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Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


Author’s Note!

Hey guys and girls! Let me ask you a question. Do guys need to be trained?

And, if they do, how much work does it really take?

The answer, of course, is ‘yes.’ And, as this story will show, it takes very little work.

After all, a man is easily led around and manipulated, and it’s just a matter of you sticking to your guns.

So go for it. You’ll be happy you did!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


PART ONE

“So how long are you going to be gone?” Rick sat on the bed and watched his wife put on her make up.

She primped and powdered, plucked and sculpted, and her face become professional and sexy.

Not that it was sexy before, but being a private stewardess she had to look extra sexy.”

Jo smiled at him in the mirror, and put on her lipstick. “A week to ten days. Are you gonna miss me?”

“Crap,” he said. “You walk out the door like that and you wonder if I’m going to miss you.”

“Honey, I’m not talking about your dick. I’m talking about love, the space in your heart.”

Rick shook his head. “That’s the thing. Women measure love by how they feel. Men measure love by the dick.”

Her turn to shake her head. “You know, that is just wrong. Can’t you separate the two? Love on one hand, lust on the other?”

“Nope.”

She turned to him. “Well, honey, I’m going to teach you the difference.”

“Huh?”

“Mother is going to visit you tomorrow, and she has a special present.”

“What?” Inwardly he groaned. His mother-in-law was okay, but she was also a cuckoo. She believed men should not wear shoes in the house. That men should give up their seats to a woman, open doors for women, do everything for women.

“Mother, as you know, was married for thirty years. Happy years, and my father was the happiest man I have ever seen.”

“Happier than me?” Rick leered.

Jo gave a little sniff. “Far happier than you. He understood what marriage is about, and he lived by mother’s rule.”

“That Female Led Marriage thing again.”

Jo turned back to her vanity mirror and inspected her perfect face. “Honestly, Rick, if you’d just try it. You’d find it enlightening, and illuminating.”

He grunted, and mocked her. “Yes, dear, no dear, can I hand wash the laundry dear. Is it time to spank my weenie dear.”

Jo whirled towards him, a grim look on her face. “I wouldn’t be so mean with mother around. She has ways of dealing with smirky men.”

“Smirky? So I’m smirky?”

“You are definitely smirky. And snarky and silly.”

“With a big dick.”

She sighed and looked at his crotch. “Yes. A big dick.”

“Well, there’s my argument right there. A big dick does not belong in a Female Led Relationship. In fact, I would go so far as to say that men who are in female led relationships don’t have very big dicks at all.

Jo stood up, and Rick’s breath caught. She had 44s, and a thin waist, and a round, bubble butt that swayed with a wiggle when she walked.

She knew the effect she had on him, and she grinned. “Okay, I’ll tell you what.”

“What?” he asked, unable to take his eyes off her charms.

“If you do whatever mother says…I’ll be your sex slave for a month.”

Now he looked up at her. He checked out her gorgeous blue eyes, the fall of her shiny, golden hair, the way her earrings caught the light and sparkled.

“A month?”



“I’ll wait on you, I’ll wear sexy clothes all the time, I’ll go without a bra. Anything you want…I’ll do it.” 

Rick couldn’t help the smile breaking out on his face. “Suck my dick.”

“Until you squirt. And I’ll swallow every drop.”

“Anal sex.”

“You want anal sex, you got it.”

“Wow.”

“And all you have to do it whatever mother says. No complaints, no second thoughts, just when she says jump you hit the roof.”

Rick thought about her proposition. He thought his wife doing whatever he wanted, when he wanted. No complaints or second thoughts.

Then he frowned and thought about her cuckoo mother.

But, what could her mother do to him that he couldn’t handle?

He could do the dishes or take out the trash for a week. He could bring her chocolates and tune in her soap operas for a week.

Heck, all it meant was that he would have to work a little harder, be a little more attentive.

And it helped that she was good looking. She was a more mature version of Jo. Her boobs were bigger, she swayed more, she was one hell of a fine woman.

And all that meant was that he would go around with a boner, and at night he would relieve himself of that boner. Small price to pay for a month of sexual slavery from his favorite person.

“But what’s she going to ask of me?” he asked.

“She’ll show you how she made father so happy.”

Rick got a look on his face, and Jo got serious. She grabbed his weenie and held it. Tightly. And his eyes blinked and his mouth opened to give out a little ‘Urk!’

“No sex, you idiot.”

But Rick was not going to let it go that easy. “But what if she asks for it. Do I still have to do whatever she says?”

Jo’s face twisted in a frown. In a way, his question was fair. But she trusted her mother. She didn’t completely trust Rick, he was such a horn dog, but her mother could be trusted.

Then she had a mental image of her mother and Rick in bed, hugging and kissing, and she chuckled.

“What?” Rick was a bit confused.

Jo patted his cheek. “Honey, if my mother wants to fuck you, you go for it.”

“Really?”

“Really.”

“And you won’t get mad?”

Jo wiggled into her pencil skirt, put on a white blouse, then a red butterfly bow tie. It matched her lips and Rick’s dick throbbed. As she tied the knot she noted that his dick had just bounced. She shook her head. What a horn dog.

“I won’t get mad.”

“Well, uh…”

She pulled on her jacket, looked at herself in the mirror, and was pleased. She flew with private jets, luxury jets, and even though the trips were for a week or more, she was expected to be completely professional.

“So, are you going to go for it? A week of mother for a month of me as your personal sex slave?”

“Sure,” he snapped off the answer.

“Excellent. “I’ll tell mother. But, remember, if she calls me and tells me that you refuse…you’ll be the slave, and there will be no sex!” She eyed him fiercely, and he knew she meant it.

Rick gulped, but he was sure of himself. Heck, her mother would go to bed early and he could watch a little porn, drink a little bourbon, and stroke himself off.

Jo wouldn’t know, Tammy wouldn’t know, and he would be the happiest camper in ten states.

“Okay, Mr. Horn Dog. Grab my bags and bring them out to the car.”

Rick picked up her suitcase and make up kit and trotted after Jo. He followed her out the front door and down to her car. She opened the trunk for him and he stuffed the bags in the boot and stood back.

Jo kissed him then. Very gently so as not to mess up her make up. And her hand brushed against his front.

Sproing! Instant reaction.

She laughed and got into the car.

“Okay, lover, I’ll see you in a week or so, and you have a good time.”

“With your mother around?” he laughed a groan, “How could I miss?”

Jo grinned, backed the car out and headed down the street.

Rick walked back into the house. He thought about Tammy, about having to wait on her, then put her out of his mind.

He only had a day until she showed up, so he better watch some porn, drink some booze, and get off.

He walked into the kitchen and got down a bottle of Woodford Reserve. Fifty bucks a bottle, and he deserved it.

He poured a straight shot, slugged it down, then mixed a Coke High. Half and half Coke and Bourbon over ice. Mmm. Delicious.

The shot hit him as he walked down the hallway, lifted his scalp a bit and cheered him up. He sipped on the mixed drink to bolster the high and keep it lasting.

He walked into the computer room and powered up the porn. He lusted for Holly, tickled his nips for Lisa, stroked his weenie for Ava.

And Brandi and Charli and Casca.

He watched their so fine boobs bounce and jiggle.

He got rock hard over the bits of lace and cups they wore for lingerie. Before they stripped their lingerie and went hunting for the biggest dicks around.

And he sucked bourbon, scrolled and tapped his mouse, and, finally, after a couple of hours, and another couple of drinks, he was ready to let lose his load.

But he stopped.

He was horny. He hadn’t made love for a couple of weeks. Jo had had her period, then she had a cold, and she never wanted to make love the day before she flew. She didn’t want him dripping down the inside of her thighs when she was waiting on people at 20,000 feet.

So he was horny.

But he might not have a lot of time on the morrow evening. Maybe Tammy would want to stay up late, and he couldn’t very well squirt with her in the other room. So he might not have a lot of time; he would have to make sure he was extra horny and ready to shoot.

So he backed off.

Oh, it hurt, but it also felt good.

It felt good to have his urge growling in his groin. To feel his white batter surging and boiling and desperate for release.

He sat back in the swivel chair and stared at the computer screen.

Acres of humping, bumping rumps. Fields of boobs, red lips, and juicy vaginas.

He wanted to cum in the worst possible way. But he held back.

Tomorrow, when he needed to cum fast. That’s when he would let loose.

Besides, it would help him keep his mind off his mother-in-law.

Better to think of sex than her snippy comments and intrusive eyes and opinions.

Yeah.

He pushed back, sipped the last gulp of his bourbon, and headed for bed.

“Rise and shine!” Tammy threw the drapes back, sunlight flooded the room, and Rick jerked upright.

He was lying naked, half entwined in the  sheets, and, what was worse, he had a king-sized morning boner.

He groaned and covered himself up.

Tammy grabbed the sheets and pulled them back, and he rolled over and tried to cover his package with his hands.

Tammy laughed, gripped his shoulder, and pulled him back. “None of that, pervert! Get up and get ready! It’s time for you to grow up.”

Rick forced his eyes open and looked at her.

Tammy was, as has been stated, a more buxom version of her daughter. If Jo had 44s, Tammy had 46s. She was slightly taller, and her skin was a creamy sort of a bronze.

She always thought the surfer look benefited her most, so she wore her luscious, blonde hair long and flipped. Her eyes were bluer than Jo’s, and her face had high cheekbones.

Right then she was pulling Rick by the arm.

“Out of bed, you sluggard. Time to get the day started.”

She ignored Rick’s protruding penis and rushed him to the shower. She opened the door, pushed him in, and turned on the water.

“Hey!” he yelled.

She laughed at his reaction to cold water. “Honestly, I don’t understand why my daughter puts up with you!”

Rick shivered, then the water heated up. But she only gave him ten seconds. She reached in, soaped him, grabbed the spray nozzle and rinsed him off. Then she pulled him out.

“Fuck,” he whimpered. He was coming awake now, and he started to resist as she dried him off.

“Don’t you do that,” she warned. “Fight and it’ll get worse.”

“Get the hell out of he—OW!”

She grabbed his cock and lifted it, and he went up on his toes.

She snarled into his face. “I’m in charge. I talked to Jo, and she told me I could train you, and it’s about time.”

“Let go!” His voice sounded like he was being strangled.

“Only if you behave yourself!”

He grabbed her wrists and tried to push her hands off him, but she kept twisting and lifting harder.

“Okay! Okay!”

She let go and pushed him into the bedroom. “Okay. Your panties are on the dresser, along with your bra. Get ‘em on, and be quick about it.”

Rick stared at the underwear in shock, his eyes opening wide. He turned to Tammy. “I’m not wearing that shit!”

“Then you’ll have to answer to your wife.” She snickered. “I can’t wait to see how much sex you get after you blatantly disregard her instructions.”

“But I can’t wear those! They’re…they’re girl’s!”

“And you’re a pussy.” She pushed him onto the bed and grabbed the the panties off the dresser.

A sad truth, Tammy was stronger than Rick.

Rick liked to run long distances, and his body was slender. His legs were strong, but his arms weren’t.

Tammy, on the other hand, was a die hard physical fanatic. She worked Pilates in the morning, focusing on sheer strength. In the evening she trained crossfit. In between she ate organic, took supplements, and wrote a blog about women reaching their peak of physical fitness.

Thus, Tammy reached down and slipped the panties over his feet and pulled them up.

Rick felt weak in her grip. He lied to himself, however, and told himself that he shouldn’t beat up women. He ignored the fact that Tammy had earned her black belt years ago.

Tammy pulled the panties up his legs and then stepped close to him, grabbed the hem and near lifted him off the ground.

“URK!” he gargled, his eyes bulging. His hard dick was forced upward, his balls were smashed into his crotch so hard it felt like they actually went up into the canal from whence they had dropped when he was a child.

His face turned white.

And he felt her giant boobs pressing against him, which certainly didn’t help.

It didn’t help because he couldn’t help but get sexually excited by her proximity and the press of her mountains into his skinny chest.

“There you go, big boy,” she patted his cheek and smiled. She let go of him and he fell back on the bed.

She picked up he bra and advanced on him.

“No! No!” He tried to back up across the bed, but where you gonna go when you hit the wall?

But she didn’t chase him, she just grabbed one of his ankles and pulled.

He flopped over the bed towards her and she pushed the bra across his chest, flipped him over, and jumped up and put a knee in his back.

Rick mumbled into the mattress, but it was too late. She had the back strap fastened and she was pulling his arms under the shoulder straps.

For a second he thought his arms were going to break, then she was done. She let go and he sat up and looked down.

The bra was pink. It was a training bra so there were no cups, just sheer material that emphasized his nipples…which were hard and erect.

She giggled. “You like it.”

“I don’t!” He started to take the apparel off, but she grabbed his arm and twisted it behind him.

He yelped, and suddenly realized just how close she was. Her chest was pushed against his, her face, with those curvy, red M lips just inches from his. Her blue eyes peered into his brown eyes.

“Leave it all on,” she whispered gruffly. “It’s time you realized who’s the boss. Try to take it off and not only will Jo hear about it, but I’ll spank you. And I don’t spank lightly.”

Rick stared at her.

She grinned. “You say you don’t like it, but you are hard and erect. I can feel your nipples poking into me. Your cock is hard as a rock. So knock off your whimpering and whining and grow up.”

“I…am…grown up,” he managed. He tried to move a bit, but she had his arm lifted up between his shoulder blades.

She jerked his arm, forcing him against her harder, and snapped, “I told you. You want that spanking?”

“I…don’t…”

He twisted, managed to get his arm out, and tried to get away.

Tammy had studied her joint locks, however, and when he twisted she turned, regripped, and spin him around.

Suddenly she was sitting on the bed, and he was across her lap.

“I told you!” She raised a hand and smacked down.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

Rick was shocked. He knew Tammy was strong, but she was handling him like he was a baby! And those smacks on his rump hurt!

“I…told…you!”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! Her hand emphasized each word. Her hand was delicate, a female’s hand, but it was made strong by her exercise. It struck his cheeks, alternating buns, with a ferocity he had not expected.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! AND…SMACK!

She set him on his feet and smiled at him. “I can give you ten more if you want.”

“Nu…no.” he sniffed, rubbing his reddened bottom with one hand.

“Good. We’re off to a good start then. Now then, while you’re in the house I expect you to wear your bra and panties…and that’s all. If you have to go outside for any reason you may wear a robe. That red one hanging by the door is perfect.”

Rick looked at the robe. It was his wife’s and it was shiny satin and thin. It was short and he would have to be bent over to cover his genitalia. And then somebody might be able to see his bra straps and panty lines.

“I want to talk to Jo.”

“I’ll allow you a phone call after breakfast. Merely to assure you that you need to follow directions.”

“But—“

He was on his feet now, and she suddenly pulled him back on the bed. He gasped when his tanned ass hit the mattress, but she held him there. She reached down to his groin and started petting his flattened cock. It throbbed as she stroked it through the panties.

“Now listen,” she said, almost whispering in his ear with her red lips. “This can be a lot of fun. My husband lived for these times. Or you can hold on to your silly masculinity and…you won’t like it. Guaranteed, however, by the time your wife comes home you will be a happier person. Whether you fight it or embrace it is beside the point.”

Now she was half leaning into him, her large breasts again touching his chest, her lips slithering over his ear, and her hand…God! Her hand felt so good as she played with him.

“So what will it be? A week of spankings, me playing the bully? Or will you just go with it and learn?”

“I…I…”

She stood up, gripped his wrist and lifted. “Well, the choice is yours. Come on, I’ll teach you how to make breakfast.”

She walked towards the kitchen, pulling him along.

“Wait!”

“For what?”

“I need slippers!”

“What for? Has somebody been playing jacks on the linoleum?” She dragged him down the hallway. “Besides, you can’t go wearing anything on your feet until we’ve handled your body hair and painted your nails.”

“What?”

They entered the kitchen and she finally turned him loose. “You certainly can’t understand a woman until you’ve walked a mile in her shoes. And if you don’t understand a woman…how can you properly serve them?”

“But I’m a man!”

“Men can be servants. And they should be servants. Especially if they are weak and malleable and downright effeminate.”

“But I’m not effeminate!”

Tammy sat at the table and chortled. “Have you ever seen yourself?”

“What? But—“

“I’ve been handling you like you’re a two year old. You are weak, and you wear your hair long. And you even have a few mannerisms that shriek ‘pansy.’”

“I do not!”

“Do you mind stamping your foot when you say that?” she laughed.

Rick stood in the center of the kitchen and…he felt like stamping his foot. He felt so helpless. The only thing that saved him from a screaming fit was the knowledge that this would only last a week, then he would have a slave for a month!

“Now then, the proper mixture for pancakes…” Tammy went over the amount of milk and mix, how to crack the eggs, and how to make the flapjacks light and airy, just the way a genteel woman would like them.

Rick stood, not moving. He was trying to figure how to get out of this. “Wait a minute.”

Tammy paused.

“This is all against my will.”

Tammy smiled. “Men are to serve. This talk of having a free will is jus that. Talk. It is the blatherings of a weaker species to distract women from their very important task of ruling. Now repeat the instructions for proper pancakes to me.”

“But wait…”

Tammy pursed her lips slightly and tilted her head just a bit. “Yes?”

Rick should have listened, for there was warning in her words.

“I don’t want pancakes.”

Tammy was up like a shot. She spanked him standing up, pulling him around, twisting him around her form. Her hands smacked painfully against his rump, and now his ass could be seen turning red.

“Stop! Stop!”

But she wouldn’t. Not until the full ten had been administered.

Finally, she released him, pushed him away from her. “You’ll never get to suck mommy’s tits if you keep acting so pettish.”

He stared at her, and through the tears his face turned incredulous.

“Suck your…what?”

She smiled. “Surely you didn’t think it was all going to be the stick. Bad boys can best be molded with a taste of the carrot.

“But I don’t want to suck your tits!”

“Of course you do.”

Before he could move she stepped forward, grabbed his arm and pulled him into her.

She pressed his face between her mammoth boobs. He held him by the back of his neck and his hair.

“Do you feel my love pillows?” she whispered. “You may kiss them.”

He wasn’t so much kissing as trying to get free. But he couldn’t. And his sputtering mouth was brought into contact with her nipples.

“Ah…na…paa!”

Then, no choice for it, he had to give in to breath, his mouth opened and sucked in her nipple.

She sighed. “Doesn’t that feel wonderful?”

He couldn’t help it. He nodded slightly.

“And you can suck them any time you want, if you’re a good boy. But if you’re a bad boy…”

He lay against her chest, standing up he was still in the laying position, and suckled her.

“And feel how hard your little dickie is. Can you feel it?”

He could. It was pressing against her flesh and throbbing.

She giggled. “It feels like it’s been some time since you were given any relief. Hasn’t my daughter been letting you squirt?”

Rick said nothing. He was suddenly enjoying that huge nipple in his mouth.

She transferred him to the other boob. “Equal time, honey. Now, answer me, has Jo not been letting you cum.”

He mumbled over his nursing, “She lets me cum. but the last couple of weeks…”

“I understand. And you should understand…she told me a couple of weeks ago that she wanted me to train you. So she probably told you she was having her period, or maybe getting sick. And she probably didn’t give you much time to sneak off and masturbate.”

Rick thought about it. Tammy was right. Right on all counts. He was sort of surprised, now that he thought about it, now that he realized how easily his wife had played him.

“Okay. That’s enough for now.”

She pushed him away.

Rick stood, still feeling her nipple in his mouth, moving his mouth as if he was still suckling for a moment.

“Now then, what are the steps for making the most scrumpdiddlyumptious pancakes that a woman will love.

Surprisingly, Rick remembered most of the instructions. They were simple, after all, and he did know about such things. He mumbled the instructions back to her.

Tammy smiled and nodded. “Very good. Now, get out the pots and pans and go to work. You may serve me, but I warn you…if you make bad tasting pancakes I’ll spank you, and I’ll use a belt this time.”

Rick blinked.

She smiled and softened up a little. “But, if you please me, if your pancakes melt in my mouth, then I’ll let you have a taste of something that won’t melt in your mouth.”

She held up her tits, her fingers little circles around the turgid nipples, and pointed them at him.

A half hour later Tammy sat at the dining table and ate his pancakes.

“Hmmm. Not bad, but not sweet enough. You don’t deserve a spanking, this was a good effort, but you certainly don’t deserve to nurse.”

Rick stood by, waiting, and he was curiously disappointed. One of his favorite sports was sucking on his wife’s nipples, and now that he had tasted his wife’s mother’s boobs…he wanted to taste them again.

Tammy added a little syrup, tasted, and smiled. “Yes, you need more sugar. You don’t want your wife to be in a position to have to add too much syrup. Do you?”

He shook his head.

He was looking at the front door and wondering if he could make it there before being grabbed.

But even if he did make it out the front door, where would he go? Wearing just a thin, high robe and panties and bra, where would eh go?

No. He needed to get some real clothes on. Then he could grab his wallet and head for a motel or something. Fuck the month of being a sexual slave. He had to get out of this silliness.

“Sit down, Rick,” Tammy motioned to the other side of the table.

Rick sat, and he frowned. He was further from the front door.

She placed a pancake on his plate, a thin pat of butter, and no syrup.

“You may eat.”

He looked at his plate and blinked. “But…”

“You’re a man. You don’t need the extra sweetness. At least not until you know your place.”

He looked at the pancake on his plate, then looked up at her.

“I really can’t do this anymore.”

“Oh, you men. You all say that. But in the end you all give in. You submit. And who wouldn’t want to submit to these?” She once again hefted her boobs.

He gulped as he eyed her mammaries. He could remember the sweet taste of her nipples. He wanted to nurse.

He wanted to run out the door screaming, but…he wanted to nurse.

And he knew it wouldn’t be long before he wanted to nurse more than he wanted to run.

That was a very scary realization for Rick, but…there was nothing he could do about it. At least, not yet.

“Now then, let me explain how this program works. It will be much more effective, and faster, if you understand it.”

He watched as she sliced a corner of pancake and lifted it, dripping with syrup, to her sweet mouth.

He had never noticed how sexy her lips were.

“As you progress you will experience much joy. You will be allowed to touch me, to nurse, to nurse down there, and you will find this activity immensely pleasurable.

“However, if you prove resistive, then you will be punished. You will be spanked, and with a belt, and a birch rod, and, finally, you will have your cock locked up.”

“What?”

“Oh, yes,” she smiled. Her tongue darted out and licked a bit of syrup off those magnificent lips. “I am a firm believer in chastity. I don’t administer it right away, men should experience the carrot as well as the stick, but…I don’t mind telling you this…all men eventually end up in chastity. They fight the program; they fight their own inner nature, and they end up in chastity.

“And, again, I don’t mind telling you this, men loving being in chastity. They love the loving embrace. They love the feeling of being contained, not out of control. They love it when a strong woman takes them in hand and teaches them how to behave. The only real question is…when will you break?”

“Break?”

“Yes. When will you decide that you have had enough and run for the door, barricade yourself in your bedroom, cry and cry and cry. The only question is when.”

Rick stared at her. He didn’t realize that she had chosen her actions and words carefully, that she had brought him to this spot. He didn’t know that she was driving him to make a break.

He just knew that her words mirrored his feelings, and that he was going to have to run for it.

He jumped up and sprinted for the door.

He was willing to run down the street in bra and panties and sexy robe. He was willing to put up with the snickers and laughs of his neighbors.

After all, when he got free, when he could explain what she was doing to him, then they would understand.

So thinking, he rounded the table, pushed a chair aside, and thought he was going to make it.

the front door was right ahead. He had made a good head start. There was no way she could catch him. He was going to make it! He was going to—


PART TWO

Tammy caught his arm. She merely darted a bit, reached out, and snagged his arm.

Her Pilates strong arm, her Cross Fit body, she caught him and he spun and belly flopped on the floor.

“UNH!” he grunted.

“I thought so,” she spoke in hard tones. Then her hand rose and fell, and in her hand was a thick, leather belt.

SMACK!

And it wasn’t one of those sissy spanks she had done earlier! It was the full weight of her toned body.

Rick howled. He felt the leather blister his flesh, and he tried to get away.

But she was actually sitting on him now, sitting on his back and facing his butt, and she let loose with a series of tremendous strikes.

Rick cried and struggled, but he couldn’t dislodge her, and he couldn’t stop the rain of blows to his butt.

The spanking went on for a long time, then she stood up, grabbed his wrist, and jerked him back towards the bedroom.

“Stop! Stop!”

She didn’t. She pulled him into the bedroom and threw him on the bed.

She reached behind the door and extracted a birch rod she had hidden there. She stepped to the dresser and picked up a six inch box.

Her hands were firm and steady as she opened the box and took out a chastity tube.

Rick eyed the thing in horror.

It was made of polymer and couldn’t be broken. The ring folded down and the lock was set in the device. No way to pick it.

He knew what it was, he had seen enough porn, and laughed at the sissies on the net who allowed themselves to be so restricted. He thought it was funny when women in tight, black pants with big boobs manhandled them, jacked them only to stuff their weenies back in the torture devices. He looked down on such men, for they weren’t really men. They were just…sissies!

But now he was being manhandled, treated like they had been.

Tammy smacked his thighs with the birch rod and he shrieked and tried to scamped away.

But, again, how far can you run on a mattress?

His scrambling benefitted her, however, and she managed to flip him over on his back and bring the rod down even more effectively.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! But now the smacks were foreordained by a HISS as the rod descended through the air.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

Rick was now in terror. He hadn’t been so manhandled since he was a little boy and his mother had caught him with his fingers in the pie. She had grabbed him like this, handled him like this, spanked him with her open hand.

But this wasn’t an open hand. This was ten times worse.

And, while some people speak highly of the way a spanking will bring up the cock, the fact of the matter is that, if done in a certain manner the cock will begin to shrink.

Rick’s dick shrank. Rather quickly.

Tammy flipped him over and began putting the tube on him.

Rick fought then, slapping at her hands, trying to see through the tears.

Tammy turned him back on his belly and continued the whipping.

Again, Rick screamed. He screamed so loudly the neighbors actually heard him, and there was some discussion as to whether the police should be called.

But his crying stopped, so they just listened and wondered, and Tammy put on the chastity tube and locked it.

Rick stood up. He wouldn’t be sitting down for a few days. He started to rub his striped ass, but stopped.

“Oh, fuck,” he whimpered. It was too painful to touch.

“There, there,” soothed Tammy. She went into the bathroom and found an unopened bottle of lineament. “My, my,” she said. “My daughter has been remiss. It’s never been opened.” She went back into the bedroom and asked, “Hasn’t Jo ever given you a thrashing?”

“Nu…nu…no.”

“Well, I shall have to have a talking with her. Come here…”

She sat on the bed and pulled Rick over her lap. She gently pulled down his panties and began smoothing the lineament into his scored hide.

Rick cried unashamedly. He had not just been bruised, but there was also the psychological impact of having been bruised by a girl!

“It’s okay now,” Tammy rubbed cream onto his ass.

Slowly, the burning faded. The bruises would remain, but the immediate pain lessened.

Rick sniffed, and he just lay there, helpless, and let her console him. Now that it was over he relished her touch, and something amazing happened.

Even though she had been the source of his pain, he looked to her more for pleasure.

He wanted her touch. He wanted to feel good, and she was making him feel good.

After a while she placed him on his feet. He stood and faced her, the tears still streaming down his cheeks.

She reached out and held his caged cock.

He looked down, and there was a sense of marvel, a feeling of appreciation.

This was what had started it all. At least, so he thought in his mind.

This thing encircling his manhood. Squeezing him ever so lightly, resisting any attempt of his to get hard.

As he watched it began writhing within the plastic. He watched in fascination as it tried to push out, as it tried to push his cock out so his balls were stretched.

But it was a good fit, and he experienced the first feelings of frustration.

“Isn’t it beautiful?” Tammy smiled up at him. “And doesn’t it feel good?”

“I need to get out. It’s starting to hurt.”

“Control yourself, little one. Learn to let it be. Learn a more pure form of love.”

“What form of love?” he was stunned, and horrified, and amazed, and…curious.

“It’s not all about the dick. Learn to control the dick and you will learn a more pure form of love. A form of love where you give of yourself and for no other reason than that is your purpose.

Rick frowned. He had heard Jo saying similar things, though not in so much depth and detail.

“But it hurts, and I need to cum.”

She smiled. Already he was thinking about cumming. It had only been on a minute and he was understanding the true purpose of the thing.

“You focus on being a good boy, and I will eventually give you relief.”

“But I need relief now! I haven’t cum for a week!”

“And you won’t cum for another week. Maybe longer. If you don’t behave yourself I won’t give you relief, and that will be up to Jo.”

“But…but…”

She was still holding his cock, and she lowered her grip to his balls and put a finger over his lips.

He felt her finger, and it was like the finger was kissing his mouth. His sense of life was already being transmuted, changed, made into something else.

She rolled his balls in her hands, treated them a little roughly, like ben wah balls.

He groaned and his knees buckled.

“Your training has exhausted me. Please take off my skirt and attend to my needs.

He stared. It was wrong…at least wrong to his old way of thought.

She smiled, and nodded down at her crotch with her chin. She pulled down on his balls and he went to his knees.

Lift up my skirt and pull down my panties. Now that you are neutered there is no reason for me to wear panties, or to wear anything, for that matter.

Rick was now gasping, his mind overloaded. He was being asked to…to perform cunnilingus on his mother-in-law!

She half lifted her dress, encouraged him.

As if in a daze Rick hooked his fingers under and lifted her skirt. It folded back easily and left her exposed in panties.

“That’s it,” she touched the back of his head, stroked his hair gently. “Now the panties.”

He reached his hand in, hooked fingers over the waist band, and pulled her panties down.

Tammy lifted a bit and the panties slid off.

Her skin was fair. Bronzed because she tanned all over. She had just a small landing strip, and under that landing strip was the line of her slit. The line was puffy on each side.

“Use your fingers and open me up.”

He moved her labia to the sides. Her hole was pink and moist. Her clitoris popped out. It was as large as his thumb and very excited.

“Now you must suck on my female cock,” she said, guiding his head down to the clitoris.

He closed his eyes at the last second, and sunk into her cunt the way a bird lands in a nest. Senses out, awareness radiating, his penis trying to erect.

She tasted wonderful. She tasted like perfume, and she was so soft and incredible.

He licked her with his tongue.

“You should start gentle, but as I become more aroused you should get rougher.”

He nodded, a very slight movement, but she moaned. “Oh, yes. It’s been a while. I wish we had trained you long ago.”

But now Rick wasn’t hearing properly. His ears were covered by her smooth thighs. His face was deep, he assayed the wondrous miracles of her pussy.

Tammy leaned back, held his hair and pulled him deeper. She sighed, and though it had been long, she had not forgotten how to orgasm. As soon as her back hit the bed she began to tremble and quiver, and a moment later she made guttural sounds and her thighs clamped harder.

Rick could hardly breath, but he didn’t care.

The spanking, the whipping, the caning…he was ripe for some serious loving, and he had been made into a worshipper of she who had disciplined him.

An hour later Tammy was done. She smiled lazily up at him, she pushed him away. “Go vacuum the carpets and wash the floors. I need to rest. Unless, of course, you require another spanking.”

He shook his head hard.

She smiled, turned her shoulder to him, and went to sleep.

Rick stood there for a moment. He was in shock, but he was also elevated.

His ass burned, but the feeling in his heart was warmer.

He hadn’t fucked his mother-in-law, but she had taught him something.

Oddly, he wasn’t sure what. But he loved her, he felt so strongly for her.

And now he knew why he loved his wife.

But…he dreamed, had visions, of Jo spanking him, letting him suckle, making him chaste even as she satisfied herself.

He turned and walked, more staggered, out of the bedroom.

Tammy was sleeping in his bed, yet…it was okay.

She had more right to it than he did.

He reached the end of the hallway and looked at the front door.

He had wanted to run screaming out of the house. but now…? Now he wanted to go back into the bedroom and please Tammy some more.

But she had told him…what had she told him…? Oh, yes. the floors. He was supposed to vacuum and wash and…and he was surprised to find out that he wasn’t resisting such ideas.

After all, it was his house, but he had to keep it clean enough that it pleased the women.

The women.

Not his wife, not his mother-in-law, but…’the women.’

And he knew womenfolk had somehow been elevated in his eyes.

And he needed to do what Tammy had commanded. He had to deserve her embrace.

More, he had to deserve her punishment.

For from harsh punishment did love emit.

He walked to the hall closet, found the vacuum cleaner, and he began to clean the house.

Tammy awoke, and the house was quiet. She had heard the sound of the vacuum and smiled in her sleep, but now it was silent.

She stood up and took off what remained of her clothes. The dear boy had stripped much of her clothes from her body in his lust, but now she had no need of clothes.

Rick would not be fucking anybody for a while.

She slipped on high heels. This would make her taller than him, and he would be properly cowed.

Eventually she wouldn’t need such artifices, but for right now, beginnings were so important.

She moved down the hallway.

Click, click, click, her heels announced her coming.

Rick was in the kitchen. He was scrubbing the floor with a mop.

She had noted that the carpets had a pattern in them now, and she noticed that the floors were immaculate.

“Very well done, Ricky.”

Ricky. The transforming of his name to something more boyish pleased him, and he grinned compulsively.

“Make me a drink, Ricky, then sit across from me.”

She sat down at the kitchen table and watched him hurriedly mix the drink. “No hurry,” she chided. “Better right once than a thousand wrong.”

He slowed down, nodded, and brought the drink to her.

She sipped, and he couldn’t keep his eyes off her red lips.

She knew he couldn’t, and she smiled wanly. “It’s time we talked, little one.”

He was perched on the edge of the chair on the other side of the table. His robe was parted and his cage cold be seen bobbing helplessly.

“Yes, ma’am?”

She smiled wider. Men were such importunate creatures. First they resisted, then they fell all over themselves.

“You have done well.”

He grinned.

“But you need to control yourself. It is okay to feel your heart falling for me, but you must control it…you must control yourself.”

“I don’t understand?”

“You have a wife. You may let your heart out for her, but only as she sees fit. As far as I go, no matter how desperately you fall in love with me, you must not show it. Take your rewards and punishments, and appreciate them, but do not be a simpering, little girl when you look at me. Ours must be a more professional relationship, with only occasional demonstrations of lust and love.”

He was nodding, not completely understanding, but it as sinking in. He was like a dog who had figured out he must crap on the newspaper, but didn’t understand why the newspaper was shrinking.

“Now then, for the next few days we must work on your appearance. This means we will get rid of your body hair, teach you about fashion and make up, and you will learn what a woman needs. in that way you will become better prepared to serve them.

His face contorted slightly, and she knew he was having resistive thoughts.

“Ah, ah. None of that,” she admonished. You must remain deeply in love with me even as you learn to toil for me.”

He nodded, not understanding, but somehow reassured as the rules were set in place.

She reached under the table and took him in hand. She rolled his testicles gently. “Don’t worry, little one. You’ll learn. The main thing is to just go along and let the dust settle.”

“Okay.” He loved the feel of her hands on him. He was reminded that he had not cum for a long time. He was reminded that she held the power of pain and pleasure over him.

It was now afternoon, and she led him back to the bedroom and handed him a bottle of Nair.

“Dispense with your ugly hair, little one,” she smiled. “Take your time, I’ve got some shopping to do.”

Rick read the directions, then rubbed Nair into his pores. He imagined he could feel the follicles closing up and his hair losing its grip on him.

Tammy headed for the computer room and began ordering things off the net.

A half hour later Rick entered the computer room. His skin was baby bare smooth, and it felt so downright electrical. Sexually electrical.

“Come, honey. Sit by me. Place your hands on my thigh.”

Rick sat next her, placed his head against her thigh, circled his hand around it, and listened as she tapped on the keyboard. Every once in a while she would brush his hair.

An hour later she was done. She turned off the computer and said, “I’ve ordered you more underwear, outfits, and breast forms. I think we’ll eventually get you some implants. Small ones, so we can have you present to the world as male, but big enough so that you never forget yourself, so that you will always need a bra.”

She walked out of the computer room and headed towards the bedroom.

He scampered after her, totally devoted, wondering what had happened to him, even as he tried not to wonder too closely.

He didn’t want to jinx this wonderful feeling he had.

In the bedroom she began his education into make up. She showed him how to cleanse his pores, how to apply primer. She talked about fingers versus clothes or brushes. She colored his cheeks and plucked his eyebrows.

He was caught. He was in thrall. He was enraptured. He watched his face in the mirror as she transformed him.

She lengthened his lashes and curled them. She applied a dusky kohl color to his orbs, making them into mysterious caves from which his brown eyes glinted.

He was now civilized, but looked savage in his look.

She pierced his ears and hung long, tiny ornaments from them. Thin strings of diamonds with little triangles on the bottom.

She thought about piercing his nose, then decided against it. Maybe later, when he deserved it.

Then she brushed his hair, long, loving strokes, twisting and flipping and styling it in a most feminine way.

Finally, the pièce de résistance, she plumped his lips and painted them.

He was beautiful. He was a work of art. He was flat, but some women are, and yet he exuded a feminine attitude.

In a low voice she spoke of how to act like a woman, but without going overboard.

Cross your legs in this manner, align your feet thusly, let the sway happen because of the heels. Don’t force it, live it, be assured in your attitude and everything will happen naturally.

He listened avidly, and wanted to be close to her.

He knew he loved his wife, but he loved Tammy, too.

And he knew that his wife would somehow understand.

She would appreciate him.

She would let him be bear her.

She would smile and forgive him his excesses.

Tammy finished with him, put one of Jo’s dresses on him, had him stand in high heels for a short time—he couldn’t stand for long—and snapped a couple of pictures.

“These will got to Jo so that she will know of your progress.”

He was worried now, he was changing, being changed, and this wasn’t what Jo had married.

Or was it?

Did she see something in him from the beginning?

Tammy tapped her phone a few times and sent the images to his wife.

Too late now. No way to take that back.

Then came the evening. Again, Rick learned more about cooking and serving.

Now there was no need for spankings, for he was trying.

He didn’t want any more spankings, though he would doubtless earn some in the future.

What he wanted was for Tammy to love him, he wanted to deserve her soft words and gentle manner.

Then, after dinner she showed him how to do his nails.

The toenails were hard because he was not flexible. He wasn’t used to bending over and reaching.

And, to top it off, it was delicate work!

But she helped him, showed him tricks and educated him.

Then, the fingernails. And this was hard because she insisted he wear fake fingernails.

He had to shape and prepare his nails, then select the right shapes, and shape and prepare them, and…finally, he had to paint them.

Long strokes of shiny red from the cuticle to the tips. You couldn’t waver. You couldn’t go back and repair. You had to have a firm, steady hand.

It was that frustration that made him realize just how much more difficult a woman’s life was than a man’s.

And, finally, the end of the night.

Rick was tired now. He was alert, like he had a wire of energy in his chest, but he was tired, and too tired to jack off. If he could have.

But, tired or not, he had one last duty to perform.

Tammy entered his bedroom, she had been wearing a robe and she took it off.

He stared at her lush body and his cock dripped inside his cage.

“Okay, lover. Time to give me a rub and get me off.”

“But I already got you off!” he said, thinking of his cunnilingus.

She reached into her bag and pulled out a strap on. She smiled.

Rick held the strap on and…and stared at it.

The straps were stretchy, the dick was big, and…

“Put it on.”

Now trembling, going through emotions he didn’t understand, Rick strapped on the dildo.

“Oh, yes. Come on.”

She pulled him onto the bed. She enwrapped him in her arms, and she made love.

She chewed on his mouth, made him suck her tits. She took his whole cage in her mouth and pulled on his nipples.

She giggled and laughed and blew his plastic peter.

And then she pushed him on his back and mounted him.

Rick stared up. He was in awe, and he was shaking. He was being fucked, but his dick felt nothing.

Well, it felt something, but it wasn’t about to get out and play around.

“Oh, yes,” murmured Tammy, riding him mercilessly. She pulled her nipples and started to climb the mountain.

she grabbed Rick’s hands and made him fondle her breasts.

She rocked back and forth, moaning and groaning and having ehr way with him.

And he felt everything, experienced all her passion, and he felt nothing.

He was in her, without being in her.

He began to cry. It was too much. She reached down and wiped his tears away and kept bouncing on him. He could cry as much as he wanted, as long as he served her pussy well.

She crested, arched her back, thrust her breasts forward. She held that position for about ten seconds, her legs cramping, her back aching, then she collapsed.

She fell on him with her breasts and he oofed.

His tears dried. He laugh there while she eked every last bit of pleasure out of him.

Then it was over.

She pulled off him, lay on her side, and watched him.

He lay there and watched her, and wondered what was happening to him.

He wanted to cum, but the sensation of being in the totally excited phase of sex was too much. he actually loved that better.

“Just think,” she whispered, “Soon you won’t want to cum. You’ll be able to fuck your wife with your dick and stop yourself from cumming. And you’ll love it.

Then she kissed him gently on the lips and closed her eyes.

All night he lay there, as erect as he could be within his cage. Watching her, feeling his passion mount and mount, and never crest.

It was heaven.

It was hell.

But it was more heaven.

All week he learned about women. He learned by being one. He learned to wear heels and nylons, to put on make up, to move in carefully calculated manners.

During the day he cleaned, and his cock spoke to him, but he couldn’t speak back. He couldn’t touch it and stroke it and make it spit.

During the night she took him into her. The plastic him into her. She loved him, and excited him, and laughed when he whimpered and whined.

The days and nights passed, and Rick changed, deeply, and, finally, Jo was due home.

He had not been untrue to her. He had not fucked his mother-in-law.

But he was changed, softened, made compliant, made to understand his real duties.

Then, on the last night before Jo was due home, Tammy called him into the living room. The drapes were drawn and a towel and pillows were laid upon the coffee table. She wore the strap on now, and she smiled at him.

“Up on the table, honey.”

“But, why?” he asked as he mounted the low table.

“You’ve learned much, but you haven’t learned the most important part.”

“Are you going to fuck me with that?”

His heart was thumping.

“Oh, no. Not tonight. Maybe some other time, but right now, I need to prepare you for your wife.”

She sat down on the couch next to the table. She massaged his back gentle, and spoke even more gently.

“A man must learn to control himself around women. If I didn’t do what I am about to do, then you would be out of control. You would throw yourself upon your wife and take her in the most rude manner. And we certainly don’t want that, do we?”

“Uh, no.”

“So I’m going to drain you. Later, if Jo feels like it, she will introduce you to the joys of the dick. But, for right now, it’s milking time.”

She moved a finger to his anus and began rubbing lube into his hole.

Rick groaned, and it felt so wonderful.

She inserted a finger and reamed him, widened him, prepared him.

“Is that it?” he asked when she extracted her digit.

“Oh, Lord. No.”

She held what looked like a small butt plug in her hand. It was slightly bent. She placed it at his button and started pressing.

For a moment it hurt, then it simply slipped in.

He gulped, and blinked, and was impaled. He felt full, and it felt good.

Tammy began to move the thing up and down.

“This is called a prostate massager. It is designed to press on your prostate. Eventually you will feel like you need to pee. At that point semen will come out of you. You will be drained and your out of control desires will be under control.

She moved the thing up and down, and he felt it rubbing inside.

Then, sure enough, he felt like peeing, and the semen started to pour out of him.

He had a lot in him. He had a couple of weeks of sperm, all enhanced by al the love making she had put him through.

He moaned, and his back dipped, and his butt shook.

Still, he came, but without the orgasm.

In place of the orgasm he had a wonderful, golden feeling. He felt so good and loose and warm and…

“There we go.” She patted his pass and withdrew the tool.

Rick stood up, felt like he cold leap through the roof, but just stood there. Amazed.

“Go shower now, honey. Clean yourself off.”


EPILOGUE

Jo came home the following day. Tammy greeted her, then had to run. The two women shared a secretive smile, then Tammy was off.

Jo turned to Rick.

“How you doing, honey?”

Rick stood, trembling, in a night gown. He was wearing his panties and night gown under the gown, and a garter and nylons and high heels. His make up was perfect.

“I love you so much,” he whispered.

“And have you been drained?”

“Last night.”

Jo smiled. “Then I guess we should make love.”

Rick felt like he was flying out of his body. “Oh, yes.”

“You won’t be allowed to cum, of course. And, in fact, you wouldn’t be able to cum even if you wished to. You are officially empty and ready to please me.”

“Yes, dear.”

“So I want a long back rub, a long fuck, and then you can do the dishes. Okay?”

Rick nodded, and was so glad. This was the life he had been dreaming of, even before he knew he was dreaming.

END
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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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