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Author’s Note

Good morning!

Welcome to the first installment of my new series, ‘The Making of a Witch.’

This is going to be a doozy. I’ve got a woman with PMS on steroids, a man who is going to experience a transformation, a demon or two,  some very evil angels, and a lot of fun.

There will, of course, be sex. That’s obligatory. The sex, just to warn you, may be…cool.

I mean, how do Evil Angels copulate? eh?

And what the hell is left of a human an Evil Angel decides to copulate with?

Well, you’ll find out. Now read on, and have fun, and…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“Honey, this is it!”

“You think so?”

“Absolutely!”

They were on Zillow on the internet, looking at houses.

After five years of scrimping and saving, going without and minimizing…they had enough for a down payment.

Ron clicked on the picture section of the page they were on, and Liz leaned forward and studied the house.

It was a hundred years old, and that mean it needed to be repaired.

That was fine, Ron was handy with tools. He worked his way through college doing construction, and he could slam a hammer with the best of them.

The house was in the countryside, and it was covered with vines. Some of the outer boards needed replacing, and the chimneys were sure to need a little work. A couple of shingles were missing, and the garage was actually leaning.

They began to click through the interior pictures, and it was pretty good. It was hard to see, pictures on Zillow often are terrible, the people just don’t know how to snap a camera, but it didn’t look bad.

“This is gonna be a real fixer upper,” Ron murmured, clicking through the pictures.

“But look at the charm! Those cabinets can be refinished, and look at that old clawfoot tub!”

“Your charm, my muscle,” but he was just joshing. He was looking forward to redoing the inside of the house. He used to help his father with little projects, and they always gave him a great feeling of satisfaction and pride.

“Okay, where is it on the map?”

Ron clicked on the map, blew it up, focused on the red dot in the middle, and began to close up.

The house was just outside of the town, close enough to be convenient, far enough to be private.

The grounds looked to be weedy, and the stone wall surrounding the property was had a few crumbling spots, but…nothing serious.

“Does it have modern plumbing? Electricity?”

Ron slide through the facts and features section.

“It has a well and a septic tank. Oh, wait a minute, the septic tank is the well.”

“No!” Liz slapped him on the shoulder.

“Nah,” he said. “Just joking. But it does have septic and a well. If we put in solar panels the place will be self-sufficient.”

“Off the grid?” She gave him a look.

“What’s wrong with off the grid? No government looking over our shoulders, taxes will be down”

“You’ll have your loony friends over there all the time, talking about the 2nd amendment and how the constitution has been destroyed!”

Ron started to speak, then held it in. She was right, and he wasn’t going to win her over by defending his viewpoints.

“Okay,” he said. “Let’s go look at it.”

Liz clapped her hands and did her imitation of a River Dance.

Ron started taking off his clothes.

“Hey!” She stopped dancing and stared at him.

“Hay is for horses and cows that go moo!”

“You aren’t thinking about defiling me with that yardstick you call a dick, are you?”

“Well, if I’m going to be made to work my fingers to the bone, resurrecting that money pit, I should get a little reward.”

“Ha! No pay before work is done.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means you can get me off if you wish, but you’re going to have to wait until we actually have a house before you get off.”

“Aw, honey! I don’t like that game!”

“Why not? You get so horny…and I get so many cums…”

“That’s the point. How about if I get the cums and you get the horny?”

“Surely you jest!”

Ron had his shirt off and his pants down around his ankles. Liz was just sitting back in the chair and smiling. “No joke. We go to town tomorrow and see the realtor, take a trip out to the house, and if our offer is accepted then you get to partake of the pleasures of the pussy.”

“But it might be a week before we get word back after we make an offer!”

“Lots of anticipation there.”

“No. Absolutely not.”

“Come here, honey. Reach into my pants.

She stood up and kept her hand over the belt buckle. She knew he was good at stripping clothes off of unwary victims.

Ron licked his lips and snaked a hand down her front. He slipped it behind her panties and felt her bush. She kept a small landing strip, and it felt furry and wonderful.

“Oh, fuck,” he whispered.

“Can you feel my hole?” she asked, leaning into him and kissing him. Her breasts, very large, pressed against his shirt.

He could. He wormed his finger around and slipped his middle finger into her.

“Oh, God! I wish that was your dick!”

“You bitch!”” he said, nuzzling her neck.

“Come on, honey. Play my game. You know you love to. And when you do cum…your orgasm will be out of this world.”

“This is not fair.” One arm was around her back and she was leaning back to give him better access. His hand began going up and down and his finger started going in and out, rubbing at her clitoris.

“Oh, it’s fair,” gasped Liz. She managed to pull her blouse apart and extract a big, fat tit. “Now lick, suck, do me right.”

He bent his head and took her nipple in his mouth.

“Oh…yes!” she let out air and nearly swooned. Ron really knew how to get her off.

Ron was really working her now. His mouth pressed on hers, one hand caressed her breast, his fingernail pulling on her nipple, the other hand was sliding in and out of her pussy.

Ron was dazed now, dizzy with horniness, and he loved it. He loved being denied, made so desperate he would fall on his knees and beg, and he knew Liz loved it, too.

Women, they always wanted to be in charge.

Suddenly Liz arched her back and her eyeballs rolled, showed all white.

“That’s it, baby.” He forced extra fingers into her, felt her muscles locking up.

Then the white sheet of pleasure was thrown over her. She forgot about Ron, or the house, or anything. She just focused on the end of the world.

Ron held her. His boner was strong, but there was nothing he could do. He was now committed to the game, and he just hoped that it wouldn’t take too long for the deal to happen.

Or, for heaven’s sake, that the deal didn’t fall through. Liz would make him wait until they had another house lined up, and he didn’t think he could take that.

“Oh…unh….” She shivered and came back to herself.

Ron grinned, and she pulled his hand out of her pants. She had gotten her jollies and had no use for him.

When he was sure she wasn’t going to fall he stepped back and chuckled.

She leaned against the counter the computer was on and eyed him. “I don’t see what you’re laughing about, Mr. Never going to get any.”

“And so it starts,” he laughed.

“So it starts. Thank you, honey. I’ll make sure you have a good long wait.”

“Not too long.”

“Long enough to make you beg.”

“I’m begging already.”

She just laughed and said, “I’ll go get the drinks. Pull up that house again and let’s look some more.

“The old Wilkins’ house,” said Charmaine, the realtor. She was middle-aged, grey hair in a bowl type of cut, and long fingernails.

“Wilkins?”

“That house has a history,” explained Charmaine.

Ron and Liz looked at each other and shrugged.

Charmaine had just called up the house on the computer, and now she was working on the computer again. She pulled up a page that dealt with southern history.

“James Thadeus Wilkins. Wife Alexandria. No children. Died and left it to no one. This was back a hundred years ago, the Great Depression. So nobody claimed it, it stood there for a while, then squatters. Sheriff chased them away. A family bought it, lasted a half a year, then claimed it was haunted. Moved away and left no forwarding address.”

“Haunted?”

“Don’t ask me. That’s just the rumor. You can check the newspapers, but…it’s still a deal. Just charge the ghosts rent and have a good time. You ready to go have a look see?”

They were, and they hopped in Charmaine’s SUV and headed for the edge of town.

They were on an old road that wasn’t used much anymore. It had been neglected when the interstate went through on the other side of town. The road wiggled past an abandoned orchard with skeletal trees. It wandered through a gentle forest, came out on the top of a hill, and shot down past the driveway to the house.

Charmaine guided the SUV up a packed gravel road and the passed through a stand of trees, and there was the house.

It was bigger than the pictures on the net showed, it was also a little shabbier.

“A little paint and you’ve got yourselves an investment.” Charmaine was trying hard to sell it.

She knew that most people talked about fixing things up, but were usually helpless. She had been wise, however, to talk about the ‘haunted’ rumors. That lent an air of intrigue, or mystery. Besides, nobody believed in those haunted house movies like The Amityville Horror or Poltergeist. Talking about haunting just made people want to buy video cameras and make paranormal movies.

They got out of the car and gazed at the house.

“When was it built?” asked Ron.

“1915,” answered Charmaine.

Ron turned in a slow pivot. Big yard, no tree with a noose hanging from it, a shed for chopping wood. The garage did lean, but it had likely been built after the house, and not by any code.

The woods were thick and the color this time of year was bright and cheerful. Deer would—at that moment a pair of deer wandered out, cropped some gas, and looked up them.

“Back to nature,” sighed Charmaine.

“You’re killing it here, Charmaine.”

“I know,” she laughed. “Would you believe I hired those deer to come out and greet you?”

Liz snorted. Then said, “Shall we take a look inside?”

They mounted the porch, and the quality of the original build was apparent. The wood planks weren’t sprung or warped. There was no rot. The eaves were sufficient to keep rain water off the porch.

There was even a rocking chair at the far end. It hadn’t fared as well. one of the rockers was twisted off, but that was only a piece of furniture.

Charmaine produced keys on a ring. The keys were old, crude, and it was obvious the lock had never been changed.

She inserted a key, wiggled the door a bit, then simply lifted the knob and pushed.

Once free, the door swung inward and the interior of the house was exposed.

Good wood. Ancient, but thick carpets. A layer of dust on the furniture.

“It’s furnished?” asked Liz.

“I’ll have to check, but I think so. Some of this stuff is fairly nice, too.”

Fairly nice was an understatement. The little table in the foyer, though covered with dust, was solid with a little doily on it. There was a lamp on it, and Charmaine turned the switch. Nothing happened, but then nobody expected anything to happen. The lamp had to have been made by Edison, after all, and the electricity was not on.

Ron was surprised the building even had electricity.

They stepped into the living room and the couch was ornate, sculpted claw feet, thick cushions with patterns sewn into them.

Through a wide arch was a dining room, the table and chairs covered with white clothes.

“It’s in better condition than I expected,” suggested Charmaine.

Ron and Lisa agreed. It was a lot better looking than the photos on Zillow showed.

The kitchen wasn’t modern, but it did have indoor plumbing. The drainboard was long, and a pump supplied the water.

“I thought it had a well?” said Liz.

“It does. It’s just a hand powered pump.” Rob tried the pump handle, and it only took a couple of strokes for clean, clear water to come out.

“The well was inspected. I have the report back at the office, but it seems to be in good shape.”

They wandered onto a back porch, through a hallway, and up the stairs.

Five bedrooms, two of which had big iron beds with feather mattresses. One of the beds was the master bedroom, and it was perfect. A big window opened on a balcony and they stood on the balcony and saw the deer, still grazing.

Ron jumped up and down and Liz gasped, “What are you doing?”

“Making sure the balcony isn’t going to fall off.”

Liz scurried back into the bedroom. “Try doing that without me.”

Charmaine smothered a smile, but Ron didn’t.

“Okay, Charmaine, let’s talk money.”

So they did, right in the middle of the bedroom, and Ron and Liz made an offer. Liz promised to write up the offer and submit it on the following day, and that was it.

Ron and Liz returned home and were thoroughly excited.

They were going to be home owners!

Ron tossed his keys on the counter of their little apartment and turned to Liz. He smiled. “Didn’t that dry, dusty, old house just make you wet.”

Liz walked past him, a smile and a hand caressing the front of his pants. “Why, Mr. Johnson…whatever do you mean?”

He followed her, placed his hands on her rump, one hand to each cheek. He lifted.

“Eek!”

“I mean,” he said, “that I delivered, and now might be an appropriate time for you to deliver.”

“Deliver? Why, what in the world do you mean?” she said, unbuttoning her blouse. “Do you think I’m Uber Eats or something?”

“I’ll eat your Uber,” he mock snarled, and he reached for her.

Liz, however, was quicker than him. She moved away and said, “Now, honey, I told you, when we move into a house you get your reward.”

“You said when we made an offer!”

She turned to him, her blouse was undone and her large breasts were round and heaving and the center of his focus. His breath came in little gasps.

“I said when we had a house, and that means when we move in,” she corrected him. Actually, she wasn’t sure what she had said, but she liked playing this game, and…why not? He did, too. though he would never admit it. At least not until she had him desperate and begging.

“Honey,” he blurted as she dropped to her knees, “That could be months! They have to accept the offer, then there’s a month of escrow, then we have to actually move in.”

Her mouth was too busy to answer now, and he groaned and she held his knees because they were trembling. For a long minute she tormented him, then she looked up at him. “Have you been bad with girls, Johnny?”

It was a line from their favorite movie, Summer Place.

“Oh, fuck!” whimpered Ron, and Liz went back to work.

Another long minute, a minute that ended too soon, and Liz looked up again. “Your legs are quivering, Ron.”

“Please,” he gritted his teeth, “get me off!”

“Me first!” she chortled happily, standing up. Then you.” Under her breath she whispered, “in a month or so.”

“What was that?”

“And, I think I’d like you to use the vibrator tonight.”

“What?” His voice was ragged and squeaky at the same time.

“Vibrator. Starts with a V. Get it.”

Ron knew he was in for it now. She really was going to play the game. He had hoped, but when she made him use the vibrator on her he knew she meant business.

Sighing, gulping, his nipples erect and his cock weeping, he retrieved the vibrator from the bottom dresser drawer. He plugged it in and turned to find her laying on the bed, skirt up and ready to go.

Ron climbed onto the bed. He mouthed a nipple and put the vibrator to her button. She gasped, and her clitoris was hard.

Liz had unusually large nipples, and her pussy was even a bit large.

Ron loved it that way. He loved feeling her depth and moisture. He slid the vibrator into her and kept up the action on her breasts.

The good news was that Liz was easy. She orgasmed quickly.

The bad news was that she was multi-orgasmic.

Ron got her off, only to find that she wanted more. And more.

For a half hour he serviced her, his penis getting harder and harder. The more she came, the hornier he got.

Finally, however, he had had enough.

“Please, my forearm is aching!”

Liz smiled and lay back and stretched, showing off her nipple hard boobs. “Well, I guess if that’s all you’re capable of.”

“We could always try my dick?”

“Oh, Ron! No! If we did that you’d come too soon! And you know how I dislike premature ejaculators!”

With that Liz bounced off the bed, giggled, slapped his weenie playfully, and ran for the shower.

Ron groaned and lay back, his large member pointing towards the sky. Right through the ceiling, the roof, and towards the far stars.

God, was he horny!

Then he stood up and headed for the bathroom. Though he was desperate, or because he was desperate, he wanted to get in on the shower. Maybe soaping her body wouldn’t relieve him, but it sure would be fun.

It took exactly 37 days to get into the house.

By the time 37 days had passed Ron was a blithering idiot. Well, maybe not an idiot, but he was definitely having to think his way through things. His mind was just a wee bit distracted by his horniness, and it took effort to think.

But he loved it. He loved being a slave to his desires, and he really loved the nightly get togethers with his wife in the darkness. And so what if she came and he didn’t…it was just so exciting!

But, on the 37th day they unloaded a U-haul and stacked what in a half a dozen years of living they had accumulated.

It wasn’t much. A couple of dozen boxes of books and bric a brac, a few sticks of furniture, a couple of piles of clothing.

“You’d think we were paupers,” Ron said, gazing down at the stuff.”

Liz stood next to him, and she snaked a hand into his pants and groped him. “Yeah, but paupers with their very own house!”

He turned to her, single minded with lust, and wrapped her in his arms.

There, in the roominess of an old house, he virtually raped her mouth with his.

But she raped right back, then she let go of his manhood and pushed him away. “Return the U-haul, and I’ll be waiting.”

Ron almost ran from the house.

After more than a month! He was actually quivering. He drove through town, taking care not to get in an accident, and was shortly driving his own car back.

He entered the house, “Honey, I’m home?”

“I’m up here,” her voice came down from the upstairs clear and unmistakable.

He grinned and took the stairs two at a time. He unbuttoned his shirt and undid his pants and turned into the room they had chosen for their own, the master bedroom.

She wasn’t there. Their clothes were thrown on the bed, but the bed wasn’t made and…she wasn’t there.

He stood in the middle of the room and his heart sank. He had definitely heard here call down to him. Where was she?

He was half undressed, so he went ahead and tossed his shirt off and kicked out of his pants, then, wearing shoes only, he went on the search.

Or perhaps it should be called ‘the hunt.’

He felt atavistic. A caveman looking for a cavewoman. ME Tarzan, you Jane, Lay down I think I love you.”

His weenie pointed the way and he headed down the hall. He walked into room after room, but…no Liz.

“Liz?” he called out.

Now there was no answer.

He was so damned anxious. His weenie was dripping. And she was playing the game too long!

But, of course, he only felt that way because he was so damned 37 days horny!

He went up the short stairway to a raised cupola.

No Liz.

He opened the window in the cupola, it was just a small eight foot round room, and yelled. “LIZ!”

No answer.

What the fuck?

Now he was getting worried. His dick was even drooping a bit.

He descended the stairs to the first floor, calling out her name again and again.

He entered the kitchen, looked around, started to leave, then saw that the pantry door was open a crack.

He pulled open the door and saw…the back wall was ajar!

How could a wall be ajar?

What the fuck?” he said to himself.

He stepped into the pantry and pushed on the wall, and it swung back.

“Fuck!” It was a fake door! A secret place!

He stood at the top of a series of tall, narrow steps. The steps led into the darkness, but he could see a glow coming from the bottom.

“Liz?” but his voice was swallowed by the gloom.

He put one hand on the wall and began the descent. A few steps and the wall changed from rough wood to stone.

As he approached the bottom of the steps the glow grew lighter.

“Honey?”

He was actually feeling a bit apprehensive. Who knew what could be down here? Some animal curled up and waiting. Or maybe a pit to fall in and never be found.

But he kept taking the big steps, then found himself on a little landing. A door, ajar, was on the left, and he pushed it open.

The room was lit by Liz’s camping lantern. You pull up the top of the lantern and a bright light did the deed. But it was on top of a long, rough hewn table, and the furniture in the room was mostly in the shadows. Long surfaces and spooky stands.

“Liz?”

He crossed the room slowly, being careful not to fall into anything or trip, and he saw what the furniture was.

Dungeon shit. That’s what popped into his mind. Furniture for use in a dungeon.

He almost tripped over a rack. A real, live rack, ready to pull some scrawny prisoner until he was so tall he came apart.

Against one wall was a St. Andrews cross. It wasn’t dusty, the beams were shiny in the bright light, and it looked ready for use.

There were chains on the wall. Dangling, waiting to ensnare a victim, to hold him for the crack of the whips.

And there was actually a stack of whips on a long plank bench. Short whips with soft ends. A cat of nine tails with little stars wrapped in the ends—now that would certainly cut some skin!

He tripped over a box that was empty, but had probably once held kittens. He walked around a table, his eyes getting used to the gloom, and Liz was only ten feet away. She was naked, just a peignoir that didn’t hide but rather emphasized. Her breasts, under the harsh light of the lantern, were red, but maybe that was just a trick of the light. It sounded like she was whispering something.

But he wasn’t sure it was her. The sound seemed to come from various angles.

“Liz?”

She turned, her body first, then her head, as if she was reluctant to let her eyes loose from whatever they were perceiving.

Something was wrong. Her eyes were…spooky. They were glittering, and it was as if she wasn't really looking at him.

“Are you all right?”

She looked down at his nakedness, at his dong, which was still thick, but no longer erect. She smiled and pointed at it. “That’s what I want,” and she began to crumble.

Ron was close enough that he caught her. He simply intuited that she was going down, and he moved forward and caught her with his arms.

She was slack in his grip. Her muscles were soft, not working, and she looked up at him. Then she was confused. “Ron?”

How Ron managed to get her upstairs he wasn’t sure. He wasn’t a big, muscly fellow, and he had to navigate the dungeon and its toys in near darkness, then climb the ridiculously steep stairs. But he managed it.

Once in the kitchen he could speed up, and he rushed out to the living room and placed her on the couch.

Halfway across the living room Liz seemed to come to herself. Somewhat.

“What’s happening?”

She now placed her arms around his neck, which helped him transport her somewhat. She had been mostly limp up to this point.

“Honey? Are you all right? You collapsed down there!”

“Down where?”

“In the basement, or dungeon, or whatever that place was.”

But Liz looked confused. “What place? What dungeon?”

He knelt next to the couch and rubbed her hands, felt her face, and worried.

“There’s a dungeon in this house, and you were down there. How did you find it?”

Liz blinked a couple of times, it looked like she was trying to think, but no thoughts, or memories, or logic was coming out.

She sighed, deeply. “Honey, I’m tired. Can you help me upstairs?”

Ron would have carried her, but she was coming back to herself. She struggled to her feet, him helping, and they walked slowly towards the stairs.

“You say this place has a dungeon? Do you mean a basement?”

“Well, it’s a basement, but it’s fixed up like a dungeon. It’s sort of hidden. You push the back of the pantry and…” he stopped talking. She had to know this, else how had she gotten down into the dungeon in the first place?

She yawned. She was using him, and one hand on the bannister, to propel herself up the wide stairs.

They reached the second floor and he walked her towards their bedroom.

“Gosh. I’m tired,” she mentioned. Another yawn.

“Don’t worry. We’ll have you in bed quicksnap.”

She smiled wanly, and they turned into the bedroom.

Ron put her in a chair and swept everything off the bed. He found their sheets and made the bed.

“We’re going to have to get new bedding,” he said. “Ours is too short.”

Liz said nothing.

He turned, and she was asleep in the chair.

He finished making the bed, then picked her up and placed her on the bed. Holding her naked flesh, the peignoir wasn’t enough to get in the way of their flesh touching, he felt his dingus wake up.

It had been slack when he had had to exert effort to get her up into the house, but now he was reminded of how horny he was.

He stood back, his dick now sticking straight out and his gulping breathing returning. He stared down at her body.

She was built. She had a trim, almost boyish body, but with unusually large breasts. Her hair was long and blonde and it lay on the bed around her head, emphasizing the soft curves of her face.

He sighed, and pulled the comforter over her. They liked to sleep with just a comforter, and on warm nights it would be thrown back. Naked was just fine with them.

He placed a palm on her forehead.

She was warm. Not hot, but warm. He frowned, but…he would just keep an eye on her.

So thinking, he sat down in the chair and prepared to watch over her.

How had she found that basement/dungeon?

Why had she been standing, facing the wall, and what was she whispering?

Or, maybe it wasn’t her whispering. Maybe it was a trick of the wind outside.

He didn’t remember there being much a wind when they had entered the house.

But why was she so…confused? Vacant?

Why didn’t she remember how she had gotten into the basement.

And even when she did come back to herself, she had acted sort of wan, and now she had a slight temperature.

And…what about that voice that had first answered him? Where did that come from?

Outside the night had set. Out here, where there was no city, it was dark. There was no moon this night, and the lights of the city were obscured by the woods.

Ron saw, and worried, and looked at his cell phone. Night had just fallen, and already he felt the largeness of the house. He felt small in his grasp.

He looked at Liz. She was sleeping peacefully. Nothing wrong with her now.

Probably just the excitement of the move. It had been a long day. Yeah. That was it.

And he picked up a blanket and pulled it over himself.

He would have lain down next to her, but he wanted to watch over her, not go to sleep and risk…risk what?

He didn’t know, but he had a feeling of unease.

And he slept.


Part Two

Ron awoke and the sun was streaming in through the window. He grunted, groaned, straightened up , and through the blanket off.

He had been awake, off and on, until four in the morning.

Liz had tossed and turned a bit, but nothing unusual. The last time he had felt her forehead she seemed fine.

He looked over at the bed.

She was gone. The comforter was thrown back and there was no sign of her.

Good. She was up and about. That meant she was feeling chipper.

Ron yawned, stood up, stretched, and took a shower. Then he pulled on green shorts and a black tee, tied his favorite athletic shoes, and headed downstairs.

He didn’t get downstairs, however. He saw the open door that led up to the cupola and made a quick detour.

He stood in front of the window he had opened the previous day and breathed in fresh air.

The view was incredible, and today there were three deer grazing. A family.

The woods seemed fresher, happier, and he was looking forward to carving out a few hiking trails.

Closing the window he headed downstairs, and this time he made it.

No sign of Liz.

He stepped out on the front porch, inhaled more air, then headed back in.

He stepped into the kitchen and his heart sank. The pantry door was open.

He didn’t really want to go down into the dungeon. He had no real interest in whips and chains (why is your dingus singing then, sport?) and he didn’t want to go where Liz had been whispering and couldn’t remember what was happening.

He stepped into the pantry, then stopped. He went back to the living room where their belongings were still stacked and found his good flashlight. He returned to the pantry and descended the stairs.

It wasn’t as spooky in the daylight, but there was a feeling to the place, an ambience, a heavy air that seemed to weigh upon the traveler of the stairs.

It was as if he was descending not to just a dungeon, but a place under which lived, or was over imposing, something dirty.

Not dirty sexually, but actually and physically, morally dirty.

Though there wasn’t any sign of grease or debris or (shudder) blood.

“Liz?”

“Down here, babe!”

He smiled. Her voice was happy, and that was what he was really worried about.

He stepped into the dungeon.

It was like stepping into another world. A world of grimoires and perverted elves. It was…different. Not the world.

Across the dungeon Liz was sweeping. She had found a ragged looking broom, and she was gathering the accumulated dust into a small mound.

She was also naked. Except for the peignoir.

And exciting.

Ron smiled as his boner boned. God, he loved his wife.

“Is that your broomstick, oh, mighty witch?”

“All I need is a black cat.”

“What’s that line from Shakespeare? The three witches?”

“Double, double toil and trouble; Fire burn, and cauldron bubble.”

“There you go,” he grinned. “Are you ready for some breakfast?”

“Sure. You fix. Call me when it’s done.”

This was a little off for her. She usually liked making breakfasts. And to toss it off to Ron, like a command.

“Why don’t you come up with me. We’ll make it together.”

“Oh, honey! I’m almost done!”

She was actually sweeping like a dervish, but she stopped and looked at him. she said nothing, but he could see that glimmer in her eyes.

“What?”

“Come here,” she whispered.

Her voice was nothing, but he felt compelled.

Of course, it could just be his cock guiding him, but…he went.

She bent to her knees and grabbed his penis in both hands. “God, I love this.”

She sucked, and it felt like she was sucking the balls right out of his testicles. She was a bit rougher than usual, but she laughed. She stood up and kissed him, roughly. Sucking on his tongue till the muscles at the base of his tongue felt stretched.

“And I love this place, this room. God, this wonderful room. This is my room. You bought it for me.”

She was actually quivering with excitement.

He was…not. He would have preferred that this room stayed hidden.

She pushed him back, guided him a bit, and sat him on a bench. He looked down at the floor. At one end of the bench were two iron rings. He looked at the other end of the bench. Two more iron rings.

“They used to tie somebody on this bench.”

She was sitting on him. Not taking him inside her, just rubbing the outside of his penis with her vulva. She nibbled on his mouth, taking little bites that almost hurt.

She stopped, had her arms over his shoulders, her breasts pressed against him. Her face was inches from him. They were at that distance where actors eyes looked back and forth between the left eye and the right, but she was not shifting her eyes. She was looking into him. Seeing things he didn’t understand, but which vaguely unnerved him.

“They would tie them to the bench and whip them. Until their backs were striped with blood, and sometimes the bone showed, and then they would let them loose, turned them over, and while they screamed they would sit on them, taking their penis into them, gobbling it, gobbling it, until there was nothing left.”

“Heysoos, Liz. That’s gross. Who is this they and them you’re talking about?”

Lis reached down and grabbed his penis with both hands. It was hard, big, and she started to bend it.

“Oh…” he said, then “Ow!” It was starting to hurt. She had this look in her eye like she was going to bend it in half, break it off. And her words came to him. ‘Gobbling it, gobbling it.’

“OW!” he pushed her back, having to use strength.

She went to her feet and grinned down at him. A feral grin, and in that moment he wondered if she had somehow sharpened her teeth.

Then her eyebrows dipped in and she frowned.

“Oh, fuck! I’m sorry, Ron.”

She put her hand out and grabbed his.

He allowed her to lift him up, but he was feeling a bit gun shy. She had actually hurt him.

“I don’t know what got into me. I…I’m sorry.”

Ron looked down at his penis. Oddly, for the pain it had just experienced, it was erect.

More erect.

Throbbing and dancing and flicking off bits of pre-cum.

She tried a giggle, and it sort of worked, and she said, “But I guess it wasn’t that bad.”

“Was so.”

She reached for it again, and this time she was gentle.

Still, he almost shied away, but she was peculiarly insistent, and she slowly stroked him. Now her hand was soft, gentle, and he relaxed.

“That’s a boy,” she whispered, peppering his face with kisses. “A little pain never hurt anybody.”

“Let me twist your dick and then we’ll talk about it.”

She laughed, once again pleased, and she pulled him gently around. “Come on. I’ll make you the best breakfast you ever had in your life.”

He followed her, was led by her, and gloried in the feel of her hand on him.

At the stairs she stopped and turned and looked at the basement. She shook her head. “Lot of work to be done here.”

He looked, and only wished to be upstairs.

As if she felt his thought, she led him up the stairs, and by the time they reached the kitchen he was almost ready to cum.

She, of course, was not ready.

They sat on the porch and gazed at the lawn that had just about turned to field. No deer, but they could hear the birds singing sweetly in the distance.

She had made eggs over hard, sausage, waffles, and dripped a bit of syrup over the plate.

In a way, she was little Miss Suzie Homemaker. She took pride in keeping her house clean, she made delicious dishes, she entertained friends, and she always kept her husband happy.

If happy was eternally horny.

He did always want more, but she was wise enough to keep him wanting, and only occasionally delivering the goods.

She always said the secret to a good marriage was a horny man.

And he loved her as Suzie homemaker. She wasn’t the brainwashed, little home maker that feminists warned about, she was an exciting woman who enjoyed being a woman.

And enjoyed being in charge as a woman.

“So, what’s going on?” he asked, sucking the syrup off a sausage then eating it.

She had a different way of eating. She licked the syrup off, severed the sausage with her sharp, white teeth, and smiled.

He realized that she was, in a subconscious way, downright sexual in this eating habit.

“What do you mean?”

“You were acting weird last night, and you actually had a fever. And this morning…you really hurt me.”

“Oh, honey. I’m sorry. It was a long day yesterday, and as for this morning…I just got a little excited. I mean, it’s been a while since you got me off.”

“It has not!”

“Yes, it has!”

“I got you off just yesterday, right before we packed the U-haul and made the trip here.”

“That’s what I’m talking about. You pleasured me early yesterday, but it’s been hours since then. A whole day. And you haven’t once eaten me out, or fisted me.”

He blinked. Fisted? He had never fisted her. The idea, the bare notion, was sort of…not appealing.

Fisting her?

She didn’t notice his sudden introversion and withdrawal into heavy thought. She put her plate aside. Got up and put his plate aside.

Moving nimbly, she sat upon him. Once again her pussy was leaning against his cock, but without (gobbling it, gobbling it) taking it in. Once again her breasts were pressing through the sheer peignoir and on this chest. He could feel her hot nipples grazing his skin.

“Honey, you’ve been so good to me, buying me this house, getting me my own, special room, I think I need to reward you.”

He gulped, his Adam’s apple going up and down noisily.

She laughed at his reaction. Once again she raped his mouth, nibbling roughly, sucking the wind out of him, grinding her mons against his cock.

Then she stood up. “Come on.”

He stood up, and he was almost relieved when she grabbed his hand instead of his manhood.

She led him through the house, glancing back at him like a nymphette. Or maybe a nympho. Into the kitchen and down the stairs. When they reached the bottom of the stairs she stopped and shone her flashlight over the room and the assembly of furniture.

“I’m going to need you to do some things down here.”

“Like what? I mean, I’ve got a lot to do with the rest of the house.”

She ignored his comment about the house and continued, “I want some electricity down here. And some plumbing.

Babe! This is pretty low. I could get the water down here, but I don’t know if there’s a way to get it drained back up, if you know what I mean.”

She made an unhappy face. “Can’t you just…dig a deep hole or something? A septic whatever? It’s not like we’re going to be draining a lot of water.”

“How much is a lot of water?”

“A little water,” she corrected him. Then: “I’m going to want a toilet and a shower. So I don’t need to run upstairs and interrupt my work.”

“Work? What work?”

She laughed and punched his arm, gently, and said, “My work, silly. you know?”

But he didn’t know.

“I can research this and let you know.”

“That’s all I ask, a little research. So when can you start?”

He blinked. This was the moment that he realized something was off in his wife. He said one thing, and she acknowledged it, then continued with her original idea without regard for logic or anything else.

But, she was happy, and he was feeling a bit confused, and her hand was now rubbing his meat, so he just said, “I’ll let you know.”

“When?” Not really insistent, just…persisting.

“A couple of days.”

“Okay, but I should let you know,” she pulled him around to her, “when you finish remodeling my special room I’ll let you cum.”

He stared at her. “Honey, you promised me that when we moved into the house. We moved in, and I want to hold you to our deal.”

She sighed, her chest rising and falling and driving him crazy. She looked at him, and batted her eyes, and causing him fantasies of lust.

“Well, I guess I should…you really want to put your penis in me.”

“Oh, Lord, lady. I do. I’m dying to do a little in and out. You’ve been teasing me long enough.”

She nodded, bit her lower lip, then said, “Okay. I’ll let you put your dick in me, but we have to do something first.”

“What?” Even though he was desperate he was suspicious. His wife wasn’t acting normal.

“Let me play with you on one of my toys.”

He couldn’t help it, his head turned and he gazed at the benches and planks and beams.

He turned back. “But you know I’m not into BDSM. I really don’t like pain.”

She showed her teeth, her eyes looked truly happy. “Guaranteed, no pain. Nothing but pleasure. You’d like to have a little pleasure, wouldn’t you? You’ve been so good and…I really want to give you pleasure.”

“On one of these things?”

She smiled contentedly.

“Which one?”

She didn’t hesitate. She walked over to a thing that looked like a padded sawhorse. “This one.”

“You’re not going to whip me or anything?”

“Absolutely not. This is strictly for pleasure. You bought me this house….you got me this room. Nothing but pleasure for you, love of my life.”

“Well, okay. What do I have to do?”

“Take off your clothes.”

He started to pull his tee shirt off and she ran up the stairs.

“Where are you going?”

“I’ll be right back! Keep undressing.”

He draped his tee shirt over a standing arrangement of beams. He was’t sure how anybody could fit into that thing. He took off his shorts and hung them up. He left his shoes on because…did he really need to take his shoes off to fuck?

“Here you go.” She had come back down the stairs like a cat wearing  sneakers, no noise, and he turned.

She handed him a drink, and he sipped it. Bourbon and Coke. Mmmm. His favorite.

“Shoes, too, buster.”

He toed the heels and stepped out of his athletic shoes.

She led him to the horse. “Just sit on it for now.”

He did, and she knelt in front of him. Every time he sipped his drink, she sipped on him. And though the bourbon was potent, her sips were having the most effect.

He finished and she had him lay over the bench.

It was good enough padding that it didn’t hurt, was almost comfortable, and she went to a bench in the back of the dungeon and returned holding four pairs of handcuffs.

“What are those for?”

“House rules,” she purred. “Nobody is unrestrained in my place of business.”

“Place of business,” he whispered as she fastened his wrists, then his ankles to the legs of the horse. When she was done he could move, but he couldn’t leave.

“All right, honey. Before you ever put your dick in me we have to do this.” She was massaging his buns with both hands.

“Feels good,” he said.

“Good. Does this?” She began rubbing his brown spot.

He jerked, and the handcuffs clinked. “Hey!”

“Does this hurt?” she persisted.

He was unnerved by the sensation, but…it didn’t hurt. And, as the moments passed, it began to feel good. He finally admitted, “No. It’s okay.”

“Good.” She inserted her pinkie.

“Hey!”

“Hay is for horses and cows that go moo.”

“Take that out of there!”

“Does it hurt?”

“Not the point! Get your finger out of me!”

“Not till you tell me it hurts. And you’ve got to tell the truth.”

Ron wiggled, tried to shake her finger out, but…it just made the sensation feel better and better.

“Ooh, Mikey, I think he likes it!”

“Fuck,” he whispered.

“Right after we finish here,” she said, and she kissed his right bun.

She kept wiggling her digit, and finally he had to admit. “Okay. It feels good, but that doesn’t mean I want—hey!”

She had replaced her pinkie with her middle finger, and she was probing him.

“You said it didn’t hurt.”

“But that’s not the same finger!”

“It’s the fuck finger, and that’s what I’m doing.”

“But I didn’t want to fuck your finger! I want to fuck you! With my dick!”

“And you will, just as soon as we’re done here.”

“Oh, God!”

He kept wiggling, wiggled harder, but she just kept fingering him, and suddenly, “I’ve got to pee!”

“That’s okay. My husband is going to put a drainage system in here.”

“That’s not funny!”

“I’m not being funny. Go ahead and pee.”

“I’m going to! I have to!”

“Good. I’m waiting.”

So he relaxed, and the pee came out.

Except that bent over the horse as he was he could see the pee, and it wasn’t pee!

“What the hell!” he shouted. “I’m cumming!”

“Actually,” she spoke softly and lovingly, “You’re being drained. I’m pressing on your prostate, and that causes your sperm to come out.”

“You can’t….you…” then he shut up. She could, and…it felt good. Real good.

It wasn’t an orgasm, but it was like being a little drunk, a little high, and it was thoroughly enjoyable.

For a long minute she tickled his walnut, and the semen came out in a long, shiny string. It fell on the floor, pooled, and he felt better and better.

He felt relieved.

Finally, Liz stopped wiggling her finger. She pulled it out slowly. She wiped it on his butt, and started undoing his handcuffs.

Ron sagged, then pushed up and got off the horse. He wasn’t tired, he was full of energy, but he was also weak. How odd. He expected to lose a little energy, maybe even go to sleep after cumming, but he felt alive, like a glowing life stick had been pushed up his fanny and made his backbone glow.

When he was standing Liz went down on him, but only for a minute. She sucked on his weenie, and sampled the bit of semen that had gotten on the head of his cock.

Then she stood up, her eyes glowing fiercely, and she took his cock in hand and led him back across the basement and up the steps.

“What are we doing?” asked Ron. He felt incredibly lackadaisical.

“We’re going to fuck, my dear, little hubbie. “Or to be more specific, you are going to put that giant weenie in me and pleasure me until I’m half out of my mind.”

He chuckled. “Only half?”

“Okay. All the way out of my mind.”

They crossed the kitchen, then the big living room, and went up the stairs.

Ron was smacking his lips, like he was tired and getting ready to lay down, but his excitement was actually growing. He felt like his chest was about to burst open and shine golden light on everything.

“That’s really something,” he spoke of his draining.

“It does do the trick, doesn’t it?”

“I might want you to do that again.”

“I’m sure you will.” Then she stopped, halfway down the second floor half and almost at their room. She turned to him, “What if that was the only way you got sex?”

That was an odd thought, and Ron blinked a bit, and he started to wonder without having a specific thought to wonder about. He was just sort of…mind blown.

She laughed and tugged on his member again, led him into the bedroom.

“We need bigger sheets,” she said, and she threw off her peignoir and bent over the bed. she looked back at him, “Come on, stud. Do me. Show me.

Then commenced one of the strangest love making sessions of Ron’s life.

He stepped up and plowed into her, his giddiness leaving and being replaced by a sexual lust.

She grunted and gripped the comforter with her fists.

He rammed and slammed and jammed and crammed and tried to push his penis in her hard enough to come out the other side.

Except there was no ‘other side.’

There was just more velvet cunt, more slick moisture and folds of pleasure.

Liz cried out, again and again, as Ron tried to cum.

But he couldn’t.

He had been drained.

He had nothing left to shoot.

But he felt like he could squirt! He felt like he was right on the edge!

She climbed away from his dick, up on the bed, and turned around.

“Come on, you hound of hell! Show me!”

He tried. He pushed in, he held her breasts and squeezed, he prayed for his nuts to let loose.

Nothing came out.

He just fucked harder and harder, and Liz began to have her cums.

“Oh…yes…yes!”

A few minutes later… “That’s it! Yes! Oooh…oh!”

Then she leaned down and spoke intently into his face, “Gobble gobble!”

And a few minutes later…Heysoos! Deeper! You feel so big!

For hours they fucked, and for hours he felt like he could cum, if he…could…just…

She climbed on top of him. She took control. She rode him like he was a dildo. She pulled on his nipples, causing him to cry out, but he only get stiffer. She slapped his face, but he just turned the other cheek and loved it.

And, a dozen cums in, the lunch hour past, she pushed off him, rolled over, and moaned. “Oh, God! I needed that!”

Ron lay there on his back, his cock sticking straight up as if asking for more.

Physically, he was beat to a frazzle, but he wanted more. Honestly, in that moment, if he had been offered the chance to fuck himself to death, he would have done it.

He felt smashed to bit, but every bit was glowing golden.

He lay there and Liz picked up her peignoir and put it on.

He was eternally hungry, excited at how her hard nipples pushed the material out. He suddenly knew why she was wearing it; the material would slide over her nipples and excite them.

“Wait,” he said, half goofy and not knowing what he was saying.

Liz stood at the side of the bed, Looking down at him, and she felt a fantastic high for what she had done to him.

“Now that’s the kind of sex I like.”

“What?”

“A big orgy without a bucket of cum dripping out of my pussy.”

She glanced at her cell phone. “Oops. Past lunch time. I’ll got fix something. You better get to work…if you ever want to get in me again.”

In the back of his mind, Ron didn’t want to. But in the front of his mind, he was dying to.

He had been fucked beyond belief. He had been fucked stupid, and all he wanted was more.

Liz, as if reading his thoughts, turned and left the room.

He tried to sleep, because that is what men normally do after fantastic sex, but he couldn’t. His boner was up, it wouldn’t let him, it demanded…action.

He couldn’t get that action with his boner, however, it was starting to feel a little sore.

He got up and got dressed. Except for his shirt. He just didn’t feel like raising his arms enough to sleep the shirt on.

He walked down the hallway, across the house and down to the basement.

Liz was already there. She was at the end of the basement, staring at the wall.

Funny, there was nothing there, but it was like she was reading something off the wall.

Though he was silent, she heard him, and she turned. “Can we run a line down over there? Then we could hook up some lights and…” she gabbled on, sharing her thoughts on redecoration.

At first, it didn’t seem like there was much to be done. The basement was big, but it wasn’t that big.

But the lights needed to be strung and connected, and they had to be bright enough to see, and sufficiently gloomy.

Then there was the problem of water. He could pipe down all the water he wanted, and he figured out a way to drill a hole in the wall, at the deeper end of the basement, and let the dirty water seep out. It wasn’t neat, but it was effective.

Then he had to reset some of the eyebolts in the floor, and get new chain for the walls.

She wanted a sound system, and some of the furniture had come loose, and…and…and…

Ron sat on the porch. He was exhausted, and energized, and he wondered what the hell had happened.

He had spent all his time fixing up the dungeon, and had spent no time working on the house.

Come winter the roof was going to leak. There was some mold that had to be removed, a whole beam replaced, and that was going to be a job. The wiring in the house worked, but it was all old cloth wires, and it needed to be replaced. The plumbing really needed to be replaced. The pipes were packed with calcium carbonate. That protected against lead poisoning, but the flow of water was pretty weak. Pipes had to be replaced.

Then there were boards on the outside, the garage had to be de-leaned, or replaced, he hadn’t planted the new lawn, and there were a thousand other things.

The place wasn’t a money pit, but it needed work. It needed about a century of maintenance.

And he was willing.

But Liz kept him working on the basement.

The whole house could go to hell, as long as she had her dungeon.

What was wrong with that woman?

Ever since they had moved in she had been…strange.

She sexed him all the time, but rarely delivered. And when she did she would drain him first, so he remained horny, but never got an orgasm.

He sighed, and looked up.

A car was coming up the driveway. An SUV. Oh, it was Charmaine Wilson, the realtor.

For a change, Ron was wearing clothes. Though Liz preferred him naked all he time, he did manage to wear some shorts some times, and this was one of those times.

He came off the porch and greeted Charmaine as she exited her car.

“How’s it going, Charmaine?”

“Hey, Ron. I thought of you the other day, and wanted to see how it was going.”

They chatted, discussed the house, the town, the woods, the price of beans in Chili. Finally, however, Charmaine got down to it.

“I came across something that might interest you.”

“Oh?”

“Do you remember who owned this house? Who built it?”

Ron shrugged.

“James Thadeus Wilkins and his wife, Alexandria.”

“Oh, yeah. No children.”

“That’s the rumor. But the truth…”

“They had children?”

“Maybe.”

“Maybe?” he arched his eyebrows and smiled a wan smile.

Charmaine turned and opened the back door of her car. She straightened up and turned to Ron, and she was holding a book.

It was leather, and it had a little lock on the side. It was worn, but the spine was still holding up. It was small, only three inches by four.

“Simon Hawkins, down at the library, found this. It was in a box that had slipped down behind a desk. The box was post marked 1923.”

“Jeez! A hundred years old.”

“Normally, Simon would have just tossed this out. But he heard that there were new owners here, and he figured what the heck, got a hold of me, and…”

She handed the book to Ron.

“Simon doesn’t care about old stuff. I thought about opening it, but I didn’t want to risk breaking the lock, and…maybe we could just say it goes with the property?”

“Wow. Sure, and thanks.”

“Somebody might as well get some use out of it,” she chuckled and got back in her car. “Let me know if there’s anything interesting, and say  hi to Liz for me.”

“Will do, and thanks.”

Charmaine headed out, and Ron looked at the book.

No title. But should there be? It looked more like a journal, and that would account for the lock.

The lock. He needed to pick the lock.

He trotted up the steps and headed for the kitchen. He had a small toolkit there. The big one was down in the dungeon, but the small one should do for him.

He opened his toolkit, searched around, and found a large bobby pin. He smiled.

He bent the end of the pin and started fiddling with the lock.

For fifteen minutes he tried to turn the mechanism, kept bending and rebending the pin, and, finally, click!

Ron, a bit excited, opened the book, and a letter dropped out. He put the book to the side and bent to pick up the letter. It was not closed, the flap merely pushed into the envelope, and he opened it and extracted a thin sheet of paper. He unfolded the paper, which had been folded twice.

The writing was neat, but ornate. It was the kind of writing that people did when society was more educated, more righteous in their thinking. He read:

My dearest brother Thadeus,

I have performed the translation you requested, and I was compelled to write you immediately. I was, of course, immensely curious, considering the subject matter.

I realize you have spent much time and money in this endeavor, but there are risks unimaginable attached to it.

I have no doubt you have found the entrance to that which you seek.

I also have no doubt that you will encounter guardians.

Please, dear brother…lay off your activity. Dig no further. The rewards will not be as you imagined, and I am sure you are in grave danger.

The explanation for my alarm you will find delineated in the accompanying journal.

Yours with much love

your most fond brother

Thomas Theodore Wilkins

Ron folded the paper and replaced it in the envelope. He took up the book again and opened it. Before his eyes focused he had a thought.

Not a child, but a brother. And what was Theodore warning Thadeus about?

What was the danger?

Then his eyes focused on the first page of the book.

Evil Angels

Under that was a handwritten line.

Translated in part from the original Latin

The hand writing was ornate. Not illumination, but close. And it was in Latin.

Fuck. Ron frowned. Then, as he turned the pages he came across notations in the margins. The handwriting was in English, but it was cramped and hard to decipher.

He turned back to the beginning of the book and turned page by page. He read notations, and he grew fearful.

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.
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The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!
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Falsely accused of peeping and masturbating, James is on the Pink Path. Why is this happening? Why is his mother going along with it? At the heart of this steamy tale is Mrs. Johnson, and what she is about to do is so terrible it will shake the nylons off a fat lady!
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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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