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A Note from the Author!

Don’t you just love step-mommies? They try extra hard to make little Johnny and Janey love them. They give great presents. They try to make up for the fact that they aren’t your real parents.

Sweet.

Unless, of course, they are the wicked witch type of step-mommy.

Then they don’t care, and they take hold with a grip of iron and some nasty sex toys and…a gleeful grin.

All of which just goes to show that you shouldn’t mess with step-mommy!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“I don’t think you understand,” said Grant. “When Lucas comes home he is…he’s difficult.”

He and Shiela were sitting on the second floor balcony, outside the big master bedroom.

He was an older man, sixty, but still had lead in his pencil. His hair was silver, his chin was chiseled, and his eyes were a level grey. Add to that the fact that he did a full work out every day, running, hitting the bag, a little weightlifting, and it was easy to see why a woman twenty years his junior had fallen for him.

Shiela was five foot four, just an inch shorter than Grant, with auburn hair that either hung to her shoulder or was up in a ponytail. Her body was the stuff of dreams. 36 by 24 by 36. But a large 36 on top. Her eyes were blue, the light, opaque kind of blue that was quite good at hiding her thoughts.

“What do you mean by ‘difficult?’”

“Well, he’s never forgiven me for divorcing his mother.”

“So why doesn’t he live with her?”

“She won’t have him. He’s…” he smiled ruefully, “…difficult.”

“But if he’s difficult with you for divorcing her, why is he difficult with her?”

“That is a question, is it not? For divorcing me?”

Shiela chuckled. She had a low, sultry voice, very sexy, and Grant found himself responding. His pants filled up, his heart started pounding, and…he wanted her.

Unfortunately, while she had proven an easy fuck when they first met, her interest in sex had waned since they had been married.

While his interest had grown. Which is the way it is: you want what you can’t have.

“So what’s Lucas going to do that will bother me?”

“A sulky attitude. Rudeness. Won’t contribute to the house function. That sort of thing.”

“So why don’t you stop giving him an allowance?

He sighed. “To be honest? Because if I cut him off he just hangs out here, and I’m tired of that.”

“All that shouldn’t bother me.”

“It might, that’s why I’m warning you now. I’ll be in China, you’ll be here, and Lucas might get under your skin.”

She smiled and leaned forward. They were in chairs catty corner to each other, and she patted his knee. She had noticed his excitement. “Don’t you worry about Mr. Difficult. I know how to handle angry, young men.”

“Well, I just thought…”

Her hand rose on his thigh and he started breathing faster.

“You think too much. Want to squirt?”

Oh, Lord, did he!

“I wouldn't mind.”

She tugged her chair over, reached into his lap and unzipped him.

“Do you think we could…you know?” He nodded his head back towards the bedroom and the big bed.

“Nah. I like to do it this way.”

He acquiesced, sliding down in his chair a little and letting his dingus sprout up.

She gripped him with both hands, she watched him.

His breath caught as her hands moved up and down.

He jerked when she pulled his balls out. He could already feel the sperm roiling around down there.

But he risked it all. “Why don’t you want to make love?”

She didn’t get mad, like she sometimes did. She just pursed her red lips and studied him. “I don’t want to get messy and sweaty. I like watching you when you spew your seed. Most of all, by not letting you top me I retain a certain degree of control. I am my own woman. I am in control.”

“Well, I wish you’d let me be in control sometime.”

“Now where’s the fun in that?” she laughed.

Her hands moved faster, his breath became jerky. He tried to relax, to make it last.

Lord knew he didn’t get it enough. Not like before they were married.

She watched him carefully, felt the impulse begin in his testicles, felt the shaft tighten up, throb, and just when he was starting to shoot she slowed down. Gave it a squeeze.

He came, but he only came halfway. His seed spurted a drop, then it drooled half heartedly, then it stopped.

“Oh, fuck!” he wheezed. “Why can’t you let me shoot all the way?”

She patted his cheek with her cum wet hand. “Now where would the fun in that be?”

“It would be fun for me,” he groused.

“But this way you stay horny. You stay compliant. You give me what I want. You don’t treat me like a used up, old wife.”

“I wouldn’t do that anyway!”

“I don’t want to risk it.” Then she licked her hand and smiled at him.

He shivered. He still had a load ready to go. Relief was a short-lived thing in their marriage.

Later that night, when Grant was asleep in bed, Shiela got up and wandered through the house.

She wore a pale blue negligee over her thrusting tits. She kept it open so her pussy was visible. She carried a small drawstring pouch in one hand.

There was nobody to see her, but she still liked to act like there was.

She was an exhibitionist always on parade. Always showing off her spectacular body. Always  sexy and sultry.

She didn’t get turned on by sex, she got turned on by denying sex.

Having a man dripping in her hand, unable to get the rest of it out, was the biggest turn on in her life.

She went out to the pool and sat in a lounge chair under the eaves.

She was under the bedroom and the moonlight shone directly on her, but even if Grant was awake he wouldn’t be able to see her.

She sighed and felt like the moonlight was illuminating her every secret.

And her every secret was that she was loveless. She had married for money. She didn’t want to fuck the old man.

But his son…hmmm. That might be interesting.

She was 40, Lucas was 20, and she was a MILF in the truest sense of the word.

Young men made her hot, made her wet. Just thinking about them was a thrill. Their strong, young bodies. Their stiff penises. The way they looked at her, lusted after her, thinking they could never hope to get between her thighs.

But they could. And did. And mostly it was her doing the come on.

And Lucas was due home.

In fact, she was going to take Grant to the airport, send him off for a  couple of months, and pick up Lucas within an hour.

Out with the old, in with the new.

Perfect.

She sighed in the moonlight, her large breasts heaving, her negligee falling apart and revealing her triangle.

She had her hair removed long ago. It didn’t even grow back now, and she loved to sit and feel her soft mons, her fleshy labia, her pointed clitoris.

She had nipple rings, and once she had had rings through her labia.

Maybe she should do that again. Get a nice big set of rings for men to grip and pull apart and reveal her wet pinkness.

Maybe while Grant was away. Yes. Get her labia pierced, maybe introduce Mr. Difficult Lucas to a little kinky sex.

He would want her as a MILF, everybody did. But to want her as a kink. To put some screws in the basement wall, some eye-screws. To chain her nipples to the wall, to wear chains on her upper thighs and keep her labia open and dripping.

She was hot now, just thinking about what could be done to her.

She opened the drawstring bag and took out a pink vibrator. A small one with a bulb on one end and a thin handle on the other. She arched her back and inserted the pink vibrator into her anus.

The sensations rocketed through her. She shivered, up the body, like a dog shaking off water.

She took out a glass dildo, one with a slight bend and a ball on the end. She pressed it to her mons, ran it up and down her slit, and quake with desire.

That was the thing: ruining Grant’s orgasms made her so horny she couldn’t stand it.

But what if she didn’t have the boy do nasty things to her…what if she did them to him?

She had done that a couple of times. She had taken a young man once, tied him to a bed and striped his ass. She had stuffed a dildo in his mouth, put a chastity tube on him, and teased him 24/7 for a week.

Until she could no longer stand up.

She had gone to bed, him crying out for her, humping the air and begging, and when she came back to him, after a good night’s sleep, he was goofy.

He was like a moron, babbling and drooling and begging for sex.

She hadn’t, of course, let him have any. She had simply let him loose and showed him the door.

He hung around the front, and she called the police.

And while he cried and sobbed and begged for a fuck, a stick up his ass, a kiss…she had had some of the best solo sessions of her life.

She had a spent a week doing nothing but getting herself off. While he wandered the streets, hid in the bushes and jacked—before the police picked him up—and wasn’t worth much after that.

Hunh! He had been a law student with promise, until he met her. Last she heard he was standing in lines at soup kitchens.

Lucas was coming home.

Hmmm.

The next morning Shiela rolled over and stroked Grant for a long while. She edged him, then she kissed him and got up.

He whined and made gulping noises.

She took a shower.

Then she hopped into the Mercedes and trucked on down to the tattoo parlor

‘Ink You!’ was the name on the building, and the windows were blacked out.

Inside the building were three chairs, no waiting. The walls had artwork on them. The place smelled of ink, that peculiar smell, and there were two fellows sitting in the chairs, feet up, smoking cigarettes.

They both had sleeves. They were both bearded, and one had nipple rings. The other one had rings in his ears, big rings.

One of them started to stand up but Shiela just motioned him down.

The artists were bemused as she walked around them, then she chose the one on the right. “I’ve had rings in my pussy before, four on each labia, and I want them again. I want the minimum bleeding, I’m in a hurry to…do things.”

“The man on the left stood up. “Let’s go in the back.”

They went in the back because they didn’t want Shiela laying with her legs open in the front. which was odd because that would have been nothing but good advertisement for a place like theirs.

The back had one chair with legs that separated, straps to hold the legs, or arms, or whatever, in place. People moving while needles were poking through their privates, or whatever, were an invitation to disaster.

“How thick?”

“Thick.”

He held up a series of rings, one at a time, until she chose a set.

She hadn’t worn panties, but she had them in her purse, in case of blood.

She lifted her skirt and hopped up on the chair.

It was comfortable, nicely cushioned, and the man got to work.

“This will be easy,” he said. “The marks are still there.”

“Bleeding?”

“Not much. Probably not at all, but don’t sue me if there is blood.”

“Hell! If there’s blood then I just won’t fuck you.”

He grinned. He could tell that Miss High Falutin was serious. He would be extra careful.

Slowly he put a needle through her soft flesh, Everything went smoothly, and within half an hour she was adorned. She had four big, thick rings on each lip, and there was no blood.

He held a mirror for here while she was in the chair and she examined his work and nodded.

“Nice. Want to fuck me now?”

He did.

She got home an hour later, just in time to take Grant to the airport.

“Where you been?” he asked cheerfully as he rolled his big suitcase through the house.

“Got some rings put in my pussy.”

He stopped and blinked and turned to her. He didn’t say anything, just looked at her.

He was used to her quirks and idiosyncrasies, but this…rings in her pussy?

She lifted her skirt and spread her legs and tilted her hips out. The rings pushed out, an even set of four on a side, and her moistness made a silvery sparkle.

His mouth dropped open.

“Something for you to dream about while you’re in China.”

“Oh, Lord,” he whispered, smacking his lips.

“Just think. I’ll be sampling every dildo I can, and when you get back I’m going to put a lock on the rings. You won’t be able to get your dick in me. You’ll like that, won’t you?”

“I’d like to get in you,” he whispered, mesmerized by her rings.

“Too bad, so sad,” she dropped her skirt. “Now pack the car and let’s go.”

Five minutes later they were driving to the airport. She was driving. He was staring at her, his pants bulging out, a bit of drool actually leaking from his mouth.

“So Lucas is trouble,” she commented.

Sighing, his eyes on her crotch, his imagination on her rings, he said, “He can be. He’s a sensitive boy, at least he was. He was actually sort of a mama’s boy. then he grew up and became resentful.”

“Before the divorce?”

“A little bit before, a lot after.”

“Well, I’ll handle him.”

“How?” he asked, genuinely curious.

“I’ll empty the basement, make a dungeon out of it. I’ll use whips and sex to cow him. I’ll train him.”

This was hard talk, and while Shiela was a bit of a wild hair, this was even wilder.

Then he thought: fuck it!

“Well, if that’s what it takes, you have my permission.”

“Honey!” She grinned at him as she held the wheel. “I don’t need your permission.”

He had to laugh then.

“What’s got into you?” he asked.

“I don’t know. I’m just feeling a little…crazy. Maybe it’s all that sex you’ve been denying me.”

“I denied you?” He shook his head and laughed lightly. “Don’t you think it’s the other way around?”

“Are you kidding?”

She reached over and grabbed his hand, she pulled it across the console and placed it on her right tit.

He could feel her nipple, hot, pointed, and her blood pulsing in her breast.

“Honey, you get me so horny that I have to masturbate all the time. When you’re sleeping, when you’re at work, all the time. While you’re shuffling papers or counting sheep I’ve got a vibrator up my pussy and I’m working it like a hockey player works his stick.”

Now Grant’s cock was ready to burst. He had only had half a cum the day before, and that made him hornier.

But before he could do anything Shiela pulled into the airport.

Grant stepped out of the car and he was half bent over courtesy of his hard cock.

Shiela stepped out and grinned as he shuffled, half bent, to the trunk and got out his luggage.

They walked together, and slowly his hard on waned.

“Not going to miss me, eh?” She ‘accidentally’ brushed a hand against his groin.

He groaned, and his pecker started up again.

“Honey. We’re going to have to have a long talk when I get home.”

“Or a long fuck. Which did you want? A talk or a fuck? Both are four letter words.”

He shook his head, actually a bit out of sorts with all this odd and highly charged tension.

She walked him to the gate, stood with him for a few moments and watched the big airliners roll up to the gates.

“Here we go,” he mumbled, watching a ground crew scurry about.

The big tube with wings rolled up and the walkway was rolled up tot he door.

“Okay, honey. I love you.”

“I love you, too,” she lied, kissing his cheek. “And don’t worry about Lucas.”

He chuckled. “A dungeon, eh? If only it was that simple.”

Then they hugged and he was gone.

She didn’t bother watching the plane leave, those things would sit around forever, gassing up and loading luggage. Instead, she headed for the airport bar.

“Death in the Afternoon,” she stated to the bartender. He was trying to eye her boobs surreptitiously, and not doing a good job of it. “And if you don’t take your eyes off my boobs I’ll throw it in your face.”

He kept his eyes off her boobs and served her the drink.

It came in a flute. It was milky white, a combination of absinthe and champagne. Some people said it was sweet, and some said it tasted like licorice. Whatever, it gave a high that was almost hallucinogenic.

“Another one,” she commanded, sipping at the first. When he brought the second one she decided to reward him. After all, him staring at her boobs was a compliment, and he had fetched the drinks speedily.

“Sorry I was snappy. But men with big dicks always make me that way.”

He gulped and his eyes actually fluttered. but he tried to be around and helpful as she sipped the second drink.

Shiela turned and watched out the doors, out the big windows, and waited for Lucas to arrive.

He was coming in on Southwest, and she was in a perfect position to check out the planes as they taxied up.

She watched, ordered another Death in the Afternoon, and counted jets.

Five jets matched the arrival board, and she stood up and walked out of the bar.

The barman stared after her wistfully. What an ass! What tits! what a bitch!

Shiela had never met Lucas, nor him her. But she had seen a picture of him. Unfortunately, the picture was taken some years previously, and he had changed.

She stood across the corridor from the gate and watched people exit the plane.

Fat, old lady, kids, lots of businessmen. A few lovers. If parting brings sweet sorrow, then joining must bring sorrowful sweet. Right?

She watched a gaggle of girls get off the plane. A skinny kid with skanky hair and a frowse of beard. Nothing like the picture of the sweet high school freshman.

The plane empty, Shiela wandered down to the baggage pick up. There was still half a crowd there, and a few people that looked out to the pick up area.

Nobody that resembled Lucas.

But the scruffy, skinny kid who slumped and wore sunglasses indoors was there. With his bags, and suddenly Shiela recognized his bags. They looked like Grant’s, like they were from the same set.

She walked up behind the kid, looked down at his ass. Huh. Same sort of ass as Grant. A little slack.

The set of the shoulders was the same, though slumped a bit.

But she knew.

“Hello, Lucas.”

He turned, lifted his head slightly to look under his sunglasses at her, and grunted. “I’ve been waiting.”

“Tough shit you little shit.”

She could tell that he blinked behind his glasses. The crink of the skin at the corners of his eyes, the slight bob of his head. Yep. He had blinked.

“Follow me.”

She turned and strode off, towards the parking area, and he was faced with the fact of having to hurry up and catch up while hauling his bags.

She walked fast, making him hurry more. She stopped as she came to the horse shoe shaped drive, and waited for a light.

He caught up to her. “Are you Shiela?”

“No,” she answered, just to be spiteful. Just to fuck with his head.

“Then who are you?”

She didn’t answer, just crossed the street and started angling through the parking area.

They reached the Mercedes and she used her fob to pop the trunk.

He put his bags in the trunk, and kept watching her.

She got into the driver’s seat and waited for him. When he was seated she started the car.

“Then who are you.”

“Shiela.”

“What the fuck?” Surliness raised its ugly head again. “What the fuck is it with you?”

He certainly wasn’t cowed by her beauty, and she sort of liked that.

“So, your dad said you were an asshole, and I’m here to say that that won’t fly.”

“Fuck you.”

“That’s it. You won’t unless your straighten up and fly right.”

He figured it out, and for the first time his mouth opened a little, revealed the simple mind behind all the insults. “What?”

They came to the ticket booth and she stopped the car and waited for the Chevy in front of them to stop talking and get moving. She turned to him and said in a clear voice. “I said, if you do everything I say I’ll fuck the shit out of you. If you don’t, then I’ll poison your soup, take a baseball bat to your ass, and I don’t mean sideways, and you will remember, all your life, of the opportunity you missed.”

He was silent for a while after that.

She pulled her skirt up and revealed her rings.

As she moved her hips the rings gave a couple of tinkles, and Lucas stared, and now his mouth was open.

“You like?”

He nodded.

“Then you can have…if you follow certain conditions.”

“What conditions.”

She thought about telling him. Thought about revealing that she was going to leave his father. Just empty his bank accounts, and leave, but…but she wanted to do more.

Because there was a mean streak in her.

She wanted to leave Grant a gift that was better, or worse, than money.

And who better than his dopey son.

She decided not to tell him. Heck, he might prove contrary if he knew what she was thinking about doing.

“That’s for me to know and you to suck eggs.”

He was blinking. The city was passing. The motor was humming.

“Can you get down here and eat my pussy?”

“Uh…”

“I said—“

“I heard what you said!”

“Then get your dopey head down here and get to work.”

He undid his seat buckle and leaned over the console. It was awkward, she had to hold the wheel with her hands up and her elbows out of the way.

His head was having trouble pushing deep enough, and finally he just stuck his finger in her.

“Hey!” she screeched, and she slapped him on the back of the head.

He straightened up, rubbed the back of his head, but damned if there wasn’t a smirky sort of half grin on his stupid face!

“God,” she said in disgust.

He just sat back and grinned.

They arrived home and she pulled the Mercedes into the driveway. She got out and strode away, her high heels clicking noisily and powerfully.

Lucas got out his luggage and walked into the house.

His mind was actually in a bit of a daze.

Yes, he had gotten her, sort of, with his finger, but now that that was over he was thinking about her pussy. About the rings. About the soft, wet feel of her vagina.

So she was going to fuck him, eh? Sounded like a head trip. She wanted to be a dominatrix, or something.

Well, she might qualify for that. The pony tail look was powerful, and her ass had certainly been a trip when she walked up the walk to the house.

And she had those mighty tits and that red lipstick.

But he wasn’t in to being bullied.

He hadn’t had many girlfriends. Under his sullen exterior he was sullen, and he never had much luck with girls, so he was bitter, too.

Sullen and bitter. Not a good combination for getting a girlfriend.

He took his bags to the room above the garage, which was his.

It was a big room, big as a garage, and he had a bed, a gaming station, a pool table, and books. Lots of books. Especially books by Grace Mansfield.

She was the one, in his universe.

And that was one more reason why he never had a girlfriend. He was waiting for a woman, a strong woman, maybe even like Shiela, to take him in hand, to dress him up, to bring him to heel.

One more reason to be sulky.

He rolled his suitcase into a corner and flopped on the bed.

Shiela walked in. Naked. Her pony tail now squarely on top of her head, her hair pulled tight, her lipstick fresh and shiny. Her tits shook as she walked, and his mouth opened in surprise. She had a coiled length of something over her shoulder.

“What the fuck—OW!”

She snapped the whip across his belly.

He rolled over the side of the bed and cowered, and looked up at her as she rounded the bed.

“What I say goes!” CRACK!

He scrambled over the bed and she caught him on the ass. CRACK!

He cried out and lurched and darted into the bathroom. He slammed the door and braced against it.

“Come out of there, you little shit!”

“No!” He was crying now.

“Then you better be clean, and clean shaven, your hair brushed out, in one hour. I’ll be back.”

The sound of her walking, then heels clicking on the stairs, then…silence.

Lucas walked over to the mirror. His belly had a stripe on it, and his butt had a short mark. Damn!

He took a wash cloth and ran cold water over it, then he thought, fuck it.

He stepped into the shower. He let cold water run on his ass, then his belly, then he turned the temperature up.

Heysoos, he thought. What is with that bitch!

In the back of his mind was that fact that she had given him an hour.

The hour passed, and he was clean, but his hair was a scraggle, and he still had the rubble of face hair.

She appeared in his doorway.

Naked. Big tits. Those damned rings tinkling between her thighs. This time she was smiling and holding a little jar.

“How you doing, Lucas?”

“I’m fine,” he said with suspicion. Was this some kind of good cop bad cop thing?

She came to his bed and held up the jar. “Ointment, for your wounds. But you have to get undressed.

He wasn’t too dressed to begin with, just a towel, but he didn’t intend to get naked for her.

Even though his boner started poking up the towel.

She grabbed the edge of the towel and pulled.

“Hey!”

She straddled him, her pussy, and its rings, against his cock, but not on it. The rings were hard and weird. Her pussy was wet.

“That was certainly mean of me,” she said as she dipped a finger and spread cold ointment on the stripe on his belly.

“Yeah. What the fuck.”

She nodded, then simply said, “It’s your choice. I can whip you until you follow orders, or you can follow orders and get a little pleasure.”

“What kind of pleasure?”

“I told you. A good fuck.”

“But you’re my dad’s wife!”

“So?”

And the seeds were sown.

Every man competes, on some level, with his father.

Every man wants his mother. That’s basic oedipus rex.

But she wasn’t his mother.

She was his step-mother, and that was a whole different bag of cats.

He could fuck his father’s wife. His fake mother. And his dick rose up, strong and powerful.

Shiela smiled. “I see you’re thinking now. Would you like a sample?”

“Fuck you?”

For answer she rose up, and settled half down.

He could feel her softness, her wetness, her heat. She reached down and pulled on the rings, opened up her pussy, and he stared down at the sight of his cock half sliding into the pink.

He about shot his load right then, but she pulled off.

“All you have to do is shave, brush your hair. Heck, I’ll brush your hair, and you can have some more of that. If you’re real good you might get a lot of that.”

He made a ‘gurking’ sound and looked up at her face.

Sheila had a wonderful face. For a mean person she had a soft, compassionate face. Her lips so large and red, her eyes so expressive.

But even if she had had a mean face, he was getting so riled up he would have thought her face was sweet.

She leaned down, her breasts heavy on his chest, the nipples poking into him.

Her face was an inch away from his, their lips close, their breath mingling.

“Try it, Lucas. Try it my way. Let’s clean you up, make you beautiful. Let’s see what we can do. You do for me, and I’ll do for you. And you know what that means.”

“It means I get to fuck you.”

“It means you get to put your penis in me. Whether you will get to do a full fuck, that is something you’ll have to earn. Whether you get to cum…I don’t know. That depends on how well you treat me.”

Then she said something that blew his mind.

“I like pretty, little girls. Will you be a pretty, little girl for me?”

He stared, his eyes big and open, his heart was pounding and his mind was tipping over into crazyland. She leaned further.

Their lips met and he had never felt anything so soft and gentle and beautiful and…and his cock would have erupted, except that she was holding it by the base.


Part Two

Grant’s plane was landing in Hawaii by the time Shiela had Lucas in a shower.

Lucas was slathered with Nair and his skin was burning. He watched in fascination as his hair swirled down the drain.

His dingus was at full strength.

She was going to feminize him!

He stood, shivering in spite of the heat of the water, and couldn’t believe the sensations coursing through his body.

“Come on, Lucas!” Shiela opened the door and held a towel for him.

Lucas stepped out and she began rubbing his body. He just stood there and she dried his chest off, and sucked on his nipples. She dried his legs, and kissed his cock while she was down there. She dried his arms and kissed his lips. She led him, by the cock, to her vanity table. She sat him down and began brushing his hair, trimming it, layering it and giving it. a feminine appearance.

He stared at himself in the mirror.

He wore his hair with no concern. It was frowzy and unkempt. As long as a woman’s hair, but never styled because, well, because he was shy. Call it embarrassed.

Now she was shaping it around his face, down over his shoulders, emphasizing his soft, brown eyes.

He could hardly breath.

And every once in a while she would just stop and stare at him in the mirror, her fingers tickling his nipples, his cock standing straight out.

“Why didn’t you do this yourself…a long time ago.”

“I…I was scared.”

“Scared of being beautiful? You silly goose.”

She took a hair dryer to him and mussed his hair, and it gained a full body. The shampoo and conditioner she had made him use gave his locks a sheen that was really quite spectacular.

Done, his hair full, his body clean and hairless, including his chin, she stood him up.

“I can’t stand it,” she murmured. She put him on the bed, tied him face down, a pillow under his cock so he wouldn't bend it, and so…his ass was elevated.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

She bent to her side table and opened the lowest drawer. He couldn’t see over the edge of the bed, but she lifted an object up and he stared at it.

It was silver, bulbous, and had a blue jewel in the end. She sat next to him on the bed and put it to his mouth.

“Suck this, and suck it good.”

Dutifully, so excited that now he couldn’t refuse her even if he wanted to, he opened his mouth and took the butt plug in.

“This is made out of metal. It’s heavy and it will cause a bit of…shall we call it ‘drag?’—on your butt hole. It will feel so incredibly good, and you’ll wish it was bigger. And all I can say to that is…be patient.”

He sucked, his eyes big as he watched her.

He was tied down, but he wished he wasn’t. He wanted to be on top of her, even though she had sort of indicated that that might not happen.

She took the plug from his mouth and slid down to his butt. She pulled his cheeks apart and pushed the thing into him.

The bulb was rough going through the ring, and he gasped, but the pain was quick and then over with.

It felt like heaven!

He felt full, complete, like there was a ball of lightening in his butt. He had thought his cock was stiff before, but that was nothing. Now it was like a tire iron, but ten times fatter!

And it was throbbing, the blood rushing through it like a raging river filled with snow melt.

hot snow melt.

He lay there, making gurking sounds, and she inspected her work thoughtfully.

He was hairless, which was quite sexy to her. She wasn’t a fan of hairy beasts. He had hair that would be the envy of women everywhere.

But it was his butt that fascinated her.

She had had anal sex, on the receiving end. She liked it. Sometimes it was even better than vaginal sex.

But now she was looking down at his plugged up butt and thinking about being on the giving end.

What would it feel like to take a dildo to those wonderful depths? What would it be like to play where the sun didn’t shine?

The thoughts were exciting, and suddenly she was breathing as hard as Lucas.

What if she did it to him?

No, she wouldn’t feel anything in her penis, because she didn't have one. But she would feel that excitement in her chest, that satisfaction of taking true charge.

What if she did him?

She sighed, and rubbed his buns with her hands. Squeezing, manipulating, pushing his buns together and pulling them apart.

That she was creating quite an effect in him was obvious. He was groaning and pushing his ass up, and when she pressed on the blue jewel, and wiggled the handle, he moaned like an orgasm.

But, of course, he wasn’t having an orgasm. And she was’t about to allow him one.

She grinned. But getting him close, and denying him, that was the equivalent of an orgasm for her.

She suddenly stood up, then laid down next to him, on her side and facing him.

“How’s that feel, sweet cheeks?”

“Umm.” his eyes were glazed. He was aware, sexually aware of her, but he was focused on his butt. The world was being filtered through his asshole.

“I need to give you a spanking.”

“What…what for?” A spark of fear in his chocolate eyes.

“For all the bad things you’ve ever done.”

He had no idea what she was talking about, but he blubbered, “But I’m sorry! You don’t have to…to…”

She shushed him with a gentle kiss, enjoyed the fear in him, and whispered, “Of course I do.”

He was trying to catch his breath, but couldn’t.

She got off the bed and walked into Grant’s closet. She came out with a thick, leather belt. She folded it, held the ends and brought her hands together, then pulled them apart.

SPLAT! The belt smacked against itself.

“Oh, fuck,” whimpered Lucas.

“I’ll be gentle this first time,” she promised.

SMACK!

“OW!”

She leaned down to him. “Shhh. If you get too loud I’ll put a penis gag in your mouth. Learn a little self control, a little discipline. Don’t abuse my delicate ears.”

She backed up and smacked him again.

SMACK!

He groaned, and it was load for a groan, but it was soft for a yell.

Good, she thought. He’s trying!

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

She struck softer, she varied the strokes, the timing. She watched as he tried to push down into the mattress, in spite of the obstacle created by his stiff dick.

She thought it was quite funny that he looked like he was trying to fuck the mattress.

she struck near his plug, but never directly on it. That would have been too much.

Then she was done. She went back to the closet and hung the belt up.

Lucas was crazed. The pain had been unbelievable at first, then when she started changing the strokes on him, the pain became…something else.

Not quite pleasure, it still hurt, but…something else.

He was unaware of the effects of the chemicals released by his addled brain. He didn’t know about endorphins regulating the amount of pain he perceived. And he certainly didn’t understand that at a certain point pain becomes pleasure.

Not great pleasure, but that was coming. Shiela did understand about endorphins, and she knew that she had ignited them, but had not overloaded him. And now it was time for the real treat.

She left the room, headed for the kitchen, and Lucas lay there, breathing hard, wondering what was going on.

Shiela returned a minute later, and she was holding a small cup. In it she had mixed three kitchen ingredients.

“I should have taken the time to make sure the proportions were proper. But this will do it.” she began smoothing a paste onto his burning rump, and the burning started to increase!

“This is capsaicin, from chili peppers, piperine from black pepper, and gingerol, from ginger. Normally you wouldn’t feel them, by themselves they are pretty mild, but I’ve opened up your pores. You’re going to feel the heat now, honey.”

She rubbed the mixture against his flesh, smushed it into his skin, and the burning sensation got worse and worse. Or better and better, depending on your viewpoint.

“Oh, God! That’s hot!” He wiggled, and now Shiela gripped the base of his plug and held it.

The effect was of him wiggling, and fucking the plug. She didn't wiggle it, he did, he fucked himself against her plug holding hand.

She giggled as his ass turned red and he screwed up against her hand.

He moaned and tried to twist out from under the burning sensation.

It wasn’t terrible, but in conjunction with the spanking he had just received, it was making him uncomfortable. but in a weirdly pleasant way.

For ten minutes they stayed there, him wiggling, her letting him screw himself, then he just collapsed.

He was overloaded. He still burned, but…there was nothing he could do about it, and then Shiela noticed something.

“Oh, you bad boy! You came!”

He didn’t know that. He was just exhausted, burned, and in a strangely sexual haze of…satisfaction.

“You rubbed your prostate against the plug and drained your own semen!”

He sighed. Good. He was happy. He felt like he had just had an orgasm, though he hadn’t.

She reached under him. His penis was soft. Yep, he had drained himself.

“Well, we can’t have that.”

“Unh!” he grunted. Smiling.

She reached into her drawer once again. She loosened one leg and twisted him half over. She pulled his cock and balls through a ring, then she placed a tube on his cock.

“What’s that?” he smiled, ready to sleep.

“It’s something to make sure you don’t get too rambunctious. Now, listen,” she said as she clicked a little lock shut, “I don’t like you cumming. But what you did, that’s actually all right. The problem is that you did it without permission.”

“Why is it all right?”

“Because in a short while you will be hornier than before. Your body squirted, but your brain doesn’t know it. In a few minutes you will be hornier, harder, and quite desperate. That, I like.”

She undid his other restraints and helped him sit up.

He looked down at his poor, caged cock.

His cock had room in the chastity tube. But he felt a strange sensation. He felt a heat inside, a desire, like he had a boner, but…he didn’t have one.

“You already feel it, don’t you?”

He looked up at her. “My butt is hurting again.”

“Your butt is hurting, your cock is trying to get erect, but…too bad, so sad.” She smiled, grabbed his hair on both sides of his head and kissed him. But this time she didn’t kiss and release.

She held him there, their lips fused together, and she opened her eyes and watched him.

He felt his penis struggling then, trying to get erect, and she let go with one hand and held his pectoral muscle like it was a boob.

His ass started burning harder, his cock was now hurting, and still she held him.

Lip to lip, eye to eye, absorbing the sexual implications of his pain.

He finally pulled back, gasped for breath. “What are you doing?”

“Enjoying you. Come on, let’s get you dressed.”

She pulled him off the bed and he stood there rubbing his ass. “Can I wash my ass off?”

“Sure. It’s in your pores now, it’ll be hours before the sensations go away.”

He went into the bathroom and rubbed his ass with a cold wash cloth. Then he rubbed soap in an effort to clean himself of the burning chemicals on his butt. If anything that made it worse.

When he came out, tears in his eyes, she remarked happily, “Did you know there are soaps in napalm?”

He groaned and rubbed his ass again.

“The best cure is just to leave it alone until it dissipates.”

She was laughing on the inside. Sure, he would leave it alone, and that was the cure, but he would be wiggling and squirming until it wore off.

She handed him a bra. She had cut the cups out and it was just a frame, but it fit him perfectly.

“We’ll get you some hormones, or maybe some implants. Then you’ll need a complete bra. But, right now, let’s just train you in wearing one.”

She adjusted straps and he stood and looked down at his pectorals and his nipples.

He didn’t have much in the way of boobs, but the bra framework emphasized what he did have, and that made his cock struggle even harder.

She reached down and shook his caged cock and his knees grew weak. “Oh, please,” he moaned.

“Sure.” She let go of him, and he was sorry. He liked the feeling of her hand on him.

She handed him panties and helped him pull them up tight. They were stretchy and even had a pouch. They were sissy panties that she had bought once, then realized her mistake, but she still had them, and they fit him perfectly.

He looked at himself in the mirror, was struck at how feminine his body looked even with these accouterments on.

“I should have been born a girl,” he said.

She handed him nylons, put him on the bed—he winced as his heat addled buns felt the cool, soft sheets—and helped him put them on.

And high heels. He was a few inches shorter than her, and had small feet for a man. The shoes fit him perfectly, and now he not only felt his burning ass, but his ankles wobbled almost uncontrollably.

She sat him on the chair in front of her vanity table and giggled as he wiggled. “Sit still,” she admonished, and she began working on his face.

Cleansing his pores, primer, foundation, she prepared him for the art.

She put on blush, matched his tones and hues, then began working on his eyes.

He stared at the mirror, trying not to move as his ass burned. She felt his ‘boobs,’ and smiled, and shadowed his eyelids.

She gripped his cage and shook it fiercely, causing him to move on the chair and irritate his butt, and coated his lips with plumper and painted them a bright red.

She outlined his eyes, added mascara, and he stared at the sharp point of the little pencil so close to his eyes.

He was beautiful.

He was like a little Ladyboy from Thailand. A lady boy with small boobs and a big cock.

Except that the big cock was trapped inside the chastity tube.

A lady boy who she wanted to lay down and…do things to.

She sighed in satisfaction, seeing the beauty she had created.

Lucas, in spite of the burning of his ass (it wasn’t quite as bad now, the chemicals were finally wearing off), sighed in satisfaction.

This was what he wanted.

Grant was just landing in China.

Shiela held a leash, and the leash went to the end of Lucas’s cock cage. She strode through the house imperiously. She went into the backyard, and he followed, and made the little whining sounds she loved so much.

She sat and sunbathed, no clothing, and she made him fan her with a big palm leaf.

Lucas loved it. He was in a permanent haze of pounding sexuality. His cock was trying to hard to get hard it hurt. The more he did, the more she demanded of him…the more he submitted, the more he wanted to submit.

She lay on the lounge chair, told him to get her a drink, and while he was gone she thought about what was next.

So much to do, so little time.

Breasts, hormones, a dungeon. Whippings, maybe some piercings.

Yes, piercings.

She did so enjoy her own rings. they way they jangled when she walked, the way she could pull her labia apart, expose her inner workings, before she slid down Lucas’s hefty cock.

Of course, now that she had him caged, she probably wouldn’t be sliding down him anymore. At least, not until she was ready to drain him again.

And that was the problem.

Draining often resulted in a harder cock, one that wouldn't cum, one that could be sat upon safely without having to worry about the mess.

But, sometimes, like the last, and first, time she had drained Lucas, which had been strictly by accident, he had grown soft.

If she fucked him he would cum in her. But if she drained him he might not be hard enough to provide her with his stiff and uncummable penis.

So how much could she drain him and be sure he wouldn’t squirt, and yet still retain a stiff ding dong?

That was the problem.

Lucas arrived back with a Long Island Tea.

Shiela had spent a bit of time training the boy on how to make a proper Long Island Tea. The formula itself, without even getting into the mixing, was daunting.

3/4 ounce vodka

3/4 ounce white rum

3/4 ounce silver tequila

3/4 ounce gin

3/4 ounce triple sec

3/4 ounce simple syrup

3/4 ounce lemon juice, freshly squeezed

Cola, to top

Garnish: lemon wedge

Fortunately, the boy learned well. The drink was delicious and she commanded him to go get her lipstick.

He ran, and she sipped, and when he got back she freshened his mouth, and her own.

Then he fanned her with the palm leaf, she sipped and luxuriated, and thought about his future.

Precisely, she thought about his ass.

It was red, but had stopped hurting. She would have to fix that again. She loved to make her boytoys uncomfortable; she loved a butt that wiggled helplessly.

And that brought her to the real crux of the matter.

She had him in a butt plug. He was plugged up solid.

But she wanted more.

Heck, he wanted to be a girl, and there was more to being a girl than simply make up.

There was…sex.

But was he up for that?

To look at him, the common observation would be not.

But she had a feeling. She had a feeling deep in her gut that he was not just ready, he was craving.

He had admitted to her that he had often dreamed of being a woman.

Had he dreamed of having sex the way a woman does?

Probably. Likely. But…there was only one way to find out.

“Lucas. Go up to my bedside drawer, the one with the toys in it, and bring me back the flesh colored dildo.”

He put the palm leaf aside and dashed away.

She could hear him, trying to run in his high heels, as he ran down the hallway and into her bedroom.

She imagined him looking into the drawer, and she grinned.

Upstairs Lucas pulled the drawer open and gasped.

It was a large drawer, deep down and deep back, and it was filled with toys.

There were vibrators and dildos, butt plugs and a TENS unit. There were penis gags and various types of restraints. There were chastity tubes with spikes on the inside, and he shivered.

He rummaged through the drawer and found a six inch long dildo. Flesh colored.

He closed the drawer and ran back through the house, almost falling as he made his way clumsily down the stairs.

He slowed down, worked on clicking his heels on the patio, and handed Shiela the dildo.

“Turn around.”

He turned.

“Bend over.”

He bent, and now his mind was a riot. What was she going to do to him?

She pulled down his stretchy sissy panties and extracted the blue jeweled butt plug. She put it on the table her drink was on, and sucked on the dildo for a moment. She sucked, her red lips going back and forth on the shaft, spreading saliva all over it.

She pressed it into him. Gently. A wiggle here and a waggle there.

He gasped, but he held his position.

It went in, in, and Lucas sobbed with pleasure.

He felt the latex balls nudge up against his own balls. Then she turned the dildo, turned it inside him, and it was all he could do not to straighten up.

“Oh, fuck!” he whimpered, his insides heating up with excitement and a curious satisfaction.

He had played with his butt before. He had even put small things up there. Small bottles with short necks. but this was different!

This was a real penis! Well, a plastic penis, but it was the correct size! It was very like the real thing!

It reached full depth, filled him completely. His anal ring was stretched out, his balls were tight and his penis had never tried so hard to be erect!

Shiela moved it around, and he couldn’t stop a guttural moan from coming out of his mouth.

She moved it in and out, just an inch, slowly building up the force. Going a little faster, smacking it into him.

He began to drain.

She pulled it out of him.

He actually fell down, across the lounge chair next to Shiela’s

Shiela stared at his gaping hole. Yes. He was ready. He was more than ready.

“Lucas, as soon as you can walk, go make a couple more Long Island Teas.”

Lucas couldn’t speak, but he could nod, be it slowly.

It took a couple of minutes, his muscles had been frozen in the bent over position, but he straightened up. Slowly. Like an old man. Like an old man who had been fucked by a dildo.

He walked, stumbling, uncoordinated, back into the house.

Inside the house he slowly regained the ability to breath naturally.

He felt good. So good. He felt even more complete than when she had put the butt plug into him.

And now that he had had a dick-sized object, a life-sized plastic peter, inside him, he realized that he walked funny, and that he would likely forever walk funny.

He had been opened up.

It reminded him of how some gay men walked, of how they ‘swished,’ when they walked.

He wasn’t gay, he was still turned on by girls, especially by Shiela, but he loved the feeling of being impacted up the poop chute.

If God hadn’t wanted men to fill their fannies he wouldn’t have made their assholes so like vaginas.

Right?

He made a pair of Long Island Teas, paid attention scrupulously to the formula, then brought the drinks back out to the patio.

He handed Shiela hers, then sat down on the lounge chair next to her. He hadn’t been told to, but…his legs were almost collapsing under him. He needed to.

His ass didn’t burn, but it was tender. His hole felt…different. He wiggled, but for a different reason. He wanted that dildo back up his heinie.

Shiela drank, and watched him.

“We’re going to make love.”

“We are?”

He brightened up, but not as much as he normally would have. But he wasn’t as excited by the thought of putting his penis into Shiela as he was of having a penis fill his backside.

But not a man’s penis! I’m not gay! I just like…like girly things. And if taking a penis in your hole wasn’t girl he didn’t know what was.

Shiela smiled and cut through his confusion and reassured him. “But it’s not you fucking me, it’s me fucking you.”

He became brighter, and she saw it.

“So drink your drink, then we will go upstairs and I will introduce you to real love making, the way a woman does it.

A Long Island Tea is a potent drink, and Shiela actually had him make a few more, but then they walked upstairs, her holding the leash to his cage and her pussy rings jingling.

She unhooked the leash in the bedroom and told him to sit on the bed.

He sat, and watched as she placed a harness around her waist and buckled it. She screwed a big, black dildo—much bigger than the one she had left laying on the patio—onto her strap on harness.

She stood in front of him. She lifted him and kissed him mercilessly. She pushed him down and made him suck her dick. She pushed him over on the bed and moved up behind him.

Then she said the strangest thing. “This is for your father,” and she rode him.

Rode him like a cheap ass mule, slapping his hot buttocks, reaching around and pinching his nipples, grabbing his cage and twisting it until he yelped.

But, as rough as she was, or maybe because of how rough she was, he loved it.

He moaned. He cried out in pleasure. He pushed back and fucked her dildo.

He drained all over the bed and down the side of it. A thick stream of clumpy sperm. The proof of his love and lust.

And it was as good as she thought it would be. No, she didn’t feel anything down there, but her chest exploded with the pride of ownership. She wallowed in the fact that he was hers, a possession to be used as she wished.

It was power, and now she had it better than she had ever imagined.

An hour she pulled back. His back was bruised where she had slapped him and struck him. His butt was bright red with her brutality. But he was empty. And as happy as he had ever been.

He felt like a real man.

And she felt better than a real man.

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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