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PART ONE

“You have to go?”

“It’s my job. Once every month we have to check on affiliates. This month is my turn.”

Johnny sighed. He was a handsome fellow, 140 pounds of sinew, dark hair, dark brown eyes. “It’s just I have to take my vacation time now. The company will take it away if I don’t.”

Jane patted his cheek, “We’ll just have to have lots of phone sex.”

Jane was the original knock out. Long, blond hair, green eyes, and a killer body.

“Not the same,” he groused.

Jane just chuckled and folded clothes and put them in her suitcase. “You’re too spoiled,” she joked. “I roll over whenever you ask. Maybe it’s time you built a little discipline.”

“I’ve got discipline!”

“Sure, you do, but does your cock?” She stopped packing and said, “Pull your pants down and don’t get a boner for one minute.”

“No!”

“If you can get keep from getting a boner I’ll fuck you. If you do bone up then I won’t fuck you till I get back.”

“No!”

She eyed him.

“That’s not fair! We haven’t done it for a week and I’m horny!”

“Should have screwed me last night. Now, off!”

“No!”

She leaped towards him, caught his belt and pulled him to her.

“Okay!” he yelled as she began unbuckling him.

She stepped back.

Sighing, he undid his buckle and dropped his pants.

“Underwear too, buster.”

“All right!” he dropped his underpants and tried to think of something, anything, to get his mind off his exposed cock.

Jane grinned and watched, and mentally counted.

Johnny tried not to look at her. He looked this way and that, but his traitor penis was starting to rise up.

“What’s that I see?”

“Stop it!” he pleaded.

“Is that Mr. Cockatoo?

And, inevitably, thirty seconds in…SPROING!

“Ha!” Jane laughed. She stepped forward and grabbed his weenie.

“That wasn’t fair!”

“All’s fair in love and war, honey.”

She kissed him then, and it wasn’t the kind of peck on the cheek that mother’s greet their sons with. It was a soul scouring lip blaster of mammoth proportions.

And, to make matters worse, or better, she stroked his cock with one hand, and fiddled with his balls with the other.

Johnny moaned into her mouth. He felt the semen in his balls boiling. He felt the surge of urge emerge, and…she let go.

“Sorry, Sunshine. You’ll get some when I get back…in a month.”

“No!” he howled.

“Furthermore, no jacking off.”

“Honey…?”

“I mean it. I want your word, right now…no masturbation!”

“But…but…”

“Johnny?” she spoke warningly.

In his mind he had it figured out. He wouldn’t jack off off, but neither would she, and when they had phone sex she would give up and he would get permission.

“Okay.”

“No jacking for Johnny.”

“No jacking for Johnny,” he muttered sadly.

She smiled and closed her suitcase. She smoothed out the skirt of her traveling outfit, and asked, “How do I look?”

His cock was sticking out and his face was red. “Honey, you can’t do this to me!”

“Oh, sure I can. Bring my suitcase, will you?”

She walked past him with a chuckle and headed for the car.

Johnny pulled his pants up, bent over and groaned when he stuffed his cock in his underwear, then buckled his belt. He grabbed the suitcase and followed his sexy wife.

Jane picked up her purse and briefcase and carried them out to the car. Her heels tapped on the cement driveway, and when she bent over to put the purse and briefcase in the passenger seat Johnny, who was right behind her, groaned. What a perfect ass.

Jane straightened up. “Did you say something?” Her eyebrows were arched and she was obviously striving not to laugh.

“I said you should knock this off and come back into the house for five minutes.”

“Five minutes? Whatever could we do in five minutes.”

“You know,” he muttered.

They were standing next to the car and Jane leaned forward, let her hand bump his groin, “Honey, when I fuck it’s going to take an hour. I’m going to want you to lavish my pussy with kisses. I’ll want you to suck my breasts as if they’re your last meal. I’m going to want every inch of that big dick you’re toting around in your drawers.

She kissed him again, and his legs trembled and shivered.

Then she laughed. “Now put the suitcase in the trunk.”

He wobbled to the rear of the car and placed the trunk in the boot. She got in and started the car up.

“Honey…” he said, begging in his voice.

She leaned towards him and whispered, “You know what’s really bad?”

He said nothing. He knew she was about to say something that would totally do him in.

“What’s bad is that you do not have permission to jack off…and I packed my favorite dildo.”

“You didn’t!”

“Check the drawer…and don’t jack off!”

She laughed, backed the car out of the driveway, and sped down the street.

Johnny stood for a long moment, his hand raised to wave. Then he just let his hand drop and turned back to the house. A month of no sex. And she had tricked him.             

And he had given his word.

He walked slowly up the walk and into the house.

He walked into the kitchen and got out the Chestnut Farms Bottled in Bond bourbon. $120 a bottle. He poured a straight shot and socked it down. He shivered as it lit up his throat, then went “Ahhhh,” as it exploded in his belly.

Then he got out the Old Granddad and filled a glass with ice, filled half the glass with Granddad and the other half with Coke.

He wasn’t about to ruin the good stuff by cutting it, and he wasn’t about to waste a bottle of good stuff on a night of drunken revelry.

Taking the glass into the computer room he sat down and began perusing porn.

Hell, if he wasn’t going to get any sex, that didn’t mean he wasn’t going to get any sex!

He leaned back in the swivel and went to Porzo. He scrolled down the categories, checking out the snapshots of lusting flesh, and stopped on BDSM.

He smiled. It had been a while since he had taken a walk on the wild side, and he started watching women getting spanked, poked, pinched, shocked, and whatever else the talented slave masters of Kink could think of.

After a while he got up and went to get another drink. On the way back, his cock totally bonered, he went into the bedroom and took off his clothes.

He was about to return to the computer room when he spied his wife’s underwear on the hamper.

He was slender, it was dirty, he could wash it and she would never know…so he stepped into her panties.

He was half drunk, so he giggled and pulled the panties snug. They were stretchy and his cock poked out ludicrously.

He put on her bra and looked at himself in the mirror. He wasn’t a big man, just an inch taller than Jane, and the bra fit. Except he didn’t have the boobs to fill the cups.

He went through the hamper and found her used nylons. He crumpled a few pairs up and filled his cups, then he looked in the mirror again.

He grinned. He was a man, but this was forbidden, and it was making him super hard. Not let him squirt for a month, eh? He’d teach her!

He walked back into the computer room and sat down to watch more porn. He sat and sipped and his boner got bigger and bigger.

Before he knew it it was time for another drink.

Jane sat down in first class. She ordered a drink, opened up her laptop, and called up the home security system. She wanted to check on the house before the wheels were off the ground. Smiling, she considered sending Johnny a little message, tell him to keep his hands off himself.

Poor boy, she giggled. He was so horny. She wondered if he really could make it a month without masturbating.

The four screens came up on her laptop. There were three cameras in the house, and four outside the house, and she could even tap into the camera on their home computer.

Johnny was nowhere in the house, and she frowned. He usually watched TV, and…maybe he was in the computer room. She tapped a key to bring up the camera on the home computer…and froze.

Johnny was sitting at the computer in a bra and panties.

A bra? Her bra? Her panties?

As she took in the scene he hoisted a glass to his lips. It looked like Coke and bourbon.

“When the cat’s away, eh?”

The voice came from next to her and Jane slapped the lid down on the laptop.

The woman who had sat down next to her was about her age, and extraordinarily gorgeous. She had red hair, red lips, and a body that the cows would come home for. Or the bulls.

“Hey!” she raised her hands, “Sorry. Just…I’ve seen this kind of thing before, and…”

“What kind of thing?” Jane mumbled, still shocked at being caught…at her husband dressing in her underwear.

“Oh, you know. Good little boys dressing up in Mummy’s underwear. Does he do it regularly? Or is this the first time?”

Jane stared at her. The woman wasn’t laughing, or making her feel bad. She seemed actually knowledgable and compassionate.

“I…I don’t know?”

“Well, open it up. I might be able to tell.”

Jane hesitated, then, her own curiosity killing her, she opened the lid of the laptop.

Johnny was taking a big sip of a drink, and he reached into her bra and rubbed his nipple and sighed.

“My name is Shiela, incidentally, and it doesn’t look like he does this much.”

“How can you tell?” Jane’s face was red, but the desire to learn was overwhelming.

“That’s your underwear, right?”

“I think so.”

“Of he was a regular he’d have his own stash. And he hasn’t even played with make up, not even lipstick. No, this looks like…what’s his name?”

“Johnny.”

“It looks like it’s Johnny’s first time. Could be wrong, but…not likely.”

“How do you know so much?”

“I work in the sex industry.”

“Really? Doing what?”

“I started out stripping, became an escort, and somehow along the way I got a degree in sexology. I council people just like Johnny.” She paused. “And you.”

“People like me?”

“Some women get all upset when they discover that men have weird fantasies. But it’s just weird to them. It’s so common you wouldn’t believe it.”

“So lots of men want to dress up like women and dance around and…and…”

“Oh, sure.”

“So…what should I do?”

The waitress brought Jane her champagne. Jane took it and said, “Could we get another one for Shiela?”

“Absolutely,” and the waitress went back to the bar.

Jane turned to Shiela, “This is the first time I…I never…”

“Hey, it’s okay. It happens, there’s nothing wrong with you.”

Shiela’s champagne arrived, the waitress went to buckle in, and the wheels went up.

Johnny watched porn for hours. He scrolled through a million images of men and women doing the dirty. And doing the dirty in a vast number of dirty ways.

Fuck, suck, peg, crossdress, BDSM, S&M, grandmother sex, big boob sex, African sex, amputee sex, horror sex, machine sex, orgies and gang bangs and bukake until he could almost taste it himself.

Teenagers, Arab hardcore, Asian pissing, big clit, Brazilian amateur, double fucking, Lesbian fisting, peehole, speculum, yoga, and on and on and on.

Being denied had, in a way, set him off. It was like he was determined to see how horny he could get. His wife had taken the vibrator and was, no doubt, shaking her titties off even as he degraded himself.

So why not really degrade himself?

He would go crazy with sex, and when she got back he would be a full fledged sex maniac. Let her deal with that!

Of course he was really just being stupid drunk.

Finally, at four in the morning, the world turning dizzily, his cock finally overdosed and officially limp, he got up and headed for the bedroom.

He flopped onto the bed, closed his eyes, and…SNORE!

A minute passed. Two minutes. It was quiet in the house. So quiet one could have heard a mouse fart, if said mouse ate beans and happened to be able to get through the security system in the house.

Yes, Johnny had a state of the art security system. Too bad it wasn’t turned on.

But even if it had been turned on it wouldn’t have mattered. Anybody with access to the computer could turn the system off.

Tick…tick…tick went the clock.

Click.

The front door knob was turned. The door was opened quietly, except for the giggles of two women.

They were dressed in black, like ninja, and they moved through the house like shadows on wings.

They passed the computer room where the computer was still on and a cumpilation of men getting pegged was running.

One of the women stopped for a moment, then entered the room and turned the sounds of grunts and groans and hallelujahs down.

“Come on!” came the whisper.

Grinning, they moved down the hallway.

They stepped into the bedroom.

ZZZZZ!

Johnny was passed out. He was a gone goose. He had drunk a half a bottle of Old Granddad, and he wasn’t even dreaming.

Then he was. He dreamed of hands moving him around, turning him over, lifting his flaccid cock and examining it.

He dreamed he heard giggles.

His panties and bra were taken off.

Then the hands lifted his package and one of the women put a ring around it.

The other woman slid a tube over his cock.

CLICK. A key was turned, then extracted.

The chastity tube was metal, the lock was set in to the apparatus, and Johnny’s cock slept the good sleep. It had been subjected to massive sexual overload, and it wouldn’t get hard until it was rested, or became full of pee, as in a morning woodie.

The girls walked out of the bedroom. They weren’t worried about noise now, for they had accomplished their mission.

“Want to get some breakfast?”

“Sure. Sleeping Beauty won’t wake up for a few hours.”

They walked out the front door, leaving it unlocked, and headed for their car. Fifteen minutes later they were working on bacon and eggs and a big platter of syrup drenched pancakes.

Heck, they needed nourishment! They were working girls, after all.

Johnny slept and the world turned. The stars in the sky wheeled through the bowl of heavens. The moon came up. It was bright, but would wane in the daylight.

People began waking up. They got up and some of them took a moment for a morning quickie. Some of them went for the shower, dried off and got dressed.

Ties were tied, make up was put on, breakfasts were made and eaten. Kisses were given and people went to work.

Johnny slumbered.

No dreams.

Just a drunken sot laid out across the bed.

The sun rose in the sky.

Birds made a racket and kids went to school

Mail men began driving through the streets.

Businesses went into high gear.

Johnny slumbered.

But Johnny’s cock did not slumber.

Like a great snake awakening, his cock tried to stretch, frowned, and tried again.

How weird. It was like there was no room to stretch. It was like his cock was in prison.

His cock was not happy. And it filled with pee. And it began to hurt.

“Oh, fuck!” Johnny yelped dully, coming awake. His dick felt like it was going to explode.

Morning woodie, he thought.

Then he sat up, swiveled his legs, and there was this feeling in his groin, this unfamiliar sensation, and he looked down.

“EEEEEEEEEEE!”

He held the cage. He stared at it. But he still had to pee.

Holding the strange contraption that had miraculously grown on his package, he ran for the bathroom.

He almost fell, he was so intent on staring at this thing containing him. He bumped into the wall, and his cock was starting to dribble, to spray, and then he figured out he was going to have to sit.

He sat, and he had to point the cage down so the water would go down.

He listened to the weird half tinkle half spraying sounds of pee on porcelain and water.

His head was bent over and he stared at the chastity cage.

It was metal. The lock couldn’t be cut off. It looked sturdy enough that he didn’t want to risk a Dremel.

But who had done this to him? And why?

He had watched porn the night before, he had gotten hazy drunk, and…how had this happened.

He finished peeing and stood up. He needed to wash his groin area. He stepped into the shower, but only sprayed his lower body. He leaned back and washed the terrible thing on his dick, then turned the water off and got out.

He dried off, still looking at the weird doodad on his dick, and realized that he couldn’t get a towel inside the cage.

He walked out of the bathroom, his groin forward and leaning back and looking down.

He needed a hair dryer, but Jane had taken hers. He remembered her putting it into her small suitcase.

Then he remembered that she had an older one. It was in the closet somewhere.

He dug through the closet and located the dryer. He was still walking and looking down, he was in shock, and he dried his dick and cage off.

He turned the hair dryer off and sighed, and in the absence of sound he heard…sound.

Like a TV on low.

His TV? Was somebody in the house?

He went to the doorway and listened. Yes. Somebody was…no, wait. That was the computer…no…it wasn’t.

He picked a golf club out of his golf bag and started creeping down the hallway.

“I told her she needed to get rid of that guy. He was such a creep.”

“She has terrible taste in men. You know, I…”

Johnny listened from the edge of the hallway. Two female voices. He gripped the club and jumped out.

The women were sitting on the couch, and they were naked.

They were both brunette, but one had blue eyes and the other brown. They had large breasts, red lips, and they looked at him.

“Good morning, Johnny.”

Johnny stood, holding the golf club up, and realized how ridiculous he must look. Naked. Except for whatever that thing was dangling from his groin.

“Who are you?” Johnny held the club tightly.

“We’re your fairy godmothers.”

“Emphasis on godmothers, not fairies.” The women giggled, and one of them picked up the remote and turned the TV down.

Johnny stood as if frozen, wondering what to do.

“Put the club down, Johnny.”

He lowered it slowly, and blurted, “Did you do this to me?”

“Of course we did. And we’re not really your godmothers, we’re the Morality Police.”

“Morality?”

“Yep,” stated the one with the blue eyes. “We’ve been monitoring you, Johnny. We’ve been keeping track of your activities. You’ve been a bad boy.”

“What…you…”

“That’s right,” said Brown Eyes. “You watch entirely too much porn, and now you’ve taken to wearing your wife’s underwear.”

Johnny realized that he had been, and now he wasn’t, and he didn’t know what had happened because he didn’t remember taking it off, but… “I have not!”

“Have so, Johnny Boy.” Blue Eyes lifted a finger. On it hung the bra and panties he had been wearing.

Johnny didn’t breath. Then: “Take this thing off me.”

The girls laughed.

“Johnny. Get real. You have been tried and convicted, and your sentence has been passed.”

“What trial? What are you talking about?”

“We had a trial. You were invited, but you decided to be drunk instead. Anyway, we decided that you are a Moral Criminal, and we sentenced you to jail.”

“That’s right, Johnny. You’ve been sentenced, and you’re in prison.”

“You can’t do this!” He was near tears.

The girls looked at each other.

“Don’t you love it when they say we can’t do something that’s already been done?”

“I do. They sound so stupid.”

They both looked at him and smiled.

“Okay. That’s enough of this. Where’s the key. This is against the law.”

“It’s against the law? Really?”

“I don’t remember a law against chastity.”

“It’s certainly not in the constitution.”

“It’s not even in the ten commandments.”

“Stop it!” yelled Johnny. “Get me out of this thing!”

“Nope.”

Stand off. Johnny could sputter and bluster all he wanted, but he was in prison and that was it.

Finally, his brain started to work a little. “Why not?”

“We told you, Johnny. You’ve been convicted of immorality, and you have to serve your sentence before you get out of prison.

“How long a sentence?”

“Depends on you. If you follow all orders, do everything we tell you, then maybe you could be free before your wife gets home.”

“Before…” he stopped talking and his head started calculating. She had just left. Thirty days. Thirty days and he could get this thing off him. Thirty days and…”

“Want to call the police, Johnny? File a complaint?”

“Yeah. Maybe they can cut your thingie off. I mean your cage. But when cages get cut thingies usually get cut, too.”

“Can I have a minute to think about this?”

That broke the girls up. They actually rolled on the couch, slapped their knees, and Blue Eyes wound up on the floor.

“Sure. Think all you want,” said Blue Eyes.

“Yeah. Think. But don’t take too long. A month isn’t that long.”

Johnny’s face, already red, turned redder, and he started to get mad, but then he controlled himself. Getting mad wouldn’t get him out of the thing.

He looked down at his cock. It was trying to get hard now. The initial shock of waking up, the conversation with the girls, all that was waning and his cock’s desire to get hard was reasserting. It wanted to bone up, and in the worst way.

“Oooh, look. Johnny’s getting excited.”

“Do you like having your ding dong all excited, Johnny Boy?”

Johnny put down the golf club and said, “I’m going to get dressed.”

“No, you’re not.”

“What?”

“We want you naked.”

“Actually, I want him dressed,” said Blue Eyes. She tossed Johnny the panties and bra. “You can wear these for now, but we’ve ordered you some underwear of your own.”

“That’s right. We don’t think your wife is going to appreciate you stretching out her fine things.”

“Bad Johnny.”

They laughed.

“I’m not going to wear those things!”

“Why not? You sure liked to wear them last night.”

Johnny’s face turned a notch more red, but there was nothing he could say.

“And, you know, Johnny, we have pictures.”

He blinked.

Brown eyes handed him a cell phone and he stared in shock.

Him, in front of the computer, looking drunker than Hunter Biden in women’s underwear. Sipping bourbon. Leering at the screen. And, what was worse, in the corner of the picture was an actual screen shot. It was hard to see on the tiny screen of the cell phone, but Johnny knew it would be quite visible on a big screen.

The screen shot was of Lesbians fisting each other.

FLASH!

Johnny looked up. Blue Eyes held another phone. “Did you know it automatically uploads to the cloud?”

“That’s right, Johnny. And once it is uploaded we can put it on Facebutt, or Twatter, or Dick Tock.”

“We can put these photos for the whole world to see.”

“Do you think your friends would like to see you with nothing on?”

“Oh, no. They would prefer clothes, even if those clothes were your wife’s undies.

Johnny had instinctively caught the panties and bra when she tossed them to him, and now he looked at them and gulped.

“Put them on, Johnny. That’s job number one. When you’re properly dressed we can talk more.”

“Talk about your sentence, and how soon you can get out of your little playmate.”

Johnny suddenly found that he was helpless. He was boxed in, and he felt tears welling up.

He was a man, dammit! This shouldn’t happening to him!

But it was, and he stepped into a leg hole, then another one, and pulled his panties up.

“Nice, Johnny. You’re looking good. Now the bra.”

Johnny put the bra on.

“Oh, you’re flat. We need to do something about that.”

“Yes, we do, and we will, in a couple of hours. In the meantime, this place is a mess.”

“Better let him eat, first.”

“I suppose.”

“I mean, look at his eyes. He’s got the red squiggles.”

“You’re right. His whites looked like somebody stabbed them with a red marker.

Johnny sniffed.

“Now don’t go getting all cry baby on us, Johnny. The sooner you accept what is happening the sooner your month will be up.”

“But if you insist on being a. crybaby it might take longer.”

“That’s right, Johnny, we expect prompt action out of you.”

“Now go fix breakfast, and make extra bacon for us.” Blue Eyes turned to Brown Eyes, “You do want bacon, don’t you?”

“Absolutely.”

Blue Eyes back to Johnny. “You heard it. Breakfast. Extra bacon. Chop chop!” She clapped her hands suddenly and Johnny jumped.

The girls laughed, and Johnny scurried off to the kitchen.

The girls took their time following him in, and Johnny had plenty of time to think.

What the hell had happened? Morality Police?

He cracked the eggs and stirred them. He laid out strips of bacon. Lots of bacon. He put toast in the toaster.

He had played with himself all night, enjoyed rebelling against the rule of no masturbation.

But now he couldn’t masturbate if he wanted to. He looked down at his cock while the bacon started sizzling.

His cock was sizzling, but was never going to get to cook. It was locked up tight, and it struggled and writhed and wormed and did everything it could, but all it succeeded in doing was pressing its nose against the glass, looking out without ever the hope of getting out.

Brown Eyes and Blue Eyes sauntered into the kitchen. He stared at them, and his cock surged harder. Their bodies were classic 36 by 24 by 36, with big cups up top.

“How’s it going, Johnny Boy?”

“Yeah, Johnny Boy. How’s that bacon doing?”

He mumbled, “Ready in a second.”

“Oh, goody,” said Blue Eyes. The two women sat down at the table. Their breasts were heavy and touched the table top.

“I’d like a Coke, lots of ice.”

Johnny opened his mouth, then closed it when he saw the laughter waiting to bubble up on the girl’s faces.

He flipped the eggs, turned the bacon, got the toast out of the toaster, and poured two glasses of Coke. Then a third for himself.

“He’s good. See how he wields that spatula?”

“He’s a girl at heart. He should be good.”

“I am not a girl at heart!”

“How do you explain your pretty panties?”

“And your beautiful bra?”

“You’re making me wear that stuff!”

“Oh, so it’s our fault your little weenie is going crazy down there?”

They all looked at Johnny’s groin. His cock was pushing on the chastity tube, stretching his balls. It was pulsing with hot blood.

Johnny looked back up, and they grinned at him.

“Face it, Johnny Boy. You’ve got a problem.”

“Yeah. And you need to give me the key so I can solve it.”

Plates were on the table now, and Johnny sat down to eat. The girls nibbled at the bacon, drank Coke, and watched him.

Johnny was in a funk, but it was a highly charged funk. He was caught. He was on camera. His coc was in prison. And there seemed to be nothing he could do about it.

“Okay,” he finally sighed. “What is going to happen?”

“There you go.”

“That’s more like it.”

Blue Eyes patted his forearm, and her mere touch was exciting.

Brown Eyes said, “Okay, so, this place is a mess. That means the house…and that means you.”

“Me?”

“Look at you! You’re all hairy!”

“And your hair is a mess.”

“And you have no boobs!”

“How will we ever make a proper woman out of you?”

Johnny ate slowly, and listened. He was holding on to the idea that there might be something he could do to get out of this situation.

And the women began to explain what they needed from him. As they talked, Johnny’s face turned from red to white, and grew whiter and whiter.


PART TWO

“Okay, Johnny Boy, here’s how it’s going to go.”

Johnny was sitting at the table, the dishes were in the sink.

“First, we need to make you presentable. We can’t have you looking like a schlumpf. Right?”

Johnny said nothing.

“Right?” Brown Eyes asked again, her words delivered with a pointed emphasis.

“Uh, right.”

Blue Eyes chimed in, “Always respond in a positive manner. Don’t be a Debby Downer.”

Johnny nodded.

He was fair recovered from his night of drinking, but he wasn’t sure he would ever recover from the thing locked onto his Willie.

The girls looked at each other and sighed. “We had to get a dumb one.”

“I’m not dumb!”

“Yeah, but you’re not very smart, either. You’re acting like this has got to be painful. Lessons form the Morality Police should always be joyful.”

“Unlock my cock and I’ll get joyful.”

His dick, surging away down below, seemed to agree with that.

Blue eyes leaned forward until she was just inches in front of his face. “Oh, Johnny, we can’t do that. If we let your big, bad ding a ling out it might rape us.”

Brown Eyes leaned forward, put her face next to the friends. “And it might even make us happy. Would you like your dick to make us happy, Johnny?”

Johnny started backing up, and the girls giggled.

“You’re easy.”

Blue Eyes stood up and held out a hand. “Come on, Jackin’ Johnny. Let’s go get you ready for work.

Blue Eyes led him down the hallway and into the bedroom. Brown Eyes followed along. She was holding a big bag.

Brown Eyes handed him a bottle of Nair. “Follow the directions, but don’t get any on your lovely hair. It’s hard to comb bald.”

They laughed.

Johnny looked at the bottle, read the instructions, and walked into the bathroom.

He spread the goop onto his body, tried to reach his back, but couldn’t. Blue Eyes entered the bathroom and started smushing the goop into his skin.

Johnny’s eyes went wide.

“You can’t…”

“Touch you? Come on, Johnny Boy, it’s not like I haven’t touched a male body before.”

So Johnny stood and she reached his back, then spent a while massaging the Nair into his groin, and even into his ass crack.

“We don’t want any ugly anal hairs now, do we?”

She laughed at his silence. “You’re going to have to learn, sunshine. Cheer up. Live a little. Did you know there are men who would pay a pretty penny to have my talented hands on them?”

“Why don’t you go bother them?”

She slapped his cage.

“OW!”

“Don’t you be rude, Johnny. Just because we try to be kind and compassionate doesn’t mean we won’t show you our claws.”

Johnny stared at her with hurt eyes.

“Come on, Johnny. Get with the game.”

But it was hard for Johnny to play. His cock kept reminding him that he had no control over his own life.

After a few minutes he began to feel the burn, so he hopped into the shower.

Surprisingly, Blue Eyes got in after him.

He had not been with a naked woman since college, before his wife, and he realized that he was afraid. She was totally unself-conscious, spraying the water over him, wiping off the Nair.

“There we go. Pretty soon your skin will be as nice as mine.”

He watched his little curlies drizzle down the drain. His skin felt very odd. It was like he had more sensation, more life.

“Pretty cool, eh?”

He just stared at her.

When the rinse was done she grabbed his cage and pulled him out of the shower. She fluffed him with a towel, and he felt her large breasts touching his arms and his back.

She stood face to face with him, her face tilted up towards his, grinning, as she toweled off his groin.

“Nice, Johnny. I don’t see why you have to be a jacker.”

“I wasn’t jacking.”

“That’s right, you were crossdressing.”

He open his mouth to complain.

She put a finger to his lips, it was curiously sensual, and said, “It’s a good thing we Morality Police were around to catch you. There is no telling how much danger you could have been in. Jacking your cock till it spits, wasting your semen. Honestly, Johnny, have you no self control?”

He opened his mouth to complain, but she grabbed his cage again and pulled him into the bedroom.

Brown Eyes had a suitcase open on the bed, and Blue Eyes picked up the hair dryer and began drying off his cock cage.

Johnny sighed. It did feel good.

“Okay, honey, lay on the bed.” Brown Eyes moved her suitcase off the bed and made room for him.

Johnny got onto the bed, looked up at Blue Eyes and Brown Eyes. “What are you going to do?”

“Help you grow a pair, Johnny.”

Blue Eyes slapped a nose mask on his face, the kind they use for operations. It was connected to a little cylinder. Johnny didn’t stand a chance. He drew in his breath and raised his hand, but the world faded and he went limp.

Johnny came to slowly. He was lying down, looking up at the ceiling, and realized that he had been sleeping. “What happ…wha…”

His voice was stupid.

Blue Eyes leaned over him.

“Johnny Boy. I want you to relax, but you’ve got tits now.”

Johnny blinked. “Wha?”

“We gave you something called Vacation Boobs. They’re temporary boobs, last about a month, then your body absorbs the solution and you’re back to normal. Hopefully your body will absorb your breasts before your wife gets home.”

“I got boobs?” He spoke wonderingly. He was still a little under the influence of whatever gas they had used on him.

“Yep, and they are beauts. You’re near as big as we are. Isn’t that wonderful?”

“I got boobs.” He listened to his voice and wondered if he was telling the truth.

“You do. Here, move your hand up and…feel them?”

She moved his hand up and he touched his chest. Around his pectorals. But he didn’t have pectorals. Now he had big mounds. Boobs. Breasts. Mammary glands.

She left him for a minute then, talked to Brown Eyes about something. He didn’t know what she was talking about because he was busy feeling his tits.

They were big, and well shaped. His nipples were erect, but then he always got excited when he felt boobs. He was always excited when he felt his wife’s boobs, so now he was excited at his own boobs. And the gas slowly left him.

“I’m stacked,” he said, and his voice was firmer.

The girls came back over to the bed and watched him.

“You’ve got a wonderful pair, Johnny. I hope you enjoy them.”

“I’m sure…I…oh, my God?”

He struggled to his elbows and looked down at his chest.

Boobs.

“Let’s put a bra on you, Johnny Boy. You’re going to need a bra with these mountains on you.”

The suitcase Brown Eyes had been looking into had a collection of lingerie in it. She had taken out a sturdy bra and she handed it to Blue Eyes, who started putting it on Johnny.

Jonny stared, was mind boggled, and then it was done.

Blue Eyes helped him to his feet and walked him to the mirror. He stared at himself.

He had a slender body, and the addition of boobs totally feminized him. It made him looked extremely girlish.

“Oh, that’s beautiful,” said Blue Eyes. “You’re a lucky girl, Johnny. You’ve got such nice big boobs, and we’re going to work on your skin and do your hair…when we’re done you won’t look like a man at all.”

“But…I don’t want to…”

“Dickie says you do.”

His cock had come awake again, and it pushed against the metal, making his whole cock cage wiggle. He stared down, over his boobs, and there was no denying that his dick was happy.

“Okay, have a seat, Johnny. We’re going to give you the works.’

He sat down, in a state of shock, and said, “Haven’t you done enough?”

The girls just chuckled. “Not nearly enough, Johnny Boy. We’re about to make your dreams come true.”

“Dreams?” He looked at Blue Eyes.

“Listen, Johnny Boy, it’s a well known fact that once a man has put on women’s clothes they are on the pink path.”

“Pink Path?” He looked at Brown Eyes.

“From simple panties to panties and bra. From panties and Bra to butt plug. From butt plug to—Oh, my God!”

“What?” Johny exclaimed.

“We forgot to put in your butt plug!”

“What? I don’t want…”

“Oh, yes, you do. A man doesn’t really transform until he has a plug in his butt.”

“A nice big one.”

“That seems to make a man think that that’s what girls feel like. They start walking funny, they prance, they suddenly transform into little girls.”

“But I don’t want to be a little girl!”

“Of course you do, Johnny. You’re on the Pink Path now.”

“I’m not.”

“Lovely bra you’ve got Johnny.”

Johnny was ready to cry. He had no hair. He had boobs. And these women were doing things to him…

“Okay, stand up, Johnny, and lean over the bed.”

Johnny blubbered, he objected, but the girls were adamant, and they had pictures of him. Johnny, in spite of his objections, found himself bent at the waist, his big boobs on the bed.

“We’re going to give you a little one to start.”

“Big plugs come later.”

“This is actually more of a prostate massager. It’s going to rub on your prostate, and that’s going to feel so good.”

“You might even start discharging.”

“Discharging?”

“Yes, semen will drip from your little cock, and it will feel so good. “

“You’ll start to feel like you’re cumming, but only a drop at a time. It’ll last so long and you’ll find it to be the best experience you’ve ever had.”

“Now just lie still.”

Blue Eyes began swirling a finger in his ass. She spread lubricant into his hole, made sure he was slick and slippery all the way around.

Brown Eyes moved up and pushed a bent sort of a butt plug into him. He felt it settle against his prostate, and he had the sudden urge to pee, then the need to pee waned and he was left with a slightly full feeling in his butthole.

Johnny groaned, and the girls took his arms and pulled him upright.

He felt funny. He felt awkward. It was like he was being fucked, like a woman, but…he wasn’t a woman!

At least, he didn’t think he was.

He took a step and almost fell. The girls laughed and held him up.

“Feels good, doesn’t it?”

He almost nodded, but didn’t want to give them that.

“Okay, have a seat,” Brown Eyes moved him to the vanity table and he gingerly lowered himself.

It felt odd, and it was an extra charge when the butt plug was pressed deeper into his rectum.

“Oh,” Johnny said. His mouth was open in surprise as he endured this new realm of sexual experiences.

“Why don’t you rub cream into his skin while I work on his nails.”

Brown Eyes began smearing body cream onto his hairless skin and smoothing it in. It had a wonderful, light smell, and he blinked in surprise. He had smelled such a smell on his wife when she used body cream, but to have that sweet smell on him…it was a surprise.

Blue Eyes knelt at his feet and began working on his toenails. She clipped, sanded, and prepared them. Suddenly he smelled the pungent aroma of nail polish.

“What are you doing?”

“I’m doing your nails, silly, now hold still.”

He held still. Brown Eyes finished with the cream and began rubbing his face with little sponges. The sponges rapidly turned black and Brown Eyes said, “You’re such a filthy, little boy. But we’re going to teach you.”

Johnny said nothing. He felt the weight of his tits. He felt the bulb in his bowels, he felt like he was in another world.

Blue Eyes finished with his feet and began working on his fingers. Again, she clipped, and pushed cuticles and prepared his rather ugly male nails. Then she fitted long ovals on his nails, applied glue, and pressed.

“I’m using real glue, Johnny. None of that press on stuff. These nails are going to be here to stay. You’ll have to be careful, these won’t lift off, and if you bang them around they could pull your whole nail loose.”

He stared at his growing fingernails and was afraid.

What were they doing to him?

Blue Eyes painted his finger nails. Long strokes from cuticle to tip, and he saw the red color she was using and he almost fainted.

How could he be seen with such long, red fingernails?”

Brown Eyes had primed him, and was putting on the foundation. He could see himself in the mirror, and the colorless surface was scary. Then she started putting blush on, and painting his eyes.

“Nothing fancy, Johnny. That’s the mistake a lot of people make. They want to use lots of glitz and glitter and they end up looking like Main Street hookers. You don’t want to look like a hooker now, do you?”

“Nu…no.”

“Good boy. Uh, maybe I should say ‘good girl.’”

Staring at himself in the mirror Johnny realized that ‘good girl’ might be more appropriate. There was very little of the masculine left on him. And in him.

He felt more feminine. He felt like he had to be careful with his nails. He knew he had to be careful not to jiggle his chest.

Sitting in front of the mirror, in a state that was half wonder and half shock, he watched as Brown Eyes applied lipstick to his lips. Except that the lipstick had very little color.

“This is a plumper, so your lips will be nice and plump and curvy.”

Blue Eyes took over and painted his lips red. But it was a bright red like his fingernails. It was a more dullish red.

“This isn’t lipstick, this is something called lipstain. It will last a week.”

A week? He felt dizzy. So much was happening. Too much was happening. He was being overwhelmed.

Brown Eyes used another applicator, and this made his red lips shiny. “This is gloss. Anytime your lips need a little shine you just use a little of this. It’s much easier in the long run to do this than to just use lipstick.”

“Oh,” he sounded like a bull that had been hit on the head with a two by four.

“Okay. Hair. And…he needs earrings.”

Blue Eyes began brushing his hair. He kept it long, and she curled it, flipped it, and his medium long male hair began looking like medium length female hair.

“Ow!”

“Sorry, Johnny. But that what a girls got to go through.” Brown Eyes shook her head, a smirk on her lips, and she inserted poles through his lobes. She hung medium sized hoops on his ears.

Johnny stared at himself in the mirror.

He was now 90 percent female, and the 10 percent left over wasn’t much.

His face was painted, his hair was coiffed, his nails were done. He actually looked like a million dollars. A million female dollars.

“Okay, time to dress this bad boy.”

“Bad girl.” Giggles.

They pulled a garter up to his waist, then unrolled stockings up his legs and snapped them to the garters.

“Real girls don’t bother with panty hose and things like that.”

“Real girls wear garters, and no panties.”

They both laughed.

“But we’ll let you wear panties.”

“I…I…”

They laughed, and pulled a gaff up his legs.

“This is modified for a chastity tube. It’ll make sure you have a nice, tight front.”

“No bulge.”

“No bulge,” he repeated dully.

“That’s right. No unsightly dick bump in your dress.”

They pulled a tight, black dress over his head, being very careful of his hair and earrings.

It was form fitting, but Johnny now had the form. The big boobs had made his waist look slender, and in the dress he was now 100 percent female.

In fact, the only thing not female about him was his dick, and that was tucked away and incapable of being heard. Or seen. Or used.

“Okay, let’s try on the high heels.”

The girls slipped a pair of black patent leather spikes on his feet. Suddenly he was taller, and he felt like he was on stilts, and he was struggling for balance. His ankles wobbled, he grabbed on to things so he wouldn’t fall.

The girls followed him around the room, cheerfully joking about him.

“Clumsiest girl I ever saw.”

“I’ll say. He can’t even walk.”

“Try putting your heels one in front of the other. It’ll make your ass sway and…that’s it. Like you’re walking on a straight line.”

They took Johnny out to the patio and schooled him.

“Make those heels click, Johnny Boy.”

“Cross your legs at the thighs.”

“Relax! If a thirteen year old girl can do this, then so can you.”

The afternoon slid slowly past. Johnny was now tired. He had been drunk the night before, he hadn’t had lunch (a girl’s got to watch her figure) and they had been at him all day.

“All right,” Blue Eyes finally said. “Time for a nap. We’re going to a party tonight, and you need your beauty rest.”

“There’s only so much we can do about those bags beneath your eyes.”

They took Johnny into his bedroom and had him lie down. He was extremely aware of the mounds on his chest.

Normally we’d take your make up off, but you’re only going to nap for an hour, then it’s time to go.”

“Where are we going?” Johnny felt like he had taken stupid pills. He was really beaten down.

“You’ll find out, honey. Now go to sleep.”

Johnny thought he would never be able to sleep, but he had never been so wrong. Within a minute he was snoring lightly. The girls tiptoed out of the room. They took their own naps, one on the couch in the front room and the other on the bed in the guest room.

Johnny awoke. The house was silent. He was in a dress, form fitting, and his cock was surging under his gaff style panties.

And he had the unfamiliar sensation of boobs on his chest.

It was getting dark out, and he lay for just a minute, wondering at what had happened to him.

Then, courtesy of a morning woodie in the evening, he got up and staggered to the bathroom. He still had the high heels on. In fact, the girls had locked them on with little padlocks.

He pulled down his panties and sat on the throne, and his legs felt unduly high because of the heels.

He peed, listened to the tinkle, and wondered what he was going to do.

He didn’t want to go to some party. Even if he didn’t know anybody, even if nobody recognized him, he didn’t want to.

The truth was, now, in this moment of silence, he was feeling incredibly horny. And horny was reserved for quiet bedrooms. Or for the back seat of cars if you were young enough.

He finished, made sure he was dry, and pulled the gaff up again. He didn’t try to get undressed.

Truth, he was a little scared of the girls. They had done this to him, and they could do a lot more.

He walked, very carefully, down the hall.

Brown Eyes was sleeping in the guest room.

He reached the living room and Blue Eyes sat up and yawned. “Hi, Johnny Boy. Hey! Brenda! Time to go!”

Brenda, Brown Eyes, came out of the hall. “Okay, let’s get dressed. Johnny, you just stand by. We’ll freshen you up in a minute.”

“Why don’t you go make some drinks, Johnny Boy.”

The girls retired the boudoir where they made quick work of getting dressed and made up. Johnny brought them drinks and sat on the bed and watched.

His face was expressionless as he had no emotions left. He was shell shocked.

“How you feeling, Johnny?”

He nodded.

“Speak up.”

“I’m okay.”

“Just okay? We make you into one of the most beautiful women in the world and you just feel ‘okay?’”

They were chuckling though.

A half hour later they walked out of the house, the girls chattered about this and that, Johnny between them, their arms linked with his.

Brown Eyes drove a convertible Mustang, and she put the top down and headed out into the traffic. Johnny was in the back seat and the music was turned up.

He wondered if any of his neighbors saw him.

But even if they did, would they recognize him?

He thought not.

They drove downtown, right to the Bonaventure hotel. The glass towers gleamed high above them, and a valet parked the car.

Now Johnny was coming awake. He stared around in wonder, and realized that he was seeing life from a different vantage point.

Men were looking at him.

His heels were clicking on the tiles.

People were staring at his large bust.

He wanted to die, to shrink, to go away…but there was a little piece of him that reveled in the attention.

They passed stores and fountains and entered an elevator.

Johnny stared out the window as they rose up to the clouds.

The lights of civilization were spread out before him.

They stopped at the penthouse.

“Come on, Johnny.” Brown Eyes and Blue Eyes walked him out of the elevator.

Now his heels didn’t click. They were on carpet, and he missed the staccato sounds.

They walked down a short hallway, only a couple of doors, then through some double doors into a huge suite.

There was a party going on.

Beautiful people in satin dresses and and handsome suits. Bosoms were presented by porthole and dipping hems.

Men stood with bulges in their pants, completely unconcerned by their obviousness.

Laughter. And as Johnny walked further into the room people stopped talking and started watching him.

If he had known how much attention he was going to get he never would have been able to enter the room. But now he was here, and…he was the center of attention.

In the middle of the room, the place deathly silent, a beautiful woman with red hair and red lips, and a body that would have made Anna Nicole Smith envious. She held out her hand. She was so kind and imperious that Johnny felt compelled to offer his own hand.

“Johnny Boy, we have been watching your adventures with bated breath.”

She kissed his cheek, then wiped a smudge of her red lipstick off his cheek. She led him across the room, and the crowd followed, gathered around.

“A drink?”

A waiter presented a tray and she took two drinks, handed one to Johnny.

She sipped, urged him, and he sipped.

“Now, you are undoubtedly in much mystery here, would you like to find out what has been happening?”

Johnny nodded. The drink was the most expensive bourbon he had ever tasted, and he sipped greedily.

“Very well, lights off, please…and your attention on the screen.”

The lights dimmed until only the high heavens outside the windows illuminated the aerie. A big screen TV on the wall flickered and Johnny stared at himself. Drunk. In panties and bra. And now he could see the Lesbians fisting in the lower corner.

“You may wonder how we came across these wonderful, little images…”

Johnny felt like he was going to die. His knees buckled and the lady in red—Shiela, people called her—held him up. Blue Eyes moved up and helped on the other side. Brown Eyes caught his drink.

The crowd broke into cheers.

Johnny’s head lolled and he looked around.

Shiela continued. “I met your wife on an airplane, and we tapped into your home security system and we found this image.”

On the screen Johnny rubbed the head of his dick as he watched the girls fisting. He sighed and licked his lips.

“So we sent the Morality Police after you,” the room erupted in laughter, “and we followed your progression from curious crossdresser into a full blown, feminized man. Or woman.”

Shiela was silent now, and the big screen TV showed Johnny waking up, screaming at his chastity, and getting made into a female. The girls had planted little cameras throughout the house and the audience in the penthouse could follow every single moment of Johnny’s transition.

Johnny was able to stand up now, but tears were rolling down his made up cheeks.

“Now, Johnny, you no doubt wonder why we did all this. After all, you’re just some schmuck from suburbia with a fascination for women’s underwear. So did we do this?”

“Why?” He managed to mumble.

People were drawing closer. They had their own cell phones out and were filming the scene.

“Well, Johnny. We’re just a bunch of jaded assholes. Sort of like suburban assholes, but much richer. And what you’ve done is provided a show. Real live entertainment.”

He looked around at the grinning faces, some of which nodded happily.

“But the show isn’t done.”

“It’s…it’s not?”

“Oh, no. You see, it costs a pretty penny to put on something like this. $30,000 rent for the month, meals at the swankiest restaurants, free tickets to everything in town. Any sports event, the music hall, Disneyland…everything you want for a month. Box seats, front row, everything. The total can easily exceed $100,000.”

“But…but I didn’t…I don’t…”

“I know. You didn’t ask for all of this. But your wife did.”

“What?”

“Yes. Your wife wants to give you the best present in the world, and this is it. But…the price…”

“I can’t afford this!”

“Of course you can. If you finish the show, if you deliver what the viewing audience demands…it’s all yours. Free. All you have to do is finish the show.”

“I don’t understand.” He was helpless, befuddled, confused.

“Do you think you might be willing to play out the play? For all of this?”

He stared at the surroundings, the view, the people watching him avidly.

“I’ve got to tell you, you’ll become an instant celebrity. Many of these people will seek your friendship, and whatever else you can offer.”

That was oblique.

“All you have to do is finish the show.”

Johnny stared at her.

She smiled.

“What is the end of the show?”

Shiela smiled and stepped back.

The people all stepped back.

At the end of the room was a bed.

In front of the bed was Jane. She looked nervous, but…excited.

She was naked…except for the big dildo jutting from her groin.

“Honey?” Johnny started to cry. He had eyes only for her and didn’t even notice the dildo.

She held her arms out, and Johnny staggered towards her. Staggered because of his heels, and because he was so overwhelmed.

A man slid through the crowd next to Johnny. He was holding a microphone on a boom. A man next to him had a professional movie camera on his shoulder.

Johnny reached her and fell into her arms.

“I’m sorry…I’m sorry. Big tears rolled down his cheeks and the whole room went from hushed to “awww.”

Jane held Johnny, He was taller than her in his heels, but he bent to her, gave himself up to her, and his head was on her bosom.

People in the audience moved their cells around for the best vantage point.

“I didn’t mean too…”

“It’s all right, Johnny. I talked to Shiela. She’s a professional, and she helped me plan this whole thing. Those girls work for her. They had everything ready, they were just looking for a willing person.”

“And I was willing,” he choked out.

“Honey, it’s all right. I understand about men and their fantasies now.”

He looked at her. “But what will we do about…about…”

“The price of this thing? That’s up to you. You can either let me make love to you, or we can go on a payment plan. It will take years to pay it off, or you can just say yes and…and let me do you.”

Johnny nodded, and now he looked down at the big dick protruding from her crotch.

In a way he was a broken man, but he was a rejuvenated human being. All that happened had remade him.

Before Brown Eyes and Blue Eyes had worked their magic on him he never would have imagined that he could go through with this. But now…dressed like a woman, the prostate massager rubbing his prostate, he knew he could.

And he knew he could because there was nothing more important to him in the world than his wife.

“Okay.”

He barely heard the cheers of the crowd.

On the bed was a weird folding mattress. It bent over in triangles and he lay on it. His butt went into the air and Jane knelt behind him.

She pulled down his panties and took out his butt plug.

Shiela took the plug. “What am I bid for the original butt plug worn by Johnny Boy!”

Numbers filled the air. Big numbers, but Johnny wasn’t listening.

His asshole was open, made ready by the plug. He spread his legs, and Jane pushed his legs further apart, then she moved forward. She touched the head of her dildo to his asshole and pushed gently in.

The audience cheered and yelled encouragement.

Still, Johnny was only aware of his wife fucking him.

He felt the huge dildo sliding through his membranes, and he grunted with the fantastic pleasure of it.

Jane began gently pumping him, and it was only a minute until his overstimulated prostate gave way and the semen started flowing.

Johnny cried, and the crowd grew respectful. Blue Eyes held a glass under his penis and collected the white jizz.

For a long minute Johnny leaked into the small glass, and he produced an amazing amount of semen.

Finally, when he was about done, Jane started to cum. The base of the dildo had been rubbing against her pussy and the shocks started rushing through her. Her hips jerked, and she now slammed into him, forcing out the last of his semen.

Her legs started shivering, her eyes rolled back and she collapsed on Johnny.

The cheers rose in the penthouse, and the show was officially climaxed.


EPILOGUE

For a month Johnny and Jane lived at the penthouse. They went to the latest shows. They watched sports events. They entertained people who had been in the audience, and who now wanted to be friends.

Some people offered them opportunities to get rich. And they did get rich.

Some people just wanted to fuck Johnny, and under Shiela’s advice they came to understand his true value.

For a great stock tip he would give up his ass.

For large amounts of cash he pent over and let the people fuck him.

Oddly, nobody wanted to fuck Jane.

She was just the money man.

And they didn’t care that he was always in chastity.

They just wanted Johnny.

Johnny was the woman they wanted.

END
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.


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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