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Author’s Note

I like feminization. That’s my bag.

But…feminization in the hands of a dominatrix becomes just one more tool to use.

Along with spanking, chastity, and all sorts of other things.

But, here’s the thing, why pay money for something any woman can deliver?

It just takes a little attention to detail, figuring out the methods and procedures and applying them correctly.

It’s simple.

I really don’t understand why more women aren’t into such things as feminization, spanking, and so on.

Those things, and you can believe me on this, keep a man under control.

Without those things a man will wander.

Make him wear panties and a bra and he’ll never get undressed around another woman.

Give him a little spanking every couple of weeks and he will be totally devoted to you.

So…why not?

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

It was the party to end all parties.

Oddly, it didn’t start out as a party.

It started as two couples meeting for beers at the Crow’s Nest.

The Crow’s Nest was a local sports bar. Twenty TVs running golf, football, soccer, anything and everything having to do with sports.

But it wasn’t just a watering hole for sports fanatics. It served the thickest, juiciest hamburgers around, French Fries and onion rings, steak sandwiches, and other tasty viands.

There was also a couple of pool tables, a card game in the back, and hotties with hooters bigger than the hooters at Hooters.

Friendly girls with big eyes and bigger body parts.

Smiling girls that were well protected by the regulars at the bar.

Add to that a rocking list of tunes, a little square in the middle of the floor for maybe a dozen dancers, and…you get the idea.

So on a Friday afternoon, work over, Bob and Janice and Tim and Laura sauntered in. They plopped down at a corner table, ordered a couple of pitchers, and the party was begun.

Sandy, the waitress, handled the table and they kept a small shot glass there for her to sip from when management wasn’t looking. Not that Rob the Knob would have carried. If he had seen he would have come over and stolen her bit of elicit beer.

The tune playing over the TV was ‘Hit me with your Best Shot.’ Pat the Benatar wailing away, challenging in the most sexual way.

Well you're the real tough cookie with a long history

Of breaking little hearts like the one in me…

Bob and Janice got up to dance a bit, and Tim and Laura watched their friends.

Somebody yelled that Connor McGregor was a pussy.

Tim whispered to Laura. “Man you ever noticed how stacked Janice is?”

Laura gave a mock sigh. “You horn dog.”

“I’m just sayin’…”

Tim was a slender fellow. Quite strong and flexible and wore his hair long. Laura was just as slender, but with her boobs she might have outweighed him by a few ounces.

“The trouble is you look at every girl in that same way.”

“What way?”

“Googly eyes. Wanna fuck eyes.”

“Baby, I’m true to you!”

“Only because you know I’d twist your weenie off if you stepped out on me.”

She giggled and slipped a hand onto his crotch.

He ‘yipped,’ and took a big glug of beer.

On the floor the music shifted into a slow ballad and Bob took Janice in his arms.

Bob was bigger than Tim. He was muscular, had a bristly, little mustache, and a smile that curved up at the slightest provocation.

Janice, like Laura, had large breasts, but she was larger in other ways, too. Her bottom was round and inviting. Her eyes were baby blue under blonde bangs. Her lips were plump and shaped in the classic M shape.

“What do you think Tim and Laura are talking about?”

“Oh, Tim is talking sex and Laura is teasing him.”

Bob laughed. “You know them well.”

“It’s their game.”

“And not a bad game, missy.”

She looked up at him, ground her hips into his groin, and grinned. “Not bad at all.”

At that moment a striking woman in black coat entered the bar. She was wearing the highest heels, had the curviest calves under the hem of her coat, and her legs went all he way up. Her rotund bottom was visible through the shape of the coat and her thin waist led up to boobs that would were easily the best breasts in the place.

In a lot of places.

In a lot of places in a lot of towns.

Every eye in the place took note, and it even sounded like the announcers on the TV faded just a wee bit.

She walked to the bar, her long black, shiny hair tied in a pony tail that reach to the small of her black.

“Beer,” she said, slapping a ten on the bar.

Bob the Knob stopped counting pennies and came out of the back room and gazed at her. Gazed like taking a picture and immortalizing it in the bank vault of his cranium.

Benny Johnson, notorious drunk and womanizer started moving down the bar towards her.

She picked up on him before her mug arrived, and she turned and pointed a long, red tipped fingernail at him and shook her head.

Benny Johnson, the man who never backed down, slunk back to his stool.

Her beer arrived and she sipped from it with the reddest lips this side of a sun burned cherry.

She turned and gazed over the bar.

She took in the peanut barrel. She looked at the high table with high stools in the corner near the door. She estimated the twenty or so guys and gals with a glance, taking them apart and putting them back together with a glance so knowing it saw their IQs.

And she noted the table in the corner.

She smiled a thin smile, picked up her beer and sashayed over to the table.

Bob and Janice were just sitting down, Bob first, Janice on the end.

The woman arrived and asked, “May I please sit down?”

Both girls blinked, but before they could voice any object Bob and Tim were smiling and saying, “Sure?”

The woman slid onto the padded bench, took a sip, and placed her beer in front of her.

“Thanks,” she said to the girls, though they both looked a little discomfited. “I need a place where the guys aren’t going to hit on me, and you guys looked solid. Is it okay if I stay for a beer or two?”

The girls looked at each other, then seemed to come to one of those weird female conclusions.

“Sure.”

The woman sighed, smiled a small smile, and said, “I’m Roxanne. People call me Roxie. And you are?”

Each person said their name around the table, and Roxanne repeated the names. “I’ll try not to call you by the wrong names, but I make no guarantee.”

Bob and Tim were trying to act nonchalant, but were failing miserably. It was in their eyes. They were looking on their girlfriends and grinning stupidly, and their real attention was on the gleam of bulging breast, the shadow of nipple through the dark dress, the pale blue of Roxanne’s almond-shaped eyes.

“So what do you do, Roxie?” asked Janice.

“Oh, a bit of dancing. Just enough to make a living. She smiled, sipped, and raised a hand for Sandy to bring another pitcher. She had a twenty on the end of the table before the pitcher arrived and said, “I’ll buy. I’ve got too much money.” She grunted a small smile, and the smile was sincere.

“What do you guys do?”

Laura did the rounds. “Bob manages a warehouse, Tim’s a salesman, Janice and I run a beauty salon downtown.”

“Pass me a card. I’ll send business your way.”

A card was passed, and Roxanne tucked it into a little pouch attached to the shiny, black belt surround her thin waist.

The boys were speechless during this. They wanted to talk, but neither of them knew what to say to break the ice, especially with their girlfriends present.

Laura was chuckling, looking at how the boys were trying to hide their intense fascination, to not stare at the newcomer’s large breasts, to figure out something to say. She had been nervous when Roxie showed up, her being such a raving beauty, but now she liked it. She liked seeing the boys cowed.

“Where do you dance?” asked Janice.

“Oh, a couple of places. Not around here.”

Laura put forth a direct question: “Are you an exotic dancer?”

For a long moment Roxie stared into her beer. She thought about leaving, but she had a good feel for these couples. Besides, she was out to have a little fun, and what did it matter if they knew?

“Well, in the interests of truth, I used to dance. I’m a consultant these days.”

The girls were sensing something, and they kept focused, but it was Tim who blurted, “What kind of consulting do you do?”

He thought he was being clever, had managed to say something that wouldn’t embarrass him. He should have known that it was too late, that anything he said would lead to embarrassment.

Roxanne took a deep breath. She poured beer around, topping off all glasses. “I’m a dominatrix.”

The two couples stopped breathing. In fact, it was like everybody in the place stopped breathing.

The TVs were blaring, people were talking over the music, but…there was just this feel emanating from the table.

“Really?” said Bob brightly. Just that one word made him look like a fool.

“Bob?” Laura’s voice was sweet and kind, “I think you have to visit the men’s room.”

He looked at her in confusion.

“Tim. Go with him. Don’t let him fall in.”

The two men opened their mouths to protest, they didn’t have to pee, they wanted to stay, but somehow the girls shot icy daggers with their eyes and the two men, not knowing what had hit them, got up and headed for the back.

The men gone, Laura and Janice relaxed, sipped beer, and the conversation started.

Bob and Tim stood at adjacent urinals. They held their weenies and splashed in the bowls hanging from the wall.

“Man, that is one smoking’ babe!”

“I’d leave home for that one!”

“Not before me.”

“She doesn’t want you. Your dick’s too short.”

“And yours is too long…you’re always stepping on it.

Back and forth they jibed each other. In their minds they were studs and Roxanne had come to the table just to talk to them.

Of course, that was just between them. The truth was they were both shy in the presence of the woman.

Especially one who was that…BEAUTIFUL!

At the table the girls were quizzing Roxanne mercilessly.

Fortunately, Roxanne needed quizzing.

“You know, I was nervous coming out here. It always looks like such a friendly place, but I deal with men all week and I just wanted a quiet sit down.”

Janice laughed, “You probably should have dressed down.”

Roxie nodded ruefully. “I know. I just wasn’t thinking. I wanted a break, and…I wasn’t thinking.”

“Well, not to worry,” said Laura. “We’ll chase the wolves away.”

At that moment the two biggest wolves in the place returned to the table. Tim and Bob slid into their seats. Now they had regrouped, and they had bragged to each other, and they were feeling a bit more confident.

“Isn’t it time for you two girls to pee?” Bob gave them a laughing look.

But before anybody could answer Johnny and Tricia showed up.

“Hey, guys, how’s it going and..who is this gorgeous dish?”

Tricia elbowed her boyfriend, and Janice, Laura and Roxie exchanged a humorous look.

“This is Roxanne. She’s a brain surgeon, since you don’t have a brain  you need not apply.”

More beer showed up.

More laughter showed up.

More couples showed up, and one of the girls, nobody was ever sure who, looked around and said, “Hey! Let’s get some real booze and head over to Marcia’s place.”

Marcia’s place was a warehouse behind a house. Some fellow had had a steel warehouse built so he could work on cars, then his business failed, and Marcia moved in.

The house was run down, the warehouse was great, so she lived in the warehouse until the house was renovated, then virtually abandoned the warehouse.

Except friends knew about it and often asked to use it for gatherings.

Like tonight.

Marcia came out, kegs of beer were brought in, and more people showed up. A music system was already in place and the joint was, as they say, ‘jumpin’.’

And, the good thing about the warehouse, it was past the city limits. No cops, and the sheriff was fifty miles away. Unless there was a murder, nobody cared.

So the party grew and everything was going hunky.

Except for Tim.

Tim was getting drunk.

Tim was a great guy, not violent or anything, but his mouth was his worst enemy.

At one point he found himself dancing with Roxie. “So what’s it like spanking bad boys?”

She laughed, and said, “It’s like spanking bad boys.”

Then, a little later, he was mouthing off to the girls.

“No bitch can take me down! I’ve got a high pain tolerance!”

Then, to his wife, “Baby, why don’t you spank me some time?

Then, while dancing with Roxanne, “You can dominate me any time, baby.”

And he tried to get a kiss.

Roxanne slapped him.

She wasn’t mad, in fact she seemed sort of bemused. After all, she handled men for a living.

But the party came to a stop.

Roxie looked around. She had been having such a good time, and the men, except for Tim, had been nice to her, but it looked like she had overstayed her welcome.

She walked away from Tim who was rubbing his cheek.

“I’m sorry,” she said to Janic, but Janice placed her hand on Roxie’s forearm. “You’re not leaving. Bob was just—“

“You bitch!”

A couple of guys moved forward, they knew that Tim couldn’t hold his liquor.

But Laura stepped forward.

“Hold up.” She stopped the two guys with a raised palm. The whole place was watching as she turned to Tim.

“Tim, I was watching and you were rude.”

It was slowly getting through to Tim that he had crossed a line. He wasn’t sure what he had done, but…Laura was mad at him.

Oh, fuck. He really liked Laura. Sure, he had a few flaws, but…man, what had he done?

“What’d I do?”

“You insulted Roxanne. You tried to kiss her, and you behaved like a boor.”

“Well, I’m sorry, but she comes in flaunting her boobs and—“

“There’s something wrong with her boobs?” Laura was speaking in a low tone of voice that was cutting and could be heard by everybody.

“No, they’re great, I mean…wait a minute!”

Now he was confused.

Laura turned back to Roxanne. “Roxie, how much do you charge for a night of your services?”

“I, uh…”

“Everybody! Roxie has been having fun with everybody, but we all know she’s a dominatrix, and we also know that Tim has been an idiot. I’d like to hire her for a night to administer a little discipline to Tim…if he can take it!”

Tim bristled. Drunks are usually arrogant, and to be slapped, then have his girlfriend treat him in such manner… “I can take anything! Especially from some bitch like her!” He spit the last words out.

A big ‘Oooh!’ Rose up in the warehouse.

Roxie moved up and whispered to Laura, “I don’t know if you want to do this.”

But Laura was pissed now. Her boyfriend had been a complete lout, and if he didn’t shape up he wasn’t going to be her boyfriend.

“I do want to do this. And I do apologize if I’ve put you on the spot. But…he needs to straighten up.”

“I need to straighten up? Who do you think you’re talking to?”

“An idiot. An idiot who’s mouth works faster than his brain. An idiot who insulted one of my friends and now is not man enough to take what’s coming to him!”

It’s difficult to know exactly what was going through Tim’s cranium at that particular moment. He loved Laura, but he was drunk. He had been a fool, but he wasn’t man enough to take responsibility. He was bragging and arrogant in front of all the people in the warehouse, which was not usually like him.

He said, and these words would be remembered and repeated by all for years to come: “No woman can tell me what to do! Women should know their places! I’m a man, damn it!”

The warehouse was so silent you could hear a mouse fart.

Mouths were open, giggles were stifled, shock was on faces.

Tim had gone far beyond the far beyond when it came to behavior.

And Roxanne had had enough.

She stepped into the center of the warehouse, into the small space that had surrounded Tim and Laura, and now she wasn’t just a girl looking for a fun time, now she was feeling a bit peevish.

“So you’re a man, are you?”

All eyes went to Roxanne. She was exuding a fierce pride, a strutting sexiness, that impacted on everybody in the warehouse.

This wasn’t a woman who took it, this was a woman who fought back!

“Yeah!” Tim blurted.

Roxanne turned to Laura. “If you’re serious, I’ll train him for you.”

Laura looked at her drunk boyfriend. She nodded, her lips set in anger. “I’m serious.”

“When I return him to you he’ll be a different man. He’ll be kind and considerate, and he’ll obey you.”

“Fine with me. He should obey somebody, the big lug!”

Roxanne turned to Tim who, though slow, was figuring things out.

Bob had come up and was trying to talk him down in whispers, but Tim had gone to far.

“Well, little man,” the way she said ‘little’ directly referred to his cock, “it seems that you and I will be friends.”

He muttered something, torn between listening to Bob try to control him, and listening to Roxie.

“So are you man enough to put your manliness to a test?”

“What kind of a test?”

“A test of your manliness. Or do you have any.” She looked down at his cock and sneered. “I don’t see much of a bulge down there.”

Maybe Tim could have extricated himself, maybe Bob could even have talked him out of the warehouse, but to have his sex insulted? No man takes that!

“I can do any test you got!” He stepped forward. They were two feet apart now. She was actually taller than him in her heels, and her breasts pointed right at him. He was wavering a little on his feet, and he poked a finger right onto her boob.

Everybody in the warehouse gasped, but Roxanne smiled.

“You want a little of this?” She asked? She hefted a boob at him.

Then she stepped forward and grabbed his groin. “Or how about this.”

They were inches apart, her eyes fiery, his eyes pleading as his sex was excited beyond anything he had ever expected.

And she kept digging into him. “It doesn’t feel too big. Are you sure you want to play? Little man?”

“Oh…fuck.”

Roxanne let go and stepped back, an amused expression on her face, her red lips curved in humor. “Well, it’s up to you.”

And there the challenge sat.

The crowd began to talk then.

“Come on, Tim!”

“Do it, Tim!”

“Grow a pair, brother!”

It was that last remark that did it.

Tim stuck out his chest and growled, “You’re on!”

Roxie smiled a thin smile and her eyes half closed. She turned to Laura. “Okay, Laura. If you bring him by tomorrow when he sobers up…I’ll handle him for you.”

In a low tone Laura said, “How much is this going to cost?”

Roxanne was tempted to do it for free, but she had to make a living, and this was what she did for a living.

“I charge two hundred an hour.”

Laura sighed. She wanted this to happen. Tim needed a lesson, but she couldn’t afford this.

Across the room Tim was being moved out of the ring of people and talked to by Bob.

Roxie glanced at Bob. She really wanted to do this, but the look on Laura’s face…the girl didn’t have the money.

Then Janice, who had been standing nearby, asked, “Can you live stream this?”

“I can.”

Janice turned to the people around her. “Hey, guys. We need to come up with a thousand bucks if we want to watch Tim get his comeuppance. Who’s got some bucks?”

Laura blinked. Tim would be filmed?

Roxie grinned, but she saw the problem. She said, “We can watch it live, but any future copies I can blur his face out. Would that be good?”

It would, and the hat was passed.

The following day Tim slept until noon. When he woke up he was on the couch, he stank of beer, and he his head felt like somebody had been using it for a piñata.

“Oh, man…” he groaned, and sat up.

Laura was in the kitchen. She had tomato juice and a couple of aspirins at the ready, and she poured everything down his throat.

“Gah!” He said, blearily.

She gave him a small glass, half and half with bourbon and Coke.

“Oh, yeah,” he muttered, downing it quickly. “Hair of the dog.”

Then he looked at his girlfriend. “What’d I do last night? Was I bad?”

“You were an insufferable asshole who offended everybody, including all the girls, and especially Roxanne.”

“Oh, crap,” he muttered. He was remembering bits and pieces of the night. “I didn’t.”

“You did. And you’ve got an appointment with Roxanne…when you think you can make it.”

He stared at her. “Oh, shit! She…you…I didn’t…”

“Yep to all of that. You’ve got an appointment with a dominatrix.”

“Honey, I can’t—“

“And if you don’t make it we’re through.”

He stared at her in horror. “No! I was drunk! Whatever I did or said…I was drunk!”

“Then you better learn to hold your liquor. Now, you go clean up, get ready. I’ll make some breakfast so you’ll be fortified.”

“But, honey…”

“Shut…and go. Or else!”

He shut and went to get himself ready for the battle.

They drove out to a two story house in the country. It was in good condition, everything painted and in good shape, and the lawn and bushes properly cared for.

“Are you sure thee’s nothing I can do to make up for what happened last night?”

Laura didn’t even hesitate. “Nope.”

They got out of Laura’s car and walked up the walk and up the stairs to the porch.

Roxanne was waiting for them.

She had been dressed too sexy the night before, but now she was in full dominatrix garb.

She had on mesh stockings, a tight corset that caused her boobs to bulge. Her ass was flared into a rotund delectability, and her face was stern. She had dark eyes and red lips, and a whip was coiled over her shoulder.

Tim gulped.

“Hey, I’m sorry for whatever I said last night. Is there any chance we could call this thing off?”

“Mealy mouthed to the end,” murmured Roxanne sweetly.

“Hey, I’m trying to get past this. I made a mistake and—“

Roxane stepped up to him. Inches away, her sex appeal washing over him, she said, “You’ll have to pay back all the people who donated for your session.”

“What?”

Laura chimed in, “You don’t remember that? Everybody thought you deserved it, so they pitched in to afford Roxanne.”

“And I don’t give refunds. So you’ll have to pay them back.”

“But we haven't done anything! Surely you can return—“

“Haven’t you heard the old joke?”

He blinked.

“Whip me, beat me, make me write bad checks. Nope, you’re on the hook buster. You can quit now, but it’ll cost you a couple of thousand dollars.”

Tim stared at her, aghast.

“I don’t have…”

“Maybe they’ll take payments. Or maybe you could just be a man and live up to your word.”

“But…you…I don’t…” and he faded out. He stood there, a bit slump shouldered.

“Now that that bit of unpleasantness is handled, why don’t you come in to my parlor?”

Laura patted his cheek. “Be good, honey. Do what Miss Roxanne asks, and I’ll be picking you up before you know it.”

Laura turned and walked down the stairs. She paused at the car, the door open and one foot in it, to smile and wave, then she drove away.

Just like that. Drove away and left Tim to the mercies of this…this…

“Come on in, honey,” said Roxanne. She turned and opened the door.

Tim moved reluctantly, but he moved.

It was quiet in the house. Nice and peaceful. Tim had thought there would be people screaming in the dungeons, but it wasn’t like that at all.

She led him through the house and he stared around and took it all in.

She had decorated it with a touch of age, a bit of Victorian here, older floor lamps, even a record player and speakers, a fifties sound system, against one wall.

“I’ve been told that you’ve never been with a dominatrix,” Roxie said, leading him into the kitchen.

“Uh, no.”

“Excellent.”

She took a bottle of bourbon down from a refrigerator. “Bourbon and Coke all right?” She asked.

“I guess.”

She put ice in a glass, added some bourbon and Coke, then swirled it with her index finger.

She took her finger out, licked it, then handed the drink to him.

He wasn’t put off by her finger in his glass, it was actually sort of exciting. He sipped, and it went down well.

“Have a seat,” Roxie said, indicating a wooden kitchen table.

He did, and she sat down next to him. She stretched, which showed off here magnificent breasts, and he tried not to be obvious in staring at them.

But she knew she had him. She knew a horn dog when she saw one.

She leaned forward, and all he could see was the bulge of her breasts on the table.

She placed a hand on his, very intimate, and she said, “When people think of dominatrixes they think of whips and chains,” she smiled.

“Uh huh,” he took a gulp of whiskey reflexively.

“While we do use whips, not so much the chains, we actually use a much softer approach.”

She was tapping not he back of his hand with one fingernail, and it was exciting him. He could feel the pulse of his blood, and his cock straightened up under the table.

“You see, if we could make a better man by just beating him, then we could take a belt to somebody and they would become a Mozart, or a Chopin. But people, while they get excited from the spankings and such, do not become smarter. They, however, become better behaved.”

“You’re going to spank me?”

“Eventually, but not until you ask for it.”

“I’m not going to ask to be spanked!”

“Nor whipped nor beaten,” she whispered, smoothing her finger on his forearm as if brushing his forearm hairs down, “except that you will.”

“I won’t! Why would I do that?”

“Because of the promise it holds. Because it will make you a man. Because of how exciting it will be to earn the feel of my touch upon your penis, my lips upon yours.”

“I’ve got a girlfriend!” He was nervous, gulping and even giving a bit of a shiver now and then.

“Oh, I don’t want to be your girlfriend, I just want to play with you. Would you like it if I played with you?”

“Well, uh…”

“You can speak honestly. There’s nobody here but you and me.”

“I don’t think…”

“Besides, we all know that men are dirty, nasty, horny little creatures.”

She was touching his chest now, and her palm ran over his nipple. He could feel his nipple standing up through the tee shirt. More important, he could feel the excitement coursing through his body.

“You’re here, with me. Your girlfriend arranged this, she knows what’s going to happen, she expects you to say you can take it, that you want the feel of my hand on your penis.”

She reached down below the table and Tim gasped.

“What we’re going to do today, she understands that you are powerless. You are in the grip of your desires. By you saying yes it will be like you are saying yes for all men, for all women…it is like the survival of the species. We must fuck, you know?”             

Tim was having trouble breathing. He was feeling light headed.

“So, I want you to say yes to me. I want you to agree to come down to my dungeon, to experience my love. I want you to agree because everybody, all those people at the party want it. And your girlfriend wants it. And, let’s face it,” she was whispering in a terrible sexy voice, “you want it.”

“I, uh…”

“You do want it, don’t you?”

She had leaned forward and her breasts were pressed against his arm. Her lips were lightly touching his ear.

“Don’t you want what I can give you? Tim?”

In truth, Tim didn’t stand a chance. He was hooked the night before, and she had just been reeling him in.

“Do you want me? Tim?”

Gulping, sweaty, shaking, he nodded.

“Say it.”

“Yes.” His voice sounded like a frog gargling shit.

“Then come with me. Finish your drink and let’s go down and see what you’re made of.”

She stood up, her breasts were large and it was like they were towering over him.

He plugged his glass as he stood, took her hand, and she slapped his hand away and grabbed his groin.

He jerked upright and his eyes bulged.

“Let’s go, lover. I have a lot to show you.”

She led him across the kitchen and into a small hallway. On the side was a door, and it led down into a pitch darkness.

Tim, like a lamb to slaughter, her hand pulling his manhood along, went with her.


Part Two

Tim descended the stairs, led by Roxie’s hand gripping his manhood. It was dark and he couldn’t see, but he managed to keep up, and she snapped a light switch.

Tim stared with open eyes.

The light was not bright, just a yellow glow that made the place seem a bit gloomy and spooky. The basement was maybe thirty feet long and fifteen feet wide. The walls were cement painted black, and there were hooks and chains hanging from the hooks.

At the end of the basement was a St. Andrew’s cross. On the floor were a couple of machines and benches.

And there was an odor to the place. Not mildew, not something gross, just a sweaty feel of sex.

To one side were several cages. They were made of iron rods and they were either too small and would crumple a person up inside them, or weird shaped, causing a person to twist and contort.

They walked slowly down the length of the basement.

“What do you think, little man? Do you like my place of business?”

“Uh…” he was too stunned to offer an opinion. He had imagined such things, even fantasized about them, but to actually be in a place like this, where a woman wielded whips and men cried out for mercy…it was unreal.

“What would you like to do first?” Get stretched on the rack? Burned at the stake?”

He looked at her and giggled. There was no rack in the dungeon, and there certainly wasn’t a bonfire.

“You are so easy. Your mind is your worst enemy.”

“Hunh,” he gazed at the whips hanging from the walls, the box filled with dildos.

“Okay, let me choose. How about a little session on the cross?”

“Getting whipped?”

“Not really. I save that for when you beg for it. Just a little introductory course as to how to behave in a dungeon.”

He chuckled. “How to behave in a dungeon. I haven’t heard that one.”

She led him to the St. Andrew’s cross and had him place his arms alongside the thick beams.

He felt the wood. It was shiny, smooth, worn down.

“I’m going to put straps on your wrists, just so you can get used to them. I’ll let you loose if you get scared.”

Get scared. The way she said it scared him. The way she said it there was no inflection, and that left his mind open to interpretation, and, as she had said, his mind was his worst enemy.

She fastened leather straps, buckling them tight, but not too tight.

“How’s that?” She asked, leaning against him and speaking over his shoulder. He could feel her breasts touching his back.

“It’s good.” Yet he felt this extreme nervousness inside.

“Excellent.

She lay against his back, reached around and undid his fly.

“Hey!”

“Not to worry. We’re just going to play a bit.”

“My girlfriend…”

“Laura gave me cart blanche. She knows what I’m going to do. In fact, do you see that phone in the corner?

He looked to the right and saw a landline phone standing on the top of a counter.

“That’s the hotline. If Laura doesn’t want me to do something she can call me. Do you hear that phone ringing?

He shook his head. “She can see me?”

Roxie pointed to a light red dot in the corner above the phone.

This, more than anything, adjusted Tim’s mind. His girlfriend could see everything that happened. She had to be all right with it, or she would have called.

But…she was watching. It made him determined, in an odd way, to pass whatever ‘test’ Roxie was going to give him.

Unfortunately, Tim just assumed that only his girlfriend could watch. He didn’t consider the fact that all the people who had paid for his session would be watching.

Roxie moved in his silence and gripped his cock. She stroked him slowly, fondled his testicles, and kissed his neck.

He groaned, then managed to say, “I thought you were going to torture me.”

“This isn’t torture?”

“Well, I guess. It is, but…”

She slapped his ass, hard. “Would you rather have that?”

“No!” yelped Tim. She had a hard hand.

“Then I’ll give you this…”

She stroked him and pushed her hips against his backside in a fucking manner.

They had clothes on, and she didn’t have a penis, and…it was okay. It was just suggestive of something that couldn’t happen.

Then Roxie paused, with Tim right on the edge. She let go and said, “You have too many clothes on.”

“What? Wait?”

She walked to the counter and opened a drawer. She took out a pair of scissors. She faced him and held them up.

“This next part is tough. There is something so dangerous about a woman with scissors, but there is no danger, except whatever’s in your mind.”

She walked back towards him and he was fixated on the glint of light on the scissor’s edge.

She stood in front of him, her face inches from him. She cut his tee shirt up the center, reached his neck ring and paused. She leaned forward and did three things. She grabbed his super hard penis, she kissed him softly, and she snipped the neck ring.

She was right, it was threatening, dangerous and scary. And it made his dingus so hard he couldn’t believe it.

Scissors snipping.

Fuck!

She ended the kiss, pulled her soft lips from his, and lowered the scissors.

This is the scary part,” she whispered.

She trailed the point down his chest.

“Can you be brave? Can you trust me? You don’t know me at all, but can you trust me?”

He gulped…and nodded.

She touched his cock with the scissors and he almost fainted. He felt the hard touch of steel being dragged across his most sensitive part.

“Oh, fuck,” he whimpered.

She took the scissors away, retreated to the counter and replaced them. She turned to him and smiled. “Maybe you are a brave boy. Want to go on?”

His cock was throbbing, and he heard a splat. A tiny, little sound of a drop hitting the floor. He was pre-cumming. And shaking uncontrollably.

“Very well. I’m going to use a whip on you. Just a little one. My intent is not to bruise you, or cut you, it is to warm you up. Tell me if it becomes too much.”

She went to a wall and selected a short whip with many soft, leather strands. She circled it in the air and walked behind him.

She caressed his fanny.

He jerked.

She began whipping him.

The whip went in a small circle, again and again, and it struck his fanny.

“See? This dosn’t hurt. It’s just a soft, little get together. We get together. You learn that you can trust me, and I prove that you can trust me. Of course, you still have pants on, but…we can handle that later.”

He was listening to her words, and constantly being distracted by the wisss…wisss…wisss of the leather cutting through the air.

Yet she was gentle, and his fanny started to warm up.

It was the edge of pain, yet she never went too far. It caused his ass to feel like it was getting a sunburn.

He whimpered, but not from the pain, from the pleasure.

She stopped. She had been warming him up for a long time, and now she moved to him, leaned against him and let him feel her breasts. She humped his hot ass, and he whined.

He was surprised by the odd sounds coming out of his mouth.

“Honey, I love this, and you love this, but time’s wasting. Would you like me to go further?”

He nodded, his throat gulping convulsively.

“I’m going to have to cut the rest of your clothes off. Can you handle that?”

He nodded again.

She smiled, walked over to get the scissors and returned.

She sliced up his pant legs, and he groaned. The danger was threatening to overwhelm him.

She sliced down his pant legs. She cut through the material and removed it from his shaking torso.

He stood, naked, and he looked at the red light in the upper corner.

Laura was watching him.

He looked at the phone.

It didn’t ring.

Fuck. She was okay with this! She was okay with his clothes being cut off and his ass being whipped!

And, God help him, he wanted more. Girlfriend or not, no matter where it led, he wanted more.

Roxie came to his front. She had access to his nipples and she sucked them, then she twisted them as she kissed him.

She twisted harder, and he wanted to cry out, but he didn’t want her mouth to leave his.

He kissed harder, half sobbing, struggling to free his hands so he could grab her, hold her, make love to her.

But it was not to be.

She reached down and gripped him with one hand. She gently used her nails to rake his most tender flesh, to circle the knob, to drive him crazy.

Then, breathing into his mouth, him shaking and ready to cry, she whispered, “I can go further, but I don’t want to hurt you.”

Now he was beyond caring about his personal pain. He wanted her touch, her scratches, her bites.

“It’s okay. I don’t mind.” His voice sounded wheezy and he was choking as he said them.

She kissed him again. She placed her hands on his torso and dug her fingers in.

“UNH!” The sound coming out of his mouth was like nothing he had ever heard before. It was a cry for pain. Not against pain, but for pain.

More.

She walked around behind him. She hugged him again. “I was wrong. You’re so brave. Can you take it? Can you handle more?”

He nodded, and little tears seeped out of his eyes.

“I’ll tell you what. I’ll only give you ten strokes, but they will be hard ones. They won’t be soft sand gentle and loving, they will be hard and savage. They will cut into you. Oh, not blood, but your soul will be exposed. Can you take ten strokes?”

She was humping his butt as she asked him this.

Again, he was confused by the idea of her screwing her hips against his butt. There was something so wrong about it…but it felt so right!

“Ten strokes? Without crying for mercy? Without giving up? Can you do it?”

He nodded, misery was on his face, but joy was in his heart.

“Ask me then. Beg for ten strokes, and promise me you won’t beg for me to stop.”

“Please,” he said, “Whip me, and I’ll never ask you to stop.”

This was even better than what she wanted out of him, and she smiled as she stepped back and uncoiled the whip she kept on her shoulder.

He heard the WISSS, and he wasn’t scared, then the pain hit and he leaped out of his mind.

“AIIeee….”

Tears came from him, and he had yelled like a little. Girl, but…he could do this.

WISSS…SNAP!

His body jerked and he twisted. It hurt, but his mind went back to when he was a child and his father took off the belt. He had stood that…so he could stand this.

WISSS…SNAP!

“Oh, God!” He murmured. His fists were clenched and the knuckles were white. He tried to relax.

WISSS…SNAP!

He tried to unclench his butt cheeks, but it was impossible, his whole body was shaking and struggling, but there was nowhere to go.

WISSS…SNAP!

Again and again, and somewhere along the line she stopped.

He hung, drenched in sweat, feeling like his buttocks had been cut to pieces.

She undid the leather straps and he sagged into her arms.

“Oh, God…oh, God…” he whimpered.

“I can’t believe you did it. You are incredible!”

She helped him to a bench and he started to sit, then. Realized he would never be able to sit. Maybe not again.

But it was over! He had done it! And his cock…he suddenly paid attention to the way his cock was pulsing. It was bouncing up and down and even flicking off bits of pre-cum.

“Here, lay on your belly.”

He lay, and slowly began to realize the shape of the bench he was laying on.

It was curved, convex, and his belly sagged into it and his butt lifted up. There was a little circle at the front, much like a toilet ring, but padded, and his face settled perfectly into this. His butt was raised slightly, and Roxie gently smoothed an ointment into his cheeks.

It felt soothing, cool, and he sighed and slowly stopped trembling.

“You’re a brave man,” Roxie said. She spoke gently and her voice was as soothing as the ointment on his butt. “Not many men can do what you just did. I’m going to reward you.”

He sniffed, and was glad.

She finished massaging his ass, it already felt better, and she walked over to the counter and opened a drawer. She took something out and came back to him. She sat in front of him, cross legged, and kissed him.

It was a long, soothing kiss, and his eyes were closed. He felt like he was in paradise.

Then she moved her face back. He lay, his eyes closed, recovering, and he felt her pushing something on his lips.

He opened his eyes.

She had a gold tube, the base was a bright red, and he realized: she’s putting lipstick on me!

He started to speak, to protest, but he was weakened by the whipping, and she placed her finger on his half painted lips and said, “Shh.”

He watched her, his eyes wide, falling in love, and she continued painting his mouth.

“Do you know why women paint their lips red?”

“No,” his voice was soft and even cowed.

“To make them more desirable. Now, I can’t spend all afternoon kissing you, but this makes me want to. This makes your lips desirable. I want your lips this way. Okay?”

It wasn’t. There was something wrong here, but there was no way he could say no. Not to somebody who had taken him so far and brought him back. Not to somebody who whipped his mouth with her lips and kissed his ass with her whip.

She finished, and screwed the base of the tube. The pillar of red disappeared and she put the tube aside.

For later? He wondered.

“There is much more to do, are you ready? Can your ass take it?”

He nodded. It was like he didn’t want to, but his head moved up and down regardless.

“Excellent. You’re going to like this next part.”

He hoped so.

She went to the counter and the drawer and reached in. She took out something small and silver. She came back to him, and he couldn’t stop staring at how amazing she was, how composed, how her body moved so rhythmically.

She walked behind him and massaged his ass again. She took her time, more ointment, and it began to feel like paradise. From pain to the ultimate pleasure in such a short time.

Then she was touching his brown spot, and all his senses perked up.

“Hey?” But he was only whispering.

He trusted her.

She could have hurt him, but she hadn’t. She had just shown him a more intense pleasure.

He could taste the lipstick on his lips.

She was running her finger in and out of him, and he could feel it get easier, nicer, downright intoxicating.

“I’m lubing you up for this.” She popped the little sliver thing into him, and he realized: butt plug!

He grunted, and he was panicked, and scared, and things were flip flopping in his mind.

Only gays took it up the butt.

But this wasn’t taking it up the butt, this was just a little butt plug, and it felt good. Really good.

She came around and sat in front of him. She pressed her lips to his, and it was weird kissing with lipstick on.

“I’m going to whip you again. Softly. Right now you might have a little fear, but I need to warm you up, make you soft enough to receive what I’m going to do to you.”

“Can I have a drink?”

“Of course you can. Would you like water? Something stronger?”

“Bourbon and Coke,” he whispered.

She had the makings at a wet bar under the stairs, and he could hear her mixing the drink, then she returned to him, held the glass and put the straw between his lips.

He sucked, and it was ambrosia. It exploded his head and made everything sort of tilt in his mind.

He was doing this. He had forgotten all his protests and resistances and he just wanted to do this.

She let him drink half the drink, then he nodded and she took the glass away.

“Okay, honey. We can do this right here. Are you ready?”

He nodded, and she began to whip him.

Again, the circling, caressing feel of leather. This time it was more intense, because his ass had been effectively tenderized by the ten strokes. The warm, good feeling came sooner, and it teetered on the edge of pain, but she was careful to keep him wanting.

Time passed and the only sound was the soft smack of the leather strips and Tim’s little mewling cries.

Then she was done.

He was hanging on the bench exhausted, and she sat in front of him and lifted his head.

Again, she kissed him.

At first his lips were slack, he was too dazed to understand what was happening, then he began to realize: She’s kissing me!

He responded.

Interestingly, whether being kissed, fondled, whipped or whatever, his dingus was big and dripping.

And he wanted to squirt. Badly. She had him on a constant edge, and he needed to relieve himself.

And…he wanted to relieve himself in her. He wanted to fuck her, to put his dick inside her, to love her until the end of time.

He wanted to place his seed in her and impregnate her.

There was no other woman in the world except Roxie.

Not even Laura.

But Roxie was prepared for that. She had a special surprise for Tim.             

She stood up and massaged his body. She rubbed ointment on him and stroked him down under. She kissed him and made him feel like the most special man in the universe.

She also tied straps to his wrists and ankles and even over his back so he couldn’t move.

Tim was in heaven. His life was changed forever. He didn’t struggle. He trusted, he loved, he wanted her.

Roxie turned on a boombox that was sitting on the counter. She had the sound turned low, but Tim heard a noise behind him. He tried to look over his shoulder, but Roxie had tied him effectively and he couldn’t see a thing.

“Now then, handsome,” Roxie sat down in front of him. “It’s time to whip you hard again. This is going to be a tough one, because even if you beg, the whipping won’t stop.”

“It won’t?” He looked up with little tear tracks down his cheeks.

She rubbed the tracks off his cheeks. “You’ve been a bad boy. The way you treat women…”

“I don’t treat women badly!”

“Oh, yes. You were rude to me last night, and today, this afternoon, have you even given a thought to your girlfriend?”

“But…but…” and suddenly he realized: Oh, fuck!

“Now your girlfriend has been sitting upstairs, watching the video. She knows how you have given yourself to me, how you have forgotten her in your pursuit of me and your own selfish pleasure.”

“But…I didn’t…I’m sorry!”

Roxanne shocker head. “Sorry doesn’t cut it. Now you have to pay the price. You have to make up for being an insincere, you shallow man. And Laura is going to help you. Laura?”

Click…click…click…heels sounded in the basement. Not the heels of Roxie, who was just standing and waiting, but the heels of Laurie.

She walked around him, stood in front of him, and his eyes widened.

She was wearing a dominatrix outfit. Her breasts were bulging, her legs were sleek with nylon, her waist was pinched by corset. Her face was made up, severe, and she didn’t look very happy.

“Laura! Wait! I didn’t mean anything!”

“You meant it all, sweetheart,” she spoke dryly, accusingly.

Roxanne said, “I’ve softened you up, made you mine. It is easy to own a man if you whip him regularly and rarely give him sex. But I don’t want you. I’ve got lots of men, too many men, and I can’t seem to get rid of them. I train somebody on how to be a proper man and how to treat women, and they won’t leave, and more show up. It’s almost like men have a sixth sense about this, and they want to be owned.”

“But, honey…”

“So Laura is going to take over. I’ll watch, and advise, but this punishment is from Laura as she takes you back.”

She turned to Laura. “Are you sure you want him?”

Laura looked a bit disgusted, but she said, “I suppose so. I still have some feelings for him. God knows why.”

“Very well, proceed.”

Laura stepped back, Roxie to the side, and Laura uncoiled her own whip.

There are significant events in a man’s life. His first birthday, his first real orgasm, winning events, being the winning quarterback in the Super Bowl, but none of these can compare to the feeling of giving up, of submitting, of giving yourself totally to a woman.

Tim tried to resist, but in the face of a real whipping he was helpless.

He realized that his earlier whippings, the way Roxanne had complimented him, were just to set him up for this. She could have dominated him, broken him, any time she wanted, but now she had turned it over to the woman who would own him.

Laura whipped, the basement an endless echo of cracks and snaps, and Tim began to break down.

It wouldn’t stop, and, he realized, he deserved it.

He had been untrue, in his mind, in his requests for Roxanne to keep whipping him. He had been unfaithful, and he deserved this, and, in a way, he understood.

This whipping would make him faithful again.

But having deserved such a whipping once, he would forever deserve them.

He had proven himself weak. Now he had to be made strong.

Laura’s arm grew tired, and Roxanne showed her how to use her body instead of her arm.

Hours passed.

Tim didn’t know what was happening, but suddenly he felt the leather straps being loosened.

He couldn’t move. He couldn’t get off the bench.

Laura lifted his head and he gazed up at her appreciatively.

She had a slight smile on her face, and…a strap on around her waist.

He looked at it. It was big and black and…it was right in front of him.

“It’s time to prove you love me, honey.”

She had no cruelty in her voice, just a matter of factness that could not be denied.

She moved her hips forward and he opened his mouth.

He could do this. He could do this for the woman who had shown him his weakness and corrected him.

“I’m sorry,” he whispered.

“It’s okay,” she said, and she brushed his hair with one hand as he sucked her.

Roxanne came out of the darkness by the stairs. She was holding a little box. She reached in and took out a bra and panties and nylons.

“You’ll have to help him get dressed.”

Laura did so. She moved the panties up his legs and over his ass. They were string panties, just a thong, and he erected downwards, the patch in the front shoved aside, the string easily moved so his ass hole could be accessed.

She wrapped the bra around him and fastened it behind his back.

“What are you doing?” He asked, barely able to speak.

Roxanne sat down in front of him. She redid his lipstick, then started working on his eyes. She made him up quickly and efficiently, and she said, “In this society the man is in charge, but there is a simple way to change that. Just soften him up and treat him like a woman. Let him do the submitting, and let the woman in him take charge. We have accoutered you with female garments, enough to remind you of what we are doing, of how you are being transformed. In the future your wife will do more. She’ll have you wear lingerie under your male clothes, and sometimes she’ll have you completely transformed. Especially on the days when she does what she’s about to do to you right now.”

“I don’t understand!”

“You will when you submit.”

“But I give up! You’ve whipped me!”

“That’s just your body. We need to transform your mind, too.”

“But…please…”

“You need this, Tim. You’ve been a weak man, and now you have to learn your lesson.”

Roxanne nodded, and Laura moved up behind him.

She took out the plug, which had just softened up his bunghole. She began to move forward.

Tim’s heinie opened up, and he felt what it was like to give way, to submit, to hand the reins of control over.

For a man who had had the reins, who had been in control, and then failed…it was a blessing.

He spread his legs further apart and began to sob with gratitude.

If he couldn’t be in control, at least somebody could.

Behind him Laura smiled and felt the power pour into her.

END
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The Feminization Games

CHAPTER ONE

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

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

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

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

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

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

Swing and a miss.

Swing and a miss.

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

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

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

Leslie was up.

Swing and…CRACK!

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

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

And little old I strode out to the plate.

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

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

“Lois can’t hit anything!”

Strike.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But the game was basically over.

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

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

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

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

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

“Easy for you to say.”

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

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

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

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

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

A rude ‘what?’ An insolent ‘what?’

I said, “Let’s have a real contest.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I nodded.

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

“Yes,” I said.

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

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

We stood up and faced the men.

“Yes,” I said confidently.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

We all giggled, and our choice was decided.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Everybody looked a bit curious then.

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

“Whoo!”

“Wow!”

Catcalls and quick quips.

Then the guys went after Jim.

“Come on, Jim. You started this.”

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER TWO

“Lois, I can’t believe you did that!”

“What?” I asked sweetly.

“Embarrassed me like that.”

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

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

“Yeah, but you said it meanly.”

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

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

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

“You really think you can beat us?”

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

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

“Okay,” I acknowledged.

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

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

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

“High school is long ago.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You make me so fucking hot.”

He blinked and stared at me.

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

Oh, men are easy.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Baby,” he said lustfully.

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

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

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

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

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

“Baby…I’m…gonna…AHHH!”

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

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

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

“Wow!”

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

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

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

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

Boy, was I going to get my revenge.

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

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

“Why so soon?” asked Georgina.

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

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

We all smiled cheerfully.

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

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

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

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

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

“What about the foot race?”

“Who are our fastest runners?”

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

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

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

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

The girls looked at me blankly.

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

Man, the grins hit me then.

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

We all giggled.

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

We all looked at her.

“We might even win.”

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

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

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

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

He grinned. “This ain’t nothing.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah, but—“

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

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

“Hey…uh…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I kept working him as I chewed on his lips.

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

“Can you cum right now? Big guy?”

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

“Uh…uh….maybe…maybe…”

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

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

“AH…AHHHH…AH!”

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

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

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

WAR OF THE SEXES

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Lois, guess what?”

“What?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then Leslie called, and I got it.

It was game on.

It was root hog or die.

And it was going to be fun.

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

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

“What’s the grin for, Lois?”

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

My jaw dropped. “Are you serious?”

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

“Yes?”

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

“No problemo, Santa!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes.”

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

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

I nodded.

“Then, girlfriend, you’d better win.”

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