau returned to the store, but now he was not feeling so confident.

First he went to a little rack on aisle 18. A the end of the rack, on a hanger, was a pair of shorts. They were real short, and a small size, but they were right where his mystery caller had said they would be, and he picked them up.

Next he headed for the cosmetics section, and his face started to glow a bit.

Nail polish.

His face red, Josh selected ‘Sally Hansen Insta-Dry,’ the color red,  and marched up to the front counter.

There were three people in front of him, and as the people were checked out more people came up behind him.

He kept his fist tightly closed over the polish and the enamel, but then his turn came and he had to open his hand and place the polish on the counter.

One time he had bought his wife Tampons, and this was just as bad.

His face bright red, he mumbled. “I’m buying this for my wife.”

The girl behind the register glanced at him, didn’t seem to care, and rang it up.

Beau studied faces in the display window behind the counter. Nobody in line seemed to care.

He took the little plastic bag and tried to walk slowly and confidently out of the store.

He felt about as confident as a poodle sitting on a chair made of cactus.

Outside, he breathed a huge sigh of relief. He had done it. The hard part was over. He headed for his car and home.

He had watched Nora put on nail polish enough times that he thought he knew what he was doing.

He didn’t.

First, he wasn’t flexible enough. He could get bent over enough, but it hurt, and he couldn’t hold it long enough.

Second, the stuff didn’t seem to want to go on smooth and slick like it did when Nora applied it.

He took a break and watched some girls put nail polish on their toes on the internet. Bless Youtube.

He went back, took deep breaths, and painted his toe nails.

It wasn’t a great job, and he knew it, and he was relieved when the phone rang.

“Congratulations, Mr. Dandy! Please check your account and you will find that you currently have three million dollars in your account.”

Beau looked at his account, and his heart almost stopped. Three million dollars! He deleted the picture of two million dollars and took a new one. Three million dollars!

“Of course the next challenge will be a little more difficult.”

“Okay,” he mumbled.

“We would like you to…”

Beau drew in breath.

The shorts he had bought had panties in the right pocket, and a boy beater tee shirt in the left.

Beau took his clothes off and pulled on the panties. They were stretchy, but very tight. And the thong ran right up his crack. It felt sort of cool. But…it was weird.

He put on the boy beater and it was too tight, too. He didn’t have a big chest, he wasn’t one of these muscular guys, but his slenderness was plain to see.

He sat on his bed and pulled on the shorts.

They were, indeed, too small and too tight. The bottoms of the legs were right up against his crotch, and they were stretched so tight a pimple on his ass could be seen.

He didn’t have a pimple on his ass, thank God, but he did have a groin.

His penis was outlined by the skin tight clothes. Even his balls could be seen lurking under the material.

And his panty lines were plain to see.

It made his ass look…feminine.

The cut of the pants made it look like he had a small bubble butt.

Just standing in his bedroom, looking at his wall mirror, he was embarrassed. It was like his clothes were painted on.

Finally, he put on a pair of shoes. He choose a pair of tennis shoes. At least his toenails would be concealed. Thank God!

Beau walked down the hallway, picked up his keys and went out to his car.

He drove downtown and parked in a parking lot. He sat and worried for a long minute.

He looked ridiculous. He looked like a sissy. He was a man, dammit!

And he had three million dollars in the bank. And if he walked in and got a pedicure, just a pedicure, he would have four million dollars in the bank.

Beau made himself get out of the car. He stood still for a long moment, took deep breaths, then walked to the front entrance and entered the salon.

It was bright and cheery inside the beauty saloon. there were several women at several chairs, women under some weird sort of hair driers, sinks, smells, and happiness.

Beau stood for a moment, wanting to run out. He watched as the women took notice of him. They looked at him, his shirt and pants, and down his pale legs to his tennis shoes.

Some of them giggled. Some of them smirked. All of them tried to hold it in.

Beau was stuck. He was supposed to walk in to this place and somebody would help him, but…

“You must be Beau.”

A woman, slightly taller than him and with nice, round globes, wearing a lab type coat, stood behind a counter.

“I…I…”

“Come along, Beau. Let’s fix those tootsies of yours.”

She came out from behind the counter, very beautiful, very curvy and  proportioned, and perfectly made up, and led him down the row of chairs.

It was like he was on parade, and he tried not to look at the workers and their clients. They giggled and made whispered comments, but he let himself be led to the end chair and sat in it.

“I’ll be handling you myself, Beau. My name is Sophia. Now, let’s see about removing this gunk and I’ll give you a little lesson on how to apply nail polish.

His face brighter than a stop sign, Beau remained mute for a half hour, listening, watching, learning.

Women came and went in the little shop, and he was mortified by their inspections.

Still, it came to an end. He stood up and Sophia smiled at her work.

His toe nails looked a hundred per cent better. And he even understood the process. It might take a while, but he would be able to paint his own toe nails in the future.

Not that he would. Once this stupid ten challenges thing was done he would never touch his toenails with a ten foot brush!

“One last thing, hon.”

Beau looked at the woman.

She held out a pair of sandals. They had low heels. His toes would be fully exposed.

Now he was mortified. He was faint, he was so humiliated. He gripped the arm of the chair he had been sitting in and held himself up.

Sophia bent down and slipped his tennis shoes and socks off and put on one of the sandals. Then the other.

“There we go,” she said. “All prettied up and ready to go.”

Beau stared at his feet, swayed, and sat down.

“Come on, now. Up and at ‘em.”

Sophia helped him to stand up.

“What…what…” Beau was out of it, he was looking at the world but nothing was computing. “What…”

TOOT DE DA TOOT TOOT!

“It’s your phone,” Sophia observed with a grin as his phone kept singing.

Dazed, unsure of himself, Beau took out his phone.

“Congratulations, Mr. Dandy! You are awesome! And…you now have four million dollars in your bank account. Please verify.”

Beau pressed buttons and his daze of mind lessened. Four million dollars will definitely bring one back to earth.

“Oh, my God!”

Sophia was watching with interest, and he couldn’t help himself. He turned the phone and showed her the figures.

Her eyes went wide.

“Now, for five million dollars, Sophia would like to take you to lunch.”

Sophia barely heard the voice, but she nodded.

“Okay, let me go change and—“

“As you are.”

“As I…am?” Beau’s voice shrunk to a whisper.

“Come now, Mr. Dandy. The ladies in the salon have all seen you. Sophia is a very nice lady, and she’ll be by your side. And it is for a million dollars, after all.”

The phone clicked and Beau folded it and put it into his skin tight pocket.

“Shall we go?” asked Sophia.

Beau was aware that he was nodding his head, but he really wasn’t sure what was happening.

But…a million dollars. And he would have five million dollars.

Sophia led him past the giggling ladies and out to her car.

He sat down into her car, the passenger side, and shortly the night air was whizzing past his almost tearful face.

Sophia pulled into a parking lot and found a place.

Beau was hoping it would be some out of the way restaurant where he could hide his feet in a booth. No way.

Charley Coyote’s was the big nightspot in town. Celebrities went there, and even had to stand in line.

Sophia, however, did not have to stand in line. She sauntered past the line of people waiting to get in, dragging Beau by the hand.

Beau was aware of flashes going off. Paparazzi. Oh, my God! They were taking his picture.

A couple of women whistled at Beau, and there were some chuckles, but not too much. Beau was over the top, but people of his ilk did frequent the nightclub.

His ilk. What was his ilk? He looked like a damned fairy! But he wasn’t one!

Was he?

It is said that clothes make the man, and maybe they do. But do toenails make the man?

Sophia led him through the front part of the night club and out to the eating section. Then through the eating section to the patio. They sat at a table located in the middle of the patio, and Beau’s toenails were on full display.

The table was wrought iron with a glass top. It was small. If people couldn’t see his toenails from afar, they could look right through the glass and see his pretty toe nails.

“Would you like a drink, Beau?”

Beau did. Several drinks, and finally the alcohol muted his embarrassment. His face grew less red, and when Sophia asked him to dance he was fine with that.

Well, not fine, but at least not ready to bolt out of the club.

They sashayed around the dance floor. Sophia, taller than him, insisted on leading.

“Get used to it,” said Sophia.

She held his body in its skin tight pants and boy beater and whirled him around easily.

Beau could see people smiling at him, and he buried his face against her shoulder.

Sophia just chuckled, brushed his hair, and kept moving him around.

TOOT DE DA TOOT TOOT!

They were in the car, heading back to the salon. Beau figured his challenge was over, and that he would be allowed to go home. And he was.

“Congratulations, Mr. Dandy! Wonderful. Simply wonderful. Our audience is particularly taken by you. You are, indeed, a natural woman.”

Beau was a little too drunk to object.

“You will confirm that you now have five million dollars in your bank account.”

Beau did so, and Sophia smiled as he grinned.

“Now then, Sophia will take you home, where you will get plenty of rest. In the morning she will pick you up and start you on the way to six million dollars. What say you?”

“Sure, yeah.”

“Or, you could ask her to spend the night. I’m sure she would love to spend the night with a millionaire.”

Beau hung up the phone. He considered the mysterious voice and what it had said.

He had suffered through unbelievable embarrassment, and the idea of asking Sophia to spend the night was nothing compared to what he had gone through.

He turned to her. “You’re going to take me home now.”

“Yep.”

“Would you like to spend the night?”

Sophia kept her eyes on the road, but glanced at him. She bit her lip.

“I’m not in the habit of sleeping with men I just met.”

“Oh,” that actually saddened him. Things were going so well, and this small refusal…it didn’t feel good.

“However, if it’s NPA, I wouldn’t mind sleeping with you.”

“NPA?”

“No Poke Attached.”

Beau laughed. Was aware that it had been some time since he had laughed. “Sure,” he said. “NPA.”

Fifteen minutes later Sophia pulled into his driveway. They entered the house and he showed her around. At one point—he was showing her the swimming pool—he felt her eyes on his ass.

He spun around. “Were you just checking me out?”

Smiling, she said, “Absolutely.” She took him in her arms and began kissing him.

Sophia was a world class smoocher. Her lips were hot and warm and she knew how to use them.

She, being taller, bent him back a little, made him feel smaller, maybe even a bit feminine, and traced his mouth with hers.  For a long minute they made out, then she raised a hand to his chest, his skin tight boy beater, and felt his pectoral. It was like she was feeling his tits, though he didn’t really have any.

“Mmmm,” she whispered in the night. She grabbed his crotch and gently squeezed his package. He had been somewhat erect all night, but now he was super stiff.

She undid his pants, then pulled them down. And pulled down his panties.

In the darkness of the patio she bent to her knees and took him in her mouth.

“So this is NPA,” wondered Beau.

“No worry of pregnancy,” she whispered back, hefting his balls, making his knees weak. “And I don’t even care if you cum in my mouth.”

With such a fine invitation Beau couldn’t help himself. Having bare skin, painted nails, it had made him horny. He had been horny all night, and then Sophia had danced with him, pressing her body against his, and now…now she was sucking on his penis.

“Oh, fuck. I’m going to cum!”

Sophia worked even harder, and Beau felt the trigger click. His balls roiled and semen shot up his shaft.

Sophia sucked him neat, not spilling a drop, and he jerked and twitched and emptied his load.

Finally he was done, and she wiped her mouth and stood up. She kissed him gently, and he was a bit put off—he could taste the semen on her mouth—but he managed to go with it.

“Do you…do you want me to get you off?”

She was holding his penis and she shook it. “Honey, I’m sorry, but you’re just not big enough.”

He laughed, she laughed, he had just cum and his penis was shrunken.

But he had the feeling that she was talking about his dick being too small…even when it was hard.

That was what Nora had said, and now Sophia, and…he was now feeling a certain lack of confidence.

“Let’s go to bed now, hon. Tomorrow will come early, and I want to ready to rock.”

“Do you know what my next challenge is?”

“I do. But I’m not allowed to say.”

He frowned, but didn’t press it.

They slept in the same bed, and she masturbated on his fingers, then they slept.


PART ONE

“How was your night, Mr. Dandy?”

“Oh, it was good.”

Sophia giggled and ate her cereal.

“And are you ready for your next challenge?”

Six million dollars? Yeah!

“I think so.”

“Very well. Today you are going to get a…”

Beau blinked. He hung up the phone.

“Well?”

“You’re going to give me a make over.”

“Isn’t that going to be fun?” She was cheeriness personified.

“But…”

“Aw, what’s the frown for, my little teddy bear?”

“I…a makeover? Men don’t get those. We get a hair cut. We cut our own nails.”

“And now you get to get your very own make over.”

Beau said nothing. His face could not be said to be happy.

“Heck, you’ve already got red-tipped tootsies, and you went dancing with me in that silly shorts and boy beater. What’s the big deal.”

Beau thought about it. She was right. And the contest was only going to last a few more challenges. Then he could wipe off the face paint and undo everything else in quicksnap time.

“Okay,” he made up his mind. Of course his mind was already made up. Five million dollars makes up a lot of mind.

They walked into the beauty parlor at nine in the AM, and there were already people there. Three old ladies were getting their hair done, two young women were having their nails done while they talked a mile a minute on their cell phones, and a young girl was cleaning up.

No sooner had Sophia put him in a chair than a couple of workers showed up to help.

One went to work on his hands. One went to work on his hair. And Sophia waited a short while, then started his make up.

Beau sat, and it was sort of peaceful.

Of course his heart was pounding, and his cock was back up again. He was going to need another blow job. Now if none of the girls noticed his boner in his skin tight clothes…



Nice cock,” mentioned Sophia, then she giggled, and the others giggled. 

Beau, planning on sleeping peacefully through the transition, wound up with a face redder than a tomato.

His toenails were done, so the girls prepared his hands. His fingers were trimmed, sanded, the cuticles pushed back, and they brought out a fake nail kit.

“Make them long,” said one of the girls.

“He’s getting used to them.”

“He’ll learn.”

They eventually settled on mid length coffin nails. Beau sighed and tried to relax.

“Use that glue. It’ll hold better.”

Hmm.

But he was trying to doze.

Hands worked on his hair, washing, curling, drying.

His nails took shape. Long, red shape.

Then Sophia started cleansing his face, and priming him.

He couldn’t sleep now, because his cock was really waking up.

He almost wanted to ask the girls if they got all excited by putting on make up, but he decided to hold his peace. They were already talking about his dick, and one of the girls kept placing objects in his lap, right on his dick, prior to using them.

The girls chatted, and laughed, and a couple of hours later they were done.

It was eleven o’clock and Sophia pulled him out of the chair turned him around.

Beau’s eyes opened wide, and he was aghast. His face was feminized. He looked like a girl. His hair was long and wavy and it looked like they had added extensions to it it, his lips were painted red, his eye’s had dusky eye shadow.

In fact, the only thing lacking was boobs!

He studied his body in its tight fitting clothes.

He murmured. “I can’t go out like this.”

TOOT DE DA TOOT TOOT!

“Congratulations, Mr. Dandy!”

“I can’t go out like this!”

“Check your bank account.”

Beau worked his long fingernails over the phone with difficulty, but managed to bring up his account.

He was a mixed man at that point. Six million dollars…but looking like a girl. Fortunately, nobody would see him. He just had to go home and hide.

“And your seven million dollar challenge is…” and he explained it.

“No!” protested Beau.

“Come now, Mr. Dandy. Surely a little embarrassment is worth seven million dollars.”

“Well, yeah, but…do I have to?”

“Nope. You can quit now and all that money in your account will disappear.”

It took a long second, but Beau finally whispered, “Okay.”

Sophia’s eyes were alight when she took his hand and led him out of the salon. The girls waved good bye and said they hoped they would see him again.

Beau hoped not.

They drove across town to the mall, and the closer they got the more mortified Beau felt.

Sophia parked at the far end of the parking lot, it was crowded at the mall, and they walked to the entrance.

Walked amongst all the other mall goers.

The mall goers who glanced at his skin tight body and giggled.

Or, and this was a shock, appraised him.

He did look like a girl, after all. A flat chested one, but still a girl.

“Cheer up,” said Sophia at one point. “Raise your head and let the world know. There aren’t many as beautiful as you.”

Beau mumbled something, and now his face was the color of a sun burned cherry.

Inside the mall Sophia knew where she was going. She led him to a dress shop and bought him several outfits.

“You should be glad,” she nudged him. “Do you know how many ladies would give their eye teeth for a shopping spree like this?”

They went to a cosmetics store and bought tons of bottles and tubes and potions and solutions. The women in the store all looked at Beau, and a few of them realized he was a man—he did have the Adam’s apple, after all—but most accepted him as a woman.

They went to a lingerie store, and now Beau felt like he was out of his body, just a piece of meat being tugged around on a string. He heard a keening in his mind, sort of like tinnitus, but really loud.

Sophia talked to the girls, asked advice, and the girls spoke to Beau, and Beau suddenly realized people were talking to him. He was the center of a half a dozen beauties, and they were all chatting away, and it was about him. He heard words like transition, and transformation, and…something changed.

Suddenly the embarrassment faded.

In fact, it felt like some big piece of his mind had flipped over and proved to be…harmless.

Sophia noticed it. She noticed him starting to respond to questions, showing his teeth in a wan smile, looking around as if realizing where he was.

They finished shopping, and he had a big bag of kinky underwear. He had slips and bras and panties and…and bras? And why did they all have such big cups?

Sophia led him into a shoe store.

Flats. Low heels. And…high heels!

Lots of high heels!

She picked out sandals with heels, patent leather, sling backed, open toed…all sorts of heels.

He stood, a couple of inches taller, and Sophia had to buy some heels so she would be taller than him, and so she could act as an example when she taught him how to walk in heels.

They walked slowly through the malls, festooned with shopping bags, so many shopping bags that nobody could see how his ankles wobbled and he fought for balance.

Out into the parking lot and sunshine, and Beau started to giggle.

He looked like a girl. He was wearing lingerie and a dress, and nobody cared.

Oh, they looked at him, but now all the people didn’t even see him as a man. They saw him as a woman.

And he was learning how to make his heels click.

Click, click, click.

The sound of a powerful woman.

A sound designed to make men turn and stare because…damn! Look at that babe!

They stopped at a restaurant on the way home. Beau was loosening up. He didn’t object, he didn’t protest, he just went into the restaurant with Sophia.

They ate. He learned how to cut his hamburger into small pieces and eat like a lady. Heck, he learned to sit like a lady.

And he and Sophia talked. They discussed everything from politics to sports to the latest book.

It was easier being a woman than it was being a man. The words began to flow, he watched women around him, and he started trying to ape their mannerisms.

Sophia smiled. She was enjoying herself. She was getting paid for this, and it was fun. Beau was a pretty good sort, and he was adapting well to his situation.

TOOT DE DA TOOT TOOT!

Beau was so into being a woman he was startled. Sophia laughed at the look on his face. “Go on, answer it. A phone is a girl’s best friend.

“Congratulations, Mr. Dandy! You now have seven million dollars in your account.”

Numbly, Beau checked his phone. Yep. Seven million smackeroonies. But the real surprise was that he had adapted. Something was different in him now, and he didn’t care about being a woman…except that he liked the feel of the lingerie, the swish of the skirts. He even liked the feel of the make up on his face.

“Are you ready to go for eight million dollars?”

“Uh…yes.”

He was surprised by the certainty in his voice. Yes. He was a different person. He was learning how to not care what other people thought. He was learning to live his own life, free from judgement, free from considerations and other bull stuff.

Twenty-four hours before he had been fired, his wife had left him, and a dog had shat on his lawn.

But what did it matter?

His boss didn’t know him. His boss was a sexist pig. Well, piglet.

And his wife…after all he had done for her, loved her, supported her, cared for her…and she just up and leaves him? And not even for a man! For a woman! For a lesbian!

In fact, considering all that had happened to him, considering all that had been done for him, Sophia and the mystery voice seemed to care more for him than those other people.

“Okay, Mr. Dandy. Going for eight million greenbacks, here’s what you have to do.”

And then Beau wasn’t so sure.

And he was.

And he wasn’t.

His mind, which had seemed so clear cut and sparkling a moment before, was right back in the muddled up mix of the contest.

But, eight million dollars, he stood up when Sophia stood up, and he followed her out of the restaurant.

“You’re amazing,” Sophia said, gazing down on him.

Beau lay on a gurney and was being wheeled through a hospital. Two nurses accompanied him, and he had just had a long meeting with a doctor. He had been measured, and given medical tests, and…and he was about to go in for surgery.

Beau smiled, and watched the ceiling pass over him. Toot toot. The breast implant express.

They wheeled him into a room filled with machines. Machines to help him breath, to measure his biometrics, machines for everything.

The doctor walked into the room holding his gloved hands up. His face mask was tied on and he wore a white gown. He smiled at Beau. “Okay, Mr. Dandy, ready to go to sleep?”

Dandy nodded, the doctor nodded to the anesthesiologist, and the anesthesiologist placed a cup over Beau’s face.

“Count backwards, ma’am.”

Ma’am. The doctor knew, the nurses knew, but the anesthesiologist…did he know? Or was he just predicting the future?

Beau woke up. One second he was somewhere indefinable, living in grey and experiencing nothing, and the next second he was looking at a recovery room. The room was white, with green drapes, and a monitor over his head beeped continually.

“Hello, Beau.”

Sophia was sitting in a chair to the side. She was sitting up and she reached for his hand.

“Beau looked down.

His breasts were large under the sheets.

They would never flatten out and sag, they were too well built for that.

He would always have to wear a bra.

He blinked.

Always?

But he had planned to get these things taken out after the contest was over, after he had his ten million dollars all sewed up.

But looking at his new tits, he was suddenly uncertain. He had risked his life for this boobs. Every operation has risks, and he had risked all.

And they were…big.

“Wow,” he said.

“Those are really beautiful,” said Sophia. “And they’re large!”

“Are they larger than yours?”

“Oh, yes. You’ve got a pair of mountains to be proud of.”

A short while later the doctor came in, counseled him, and left. Shortly after that a nurse came in with a wheel chair.

Just getting out of the bed and into the wheel chair Beau knew he needed to be wheeled out. The boobs were so big he was totally off balance. If he walked he would likely fall.

So he rode in the wheel chair to the hospital entrance, and Sophia brought her car around.

TOOT DE DA TOOT TOOT!

Beau answered his phone.

“Congratulations, Mr. Dandy! Your bank account now has eight million dollars in it!”

Beau checked, and sighed with happiness. He hurt a bit from the operation, at least felt uncomfortable, but he was rich. And he wasn’t maimed, or disfigured…he was…busty. And sort of proud. In a weird way he appreciated the mounds on his chest. He couldn’t wait to take off the thick bra that was supporting him and see what he really looked like.

“What’s next?” he asked.

“What’s next is a day of rest. Tomorrow night we will discuss your final challenges. Until then, rest up, recover, and prepare yourself mentally.

Beau found himself nodding, then he hung up the phone.

“Do you know what the challenge is going to be?”

“I know what nine is, but I have no idea what ten is.”

Beau sighed. In his mind he thought, I’m going to make it.

Then he had another thought, and it was a quite serious one.

They arrived at Beau’s home and Sophia helped him up the walk and through the front door.

The old homestead. The same old same old. Except it was all different.

It was different because he was different.

The changes in his mind, he looked at his home, his wife—ex-wife—his career…it was all different now.

Things that had seemed important were no longer important.

Things that had had him worried all night and throughout his life…no more.

He was changed.

He was immune to people and what they thought of him.

He was different.

And it felt good.

Inside the house Sophia let him walk on his own.

It felt so weird, staggering a bit, his body overbalanced. He had to get used to a whole, new body.

And that was okay.

Sophia went back to the bedroom straightaway. When Beau arrived she was taking off her clothes. She smiled at him and revealed her body.

He sat down on the bed and stared at her.

“What?”

And the important thought, the only important thought in his life right now, popped out.

“Do you love me?”

She was sitting in his wife’s vanity chair and she turned to look at him. She bit her lip and she actually seemed to be worried.

“It’s not supposed to happen, but it does. I think I do.”

He nodded, lowered his head and thought.

His wife didn’t love him. And he didn’t think he loved her. Not after the hateful things she had said, not after the way she had treated him.

Sophia, on the other hand, treated him with kindness and respect. The question now was…did he love Sophia.

She came and sat on the bed next to him. “What do you think.”

He was silent for the longest time, sorting through his thoughts.

Normally, such a question had to be dealt with quickly, no doubt allowed. But they both knew the reality of the moment. She was his guide, for lack of a better word. She had obligations to the mystery voice and his people. Yet, those obligations would likely be discharged on the morrow, and then…then there were decisions to be made.

He looked at her. “What about all the stuff I’m going through?”

She pressed her lips together, gave a wan smile, and said, “What about it? You’re you, no matter what sex your body is.”

He nodded, and she blurted, “Do you want to fuck me?”

Then she was hugging him, and she was crying. “It wasn’t supposed to happen. I’ve helped people in these situations before, but you…you’re special!”

He held her, felt her tears on his shoulder.

She sniffed. “Can we fuck?”

He gave a rueful smile. “My dick isn’t very big.”

“I don’t care.”

Beau got undressed. He left the bra on, but he took his panties off, and Sophia stared at his little nubbin.

“You sucked me last night. You know how small I am. How can you fall in love with me when my dick is only this big?”

“I told you. I’m falling in love with you, not your silly, little penis.”

The way she said it made him chuckle.

They slipped into bed and held each other. She felt his dick, and he felt her pussy. They lay there, occasionally kissing, always fondling, and the moment grew.

Beau put a leg between hers and rolled over. She spread wide, and held him, and they felt the awesomeness of the way their breasts brushed each other.

“You are so stacked,” she said, and they laughed.

Then he put his penis in her. Sort of.

Four inches isn’t much, and it rested just inside her vagina.

She felt it. And it felt good, but it was frustrating. It was as if, not to make a pun, she was short changed.

He couldn’t thrust too far, and he couldn’t pull out too much, but he could do those motions a little. So they humped and bumped and made the most of a delicate situation.

In the end, he squirted, and it wasn’t much.

But it wasn’t because of the shortness of his dick that made it so…lacking. It was the changes in his mind.

And, having cum, he began to work on her, and this was when the fun started.

He slithered down and used his mouth, enjoying the taste of himself in her.

Then he used his fingers, and his fingers had more girth than a penis. As long as he knew how to use his fingers he didn’t need a penis.

For an hour they fucked then, him bringing her to multiple orgasms, and him being pleased not by his own orgasm, but solely by the fact of giving her orgasms.

TOOT DE DA TOOT TOOT!

It was four in the afternoon, and Beau and Sophia had had a delightful day. They had gone out to eat, come home to swim, and Beau had even gotten out of his bra for a short while.

It was heavenly to experience his breasts.

He felt like a real woman.

But now it was four and the dreaded phone call had come.

“Are you ready for your ninth million? Mr. Dandy?”

Beau nodded. “Yes. I am.”

“Excellent. Get dressed and be ready. Your limo arrives at six o’clock.”

Beau hung up. “Let’s get ready.”

They took their time. Beau was still learning, and he would be for a while, and Sophia taught him how to dress up.

He wore a slinky, black dress with a slit up the side, and cut low enough to show his boobs. He was a few inches taller courtesy of high heeled strappies.

Sophia brushed his hair out, fixed his make up, and then got ready herself.

At six o’clock, precisely, the limo drove up.

Sophia and Beau click clicked down the walk and the driver held the door open. The way he looked at Beau he had no idea he was a male.

Sophia and Beau sat in the back seat, had a drink, and the limo took them downtown.

They stopped at a club and the limo driver held the door for them once again. They got out and looked around.

A line of people waiting to go into a warehouse. But they weren’t just ordinary people.

They were beautiful men and women, who might be women and men.

It was difficult to tell, but an Adam’s apple here, a gesture there, a look always…these people were not all that they seemed.

“Come along, Beau.” The fellow was large and well dressed. He had a squarish face and a sly smile.

They walked to a side entrance, up a short flight of stairs, and into the back area of the building. A woman was waiting for Beau.

“Hello, dear. You look lovely.” The woman’s name was Marsha, and she gave Sophia and Beau hugs and air kisses, and led them into a small room. The only thing in the room was a piano.

“What is this?”

“Sophia, you may go. You can pick him up after the show.”

“What show?”

Sophia squeezed Beau’s hand and left.

“Beau, your ninth challenge is to go out and entertain the people.”

“What?”

“We know you like to sing, and I’ll accompany you on the piano. Any requests?”

Beau was once again dazed. It was one thing to go out in public, it was another thing to go out in public and demand to be the center of attention.

“I can’t do this.”

“A million dollars bets you can.”

He was silent at that.

“How about ‘Shot through the heart?’ It’s easy, easy to follow, got a nice, bouncy rhythm, and any mistakes you make will be covered by the music.

Beau sook his head in the negative, but Marsha kept smiling and nodding in the positive.

Sophia went to the bar. This was it. They were getting close now. She was pretty sure Beau would be able to sing on stage. And even if he was terrible, the crowd would love it.

She wandered through the crowd. She didn’t know anybody, but…oh, fuck! And she suddenly knew what the ninth challenge was really all about.

The curtains drew back and Beau stood with a microphone in his hand.

He was beautiful, and the crowd immediately hushed.

Marsha played the piano, set up the intro, and before he knew it he was rasping out:

You're a real tough cookie

With a long history

The crowd loved it, and not just because they were kind. They loved it because he was doing a good job.

Knock me down, it's all in vain

I get right back up on my feet again!

He was doing perfect! He was a hit! And then the other shoe dropped.

“Beau? Beau?”

Nora climbed on to the stage.

Was helped onto the stage, probably by the people behind the mysterious voice.

“Is that really you?”

Beau stopped singing, and his heart dropped. From the highest heights he had suddenly been dropped into the proverbial pits of despair.

“This is what you do?” She was a bit soused, and she was mean and vindictive. “You changed into a woman? What are you? A transvestite or something? I’m ashamed of you.”

Beau’s face turned grey. His eyes were tormented.

But, Sophia realized from the audience, If he had any feelings of love left for this monster…they were gone now.

“Nora,” he mumbled.

She rode right over him.

“Your dick is so short. I can’t believe you did this!”

The crowd was silent. There were a few unhappy faces, but they had been taken by surprise. Given enough time people would have spoken out, but they didn’t need to. From the pits of despair Beau suddenly snapped, “It wasn’t my dick that was small, it was your hole that was big!”

Nora blinked and stopped, her mouth open. For the years of her marriage she had taken control, but the worm had finally spoken up.

She tried to gain the upper hand again. “You aren’t even a man!”

He said, “But I’m better looking than you.”

That was when the crowd woke up. A smattering of cheers grew, then became a deluge of cheers.

Nora was confused, and a woman, her new lover, was dragging her from the stage.

And the music started up again.

Hit me with your best shot!

When it was over Sophia came back stage and collected Beau.

She was happy and proud. And so was he.

They left through the side entrance and the limo driver found them.

Once in the back of the car: TOOT DE DA TOOT TOOT!

They got out at the Bonaventure and rode up an outside elevator. They held hands and watched the city reach out to the horizons.

“Wow.”

“Yes. Wow.”

At the top they were escorted down a long hallway and into a penthouse. As they entered the hand clapping started.

There were hundreds of people, all dressed to the nines, all cheering, clapping Beau on the back.

They were led through the large room to a man sitting on a couch. He was holding a cell phone and he put it aside as Sophia and Beau approached.

“Congratulations, Beau. Nine million dollars. That’s quite a sum.”

“I…yes…thanks.”

Beau stared around the room. He met eyes, received thumbs up, and was the man of the hour.

“Have a seat, Beau.”

There were cameras, and the scene was shown on big wide screen TVs around the room, but most people tried to crowd in and listen from as close as they could.

The Mystery Voice smiled, and said, “As I told you in the beginning. We are a jaded group, always searching for a thrill. We live vicariously through you.”

Beau nodded, and and Sophia held his hand tightly.

“This last challenge. If you refuse, you may simply stand up and walk out. Nothing said. Of course your riches will evaporate and you’ll be back to, what was it? $427.28?”

Again, Beau nodded.

He was nervous, but not frightened. All the things they had asked him to do, he was different now. Heck, he could walk out without the ten million dollars and still be a winner. The changes in him were that profound.

But…ten million dollars. It would be better to have it.

“Your tenth challenge, the one that secures for you all the cash and even the friendship and admiration of all these kind people.”

“Yes?” Beau raised his sculpted eyebrows.

“We would like you to…”

Beau lay on the table in the center of the penthouse. He was covered with sheets, except for his groin. His legs were apart and his package, small cock and all, were fully exposed.

Sophia stood next to him, holding his hand.

Around them were the people, packed together, jockeying for a better view.

“You’re sure about this?”

“Yep. I’m too small. I can’t really satisfy you, and, let’s face it, I couldn’t even satisfy my wife.”

“Yes, but…”

“Besides. We can always get dildos. Strap ons. Think of the variety we’ll be able to experience.

Sophia tried her last argument. “But I’m one of these people! I’m rich! You can keep your dick and still be worth ten million dollars. More than ten million dollars!”

From the crowd a voice yelled. “Doctor coming through!”

The crowd parted and a doctor, complete with white gown and a very sharp looking scalpel, came through. He stepped up to the table and asked, “Last chance, Beau. Do you want to go through with this and get the ten million dollars? Or do you want to walk away?”

Beau patted Sophia’s hand and looked the doctor in the eye.

“Do it, Doc. I’ll be a better person for it.”

The crowd cheered, and the doctor reached for Beau’s nuts.

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.
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