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Author’s Note

We left Roger with his cock tied through a wall. Poor Roger. But that’s what you get for cheating. Boys! Never, ever, never cheat on a woman!

They will have their revenge in the end.

Anyhoo, roger is hanging from a wall, and Shannon is going out on the town. That’s cool. Girl’s got to get a little back.

But…what about Celia?

She is going to show up to help out with Roger, and, man, the fit is about to hit the shan!

Roger’s already sorry, but now he’s going to be real sorry!

And, as for you…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Roger stood. He was naked and, in spite of the space heater, he was cold. Except for his penis. He was manacled to the wall and his penis and balls were sticking out a small hole in the wall.

Outside it was cold, and his penis should have gotten cold. But every time it started to get cold his wife, Shannon, would come out and suck on his cock.

At least, he thought it was Shannon.

It might have been his ex-lover, the woman he had had cheated on his wife with, Celia.

If you are blindfolded and different women taste you, can you tell which is which?

There have actually been porn movies filmed in which women were blind folded and fucked by different men, and the women couldn’t tell who was fucking them.

So why should it be different for men? Why should men be able to tell whose pussy is engulfing their cock?

“How are you doing, Roger?” Shannon asked Roger.

At that moment his boner was bouncing in a talented mouth. So it had to be Celia who was sucking his cock. Unless…it was somebody else.

“Oh, God,” he blurted, looked over his shoulder at. her. “I want to cum! Please! Let me have an orgasm!”

“No, Roger,” she said, coming up and wiggling his butt plug. “You cheated on me a hundred times. At least a hundred times. You owe me, and this is how I get my payback.”

Roger’s balls were blue on the other side of the wall, and not from the cold. They were blue because he had been deprived for a month, and the month had turned into a building scene of tease and denial.

“Are you sorry you cheated on me now?”

She pulled his head back, twisted it and kissed him tenderly.

“Are those tears a yes?”

“Yes!”

“Okay.” She walked out.

On the other side of the fence Celia stopped her ministrations and his cock throbbed in the cold. Who would have thought that such opposite extremes as hot and cold could lead to such a pulsating penis?

And the night went on.

Roger stood through the night. He dozed sometimes, leaning against the wall, but his dozing was stopped either by the girls, or by him sliding down the wall and pulling on the little pillory that trapped his penis on the other side of the wall.

Dawn, and the girls were gone and he was struggling to stay awake, struggling not to have that sudden pull on his prick.

Early morning. Late morning.

Then Shannon whistled.

But he was fastened to the wall of his pink shed! He couldn’t get loose.

Another whistle. This one shrill, and accompanied by her voice. “Come on, Roger! I haven't got all day!”

He was hoarse, he hadn’t drunk anything but a few sips of whiskey all night. He croaked. “I can’t! I’m still against the wall!”

But his voice was too low, his throat too raspy, and she couldn’t hear him.

“All right. Forget it.”

The sound of the mud room door slamming.

Roger sobbed. His belly was so empty he was sure his ribs showed. His waist had been getting smaller this past month.

Then he heard giggling.

“Aw, poor Roger.”

Shannon sauntered into the little room. She perched on the rust stained toilet and studied him.

He moved, pulling a little on his penis, trying to get some circulation going.

“You’re cute,” she said.

“Please,” he rasped, then he gave a hoarse cough.

“Well, I suppose.”

She reached up and freed his hands. Now he was only kept against the wall by the cock pillory on the other side.

“Okay? Is that enough?” she teased.

He just looked down.

She exited, rounded the building, and undid his penis. He gasped in relief as he pulled his dick and balls back through the hole. He squatted, his legs giving way, then sat down on the pallet beneath the bench. The butt plug jarred his sensitive tissues, but even after the long night it didn’t feel bad. In fact, it gave him a thrill.

He pulled his metal blanket over his shoulders. His body was shaking, his muscles were so used up. It was a different kind of shaking from the cold shivers he had experienced for an entire month.

A moment later Shannon entered the room. He was right. She was carrying a miniature pillory in her hands.

She put the device on the bench, then picked up the bowl of goop she had placed there on entering. She handed it to him.

“Don’t expect such service next time.”

“Next time?” The look of horror on his face made her laugh.

She watched him eat for a time, then said, “You’ve done well, Roger. I think you’re due for a little upgrade.”

He stared at her as he scooped the burger and rice concoction he called goop out of his dog dish. “What kind of an upgrade?”

“Don’t talk with your mouth full, and I don’t know. Furniture would be nice. And that old toilet stinks. But there’s no hurry. We’ve got a whole year to discuss this.”

“No…please.”

“Okay. I’ll think about it. But right now I want you to rest up. I was up all night with Celia, and that girl knows how to twerk and trib and everything. She was doing things to my pussy I never even read about!”

“You really did…”

“Make love to Celia? Of course.”

“But isn’t that cheating? Like I did?”

“Oh, no. We’re just evening the scales.”

But if you spank me, and that’s applied to the one hundred cheats I owe you, then wouldn’t you screwing somebody else be worth a point? Or whatever?”

“Oh, Roger. You’re so silly. Me screwing somebody just makes us even, but you still need to make amends.”

Roger didn’t understand. There was something loose in her logic, but he couldn’t quite figure out what.

“Anyway, To get this place ready for furniture you need to do a little work on it.”

“Like what?” He was done with the goop and was licking around the edges of the bowl. He was completely unaware of what a mutt he looked like.

“I want a floor in here. I want it wood, and solid, so I can put a rug in. You did a good job painting everything pink, but I want walls. The whole drywall and taping and painting thing. Pink, of course.”

“Of course,” he murmured. He was able to talk now. He still needed water after the long night of just standing in one spot, but he could get some from the hose outside as soon as she was done with him.

“I want the electricity rewired, the toilet should be replaced and enclosed, the sink should be fixed…”

“Can I put in a shower?”

She thought about that, one hand across her abdomen and the other rubbing her cheek. He noticed how long and sexy her red nails were and his penis  bounced.

She looked down at him, giggled, then said, “I’ll think about that. And I’ll start looking into materials. I want you to give me measurements, tell me what kind of materials you need, what kind of hardware.”

“Can I put in a new door?”

She just laughed. “Maybe. Probably not. You’re getting a little ahead of yourself.”

“I’m sorry. It’s just that living like this…”

“Are you sorry you cheated on me?”

“Oh, God! Yes!”

His answer was so heartfelt she knew he was telling the truth, but he still had a long way to go.

“Good. Come here.”

He put the dog dish aside and stood up. He was a little shaky, he was still weak from the long night.

She took his penis in hand and rubbed it.

He groaned, and she watched him.

“We need to get you back in chastity,” she said. “Otherwise you’ll have an accident.”

“No,” he moaned.

“Yes.” So when I leave, what did you do last time to get your penis soft?”

“I jacked off.” That admission caused his face to turn bright red.

“Hunh! We can’t have that! What’s another way you can get soft?”

“I can fill up a pot with water and, uh…dangle in it.”

She smiled. “Oh, I like that. And if it doesn’t work we can run some electricity to the pot and electrocute you.”

He didn’t think that was funny, but she was still chuckling when she left a minute later.

After she left he looked at the chastity tube she had left on the bench. God, he really didn’t want to wear that thing again.

Sighing, he crawled under the bench, onto his pallet, wrapped himself in his metal blanket, and went to sleep.

Or tried to go to sleep.

He had been falling asleep while his cock was fastened to the wall, but now that he was free it kept getting hard and waking him up.

He fell asleep, and found himself awake, half dozing, his cock throbbing.

He fell asleep and dreamed, and was awake. His hand on his cock, ready to whack off.

He fell asleep and…

He awoke about four in the afternoon. He was still tired, but he could at least function.

He got up, and realized that he needed to clean himself off.

All night long he had been in a fever of sex, and that had caused him to perspire.

After January, the coldest month in the year, February wasn’t bad.

He went outside and jumped in the pool. He swam back and forth a couple of times, then came out of the pool. He was flushed, his body shining, and, miracle of miracles, the cold water and the exertion had shrunk his peeny.

He ran into the shed without drying off and managed to get the chastity device in place before he could boner up again.

He stood, dripping wet, shivering, and looked down at his poor friend.

It struggled. It protested. It wasn’t going anywhere.

And it was making him so fucking horny!

He dried himself off with the good blanket, then put on his bra and panties, then he pulled on the tight, stretchy, black dress.

His pectorals were getting even more flabby. It had been a month since this thing had started, only a month, but with the cold and the lack of food…his body was getting skinny in some places, and chubby in others.

He wished he had a mirror so he could see himself. Then maybe he could figure out what kind of exercises to do to get back in shape.

Not that he had the energy to exercise.

He opened the door to leave the building, then stopped. He turned and looked at the bench. The tube of lipstick was on the bench.

Shannon wanted him to wear the lipstick.

He was trying to make up for cheating, and this would…it would make Shannon…feel better.

He picked up the tube, went outside to the little window, and applied the red substance.

The window wasn’t a good reflection, it was good enough for his face, but not his body. And even his face was sort of dimmed out by the dull glass.

He went to the garage and got a measuring tape, some paper and a pencil, and a spray bottle of windex and some paper towels.

He put everything on the bench in his pink house, then proceeded to do a good job, a professional job, on the little window.

He scrubbed the inside until it was immaculate, then headed outside. He scrubbed, and he scrubbed. Swirls became long loops, then disappeared, and his reflection now was easy to see.

He slowed down at the sight of himself, and stopped.

His face was totally different.

His cheeks were chubby and he had a couple of pimples. His chin looked smaller and his eyes—his eyes actually looked bigger! And they sparkled!

But that wasn’t him!

His face was transforming! Yes, his diet had changed, and he had probably shivered off twenty pounds of fat, but…his face was being re-sculptured. He had always had a soft face, but now it was super soft! And his hair…his hair was…feminine!

But it was the lipstick that really did it. The lipstick made his lips look larger, plumper, and…sexier.

He backed away from his own reflection. He tripped and almost fell as his heel hit the edge of the pavement.

He turned, glancing back at the mirror as if it was a monster pursuing him through the woods. He reached the kitchen window.

The paper saying ope on one side and closed on the other had fallen down.

He didn’t care. He tapped on the window. And tapped again, and tapped frantically. Then he bent and picked up a small pebble from the flower box and began rapping on the glass.

Finally, looking a little put out, Shannon entered the kitchen.

“My face!” he yelled. “It’s changing!”

She stood at the window, observed him, noticed his fresh lipstick, and said, “Okay.”

Total lack of concern.

“But…something’s wrong!”

“There’s something wrong with being beautiful?”

“But…it’s…I’m turning feminine!”

“So?” She actually looked puzzled, as if a man turning into a woman was the most natural thing in the world and why was he complaining?

“Call a doctor!”

She sighed.

“We’ll have a talk after dinner. Now go do your work.”

He stare at her, horrified, and wanted to run out of the yard, down the block, pounding on neighbor’s doors and screaming for help.

But he didn’t.

What could he say? “I’m turning into a girl!”

And they might shrug their shoulders and figure he was just being silly. Or a crossdresser, or something.

He was turning into something, but he wasn’t hurting, not unduly, and…he was too mortified to go out and make a fool of himself.

So they would talk after dinner.

He gave a nod, and stood motionless, and she turned the paper so it said, ‘Closed.’

And she walked away.

He turned, became aware that he was once again feeling the cold. He needed to get warm. He needed to think about this. And he needed to talk to Shannon. Surely she could see what was happening to him. Couldn’t she?

“Your imagination is over active,” she said. She had brought a folding chair out to sit on, and he was crouched on his pallet. It put her taller than him, in a superior position, and he felt like she was a little superior.

“But my face…”

“Your face is slenderizing because of your diet. As is your whole body.”

“But…”

“And your hair style and lipstick is certainly going to add to your new, more feminine appearance.”

“But you want me to wear my hair like this, and to wear lipstick.” And he didn’t finish: and lingerie and a dress. But he was thinking it.

“I certainly don’t mind you taking a little pride in your appearance.”

“Then I can take off the dress and the lingerie and everything?”

“So you don’t want to wear clothes.”

“No! I do!”

“Good. I was actually thinking about hose and garters for you. I don’t think you’re ready for heels, but…”             

“Can’t I wear pants? And a shirt?”

She looked at him disdainfully. “You really want to look like a slob.”

“No, but…pants don’t make me a slob.”

“We have a difference of opinion then. Anyway, you’ve drawn me into an uncomfortable conversation, one which I would rather not have. Also, you’re acting ungrateful. You know what that means?”

He knew. Even though she didn’t say a word, didn’t even hint, it was in the air.

“You’re going to spank me?” his voice was a whisper. On a mountain top. Far away.

“Not tonight. I’m a little tired. I need to catch up on my sleep. But maybe tomorrow night. And make sure you finish your measuring tomorrow. I need those figures to buy materials.” She stood up. “Is there anything else?”

He stared at her. He was semi naked, she was clothed. He was cold, wearing lingeries and a thin dress. She was warm looking. she wore pants and a jacket, and it was warm enough in his pink house that she had loosened the top of the jacket.

He could see her cleavage, the smooth, pale slopes of her most perfect breasts.

He gulped and licked his lips.

She noticed and took pity on him.

“Stand up and turn around.”

He did, and she pushed him over the bench.

The wood was rough on his chest and hands, but her hands were soft as she gripped the butt plug and began turning it, rotating it, jerking it up and down.

He was gasping as she worked him, and she leaned over him, pressed her large tits against him, he could feel them through her jacket, and she said, “You must work on being a good boy. You must say ‘yes, ma’am,’ and ‘no, ma’am.’ You must learn to accept your situation without complaint. You must learn to be grateful. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” he groaned.

She lifted the plug hard then, and he squeaked and went up on tip toes. She held him there for a long moment, causing a most delicious pain in his rectum, then she let go and he collapsed on the floor.

“See that you remember it.” She went out the door.

Roger worked stolidly that day, and the next. He measured the walls and floor, estimated materials, and made lists. He figured out how many nails, what other types of hardware, and he included estimates for a door and a new window. A bigger window he cold actually look out.

By the time the evening of the next day rolled around he was done, and he placed his completed estimates and lists on the bench. Then he washed himself off by jumping in the pool and soaping himself thoroughly.

It was at that moment that he realized that the soap he was using was scented. It was a sweet, rosy smell, and he marveled that he hadn’t detected that aroma before.

But he had been battling his own filth, and his filth had been winning.

Now he was washing himself more often, and the soap was winning.

Done with his ablutions, inspired, he washed his clothes. He had to hand wash everything, and he hung them on a line inside the shack. It was warmer in there, and he figured they would dry faster.

He was worried. Shannon expected him to be clean and dressed, and he had planned so badly he wasn’t dressed.

He was changing. He was worried more about what she would think about that than anything else.

He hadn’t worried much about what she thought when he was cheating, and he was sunk in a funk over that.

But, if he was worrying more, she was worrying less. She breezed into his pink house at dusk, looked around, and made a tsk sound. “No clothes. Shameful. Though I do applaud the fact that you are trying to improve yourself. Change of plans.”

She was holding a couple of boxes, and they were moderately heavy. One of the boxes was about two feet long and skinny. The other one was about two feet square, and flat.

“What’s that?” he blurted.

She put the boxes on the bench and started opening them.

Inside the skinny one was a telescoping pole. She opened it and it had two sections and extended to about three feet.

Inside the flat one was a plate with a holder for the telescoping rod in the center.

“Figure this out,” she said. “I’ll be right back.”

There wasn’t much to figure out. He put the pole in the plate and made the pole longer and shorter. There was a locking device on pole.

She returned holding a small dildo in her hand, and a small dildo with a strap on it in the other hand.

“Excellent,” she said, seeing the assembled apparatus.

“What’s this for?”

“For you.” She put the dildo with the straps onto the bench and screwed the other one to the top of the extended rod. She began lubing the dildo, and when it was slick with grease she turned to him. “Bend over the bench.”

“What is that for?” Though, with a sinking heart, he knew.

“I told you, for you.” She began reaming his asshole with a finger.

They had played anal before, back in the days before cheating, and he loved it. The sensations of being poked in the pooky were incredible. But he wasn’t happy with the idea of standing on a…a pooky pole. Or a pokey pole. Or a dildo rod. Or whatever it was called.

She moved the pooky pole to a position in front of the hole in the wall.

“You’re not going to….”

She just turned to him and said, “Take a seat.”

But she didn’t mean seat, she meant he should stand over the dildo on a stick.

“I can’t.”

“Oh, you can. And you will. Or I will cut you to ribbons with a whip, a real whip, and then I will release all the photos on Facebutt, plus that sweet one of you poking a finger up your fanny. And did you know I have a video of what we were doing to your cock on the other side of the wall?

“But…it’s dangerous.”

“Not the way we’re going to do it.”

“But…”

She slapped his face.

He put a hand to his face and was ready to cry. Why, oh why, had he cheated?

He moved forward and stood over the pooky pole.

She got down behind him and extended the pole until the dildo touched his ass.

“Oh, fuck,” he whimpered.

She extended it further, slid it into him, and he made an irking sound and arched his back.

“Relax. Let it find the most comfortable position. You’re going to want it to be comfortable.”

He let out a breath and tried wiggling his butt. The thing was very comfortable, as far as such things go.

She tightened the rod. He was stuck in place now. No way to get off.

“You’re not going to leave me like this,” he murmured worriedly.

“Nah,” she said. She fastened the manacles to his wrists so he was now standing facing the wall. his cock pushed up against the hole in the wall, except he had his chastity tube on so it wouldn’t slide through.

She took off his chastity tube and his cock sprang up and touched the hole.

“That’s a good boy,” she said in a pleased, low voice. She leaned against his back and the pole slowly leaned, and bent into a forward position. He was still captured, but now he was leaning against the wall.

She pushed his cock and balls through the hole, slapped his ass, and said, “Stay like this.”

He stood, face plant against the wall, and she ran outside and around the building.

He felt her grab his package and pull. He groaned. She set the bottom of the penis pillory under his cock and balls and closed the top of it carefully, then he heard the snap of a lock being closed.

“Oh, fuck,” he whispered to himself.

He was standing, but leaning. He was supported by manacles and rectum rod and penis pillory. He wasn’t going anywhere.

He hugged the wall and listened to the sounds of Shannon coming back around the shack and entered through the doorway.

“Now we’re talking,” she exclaimed, quite pleased.

“You can’t do this to me!” He was belly flopping the wall, his penis stretched out and his rectum lifted up. It wasn’t comfortable, but it was doable. But he sure didn’t want to do it.

Or did he? His penis was throbbing on the other side of the wall and seemed quite happy.

Shannon began disrobing. He turned his face and watched as she took off her jacket and blouse, then her slacks.

She smiled at him. “I don’t normally want you able to see me like this. Not for a year, and maybe not then. But I’m about to work up a sweat, and I don’t want my clothes to be all stinky.

“What are you going to do?” But he knew. She was about to whip him.

She came up behind him. She cupped his buns. “I miss wiggling your plug, you move so funny when I do that, and your face looks so incredibly pleased. But this Butt Pole, or whatever it’s called, will do just as well.

“Are you going to spank me like this?”

“Yep.”

“But…can’t we…I’ve been working hard, trying to make up for what I did.”

“Yes. Good for you. But you’ve still got eleven months to go. This being February, it’s time for your second spanking.”

He was terrified and excited. He was trapped, but in some weird way, he was feeling liberated.

His cock was throbbing so hard he could hear the sound of the cock pillory hitting the wall on the other side of the wall.

She pressed her chest against him, and he felt her weight pressing him against the wall. And, once again, he felt her magnificent mammaries.

She turned her face to the side, put her cheek against his back, and said, “You know, the funny thing is I think you like this. Your cock gets so hard, and the look in your eyes…Roger, I think this is something you wanted.”

“No!”

“Or why would you have put yourself in this position.”

“I didn’t! You put me here!

And you call yourself a Republican. Aren’t you the one who’s always saying that people create their own problems? Their own situations?”

“I didn’t mean this!”

“Oh, I’ll bet you did. Tell me, do you think your precious Republicans would like to be ‘cornwalled,’ and ‘pecker pulled,’ and ‘ramrodded?’ Can you see Donald Trump whining and wailing at having this done to him?”

He couldn’t see such a thing. All he could see was himself, and he was scared. She was going to whip him, and…she was going to leave him like this overnight!

“I might die!”

She chuckled. “Not hardly. You[‘re too horny to die. No, you’re going to whine and cry, and when it’s done your penis is going to be dripping and you’ll wish I had done more.”

“No!”

“Yes, honey. Yes.” She kissed the back of his neck, then she stepped back and said, “Well, the sooner we start the sooner we’ll be done. How many stripes did you wish?”

His mouth was moving uncontrollably, and he babbled, “Please…no.”

“I believe it was a hundred, right? A hundred times you cheated on me, so a hundred stripes.”

“But you spanked me last month! Doesn’t that count for something? At least take ten off or something!”

She just laughed. “I’ll be back.” Then she giggled and said it like Arnie, “I’ll be back!”

He was leaning against the wall, feeling uncomfortable, and moisture was creeping out of the corners of his eyes.

“Please…”

But she was gone.

Then she was back, and she was holding a whip. A real whip!

His eyes grew large as she brought it up and stroked his cheek with it.

It wasn’t a mean whip, like a cat o nine tails. It was a short whip with soft leather strips, a bouquet of them.

She whirled the whip in the air, made a whirring sound, then slowed it down and…

SMACK!

He cried out!

“You big baby. This is much softer than the belt I first used on you.”

But he cried, even though she was right.

But she wasn’t fooled by his fake hysterics. She began swinging the whip and gently striking him.

It was the cumulative effect that was doing the trick.

Whirr…SMACK… Whirr…SMACK… Whirr…SMACK…

It didn’t hurt, but as she continued it hurt more and more. He began pressing his hips harder against the wall, as if he was trying to go through the little hole.

His mouth opened and he started making a continuous, little wail.

He heard her counting, which was a blessing, because he could never keep up through the continuous barrage, the endless smacking.

The world came together, his mind stopped functioning, and he entered a dazed world of endorphins and…pleasure.

It hurt, but he liked it.

It was only the first forty or fifty strokes that built the pain, then…he felt a downright orgasmic feeling slowly overwhelm him. It just crept up, out of the corners of his mind, and he thought…he thought he might cum.

She kept striking him, and now she was sweating.

And he stopped trying to go through the pecker hole in the wall and sagged.

The feeling of the leather striking his buns was like the feel of the little pecker up his ass like the feeling of his bare cock waving in the cold night air like…

She stopped. It hadn’t been hard physical exercise, it had been actually gentle, but it required sufficient muscle that she was sweating.

“Wow,” she blurted, putting the whip aside. “That was sexy. After a while it was like shoving a dick into a hole. I mean…I got that, even as a woman, and…now I know why men like fucking so much. It’s a form of inflicting pain to subjugate women.”

Roger hung on the wall. His wrists were stretched and his cock was pulled and his butt was shoved into.

But he loved it.

“Well, time for a nice, hot shower, and then…oh. I almost forgot.”

She picked up the penis with the straps and arranged it over his head. It was a penis gag, and she fit it to his mouth and fastened the velcro strap in the back.

He felt the small peeny in his mouth, poking at the back of his throat. Not enough to gag, just enough that he had something to suck on.

“Oh, that’s nice,” she said, inspecting her work.

Then she gathered up her clothes and odds and ends and left.


Part Two

Roger lay against the wall. His ass hurt, in more ways than one. His penis throbbed and pulsed, and the other side of the wall, so close, yet felt like a different country.

His face was against the pink painted wall.

He could smell the paint. He didn’t mind it.

He didn’t mind anything.

He was excited.

He was caught in a position from which he couldn’t move, and it felt like he had finally figured out his place in the universe.

His limbs were stretched…stretched out like he was beseeching God, and God was smiling down at him.

Thank you for looking for me, Roger. And because you looked, so shall I reveal. Here I am.

His penis was thrusting out, pulsating, the whole blood of his body coursing through it, and he felt like he was a penis.

His eyes were closed. His ass hurt. He…loved it.

Such a warm, embracing feeling he was in.

Suddenly the door opened and a rush of cold air rushed into the room.

“I almost forgot.”

The smell of her perfume whelmed him, brought a finer edge to his pulsating pleasure.

She stood next to him, and the feeling of her fur coat was like satin on wounds.

She reached up and pushed his head back.

He lolled backward, but couldn’t go far.

He stood and waited, and she placed a piece of paper in front of his eyes and thumb tacked the corners.

She pushed his face back to the wall, returning him to his original position.

She kissed his cheek and said, “I think I’ll turn off the heater. You’ve had it too soft, and I want to keep the electrical bill down.

He gave a sob from the throat, but it was a grateful sob.

“Don’t wait up for me.” Then she giggled, turned off the heater, and left.

Roger was in never never land. He was in a happy place from which he didn’t want to leave.

Yet he had to. The real world wanted him back.

He was going to have to leave the pleasure palace he had created for himself and rejoin the misery of humanity.

He opened his eyes.

He tried to focus on the sheet of paper, but he couldn’t. He wasn’t back in the real world, yet.

He kept blinking, trying to see, trying to understand, and slowly, slowly, the words came into focus.

You won’t understand women until you’ve been one.

He didn’t disagree. The truth of where he was returning from wouldn’t let him.

He leaned forward, placed his forehead against the paper, and looked down.

The letters, so neatly typed, were still readable, and he read.

And the truth entered into his skull.

Shannon was wearing a half bra and crotchless panties. She was wearing a low cut dress that reveal al-l-l of her considerable cleavage, and if she sat down she was going to be putting on a pussy show.

She was also wearing nylons, the kind that hugged the tops of the thighs and didn’t need garters, and high heels.

A jacket with faux fur, she wasn’t fond of killing animals just for their coats, and high heels.

She walked out to the car, her heels clicking in the night, telling the night that here was an animal on the prowl. There was some serious fornicating about to happen.

She took the Acura because it had a moon roof. It was too cold for serious moon roofing, but she could at least look up through the glass at the stars.

She drove to Charley Coyote’s down on Santa Monica, and thought all the way.

She had committed herself to a life with Roger. She had fucked a few men before, but not many.

Then Roger had cheated, and she had felt an emptiness inside that she had never experienced before in her life.

She wanted the fucks that Roger had deprived her of, and she wanted them now. And she was determined to get them.

Yet, how did she feel about that?

She knew she was obsessed, but she didn’t care.

Had Roger been obsessed?

Probably.

But men are different than women.

Or are they?

He had fulfilled his needs, and she was going to fulfill hers.

But how did she feel about that?

She was married, damn it! She shouldn’t be doing this!

Or should she?

She sighed, feeling a bomb of excitement high in her chest, and turned into the Charley Coyote’s parking lot.

Charley Coyote’s is always hopping. Combination restaurant and night club, there was always something happening.

She let the valet steal her car and sauntered up the front walk.

A single woman, she was let right in.

She stood at the entrance and looked out at the mayhem.

Women in latex dresses. Men in suits with Rolex watches. The roar of music. The house band was covering The Doors, and she heard strains of ‘Break on Through.’

But can you still recall

Time we cried

Break on Through!

She hadn’t cried much when Roger had cheated, at least not on the outside.

She had cried on the inside. She had cried, and each tear was a wrecking ball to her soul.

She had thought their love pure, that it would never end, that…lies.

Yet, she loved him. They still had something. Though that something was morphing into something that was hideous and beautiful all at the same time.

Did he still love her?

She thought he did. The way he cried and begged for forgiveness….of course that could just be him trying to get out of pain.

She had heard that pain could be so great that it would become pleasure. She thought of that old joke she had heard.

‘Hit me and I’ll hurt,’ said the masochist to the sadist.

‘No,’ said the sadist to the masochist.

So stupid, but once you untangled who was who it made a weird, ironic sense.

I think I need to get hit tonight, she thought. I need to turn some of that pain into pleasure.

She strode up to the bar and held up a finger.

Tequila. Yes. A weird taste. A rich taste. A high that was more like dope than liquor.

She tossed back the shot of tequila and held up another finger.

And another finger, and another.

A half hour later the pain had left. It was replaced by a joyous haze of heaven.

She looked around at the men and the women.

More men than women, but a lot more women than there used to be.

Were women feeling more pain these days?

she giggled at the thought.

“Hey, beautiful.” He was wearing a sharkskin suit, but he looked a bit geeky.

“Hey, handsome,” she grabbed his hands and pulled him out onto the dance floor.

He went with her, and his hidden smile, not so hidden, revealed that he thought he had stumbled on gold.

He had no clue.

They danced, and perspired, and their eyes flashed as their bodies gyrated.

Then the band segued into ‘Moonlight Drive.’

Penetrate the evening that the

City sleeps to hide

She was holding him, humping him, kissing his neck.

He was a stranger and she was feeling strange.

She didn’t even wait for him. She leaned up, pulled his head down, and whispered into his ear.

“Have you ever heard that expression, ‘Wall her for a dollar?’”

He looked at her, was suddenly frightened. It wasn’t supposed to happen this fast.

“I’ve got a dollar, and I want you to take me into the boy’s bathroom and fuck me. Slam me against the wall. Screw me so hard I feel the head of your dick in my throat.”

He was confused now, but she took his hand and pulled him off the dance floor. She led him down the hall and into the men’s room.

It was stinky. Even a high class place like Charley Coyote’s can’t make piss smell sweet.

She leaned against the wall, pulled him to her, unzipped his pants as she crawled her tongue down his throat.

He was trying to resist, be it in a weak fashion, and she threw a leg into one of his hands.

He had no choice. He was a guppy in a tidal wave. He held her buns and fumbled his way under her dress, through the crotchless panties, and into her.

She moaned, and it seemed there was more pain than pleasure in that guttural utterance.

He was balls deep in her, and she was hugging him like she was tigeress and he was her meal. And she thought: this is what he felt. This is the excitement of strange poontang.

Now the young, geeky man was getting excited. He was fucking an incredibly beautiful woman. And his cock took over.

He banged her against the wall. He slammed her with his hips like a hammer pounding on a nail, and she grunted under the force of his impacts.

The door opened and a man came in. Turned and walked out.

Another man came in, and grinned.

Another.

Then Shannon was lost in a crowd of men.

The first one gave out, and she pulled in a second one.

Sloppy seconds it was called, and he took her, banged her hard, and she wanted more.

For the first time since Roger cheated she felt like she was back in control.

She was worth desire.

And she had her own desires.

Another man, another…and she knew the whispers were going through Charley Coyote’s: there’s a babe in the john…pulling a train…better hurry.

Another man, and, at last, the pain began to wane. The hurt that Roger inflicted was now buried under gallons of semen, and…it felt good.

She wore out the man who was fucking her, then pushed him away, and the one who was trying to get to her.

She didn’t say anything, just thought, Sorry, boys, the party’s over. Thanks for turning my pain to pleasure, and maybe we’ll do it again—it was so much fun!—but, now…I’m done.

She pushed through the door and into the hallway.

She was a mess.

Her lipstick was smeared into nothing. Her dress was crooked. Her nylons had come down, her hair was sticking out all over the place and she even had semen in it.

And her legs were soaked in semen.

She stood in the hallway, men and women passing her and starring at her.

She didn’t care. She just had this stupid look on her face. A weird grin of happiness.

She brushed her hair with her fingers and straightened her dress. Then a hand grabbed her arm and she was pulled back down the hallway. “Come on, honey. Let’s fix you up.”

It was another women. Women have a softer side than men. Whereas a man will laugh at another man in humiliating circumstances, a woman will come to the rescue of another woman.

She was let into a women’s bathroom and she stood there, happy/stupid, and a good looking blonde pulled her dress down and pulled her nylons up. She produced a comb and combed the semen out of her tangles. Shannon managed to gather some paper towels and she scrubbed at the semen on her legs and leaking out of her.

“Yuck!” the woman said, and Shannon giggled.

“You had yourself a time, didn’t you.”

Shannon nodded.

“Well, we all need a time or two.”

She worked on Shannon’s make up, repairing it, then putting lipstick back on her mouth.

Tears started coming out of Shannon’s eyes.

Other women were coming and going, staring on the way past, but not offering to help.

“It’s okay,” the woman said, putting her cosmetics away.

“You don’t understand,” Shannon said, enjoying the tears running down her cheeks, ruining the quick repair that had been done.

“What don’t I understand?”

“He cheated.”

The other woman nodded. “Honey, I do understand. That’s men for you. Do you want to come home with me? Get rested? Figure out what to do next?”

Shannon nodded.

The woman stared at her for a long moment, then said, “Okay. You can leave your car here, I assume you have a car, and I can bring you back any time you want.

Shannon nodded.

The woman smiled, took her arm, and guided her out of the restroom and down the back hallway to the parking lot.

The minutes passed slowly. The only thin missing was the slow tick…tick…tick of a clock.

It was cold. Roger had been living with the space heater, and the metal blanket, and he had actually forgotten how cold it was.

It was nearing the end of February, and water was still freezing outside.

Shannon was gone. Somewhere. A party? A friend? What?

He felt so empty. He had screwed up so bad.

Was she really out screwing somebody?

She hadn’t said so, but that was the implication.

Who was she screwing?

And…why is my cock so hard?

The thought of sex was so damned intrusive.

Of course, he hadn’t had an orgasm in near two months, and she had played with him and tormented him, teased and denied him.

And spanked him.

Hell, beaten him.

A spanking inferred a hand, she was using first a belt, then a short whip thing.

More than a spanking.

And, he was ashamed to admit it, the whippings turned him on.

Did they turn him on because they were like sex? Because he was naked and she was naked, or nearly so?

Why was being abused so important to him?

Because he was cheater…and because he deserved it?

Maybe.

It was certainly something to think about.

It was super silent in the pink house.

Nothing moved but time, and that was imperceptible.

Outside it was more silent. It was larger, with less sound, and he could hear nothing through the thin wall.

Nothing but the beat of his heart as he contemplated his crimes.

He imagined his blood coursing through his veins. Gallons a minute. Smooth flowing. Silent.

He imagined the thoughts in his head. Electric impulses flying between nodes.

If he listened to a pipe he could probably hear water flowing.

If he listened to a wire he would hear nothing.

That was the nothing that had him surrounded in the punk house.

Why did he cheat?

Shannon was the most beautiful woman he had ever seen. She was kind, and took care of him. When he had a flu she hovered over him, took his temperature, stuffed chicken noodle soup down his gullet.

And he just wanted to get well to go fuck Celia.

Why?

Why didn’t he know a good thing when he had it?

He sighed.

The noise of his exhalation disappeared into the surfaces of the house.

“Hey!” he shouted. Through the ball gag it was smushed and mushed and indecipherable.

“I’m talking to myself!” Itkgooffsell it came out.

And he thought: it’s okay if I talk to myself, as long as I don’t answer.

He started hummed a tune. A mindless conglomeration of notes that was alive only in his head.

Nobody hummed along.

Nobody clapped.

He stopped humming.

Time and space were the same thing. Big, empty containers of…of what?

Experiences? Like cheating?

He sighed.

He was awake, and there was nothing he could do about it.

He wiggled, and his butt ached. He wanted the little prick in his backside to do something. To stop just sitting there and to move.

He remembered somebody telling him sometime that if a man was totally sensory deprived he would go crazy.

Well, hey, here’s living proof.

He moved his hips and he felt sensation in his rock hard cock.

He moved, humped the wall, scratched his anal itch…but there was no completion. No climax. No point to it all.

He was a prick on a stick, with a stick out prick.

He wondered what would happen if a bear climbed the fence, came into the yard, and found his cock sticking out of the wall of the little house.

Would the bear eat it? One gulp? A beef jerky snack from a jerk with a beefy.

He remembered a family who wanted a picture of a bear licking their daughters face. They put honey on the little girl’s face, and that didn’t end well.

What if somebody put honey on his penis? Not just for bears, which didn’t come in this neighborhood anyway, but for bugs. Flies and bees and…and mosquitos!

Oh, fuck! Mosquitos! They did live in this neighborhood!

He could help himself, he imagined a big mosquito, as big as a dive bomber, perched on the end of his dick, bending over and sticking its blood sucking proboscis right into the head of his….he shivered, and burst out in song.

Come on, baby.

Light my fire!

Can’t get much higher

start my funeral pyre!

It came out in a garbled couplets of nonsense.

And he had the words from the old Doors song wrong, he was pretty sure. But he didn’t care. He had to sing, to make something in the universe happen, even if the penis gag wouldn't let him fully enunciate. He had to take his mind off giant mosquitos that stuck their noses up his slit!

He sang, alone in a world absent of light and sound and even smell.

He sang, desperate, and…stopped.

He stood there, leaning against the wall, his belly flattened out, his legs slightly bent and used to prop his body up.

His asshole was happy, especially if he wiggled.

His cock was happy, swaying back and forth int he midnight breeze.

Everything was fine.

He screamed.

And so went the night.

The woman’s name was Betsy, and she lived in an apartment just off Lankershim. She was a dancer with a nodding acquaintance with porn.

The truth: her tits were too big for dance, but just right for porn.

So she was in the middle of a life crisis. She wanted to dance, but porn paid the bills. And she knew, in that little intuitive nugget women have in their craniums, that she would grow to love porn more than dancing, and how would she face her parents?

This is my daughter. She sucks cock and takes it up the butthole for a living.

Oh, fuck.

Or, the embarrassed fifty-somes…She’s in the movie business. Behind the scenes. Not quite sure what she does.

Or some other excuse for pride.

But, whatever her problems, she knew that Shannon needed a friend.

She helped Shannon undress and put her in the shower, then she hopped in after her.

She washed Shannon off, until Shannon woke up a bit and started washing her off.

Hands on boobs and buns turned into kisses.

Shannon was liberated. Her unhappiness turned into desire, and the world was her victim.

Betsy liked making love to women. That was big in porn, and Shannon was way better looking than the women in the movies.

They stepped out of the shower in a heat. They kissed and fingered each other, and the towels might not have even been necessary, they were that hot.

Down the hall and into a bedroom. Their mouths loud and slippery. Their breasts turgid tips, volcanoes in the night. And their pussies. Oh, my God…their pussies were dripping faucets of lust.

Into a bed, the hell with sheets and covers. Sucking, fingering, moaning, and the night became a receptacle for their desire.

Roger stood against the wall. He was freezing. The wall was leeching heat from his chest. He wondered if his heart would freeze up solid. Just stop mid-beat, and auricles and ventricles and stuff turned into icicles, the blood turned into icy drops.

He was awake, but his awareness was truncated, obviated, shorn.

Dimly, he could hear sounds, but he could not respond to them. The world had ceased to exist as something meaningful.

The pain of being skewered and held by the ding dong had become a pain so great it had turned into pleasure.

Frozen endorphins, baby.

The door opened.

He watched it in his mind, aware that his eyeballs were insufficient to the task of keeping up with awareness.

Celia entered.

He sighed, “Celia.”

It came out weird, him being in the penis gag, but she understood it.

Which surprised Celia, for he hadn’t even looked at her, hadn’t known she was coming.

“Hello, Roger.” She loosened the gag and took it off.

“Hi-i-i-i…” just turned into a long sigh.

“Shannon asked me to come look in on you.”

“Shannnnnoooonnn!” he wheezed. It was a sob, but of pleasure, not pain. Pain morphed. Pain enlightening.

“Roger…are you all right?”

“Fi-i-ine.”

His eyes were still closed. His penis was still locked onto the other side of the wall.

“You’ve messed yourself.”

It was true. His legs were brown with dried slime. The night had been too long. The night, and most of the day. It was near dinner time.

“She said I should let you loose. That you needed to be fed.”

“Yeah,” he sighed, wondering what time of year it was.

Celia frowned. He sounded so strange. It sounded like he was going out of his head.

She reached up and undid his manacles. His hands dropped, but he still leaned against the wall. His penis was through the hole in the wall.

She started to loosen the pooky pole and he whispered. “No.”

“No what?” she was confused.

“No. If you take it away I’ll fall. My cock will be ripped off.”

“Oh, heysoos. Roger, you’re scaring me.”

He said nothing, just smiled and enjoyed the other world he was in.

“Okay, I’m going to get your cock free first.”

She backed towards the door timidly, then turned and scooted.

A minute later Roger felt her hands on his weenie.

His weenie was suffering from endorphins. The endorphins of blood cut off.

“Roger, your penis doesn’t look good.”

He didn’t care. It felt good. Everything felt good.

Suddenly he was free, and she shoved his package back through the hole.

He managed to twist a bit and lean back, and he looked at his dingus.

It was purple and swollen.

Hunh!

The sound of Celia running back around the pink house. The door opening and closing.

Then she loosened the pooky pole and the dildo slipped out of him. along with a backed up turd.

Well, not a turd. It was too wet and gooey to hold its shape.

“Oh, crap,” Celia stepped back to avoid the floor.

Roger staggered away from the wall. Free. And back in the prison of reality.

Celia moved away from him. She didn’t want to get any of his mess on her.

He staggered out the door, to the pool…and fell in.

She heard the splash, but she was looking at her hands where she had gotten some of his poop on her.

She walked out of the pink shack, intending to wash her hands with the garden hose.

Roger floated facedown in the pool. Didn’t move. Floated. Like a dead man.

“Roger!” she screamed, and she jumped into the pool.

Roger was floating in his mind. He wasn’t breathing, just holding his breath and enjoying the liberating feeling of being afloat in the cosmos.

He wanted to go back in the shack, to enter into that state that had grown out of his long night.

He floated, and it wasn’t cold, then hands grabbed him and pulled him to the surface.

The water was freezing for Celia. She was nearly in shock, but she grabbed Roger and lifted.

He came to the surface, and finally came alive.

He spluttered, splashed, and flailed.

“Roger!” Celia’s teeth chattered and her lips were already blue.

She helped him out of the pool, fortunately they were at the shallow end and near the steps, then she climbed out.

Roger stood, panting, and the cold began to hit him. He started to shiver, and his eyes came alive.

He looked down at his swollen, dark penis. “OH, FUCK!”

He ran for the mudroom and Celia followed him.

The mudroom wasn’t locked and he burst in, then ran into the shower and turned on the water. He kept staring at his poor dingus.

Then Celia burst into the shower. The shower would have hot water, and that would save them.

The water grew hot rapidly, and they shivered and their teeth clicked, and slowly, slowly, they came back to life.

Celia was crying. She didn’t understand this. She had fucked Roger, then his wife, and it was all some kind of weird game. But this…playing with his cock through the wall, the thing up his butt, the weird way he was acting…and his penis! His penis looked…bad!

Roger hugged her then. He put his arms around her, and body heat contributed to the warming process.

They stood, shivering, and things started to wake up.

Precisely, his penis started to return to a flesh color. His balls ached like a mule had kicked them.

“Roger,” she said, hiding her face in his chest, his flabby, tit inspired chest. “You’re…different.”

Such an inadequate observation.

An hour later his penis was pulsing again. The icicles had cleared out without permanently damaging him. The ache in his frozen blue balls had been reduced to hot heat hurt.

Celia was recovered.

But neither of them left the shower.

They just looked at each other.

“You said you were going to leave your wife.”

“I lied.”

Silence for a while.

“You said you loved me.”

“I love everybody.” Such a lie. He loved only himself. At least, he did until Shannon had turned on him. Now he loved her more.

“Do you want me?”

“Oh, God,” he sobbed.

They came together, two naked bodies in a hot shower.

He gripped the floor with feet and balance and pushed her up against the wall.

“No,” she yelped.

She pushed him back, then turned around and bent over.

Roger hadn’t been in a pussy for two months. He was ready. His balls were chockfull. He needed this.

He grabbed her hips and thrust forward. His penis slid in smoothly.

He began to pump, big slams of the hips that made Celia brace her hands against the wall.

In and out, a savage lust came over him. Not the enlightenment of pain, but the desperation of a man who had just floated in the cosmos and wanted to feel that so incredible sensation of cumming again.

In and out.

Celia yelling, and cumming, and yelling some more.

Roger couldn’t slow down. He couldn’t stop. He was a man possessed.

But, he couldn’t cum!

He grew more desperate, fucked her harder, but…nothing.

It was right there! On the edge! But it wouldn’t happen!

Celia finally fell down. Just slid out of his grasp. She was battered. She had had several orgasms, then she had just given out.

Roger stood, looking down at his hard, dripping penis, and knew that something was wrong. Something was stopping him up.

Then the shower door opened.

Betsy gave Shannon a ride back to her car at Charley Coyote’s. They spent a long moment in the parking lot, lip locked, enjoying the moment of passion, even after the night of passion.

“Call me. Anytime.”

“I will.”

Then Betsy was gone, and Shannon climbed into her car.

She was sore. Her pussy hurt. Her breasts hurt. And she felt marvelous.

She felt like she had been fucked to heaven and back.

A huge load was off her, and she headed for home with a heart as light as a feather.

Celia’s car was parked outside, and Shannon frowned. She had called Celia, but that was hours ago. She should have been long gone.

She parked, got out and walked up the walk to the house.

It was silent inside. No, wait…she heard sounds through the kitchen.

She walked through the kitchen and the sounds grew.

The mudroom.

Specifically, the shower.

The water was running and steam filled the air.

She saw two shadows behind the pebble glass door, and she pulled the door open.

Celia was collapsed in a corner of the shower. She had obviously been fucked. Her eyes were wet—maybe tears, maybe not. Her hair was wet and draggled, and she looked up at Shannon in surprise.

Roger was on the other side of the shower. He was slightly bent over and examining his dick.

It looked huge. Bigger than it was supposed to be. Though color had come back to it, it had swollen up.

“What the fuck?” she asked of the steam and the two humans in the shower.

Roger looked up at her and said, “I broke my penis!”

END

Author’s Note
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The Feminization Games

CHAPTER ONE

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

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

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

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

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

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

Swing and a miss.

Swing and a miss.

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

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

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

Leslie was up.

Swing and…CRACK!

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

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

And little old I strode out to the plate.

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

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

“Lois can’t hit anything!”

Strike.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But the game was basically over.

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

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

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

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

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

“Easy for you to say.”

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

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

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

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

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

A rude ‘what?’ An insolent ‘what?’

I said, “Let’s have a real contest.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I nodded.

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

“Yes,” I said.

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

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

We stood up and faced the men.

“Yes,” I said confidently.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

We all giggled, and our choice was decided.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Everybody looked a bit curious then.

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

“Whoo!”

“Wow!”

Catcalls and quick quips.

Then the guys went after Jim.

“Come on, Jim. You started this.”

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER TWO

“Lois, I can’t believe you did that!”

“What?” I asked sweetly.

“Embarrassed me like that.”

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

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

“Yeah, but you said it meanly.”

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

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

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

“You really think you can beat us?”

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

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

“Okay,” I acknowledged.

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

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

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

“High school is long ago.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You make me so fucking hot.”

He blinked and stared at me.

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

Oh, men are easy.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Baby,” he said lustfully.

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

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

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

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

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

“Baby…I’m…gonna…AHHH!”

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

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

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

“Wow!”

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

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

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

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

Boy, was I going to get my revenge.

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

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

“Why so soon?” asked Georgina.

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

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

We all smiled cheerfully.

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

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

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

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

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

“What about the foot race?”

“Who are our fastest runners?”

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

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

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

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

The girls looked at me blankly.

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

Man, the grins hit me then.

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

We all giggled.

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

We all looked at her.

“We might even win.”

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

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

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

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

He grinned. “This ain’t nothing.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah, but—“

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

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

“Hey…uh…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I kept working him as I chewed on his lips.

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

“Can you cum right now? Big guy?”

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

“Uh…uh….maybe…maybe…”

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

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

“AH…AHHHH…AH!”

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

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

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

WAR OF THE SEXES

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Lois, guess what?”

“What?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then Leslie called, and I got it.

It was game on.

It was root hog or die.

And it was going to be fun.

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

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

“What’s the grin for, Lois?”

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

My jaw dropped. “Are you serious?”

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

“Yes?”

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

“No problemo, Santa!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes.”

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

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

I nodded.

“Then, girlfriend, you’d better win.”

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