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Author’s Note

Don’t you just hate bullies? And what do you do about them? They’re bigger and stronger!

And meaner!

And if they don’t like your sex they can be really cruel!

Well, in this story you’re going to learn what you do about bullies, and, believe me, it’s better than chastity, or even feminization!

Enjoy!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


PART ONE

“Ella! What are you doing here?”

Ella Gelden stood in the rain and shivered. She was wearing a Levi jacket and black tights. Her high heels made her taller than him. Her black hair was clinging to her head like a helmet, and her make up was smudged.

“I…uh…” Her teeth chattered and her eyes beseeched him.

“Well, come on in. Let’s get you dry.”

“I’m sorry. I didn’t know…I just had to talk to you.”

Johnny Eakins pulled her inside. He pulled a chair up in front of the fireplace and sat her in it.

“I’ll get a blanket.”

He went to the hall closet and got a blanket. When he brought it back she was already naked. Her clothes were hanging on a chair and she reached for the blanket he was carrying.

His eyes took in her large breasts, he tight waist, the little landing strip above her pussy. It had been a while since he had seen her, and his cock started to rise up.

Of course it did. A beautiful woman, one who he had once made love to, all naked in front of him.

He tried not to stare as she wrapped the blanket over her shoulders.

She sat on the edge of the hearth, her back to the fire, her legs open and her pussy quite visible.

“Would you like a drink?” he asked. “Water? Coke…?”

“Bourbon and Coke,” she whispered. Her teeth were still chattering and she stared fixedly at him.

“Of course,” he said.

“And one for you,” she called after him.

He headed for the kitchen, got down the good bourbon. 100 proof Old Granddad. Yowza!

He filled two glasses with ice, then mixed the bourbon and Coke. He brought the drinks into the other room, handed her hers, and pulled up a chair and faced her.

And her legs were still spread and her pussy was open and inviting.

He looked down. “Could you…uh?”

He motioned to her legs, indicating that he would like her to close them.

“What?” Her voice didn’t chatter as much now. “You never objected to seeing all of me before?”

“I, uh…okay. So what brings you here?”

“I’ll tell you  in a while, but first, how have you been?”

Johnny nodded. “I’ve been good. I’ve got my own internet business now, not getting rich, but…I’m doing okay. How are you doing?”

“Miserable.”

“I’m sorry. Is there something I can do? Is that why you’re here?”

She looked to the side, took a big gulp, said, “I’ve got a relationship problem.”

He was silent for a moment, then, “I’m sorry.” Then he said nothing.

“We broke up—“ she started, and he interrupted.

“You dumped me for somebody else. You said he had a bigger cock than me.”

She turned back to him. “Well, yeah.”

“So I don’t mean to be cruel, or unfeeling, but I don’t think there’s anything I can do to help you in that area.”

She nodded, looked a bit sad. “I know. And I probably shouldn’t even be here. But I need somebody to talk to, and I was hoping you’d understand.”

Johnny sighed. “Ella, I loved you. All my heart. And you really hurt me. Still, if there’s something I can do, I will. But…” he shrugged.

“Can you get me another drink?”

She had finished her bourbon and Coke and she handed him the glass. He put his own half full glass down and headed for the kitchen again.

While he was gone she took a pill out of her jacket pocket, dropped it in his drink and swirled it around.

He returned and handed her her drink. She handed him his.

He sipped.

She toasted, and got him to sip again.

He smiled. He always was a sucker for bourbon.

“Johnny, I want to talk about us getting together again.”

“Sorry, El, but that’s not going to happen. It hurt, but I’m over you now. It’s time to move on.”

“But you remember the good times we had? Do you remember that party where Johnny Foster got drunk and we put lipstick on his lips?”

“That was hilarious,” he agreed. “But it was you who did it. You were always a little kinky that way.” His boner was reminding him of just how kinky she had been.

“Yeah, I guess I was. I liked to do things with you, too.”

“Yeah,” his mind rolled over times when she made him up, and even played with his bung hole.

“But you were always a little shy.”

“Well, I just felt weird. I’m a guy, you know.”

“Remember that time I got you to try on a dress?”

He remembered.

“I said it was so I could adjust the waist, then I shoved you out of the house.”

He chuckled. “I was so embarrassed. I was so red-faced my face lit up the yard.”

“You kept begging to be let back in.”

“And you wouldn’t let me.”

“I loved you like that, Johnny. I loved having you beg. I loved being in control. You always were a push over.”

He was done with his drink now, and he blinked slowly a couple of times.

“But those times are over, honey.”

“You just called me ‘honey,’ so maybe they aren’t over.”

“Oh, they’re over,” he yawned. “It hurt too much. I don’t want to be involved with you again.”

“But, Johnny, you’ll always be involved. We fucked, and that means we’ve connected in a way that we’ll remember until we die.”

“Maybe,” he slurred the word. “But I’m done. We’re done. And I don’t want you anymore.”

His cock was telling another story. Funny, he was suddenly so tired, but his cock, it seemed like it never got tired…especially around Ella.

Ella stood up and the blanket dropped.

“You would give up this?”

Johnny smiled dopily. Yeah, her body, she had the best body…and being between her hot thighs was the most amazing thing he had ever experienced in his life.

There was no woman like her.

Still, he didn’t want to play her games again.

They were too intoxicating, and the way she bullied him and made him do things…it was like he had no will when she started working him.

“Sorry, honey, but the answer is no.”

Then he was sliding down the chair, slumping, his butt riding over the edge, his head against the back of the chair and his posture all wormed.

She knelt in front of him. He was drunk. No, he was more than drunk.

She put her hand over his chin and closed her fingers on his cheeks. It made hi lips pooch a bit.

She kissed him. Lightly. in that way she had that made his dick take off like a rocket. Which, in spite of his drunkenness, it did right then.

She gripped his crotch and smiled. “I can feel you, honey. Don’t lie. You want me. You want me bad.”

“Yeah,” his eyes were trying to close, “But I’m not going to take you. We’re done, Ella. Listen to me. We’re done. And that’s that.”

Ella smiled. “Sorry, honey, but I’ve decided otherwise, so go to sleep, and when you wake up everything will be all right again.”

Johnny’s lips flapped slowly, and he slid off the chair. He lay on the floor in front of the fireplace. He was warm and cozy and wondered what was happening, then his eyelids succeeding in ambushing his eyeballs. They shuttered down and it was dark and somebody was sleeping.

It was him.

Light poked at his tired eyes. He grumbled and tried to push the light away, but the light stayed.

His eyelids rolled up and he stared at the rug. He was lying on his belly and the green loops that made up the carpet stretched out in front of him like a lawn.

He was still in his living room. And it was morning. He was under the blanket he had given Ella. He was naked.

Then he jerked as he felt the grip on his penis.

“Oh, fuck,” he moaned.

He sat up and looked down at his crotch.

He was wearing a state of the art, metal, cock tube. A chastity device. Worse, he recognized it.

It was a ‘Cellmate.’

The Cellmate could be hooked up to the internet. It was impossible to get off, and he could be remote controlled by anybody who had access to a cell phone.

Ella had access.

Ella! He looked around the room. Where was she?

She had hooked him up, imprisoned him, but…where was she now?

He stood up, wavered a little, the after effects of whatever drug she had given him, and looked around.

He was okay. He stepped to the kitchen and looked in. She wasn’t there.

He looked out the front window and was surprised to see her car. When she had showed up the night previous he had assumed that she didn’t have a car. but she must have parked it, then stood outside until she was wet enough to ducker him in, and then…then…this.

He put one hand on his Cellmate and felt his cock going crazy inside.

Oh, crap. He had to pee!

He ran down the hallway and through the bedroom. She stirred as he rushed through, but didn’t awake.

He entered the bathroom and sat down on the throne.

“Ahhh!” he sighed as the water tinkled into the bowl. The pressure left his bladder and he relaxed.

But he was still angry. Ella had done this to him! And she had left him on the floor while she slept in his bed. Just wait…just wait…

He headed back into the bedroom.

“Ella!” he snapped.

Ella stirred. Pulled a pillow over her head. “Go way!” she mumbled.

“Ella! Get up and get this thing off me.”

That was when he felt her come full awake. That and the little giggle she let out.

She turned over and looked at him.

Looked at him standing naked, except for the prison on his manhood. “Oh, man,” she muttered. You are fucking gorgeous!”

“Take this off!”

She propped herself up on her elbows and smiled at him. “No.”

“What do you mean ‘no?’”

“No means no. Didn’t you know?”

“Look! I didn’t agree to this thing, those days are done, and…you let me out right now!”

“So sad, too bad. Now let me sleep.” She flounced over and pulled the pillow over her head again. Then she looked back at him. “Bacon and eggs, honey. You know how I like them.”

“Stop this!” he yelled at her.

She looked at him and frowned. “What part of the word ‘no’ do you not understand?”

“I want out! Right now!”

She slid half out from under the covers. Her long legs touched the floor, and they were spread, and he could once again see too much.

“The more aggravating you are the less I want to let you go. I suggest you mind your manners, bub!”

“But…this is cruel! There’s no safe word! I didn’t agree to this!”

“Honey, you never agreed when we were first playing, and you loved it. Even if—and I say ‘if—you really no longer loved me, that is one thing that would never change. Honey, you like to be locked up. You like a little slap and tickle. I’m just giving you what you want.”

“But I don’t want this!” He was almost ready to cry, he was so frustrated.

She smiled. “Johnny, is your cock wiggling in there?”

“That doesn’t mean anything! My cock always wiggles.”

She reached out and grabbed him by the testicles. “So you no longer like this?”

“Stop it!” And he would have stamped his foot, except that with her holding his balls he had no balance.

She heaved a sigh. “Okay, Johnny. You really want out, I’ll let you go. But don’t come begging to me when you want to play again.”

“I won’t. Now let me out!”

“I have to go get the key.”

“What?”

“Well, you didn’t think I would have it on me, did you?”

“Where is it?”

“It’s at my house.”

“Well go get it!”

“At the house I used to live at.”

“What?”

“I moved in with Rod Peters. You remember Rod? The guy with the really big dick? We’ve been playing house since I left you.”

“He’s the one you left me for?”

“Of course! Do you know how big his dick is?”

Johnny stared at her suspiciously. “If he’s so big, why did you leave him? I mean, you did leave him, didn’t you?”

“Oh, I left him. I can’t go back. Not now. Not after I poured a gallon of cement mix down his sink.”

“Oh, shit!”

“Not after I put bits of fish guts in his curtain rods so they’ll rot and stink up his place.”

“Oh, fuck! You didn’t!”

“Not after I wrote ‘Fuck you you fucking fuck’ in oily, black paint on his white living room wall.”

“Oh, God!” moaned Johnny.

“So, I guess I could go over there, but I don’t think Rod will be too happy to see me. Probably wouldn’t want to give me the key to your chastity tube.”

Johnny stood and didn’t move. There was no where to move to. His mind was flayed and shattered and thinking wasn’t coming too easy.

“So, I don’t know. I don’t think a locksmith could break in to your Cellmate, that’s if you didn’t mind one working on your junk.” She giggled. “Or if he didn’t mind working on your junk.”

“Oh, God!” Johnny whirled and stomped out of the room.

“That’s bacon and eggs, lover!” she called after him.

Johnny’s clothes, the ones Ella had taken off him so she could put the Cellmate on him, were in the living room, so he dressed, and felt his dingus trying to escape form the Cellmate.

Then he went into his computer room and powered up. He spent some time researching chastity tubes and how to get out of them.

The plastic ones, the cheapies, were easy to get out. If you couldn’t break the plastic you could just cut the little padlock.

But as the quality of the tubes went up, their unbreakability rose.

The cheap metal ones were escapable, but you had to be careful. No brute force with tin snips, you had to use a drill or a small saw.

The expensive metal ones were pretty much fool proof.

The metal was thick enough that any saw one used would put the locked up one’s penis at risk.

Or his balls.

Johnny shivered at the thought of doing without his cock or balls.

They were his best friends! He couldn’t do without them!

So the Cellmate couldn’t be cut off, and it had little points on the inside so that one couldn’t get their cock free. Pull on the cock, if it happened to go down enough to be pulled, and the little points dug in and caused a wee bit of misery.

But the worst feature, in Johnny’s mind, was the electronic system which could be activated through a cell phone.

There were ten settings. The lightest one, number one, was. pleasurable, little buzz. But the settings grew more intense as they rose.

Five might make a person squirt. But not really in a pleasurable way. Having your cock all packed into the small tube when you came and the orgasm wasn’t all that much fun.

But ten was the worst. It was painful. Downright painful.

In addition, however, were the various wave settings. The buzz rose and fell in tantalizing or painful waves, and sometimes you didn’t know if you were going to cum, or if your dick was going to fall off.

Johnny was thinking of all this as he zipped up and buckled, then Ella sauntered past.

“No breakfast? Don’t get me angry, Johnny. You know I can be a bitch.”

Yes. He did know. And he realized that he was going to have to be nice to Ella, at least until she got the key and let him out.

He followed her into the kitchen.

“Sorry,” he let himself show a little grumpiness. He didn’t want to give her any kind of advantage. “But you can’t believe how unhappy this makes me.”

“Oh, don’t worry about it, Johnny. By the time I get the key you’ll be lovin’ it.”

“I doubt it.”

She just smiled, and opened the refrigerator door.

They worked together to make breakfast, and it was like old times. They knew what each other was doing, and while Johnny stirred the eggs Ella made the pancakes.

When Johnny poured the juice Ella cut a couple of slices of watermelon.

In spite of his situation, Johnny felt the ease with which they were slipping into old habits.

And he didn’t want to. He wanted out.

“Johnny,” said Ella, when they sat down to eat. “Talk to me.”

“About what?” He was still holding onto his grumpiness.

“About why you don’t want to hook up with me again.”

“That’s just it,” he said. “You treat me like a hook up. You’re not into a long relationship. It’s supposed to be men that are afraid of commitment, but I think you’re more scared than any man.”

“You could be right,” she admitted as she poured syrup over the cakes. “But do you think it’s possible that I changed?”

“Honey,” said Johnny. “I’m actually not trying to be cruel here, but…how many other men did you fuck, or even suck, while we were living together?”

“But you understand I have real appetites!”

“Fine for you, but what about me?”

She was glum for a minute after that, and she said, “Living with Rod has cured me.”

“What does that mean?”

“Rod wasn’t nice.”

“You mean he didn’t want to be your pet in a chastity tube?”

“He liked BDSM.”

Johnny tilted his head slightly in question. “You mean like spanking and stuff?”

“Yes. Stuff.”

Johnny leaned forward and placed. hand on her wrist. “What did he do to you?”

“He spanked me. He liked to tie me up and drip wax on my tits. He liked to pull me around, a chain around my neck. And…”

Johnny was surprised. Ella liked to tease and deny. A lot. But it was fun and games. She was a cheerful person in the soul.

“…then he started hitting me.”

“What?”

“Not gentle, little slaps. He liked to punch, and he’s a big guy.”

Johnny knew that. Johnny was five foot six, the same as Ella. Rod was six foot even. And he had muscles.

“Are you serious?”

She was silent now, her grin silenced, and she stared at her plate, not eating.

“Well…that’s not right.”

She looked up at him. “And I realized, when he was beating on me, that I didn’t want any more bad boys. I wanted a gentle man. One I could play with and have fun with.”

“And lock up and tease until he’s purple.” But Johnny wasn’t mean in his observation. He was thinking about Rod Peters.

Rod was a prick, everybody knew that. but to find out that he beat on women, that was too much.

“So you’ve moved out.”

“I came here, Johnny. I parked outside, but then I was afraid to come in. I treated you badly, and I was afraid of you.”

“Afraid of me?” Johnny was incredulous.

“Once you’ve been beaten by a man you’re afraid of all men.”

That was a sobering observation.

Fucking Rod Peters.

“So what’s the deal with locking me up?”

She stared at him. “I remembered all the fun we had. I want to have that fun again. I want to be with you, tease you, get you so hot you can’t stand it, then…well…isn’t that the way to your heart?” She grinned.

Johnny couldn’t help it, a smile crept across his face.

Yes, she would get him horny, but when she finally let him out it was the most incredible orgasm in the world. Hell, in the universe.

“I know Johnny. I know I hurt you, but you still feel something for me.”

Johnny said nothing, but his dick was talking in the metal cage. And talking big time.

She reached across the table and gripped his hands. She had him in metal, but she was doing the begging.

“Johnny. Give me a chance. Let me make it up to you. We’re good together, and we should be together. I’ve made my mistakes, but I’m not going to make any more.”

Johnny frowned, then tried to smooth the frown out. Damn it! He could feel his feelings for Ella coming out.

All that hurt, and all that time getting over it, tamping his emotions down, and here they come again.

“Please, Johnny?”

And he said, “Give me time to think about this.”

She nodded. “All the time in the world, Johnny.”

“And let’s talk about getting this thing off me.”

“Okay. I’ll go get the key after breakfast. And, Johnny?”

“Yes?”

“You won’t be sorry.”

The look on her face was truly happy.

Johnny drove and Ella sat in the passenger seat and nibbled on her thumb nail and kept mumbling things.

“What?” asked Johnny, unable to decipher her speech.

“I’m afraid.”

Johnny glanced at her. “Of Rod?”

“Yes.”

Heck, Rod was big and mean, and Johnny was a bit apprehensive himself.

“In and out. Get the key and…” he shrugged.

“You don’t know what he’s like.”

The trouble was, Johnny did know. Rod had a rep as a bully.

Johnny thought about the situation all the way over to Rod’s house.

He stopped the car around the corner. “I’ll go get it. Where is it?”

“It’s in a little blue bowl on the dresser in the bedroom.”

Johnny nodded. “Okay. Here we go.” Yet he sat there for a long minute, jut thinking and breathing and taking stock of all his body parts. Then he mumbled, “I can’t believe I’m doing this,” and got out of the car.

Ella got out, too, and she walked up to the corner so she could watch Rod’s front door.

Rod was the second house in, and it was an ugly, little thing. Rod never took care of it, the lawn was overgrown, and Johnny had a bad case of the nerves as he walked up the cracked and crumbling front walk.

Knock. Knock.

Wait.

Nothing.

KNOCK! KNOCK!

Damn it. If Rod wasn’t home he was just going to go in and—he heard footsteps.

The door swung back and Rod peered out, then looked past him. Then: “If it isn’t Johnny. Whose girl I stole.” He grinned. “How’s your little pecker hanging, bro.”

“Ella left you.”

Rod frowned. “Yeah. She left me a message.” Rod stepped to the side and Johnny could read the black letters scribbled across the white wall.

Fuck you you fucking fuck!

Heysoos, she really did it.

“She sent me over for a couple of things.”

“Hunh. Well, come on in.”

Johnny entered and sawHe looked around. It was as messy on the inside as the outside. There were newspapers on the floor, a dirty TV dinner plate, clothes, and…the only thing of value…a giant, big screen TV.

Rod had always wanted to play football professionally, and he was okay in his abilities. But apparently when he tried out, and tried to bully some of those truly big boys, they smacked him down.

Nothing a bully likes less than being bullied.

“Okay, what do you want?”

“Well,” now he was stuck. He had made up that story just to get in. “There was some clothes…” that should get him into the bedroom.

“Sure, come on back.”

Rod led the way into a trashed bedroom. Dirty clothes all over the place.

“What do you want? Her panties? Gonna do a little sniffing?”

Rod laughed, and leaned against the dresser with the blue bowl on it.

Johnny made a show of it. He walked around, grabbed a few things that looked nice, or at least not too trashed, and mumbled.

“What’s that?”

“She, uh…she said there was a small key somewhere, to her jewelry box or something.”

But it didn’t get past Rod. His face lit up like Christmas.

“She fucking got you!”

“What?”

Rod reached into the blue bowl and picked up the small, gold key. It was on a foot long, thin chain. He held it up and watched Johnny, a sneer on his face.

“She tried to get me into that shit. Wanted to lock my junk up and tease me. But I showed her. Man, I bruised her butt!”

Johnny was disgusted by Rod, but he let nothing show. He tried to just slough it off.

“Well, I don’t know about that. But that looks like the key.” He held his hand out.

Rod withdrew his hand.

“Not so fast, bozo. If she wants this…she’s got you in that thing. That Cellmate chastity thing. Show me.”

“Fuck off, Rod. Give me the key and I’ll be out of here.”

“Not a chance, buddy boy. Not until I see what that thing looks like.”

“Rod, don’t be a dick.”

Rod just grinned. “Well, okay. I guess I don’t really have to see it. I mean, I know that you have it on.”

He held out his hand, the key dangling from his fist.

Johnny reached for it, and Rod grabbed his arm and jerked him off balance. With his other hand he grabbed Johnny’s groin.

“Fuck!” yelped Johnny. “Get your hands off me!”

He had never been touched down there by another man. He was alarmed, freaked out, and he batted at Rod’s wrist.

Rod had a grip of the Cellmate, however, and all Johnny succeeded in doing was making Rod pull on his package.

“Fuck!” he whimpered, and Rod laughed.

“You fuckin’ sissy boy!” He laughed hysterically. “Feel that thing! You dumb—“

Johnny balled a fist and swung it between Rod’s legs.

He felt Rod’s big balls under the impact.

Rod bent forward, his face turning white and surprised.

Johnny grabbed for the key.

But Rod somehow managed to keep the key out of Johnny’s reach. He pushed Johnny away and staggered backwards…into the bathroom.

“Give me that key!” Johnny rushed forward, but Rod, his face still contorted in pain, pushed the door shut.

Then Johnny heard the most awful sound in the universe.

It wouldn’t have been awful under other circumstances, but it sure was awful now.

The toilet flushing.

“No! No!” Johnny pushed the door open and watched as the water swirled in the bowl.

Rod had a look of victory on his face.

“That’ll teach you, ya little sissy!”

Johnny was on his knees, snaking his hand into the toilet. His fingers scrabbling for the key, the chain, anything!

Rod started laughing. He was still hurting, but he thought the situation was so funny that he laughed over the pain.

“You son of a bitch! You son of a bitch!” Johnny repeated over and over. He put his forehead down on the porcelain rim and closed his eyes.

Rod reached down and grabbed Johnny by his hair. He lifted, and Johnny yelped.

“Ya got me, good buddy,” he grinned. “But I got you, too. So I guess we’re even steven. Eh?”

“Let go you fuck!”

“Sure, I’ll let you go.”

Rod walked to the front door, pulling on Johnny’s hair. He opened the door, pulled Johnny through, and gave him a kick in the butt to help him along.

Johnny stumbled and belly flopped on the lawn.

“Okay, pal. Don’t bother coming back, and tell that bitch never to show her tits around here!”

Johnny rolled over, but Rod slammed the door. He could be heard laughing uproariously behind the door.

Johnny stood up and brushed himself off. He adjusted his pants, which helped the thing hanging on his dick and balls. Then he walked down the street towards the corner.

As he walked an old lady passed him, and stared at him.

His face was red with rage, his belly was sore where he had flopped, and his cock was…trying to get erect.

“Son of a bitch!” he whispered.

He reached the corner and went to the car.

Ella was in the car, huddled on the passenger seat, staring at him with a look of fear.

He got into the car and started it up.

“Did you get the key?”

Johnny shook his head. He was close to crying.

“Why not?”

Johnny whispered, “He flushed it down the toilet.”

“He…oh, no!”

Johnny drove slowly home. He was chastened, destroyed, didn’t know what to do.

Yesterday he had been a happy camper, and so what if he had been dumped. Now everything had been reversed. He wasn’t happy, he had been ‘un-dumped,’ and now he was locked up. He couldn’t touch his cock. He had just been easily thrashed, and…and…and it was only going to get worse. Johnny had a surprise waiting for him at home.


PART TWO

Johnny and Ella walked into his house. They were silent, lost in their own worlds, trying to figure things out.

Johnny was trying to figure out how to get the Cellmate off his dingus.

Ella was now sorry she had put it on him. It had seemed like such a clever idea in the beginning, but now…now it was hurting her possibilities of getting back together with Johnny.

Johnny went into the kitchen and mixed a couple of drinks. He was at the point where he needed alcohol. He handed Ella a glass, sipped from his own and said, “I don’t…oh…no-o-o!”

He staggered, nearly dropped his glass, held to the counter.

“Johnny?”

Johnny was white now, shivering, his eyes rolling back into his head.

“Johnny?”

Then he relaxed, stood up.

“What’s going on?”

“His knees buckled and he grabbed the counter again.

For about five minutes this kept going on. Johnny kept trying to talk. but his speech was cut off. His control of his body faltered, and he kept gulping and muttering bits of sentences.

“It’s…I can…oh, fuck!”

Ella helped him into the living room and he sat on the couch, and he finally managed to say something that made sense.

“It’s my…the Cellmate…it’s…it’s vibrating!”

Ella turned white, “Oh, my God! That bastard! He’s hacked into the Cellmate app!”

She grabbed her cellphone, opened it up and showed him. The Cellmate app was open, and glaring red.

On the other end of the line Rod was moving his finger up and down on a slider, and Johnny was feeling the Cellmate go crazy.

She held the slider down and Johnny flopped back and just sagged. “Oh, my God!” he whispered.

“Oh, Johnny. I’m sorry! I didn’t know…he must have installed the app after we left. There were instructions, and…”

Johnny nodded, gulped, and looked around the room. “That was weird. I would be on the edge of cumming, then it would increase and it would hurt, then I’d be almost ready to cum again, and…it was crazy. I couldn’t control my body. It was so intense that I couldn’t handle it.”

Ella was holding her cell phone, and suddenly it buzzed.

She looked at the incoming number. She hissed, “It’s Rod!”

They stared at each other, the phone kept ringing. Then it stopped. Then it started ringing again.

“Better just answer it.”

Ella tapped the screen.

“Hey! Buddy boy and Bitch girl! How ya doing?”

“Rod, you prick! You delete that app right now!”

“You know, I didn’t even know if it was working, but I guess you just told me that, eh?”

Ella cursed.

Johnny took the phone and tapped so both he and Ella could hear. “Hi, Rod.”

“Johnny Mini-dick! How’s it hanging, my miniature friend?”

“Oh, pretty good.” He was determined not to show anger, or any emotion that would encourage Rod.

“That’s one of the reasons I didn’t want that thingus on my dingus. Ella showed me how the vibrations worked, and there was no way I wanted to shake my nuts like that.”

“Is there a purpose for this call?”

“Yeah, yeah. Let’s get to the point. I’ve still got the key.”

Silence.

“Are you there?”

“I’m here.”

“Yeah, I put it in my pocket and flushed the toilet, and you, you sucker, you fell for it.”

“And I’m supposed to believe you now?”

“Think about it. Why would I toss away the one thing that will ensure that you do whatever I want?”

There was truth in that statement, and Johnny groaned silently.

“Give us that key!” Ella snapped.

Johnny put his hand up and tried to calm her. If Rod got upset this was going nowhere.

“I don’t think so. There’s a couple of things I want first.”

“Like what?” asked Johnny.

“Like Ella.”

Big silence.

“What do you mean?”

“You think I’m going to let you take my girl away from me? Nope. No way. You can have her when I’m done with her, and not before.”

“Rod, I don’t want anything to do with you. You hit me. You hurt me. We’re through.”

“Nope. We’re through when I’ve got what I want.”

Johnny asked softly, “And what is it that you want?”

“I’d like to get my dick sucked by you, but don’t worry, I won’t cum. I’ll save that for my little sweety.

Johny and Ella looked at each other in horror.

“What?” squeaked Ella.

“What? Hard of hearing? I’d like my schlong—my big, majestic harder than steel schlong—sucked. Johnny’s got nice soft lips. He can put lipstick on them and get down there and do my dog. And you, my little honey baby, sweety pie, I want one more fuck, for old time’s sake. So you lay down and spread your legs and I’ll do the dirty—and I will cum for you—and we’ll be even steven. I’ll give you the key, you’ll be free, I’ll be happy, and maybe we can even get together for an anniversary fuck or something. Would you like that?”

“You’re crazy,” hissed Johnny.

“If crazy means horny all the time, then…yup.”

“There’s no way I’m going to let you put your dick in me again!” Ella snarled.

“And if you think I’m going to suck your peeny…you really are retarded.

“Well, have it your way. Let me know when you want to get that Cellmate off your dong. And, by the way, better keep your phone handy. At all times. Middle of the night, middle of the day—and what are you going to do when Ella has to go to work and needs her phone and she’s not available to save your lame ass?

“You are a fucking fuck,” Johnny observed in savage tones. You are a cunt licking sack of horse shit. You are…” Johnny went on and on, insulting Rod viciously. When he was done, however, he was sorry he had said anything.

“Well, buddy boy, since you feel so free in speaking your mind, I’m going to want you to suck my dick on the stage at Barney’s Bug House.”

Ella gasped.

Johnny didn’t know what the big deal was, he wasn’t going to suck Rod’s rod anyway.

Ella put her hand over the phone, started to speak, then took her hand off and said, “Rod. We’ll get back to you.”

Whatever Rod’s response was, they didn’t hear it. Ella turned the phone off that fast.

“What’s the matter?” asked Johnny.

Ella got up and walked in a circle. Bit her thumb nail. Stopped in front of him. “You don’t know what Barney’s Bug House is, do you?”

“No. But it doesn’t matter. I’m not going to suck his dick. And if he thinks he’s going to screw my girlfriend…he’s got another think coming.”

Ella melted a little. “You called me your girlfriend.”

“Well, yeah,” Johnny admitted.

“So you do still care for me.”

“Crap,” said Johnny, then, “Yeah. I can’t get you out of my mind. But that’s all the more reason for us to take a stand, to shut that idiot down. We can’t let him do this to us!”

“Okay. You’re right. But about Barney’s Bug House.”

“What about it?”

“It’s a trans bar on the edge of town.”

“A trans bar?”

“People of all sexual persuasions go there.”

“No wonder I’ve never heard of it.”

“Rod is planning to really have his revenge. I could stand having him fuck me if I had to, but Barney’s Bug House…he’s going to have you suck his weenie in front of everybody, on the stage. People will take pictures. You’ll be on Facebutt. It’s…he’s going to ruin you!”

Johnny went silent on that. They were both silent, thinking, trying to figure a way out of this dilemma.

“There’s got to be a way…” Johnny mused miserably.

The phone rang.

Ella answered it by saying, “Give us more time,” and hanging up.

But in answering the phone, in that split second of dealing with a phone instead of their problems, she had an idea.

“Johnny, I can fix it so you can,” she realized what she was saying and gulped. “You can suck his cock and not be recognized.”

That’s when it hit Johnny. He was going to have to suck another man’s penis to get out of this mess.

“I…have …to…” his mind was a swirly mess.

“I’m sorry. I can’t figure anything else out, but I can save you the terrible embarrassment of being posted on Facebutt.”

Johnny stood up and walked into the kitchen. He poured bourbon straight, drank it straight. He walked back in and sat on the couch. His facial expression was inscrutable. “Okay,” he whispered, how do I suck a man’s cock in public and not get seen?”

“Don’t sound so miserable,” she said. “I’m going to have to fuck him. And probably on stage at Barney’s.”

“Okay. Okay. Tell me.”

So she did, and Johnny gasped, and said he could never do that, and she had to feed him more bourbon, and…finally…he sagged, and agreed to her plan.

“He’s agreed,” said Johnny, hanging up the phone.

“Okay, then we have to get started.”

Johnny nodded.

“Okay, first things first, you’re going to have to learn how to suck dick.”

Johnny felt faint.

“I’m a guy,” he said.

“And you’ll be a guy afterwards. Besides, how many men would be willing to suck somebody’s dick to save their girlfriend? In my eyes, I know this sounds weird, you sucking a dick makes you more manly that I could ever imagine.”

“Easy for you to say,” murmured Johnny. “You already know about sucking cock.”

“Stay here.”

Ella ran out the front door to her car. She brought back in her suitcase. She opened it and pulled out a strap on.

“Do you go everywhere with that?”

“Ask me no questions and I’ll tell you no lies.”

She strapped on the big dick and stood in front of him.

Johnny stared at the length of fake meat pointing at him. It almost made him cross-eyed.

“Now, the thing to remember is that it’s just a piece of meat. Here, suck on my finger.”

She extended a middle digit and he dutifully did the deed. It felt so totally weird to be slurping on her finger. And it was like sucking on a dick.

“Now suck on this!” She took her finger back and thrust her hips forward.

Johnny opened his mouth and she put just the head into it.

Johnny closed his mouth. He felt the texture of the plastic. His lips fit the little lip of the head.

“Use your tongue and stroke the under part of the head. You’ll probably be able to use your hands a bit, and wouldn’t it be nice if you could get him off with your hands?”

Johnny looked up at her, and she pushed the dildo further into his mouth.

Johnny gagged.

“Uh oh. You have to learn how to relax, to get past the gag reflex.

Johnny tried again. And again. And again.

Finally, he managed to focus enough so that he didn’t gag.

“Oh, my God! You’re a natural!” she chirped.

He groused, “That’s something a guy doesn’t want to hear.”

“Sorry. Now, feel the balls on the underside?”

Johnny did.

“You have to move your moth back and forth, and squeeze his balls in harmony. That will make him cum and—“ she stopped.

They stared at each other.

“He said he wasn’t going to cum.”

“I’m sorry. I got carried away.”

“That’s okay. Maybe you better tell me what I have to do to make him cum. That way I’ll know what not to do.”

She nodded. “Okay. Now, there’s several things you can do. Squeeze the balls, ways of stroking, the under head of the dick, and the most surefire way—you really want to hear this?”

“I might as well.”

The most sure fire way of making a man cum is to stick your finger up his ass.”

Johnny stared at her.

“Now you know why I’m always playing with your butthole.”

“Oh, my God!”

“It makes you cum really fast and really hard.”

“Did you…did you do that to Rod?”

She turned a little red and nodded. “Rod’s a real butt fiend. He loves his bung hole being played with. He’s got a whole collection of butt plugs and things.

“What do you mean…’things?’ What else is there?”

Ella told him, sometimes speaking in an embarrassed whisper. But as she spoke Rod got an idea. It was a wild one, and he still might have to suck a little cock, or a big cock, if tales of Rod’s dingus were true, but…but…the more he thought the more he liked the idea.

All that week Johnny practiced sucking cock. Every hour or so Ella would saunter through the house, seek him out, and make him get down on his knees.

The weird thing is that it caused his cock to go crazy in the Cellmate.

How could that be? How could sucking a fake piece of meat cause him to try and get a boner?

But it did.

Also, during that week, Ella made Johnny wearing lingerie and make up.

It was wild, it was kinky, but her plan was simple. Go into Barney’s Bug House as a woman. A wig, make up, a dress, and nobody would know who he was.

Well, maybe if they got a direct look, but he also practiced hiding his face, turning it this way and that, keeping it looking down.

By the time Saturday rolled around Johnny was comfortable with taking a dick in his mouth. In fact, he could deep throat.

He was also comfortable in women’s clothes and make up and stuff.

So when Ella started getting him dressed on Saturday afternoon he only turned a little red.

She Naired him, she did his nails. They were red and beautiful and the fingernails were extra long.

“Rod will go crazy when you use these on him.”

Though he hated it, Johnny could talk about Rod and sucking dick.

She put him in panties and bra, garter and nylons. Then she wrapped a small corset around him, and put breast forms in his bra.

His waist being compressed made his butt flare and his chest bulge. his body was definitely looking more feminine.

“You’re going to be a lot sexier than most of the trans guys and the transvestites and all.”

That didn’t make Johnny happy, but…it also did.

Putting on female clothes, especially after spending a week getting used to them, empowered Johnny. He actually a bit of pride on looking female good.

Johnny held his breath, or at least tried to breath in a shallow manner. Ella prepared his face. He was also a little used to this, and he sat in front of a mirror while his cock went wild.

And he wondered: Why is my cock trying so hard to get hard?

When his face was done, his eyes scintillating and his lips moist and red, she fastened a wig to his scalp.

Johnny stared at himself. His face was female. In fact, he had trouble remembering what he looked like as a man.

His eyes were heavy with make up, Ella had worked the planes and shadows of his face and it changed the way he looked.

She pierced his ears, which he didn’t like, but which was one more thing that would stop him from being recognized as male.

Then she gave him a thin dress that would hide his breast forms, yet reveal the nipples on them.

Johnny couldn’t believe it.

Each new item, each bit and piece of femaleness made him harder and harder to recognize.

“Johnny?”

“Yeah?”

Ella looked a little worried. “Are you going to try that thing you told me about?”

“I’ve got it up my sleeve. If I have a chance.”

“Well, be careful. You know how bad Rod can be.”

“Honey, careful is my middle name.”

She bit her lip a bit, then simple said, “Okay. Put on your heels and let’s go.”

Johnny slipped his feet into heels and stood up. He had been practicing walking in heels all week, so he was okay. At least, he didn’t totter too badly, and he didn’t fall down.

Holding Ella’s hand, Johnny headed out for Barney’s Bug House.

Barney’s Bug House was a wild and wacky place.

It was in the country, surrounded by trees with a meandering creek out back. It had a porch with a slightly western look. The parking lot was  gravel, and it was jammed with cars.

Johnny and Ella walked to the front door. They held hands, and it would be logical to accept them as lesbians.

Inside the place was packed. People were dancing, yelling over the music, drinking and smoking and having a gay, old time.

Johnny hadn’t been there before, but Ella led him across to the bar.

Barney was a chubby fellow with big boobs. He wore a mustache, and gloried in a honky tonk piano player’s outfit, red striped shirt and sleeve garters.

“Hey, Ella. Are you ready?”

“I am. Is Rod here?”

“He is, and he gave me the key to hold.” Barney glanced at Johnny appraisingly. “Have you ever sucked a dick before?”

“No,” said Johnny.

“Well, this oughta be interesting. Remember, if you puke you lose, and I’ll give the key back to Rod.”

“But if Johnny doesn’t puke then you’ll give us the key.”

“Absolutely.”

Then Barney gave Ella a hug, held her hand briefly, and said, “I’ll go get the festivities started.”

Ella looked a little surprised, but Johnny just figured she was surprised at how fast this thing was happening.

Barney went through the crowd, and Johnny and Ella followed him. He led them up a short flight of stairs to a stage.

Rod was sitting on a stool, sipping a whiskey, and he grinned when he saw Ella and Johnny.

“Hey!” he was a little drunk. “My favorite cocksucker and his bitch!”

Rod held himself back. He adjusted the thing in his jacket sleeve. He waited.

“You’re an asshole, Rod.”

“Say that when I’m balls deep in you, bitch!” he sneered.

Barney ignored the byplay, except to grin, and he motioned to one of his people to open the drapes. The drapes opened slowly and everybody in the place looked up to where Barney was standing.

Barney stepped into the light and raised his hands. “Ladies! Gentlemen! Everything in between!”

Hoots arose in the audience. The people stood in leather and feathers, dressed as man, woman or trans or whatever they chose. Some even had their sex organs showing through holes in the front of their skirts or pants.

“Tonight we are going to be given a lesson in how to suck a cock, from a gent who has never sucked a cock!”

Cheers.

“May I present that most womanly of men…Johnny!”

Johnny knew he was moving, but he didn’t know how. He was stunned, and startled, and humiliated, and he found himself on the center of the stage.

“And in the other corner, our favorite dick…ROD!”

Loud boos rent the air. Apparently everybody knew what an asshole Rod was.

Barney yelled, “Johnny got himself accidentally locked in a chastity tube, and Barney has the only key. He won’t give it back until he gets some satisfaction!”

The crowed loved it. People were yelling and talking and making the most ribald of comments.

The two men on the stage, one standing large in jeans and flannel shirt and looking like a lumberjack, and the other one beautiful in dress and lingerie and make up, stared at each other.

Johnny’s face was bright red, but it was hard to tell. His wig, his make up, the way he held his face pointed down from the bright lights over the stage, disguised him quite well.

Rod had a big, happy sneer on his face, and he wasted no time.

He unzipped and his man meat unrolled.

It was big. His balls were big. And Johnny thanked the Gods that he had practiced on a big dildo.

Still, it was going to be a stretch.

The crowd cheered, and there were a few lusty remarks about the health of Rod’s dingus.

Johnny was frozen, but he knew he needed more access. He motioned, and Rod let his pants fall.

Johnny gulped. He stepped forward.

Rod said loudly, “Let’s see the top of your head, bitch!”

Johnny knelt, and Rod stepped forward.

For a moment Johnny panicked, then he heard Ella behind him, and he grew calm.

He had practiced this. He was ready for this. He could do this.

Rod’s dick loomed, the head big and red.

Johnny reached forward and grabbed Rod’s balls. They were a handful and he held them in each hand, and he opened his mouth and took hat dick in.

It wasn’t bad.

Heck, it was only a dick. A bit smelly, but…he began to move his mouth forward and back. And he remembered what Rod had said. He wasn’t going to cum.

Except Johnny had decided he was going to.

He moved his body closer and reached up his sleeve. Nobody could see it, their attention was on Johnny’s red lips. Rod’s thick, hairy legs hid his hand.

Johnny held a ‘Pear.’ It was metal, shaped like a pear, and the full name was ‘Pear of Anguish.’

Johnny pushed it up Rod’s ass, and Rod began to cum. And it was fortunate that he was distracted by the sudden explosion of cum coming from his dick, because he couldn’t get around to stop Johnny.

The Pear was all the way in and Johnny pressed the button on the back.

Click, and the Pear opened up. It opened up into four leaves, and now the thing was firmly lodged in Rod’s ass, and with no way to get it out. It required a key, and Johnny had the key.

What went in small was not going to come out big. That’s not the way sex works. In sex what goes in big comes out small, just the opposite of the Pear.
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Rod squeaked a yelp and jumped back. His hands went to his ass.

He was full. His heinie had been bombed! He tried to pull the Pear out, but it wasn’t moving.

“What’d you do!”

Johnny stood up and wiped the goo from his red lips. His dick was in overdrive, but there was no where it could grow. He said, “I put a Pear of Anguish up your ass. And I’ve got the key!”

“Get it out! Get it out!” Rod hopped around, grabbing at his ass. He tripped over his pants and fell down and rolled around. He was crying, but there was nothing he could do.

The crowd thought it was the ultimate ‘gotcha.’ They cheered, and people near the edge of the stage doused the rolling Rod with their beer.

Johnny moved back and stood next to Ella.

Finally, Rod got back to his feet. His hand was still working, trying to get the Pear out. Little flecks of cum were dropping from his dick. The Pear was pushing on his prostate and he was really being emptied out.

“Give me the key,” he begged.

“Oh, I don’t know,” said Johnny. “I think there’s a lot of people out there that would like to get their cocks sucked.”

Everybody in the place cheered.

“Please! I’m sorry!” He turned to Barney, “Give them their key!”

“I already did,” said Barney, which made Johnny glance at him. “But the problem here is this: we got a new situation. Your blackmail is done, now Johnny’s blackmail has to be done.”

Rod yelled, and begged, and pleaded, but it was no use.

When Johnny and Ella were going out the door a long line had formed, and Rod was on his knees. Somebody had painted his lips red, and he was bawling like a baby, but he was delivering blow jobs.


Epilogue

Johnny and Ella drove home silently.

Ella was happy, she hadn’t had to fuck Rod.

Johnny was wondering.

They walked into the house and Johnny asked, “When did Barney give you the key?”

“Before we went up on stage.”

“So you had the key before I…before I…”

“Before you sucked cock.”

“But why? Why didn’t you tell me?”

Ella grinned. “Honey, now why would I do that? You practiced so hard, all week long. It would have been a shame not to let you suck dick.”

“But…but…”

“Besides, you know what a sense of humor I have.”

Johnny shook his head. “Okay. You got me. Now let me have the key.”

“What key?”

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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