

The House of BDSM!

A small man discovers a big world!

Grace Mansfield


Copyright © 2023

All rights reserved. No part of these books may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without the written permission of the author.

[image: Changed cov use.jpg]

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


PART ONE

Bob read the ad in the Times.

WANTED:

man, short and slender.

Six figures salary,

Sex is required.

Inquire 345 Pickens St.

Tuesday ~ 9 AM ~ the 14th.

There were lots of ads like that in the newspaper, these being rather rough times, but none of them mentioned ‘sex.’

That one word alone inspired Bob.

Unfortunately, the ad was seen by hundreds of other men.

Bob rounded the corner onto Pickens St and saw the line. He almost left, would have left, except that he stood on the corner for a minute and thought about other opportunities, of which there were none.

The line was proceeding at a fast walk.

Hundreds of men were lined up at 345, they walked into the front door almost as fast as they could walk.

Bob looked down 3rd St., to the back door of the building, and men were coming out as fast as they had gone in.

Shaved, groomed, in their best, tall and studly men were going in and coming out.

What kind of hiring practice was this?

He sauntered down the block and looked into the building, but he couldn’t see anything.

But the men kept going in.

And coming out.

Bob’s curiosity alive, he walked to the end of the line and took his place.

Bob was short, and he was slender. That left him out of a lot of jobs. He wasn’t physically suited for warehousing or dock work or digging ditches. He just wasn’t the big and strong type.

A half a minute and he was halfway to the door to 345. He looked back up the block. More men had lined up behind him. Nobody seemed put off by how fast the line was moving.

He heard two men talking. “Any idea what’s going on?”

“Nope. I don’t even know what the job is.

“I wonder how many people they have interviewing in there. This line is moving awfully fast.”

Bob didn’t tell them that people were, around the corner, going out as fast as they were going in.

He reached the front door. The line went down a hallway to a door. A doorman was standing just inside the door. He passed men in quickly and efficiently.

As Bob got closer he could hear a voice inside the room. “Next. Next. Next.”

It was a woman’s voice, and it was no nonsense. The doorman showed another man into the room with every utterance of the woman’s voice.

As Bob reached the final few feet he managed to peek through the open door.

Men would walk to a desk behind which was a tall woman. The woman was gorgeous. She had a figure curvier than a snake, bluer than blue eyes, and a face that could have been on an ancient, Greek statue.

The men would stand for a moment. The woman barely glanced at them, then handed them a slip of paper. The man would read the paper and leave.

Bob reached the doorway.

“Next?”

He was shown into the room.

Bob walked to the desk and stopped.

The woman glanced, blinked, looked, and smiled.

“Show me your penis.”

Bob blinked.

“Come on. Be embarrassed if you wish, but show me your cock.”

His face red, aware that none of the men before him had had to reveal themselves, Bob unbuckled, unzipped, and presented his penis.

Bob was not well endowed.

One would think that the size of a cock would be proportionate to the size of the body. If a six foot man had a six inch dick, then a seven foot man would have a seven inch dick, and a five foot man would have a five inch dick.

Unfortunately, not even this simplicity applied to Bob.

He was under five foot, almost a dwarf, but not quite, and his penis was…puny.

He was but three inches long. Hard.

While he didn’t let that stop him from living life, it did afford him some embarrassment, and a dearth of girlfriends.

He had been told, often enough, ‘Is that all you’ve got?’

It was, and so what, and simply lived a monk’s life.

He hated it. He wished he had a schlong that would make grown women shriek and run, but it was what it was, and those were the cards he had been dealt.

All of which made it quite surprising when the beautiful woman behind the desk stated, “You’re hired.”

She stood up and called to the doorman. “Okay, Charles, tell them the position has been filled.”

Bob stood, rigid, humiliated.

He saw the papers on the desk that the woman had been handing out.

Thank you,

Sorry, but I can’t use you.

Please exit to the right.

The woman came around the desk. There was a pair of chairs to the left and she pulled them around and indicated he should sit down.

Bob sat, and she sat opposite him.

“How old are you?”

“Twenty-Six.”

“Is $100,000 a year all right?”

Bob spluttered a bit, but managed to answer yes.

“You’ll be expected to live on premises. You will be on call on Friday evening through Sunday night. Other than that, your time is your own. Is that satisfactory?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“And your name is…?”

“Bob.”

“Very well, Bob. Here is the address. You may move in anytime before this Friday night. There is a chance that you will be needed this weekend, for the whole weekend, so be prepared.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Do you have any questions?”

“Uh, yes. What will my duties be?”

“Ah, yes. Your duties. Your duties will be to please me. Past that, I have no answer. This is a learn as you go position. Are you comfortable with that?”

“Yes.”

The fact of the matter was that Bob had not had a job for months. People just didn’t hire short people. Not for clerking or selling or even testing mattresses.

Of course, he could find a job in a circus, except that, quirk of fate, he was ever so slightly too tall for that.

One man had offered him a job scraping gum off the underside of desks, and laughed as Bob walked all the way out of the room.

Add to that that he was out of unemployment,  and he couldn’t live at home because his mother had been put in a senior care facility, and he scraping the bottom of the barrel for luck.

And the sum of the matter was that Bob would accept any position, do any job, and be grateful.

“Very well. Report to my house at your convenience, and I will let you know about this weekend on Friday night. Do you need an advance on your salary?”

“No,” he lied.

“Charles, please pay Bob one week in advance.”

Bob blinked.

The woman explained, “You are shabby. I like non-shabby. Mind you, that won’t effect your employment. I will have clothes for you as is necessary. Anything else?”

There was nothing else, but she raised her voice and spoke to the doorman, “Charles? Anything else?”

“No, ma’am.”

“Excellent. We shall go.”

She stood up, gathered a coat and an umbrella as a drizzle had started. As she opened the umbrella Bob asked, “Uh…”

“Yes, Bob?” She turned to him, sprightly, a happy smile on her beautiful face.

“Could I ask your name?”

“Oh, silly me. Of course. My name is Caledonia Isabella Josephine Moloughney. You may call me Cal. Please don’t call me ‘Ma’am,’ it makes me feel old. Charles calls me that merely to cause me pique. Well, if that will be all, then I shall see you Friday night.” She began to walk towards the door, then stopped and whirled to him again, “Did you need a lift anywhere?”

“No, Ma—Cal.”

She smiled, a blessing of white teeth and pure atmosphere. “Very good.”

Then she was gone. Out the door, Charles wrote a check, threw it at Bob, and hurried after her.

Only after she had gone did Bob realize that his zipper was still down, that he had been on display the whole time.

Not that it mattered.

He had a job! He was no longer unemployed! He was a success!

Sort of. He still had a lot of questions, including what it was he was really supposed to do.

The general drift was that he would go somewhere with her, accompany her, and…do whatever needed to be done.

But what would she want to be done?

Still, he had a job, and a whole one weeks salary. He looked at the check that Charles had scribbled and handed to him. $2000.

His last job had been $1000 a month!

Zowie!

And he wondered what kind of clothes Cal was going to want him to wear.

Well, as long as he wasn’t shabby, he supposed.

He left the building, his jacket held over his head to block the rain, and was shortly soaked.

But, soaked is a frame of mind, so he made it across town and deposited the check in his bank. He walked out with $500 and headed for a haberdashery.

Clothes were usually not a problem for him. He merely bought large children’s sizes. Mindful that he had to look good, he bought a couple of pairs of slacks, a couple of shirts, a couple of nice jackets. He made do with his socks, so what if they were holey nobody could tell, and bought a good pair of shoes.

And a hat.

He felt a like a million dollars as walked out of the store. The rain had lessened to a pizzly drizzle, and he braved it to a dollar store where he bought the cheapest umbrella he could find. Which was one dollar and twenty-one cents.

Hunh! False advertising!

But, so what? With his new salary he could afford 21 cents.

He crossed town again and entered his apartment. He took down the eviction notice, sipped from the faucet before it went dry (the water had been shut off but he still got a bit of drainage from the loose pipes in the rest of the apartments, and gathered his belongings together.

A bag of clothes that were worn but comfortable. A short stack of books, he liked to read, especially Grace Mansfield books, and a desiccated flower in a cracked pot.

On consideration he decided to leave the cracked pot and scraggly flower, and he walked out the door.

Never to return, he hoped.

He walked to a bus station and asked which bus would get him closest to the address Cal had given him.

No bus.

But he was able to get a ride to within five miles of his destination, and so bought a ticket and was shortly bouncing along and watching the countryside pass.

Cal lived in the country, and Bob stared at the passing fields, the grazing cows, the crows sitting on the fences.

Bob had never been to the country. He was a city boy from the word go. He found the journey interesting, however.

It was even interesting when he stepped off the bus with his two bags and looked around.

A long road with the backside of a dwindling bus.

Fresh air—thank God it wasn’t still raining.

Sounds he had only heard on the television.

Sighing, he looked at the road sign and began the three mile trek to a two mile driveway.

He was on his way!

He walked up a driveway through a large, dense forest. He could hear animals in the woods. Chittering, braying, barking, coughing, whatever.

That was a little unnerving for a city boy, but he weathered the jaunt well.

After all. He had a job!

He came out on a huge lawn. Well trimmed. Green and lush. On the far side of the lawn were bushes, immaculately carved into shapes. Mostly squares and balls, but he saw a couple of what looked like lions.

Behind the bushes was the house.

It was a magnificent edifice. Three stories tall with several chimneys, lots of gables, and shiny, glass windows.

It almost felt alive, it was so clean.

A man was on a ladder painting the side of the house. The man waved cheerfully to Bob, and Bob returned the wave.

He was happy to see that other people who worked at the house were happy. That spoke well of Cal.

Bob walked around the drive and mounted the steps. Up close the house was even more impressive. The woodwork was old and well cared for. The porch had no sprung boards. The window trim was fresh painted, and the windows were, of course, shiny clean.

Bob reached for a pull knob to the side of the  large front doors. He pulled it out and let it snap.

GONG! resounded throughout the house.

No need to knock on that sucker twice!

A moment passed, and Bob heard footsteps.

Charles opened the door and gave a wan smile. “Welcome, Bob. Come on in.”

Charles led him across large living room with couches you could sink into, pictures that had to be on loan from museums, and rugs that left a rim of good hardwood showing on the edges.

“You will forgive my familiarity, Bob, but we are pretty much equals. I have been with Cal for many years, but we are both employees. Is that okay with you?”

“Absolutely.”

“Very good. This will be your room. Come find me in the kitchen when you are settled and I will show you around.”

“Thank you.”

Charles turned, smiled a bit wider, and said, “No, it is I that thank you.”

Then he was gone.

Bob looked down the hallway at the receding but rigid back.

Curiouser and curiouser.

He turned to his room.

Compared to his old lodgings, it was a palace. It had a thick Persian rug, two tall windows, a high ceiling—which really reduced his stature in his own eyes—and a poster bed.

A big poster bed. With a canopy. And half a dozen fluffy pillows.

And it was pink.

Frilly pink.

With a bathroom off to the side.

Bob wandered across the space. He pressed his hands on the frilly, pink bed.

He walked into the bathroom. Oddly, there were a lot of feminine items. Make up, brushes, curlers, potions by the gallon.

Hunh! The last worker must have been a woman.

Bob exited the bathroom, crossed the room again, and entered a large closet.

Again, femininity. Dresses and slips, robes and leggings, underwear by the ton, and some of the underwear was quite sexy.

There were a few male items, but the male clothes were outnumbered by the female clothes.

And he noticed, looking at the dresses hanging so politely, that the garments were all small. Smaller than the normal person. In fact, the items would probably fit him!

Bob wondered at who had occupied this room before. He was shorter than nearly all men, and most women, but whoever had gathered these clothes was no taller than him.

He put his bag of clothes under the bed.

He put the books he had been reading on the side table.

He climbed up on the bed and lay on his back.

It was soft. He was sinking in.

A shadow passed onto him. He looked up and saw Charles at the door. Charles had that wan smile on his face, and he wagged a finger. “No shoes on the bed. Bob.”

“Oh, sorry.”

“You are to be forgiven. I am temporary of no use in the kitchen, would you like to start your tour?

“Of course. “ Bob hopped off the bed and trotted to the door.

Charles gave him the cook’s tour. They covered the downstairs thoroughly, looking in closets, opening windows, and so on.

“You may take anything you wish out of this refrigerator. I check for spoilage weekly, so be prepared to find things gone. Leave a note for any groceries you prefer.

“This closet has a secret panel and passage.” Charles took him down a short passage and stopped at a fork. “This way leads outside. If you ever need to get outside fast, and to a point the police are not prepared for, this is the way.”

“You really need a secret passage to get away from the police?”

“Oh, no. But we have one. Many of these older homes have such things.”

“What’s down this way?”

“That leads to the dungeons. You may go there any time, but I suggest you let Cal take you there. It will be much more fun that way.”

Bob thought, Fun?

They went out to a sunroom with a pool table. “Do you play?”

“Sorry.”

“Well, I will teach you. It is a relaxing game, and hones the intellect.”

“Okay.”

They went upstairs. The second room had a few offices and a few bedrooms. Everything was clan and in its place.

The third floor was all bedrooms.

And at the end of the third floor was a small door, Charles would have to bend to enter, but Bob wouldn’t, that led to a cupola.

“I often come here to read. I find the views quite relaxing.”

Bob walked around the room, looking out the windows. The house was, indeed, surrounded by forest. The man he had seen painting was now riding a lawnmower over the acreage. Two deer were grazing at the far end of the lawn.

“It is peaceful,” agreed Bob.

“Wonderfully so,” Charles almost seemed lost as he stood next to Bob and gazed at the endless trees and the blue sky.

No trace of rain here.

Bob didn’t know why he asked it, probably just to make conversation, and probably because it seemed incongruous to need relaxation in this wonderful place. “So what do you need to relax from?”

Charles sighed. And Bob could swear he felt a tremor of tenseness travel through Charles.

“Oh, this and that. I’ll let Cal explain that to you.”

And the tour was over.

Bob returned to his room, took his shoes off, and lay on the wonderfully soft bed. He stared up at the pink canopy. He sighed. He slept.

He finally had a job.

For the next few days, until Friday, Bob slept, wandered, learned the rudiments of pool, and it was like a vacation.

There was a swimming pool off the back patio, but he had no swim suit. Charles told him he didn’t need a swimming suit. Bob thought about it. He was virtually alone in the wilderness, so why not?

He met the gardener, and a young lady who came in twice a week, Monday and Friday, and cleaned the house.

Charles said the cleaning had to be done on Friday because Cal wanted the house immaculate on the weekend should they have guests. Monday was to clean up after the guests had done their damage.

By Friday Bob was bored. He wanted to get to work, he wanted to feel useful.

Friday noon he heard Charles running through the house and calling to him and the maid. “Bob! Lisa! Front porch!”

Bob had been warned, and was wearing a good suit. Not shabby. The maid, a buxom thing with pretty lips and a sense of humor, wore her maid outfit.

They lined up on the porch and watched as an Atom. drove up the driveway.

It didn’t just drive it sailed!

An Ariel Atom is a $200,000 car. It has rails instead of a body, accelerate to 60 in 2.7 seconds, and accommodates two.

It slid to a stop in front of the steps and Cal climbed out.

“Good morning…good morning!” She spoke cheerfully. She was wearing black tights, a purple dress that flared out, and gorgeous bosoms.

Such a weird outfit, one that only be worn by a person with total confidence. Any less that total confidence and the person would look like a schlub.

She climbed the steps and patted Charles on the side of the face, whispered something naughty to the maid, then stopped in front of Bob.

“And, Bob! You’ve arrived.” Then she whispered, “That is a terrible suit. You really have no sense of fashion, do you?” But she was laughing and having a good time, so her words didn’t hurt, but made him laugh and wish to do better.

And that was it. She swished into the house.

“Very good,” complimented Charles, and the maid left to do her maidly things.

“What now?” asked Bob.

“Oh, who knows,” chuckled Charles. “We never know, but whatever it is, it will be grand.”

Then he left, and Bob was left to wonder.

What would the weekend bring?

The afternoon whiled away, a little pool, a walk through the forest  on a path Bob had discovered, and waiting.

At six o’clock Charles came for Bob. 
“Her majesty is waiting, Bob.”

Bob followed Charles up to the third floor and into a master bedroom.

Cal was sitting at a writing desk, gazing out the window with a thumbnail behind a tooth. She turned with a smile. “Excellent. How are you, dear Bob?”

“Very good, Cal.”

It would have been formal, except for the instant excitement Cal infused the air with.

“Do you like living the good life? Nothing to do all day…and all day to do it in?”

“It is a bit much.” Bob was trying not to smile. Cal was wearing a peignoir that revealed all.

“Charles, if you could remove your clothes.”

Bob’s mouth opened slightly.

Charles quickly undid buttons, zippers and buckles. In a moment he was standing naked. And not just naked, but with a big, fat, beautiful hard on.

Bob found himself staring.

Charles had a fantastic physique, muscles on his muscles, but it was his penis that was most daunting. It was so long. And it throbbed.

Bob forced himself not to stare, but he felt. like he was on another planet, standing right next to this awesome example of manhood.

“Very good, Charles. If you could fetch us all some drinks?”

Charles left the room. Naked. His dick waving back and forth as he walked. Certainly not ashamed of his incredible boner.

“Take your clothes off, Bob.”

Bob’s mouth dropped open. “Pardon me?”

“Off with the duds. I want to see that magnificent weenie.”

Poor Bob. At an impasse. He had shown the goods, and now was being shown the goods again, and…what did he expect?

Yet, after seeing Charles, being set up for comparison, he was humiliated before the fact.

“Come now, wee one. Frighten me.”

It was her laughing manner that did it. She was laughing, but not laughing at him.

He drew down his zipper.

Cal laughed. “Not a tiny peek. I want to see everything.”

Bob unbuckled, dropped his pants and drawers, took off his shirt, and stood quietly.

Cal was leaning back in her chair, observing, not smiling.

“Oh, Lord,” she said. “And were you abused as a child for your lack of understanding? Were you subject to laughter and smirks?”

“I didn’t show anybody. Eventually I became used to the fact that I would never…’measure up.’

“Measure up. Oh, that’s a good one. Come here.”

Bob felt like he was made out of wood, he felt a bit faint. He stumped across the room.

Cal took his whole package in one hand. And her hand wasn’t unduly large. She bent, lifted his penis, pulled it, and even hard it was just three inches.

“Oh, my,” she whispered. “You should be proud.” She took him in her mouth, and it was the most glorious mouth that Bob had ever been taken by. Her lips were so soft, her tongue swirled around the head, then slid under the shaft to slap at his balls.

“Oh,” he said. “Oh!”

She smiled as she let go and straightened up. “Serve us, please.”

Bob didn’t understand, until he noted that Charles had entered the room with a tray upon which was good bourbon, a bowl of ice and a six pack of Coke.

As Charles prepared the drinks Cal said, “I prefer bourbon and Coke, I’m such a peasant. We’ve got lots of other liquors if you wish to imbibe and choose a more preferred libation. Charles, have you shown Bob the liquor cabinet?”

“No, ma’am.”

“Oh, you bad boy. We shall stripe you for that.”

She turned to Bob, who was sipping at his drink.

“No doubt you are wondering what kind of debauched Philistines you have fallen in with. And bad us, we won’t tell you. But we will show you. Now, up with your drink and tell me your sad story. And make sure you tell me about that wonderful cock of yours.

So there sat Bob, naked, with naked Charles and Cal in just a flimsy peignoir.

He told her of how he had been sickly as a child, being malnourished and an orphan. He explained of orphanages and their pecking orders. He explained of foster parents who were sometimes wonderful, and sometimes bastards.

He told of a life where short people had to look up, and were usually looked down upon. And as he told his story he grew increasingly maudlin, despondent, and sad.

Finally, he was done. It wasn’t a long story, after all; it was just a story of the same old same old and not much he could do about it.

He sat in his chair, naked, his little cock soft, and when he finished speaking there was a moment of silence.

Then a spurt of compressed air from Cal. A chuckle from Charles. Then laughter, laughter building, laughter cresting, laughter from Charles who held his belly and rolled on the floor, and from Cal, who was crying tears of laughter as she slapped her knee.

Bob, mortified, stood up to leave.

“No…no,” managed Cal. “Don’t let him leave, Charles.

Charles latched on to one of Bob’s ankles with one hand. It was a strong hand, and it held him firm.

Bob raised a foot and stomped on Charles hand. Except that Charles removed his hand and Bob struck the floor with his heel, which hurt, and Charles grabbed that ankle. Then Charles simply pushed that ankle and Bob came tumbling down.

Charles and Cal began to control themselves, though it took a bit of tear wiping.

Now Bob was crying, but not tears of laughter.

“Charles, will you please wait in the hall?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Charles exited the room, closed the door, and it was silent except for Bob’s sniffles.

“I didn’t come her to be made fun of?”

“What did come here for, Bob?”

“I…I don’t know.”

“You say you’ve gotten used to the idea of that ridiculous prick, but here you are, all upset and whining. Dry your tears Bob, and I will tell you a story.”

Bob dried. He was sitting on the floor now, and Cal had taken off her peignoir and sat on the bed.

“Come here now. Lay in my arms.”

One part of Bob didn’t want to. One part of Bob wanted to run out in indignation. But a man with a small dick doesn’t have much dignity, anyway.

Bob went to the bed, Cal took his arm, helped him on to the bed, and arranged them so they were facing each other. Her hand went to his groin and began playing with him.

“Once upon a time there was an ugly, little girl. She was ugly and nobody would play with her.”

She bent her head and kissed his nipples, sucked on them.

“She lived a lonely life, no friends, nobody’s shoulder to cry on. It was bad.”

She went lower and sucked on his penis.

“She grew up and was, for a while, quite bitter.”

She took both his balls in her mouth and rolled them around like ben wah balls. Her hand played with the head of his cock and Bob was breathing hard.

She slithered up the length of his body and kissed him.

“Then she made a decision. She would take the most beautiful people in the world, make them her friends, and fuck them.”

She was on top of him now, pushing him over, fitting his cock to her snatch.

“Do you know how she did this?”

Bob shook his head. From tears he had gone to complete enthrallment.

“One word…” she smiled as she slid the short length down his pole. “Plastic surgery.”

Then they were fucking.

Or, least she was fucking.

Bob was short, he barely fit inside her, and she ground her weight down, trying to get more.

But there was no more.

“Oh, fuck! Bob! Can’t you grow another inch?

She pressed down in frustration. She moved her mons fiercely, and Bob tried.

But there was only so much he could give.

For a long minute she tried.

Bob was close, but every time he started to grunt she would back off, reach under, twist his balls.

“OH!”

“Don’t you even think about it my tiny man!”

Again and again and again, and, finally, she had had enough.

“Charles!”

The door slammed open and Charles came rushing into the room.

Cal rose up and pushed Bob aside. Charles finished the movement by pulling him onto the floor. Then Charles was on top of Cal, sinking to the balls, grunting like a man swinging an ax, which, it must noted, his cock was like in this mad moment.

From the floor Bob stared, his mouth open, his little cock jutting out. He watched as two large, beautiful muscular bodies merged and surged and gave spent to the urge.

He was stunned, amazed, and he reached down and jerked his cock.

“YES…YES…YES…” Cal moaned out loudly.

“Unh…Unh…Unh!” Charles shot his seed deep inside her.

Then they were done, him laying on her, spent, exhausted, and they heard.

“Oh, shit!”

They turned their heads and saw Bob spurt a couple of drops.

And they began to laugh.


PART TWO

Bob’s first inclination was to leave. To walk out, go back to the big city, and…just leave.

Why he didn’t depart is simple. What would he go to?

A city where he had few friends, no prospects, and would be reduced to begging on the streets?

Yet to stay in this place, to suffer such indignity, it was almost unthinkable.

Talk about being between a rock and a hard place.

Still, he might have left, except that after Cal and Charles stopped laughing Cal got out of bed and came after him.

Bob was walking down the hallway in a huff, and Cal came out of the bedroom and called to him. “Stop right there, Bob.”

Bob stopped. Tears were leaking from his eyes. His head was bent forward and he felt like sinking right into the earth.

Cal reached him, led him a couple of feet further and sat him on the top of the stairs. She sat next to him, put an arm over his shoulders. She had snagged her peignoir and slipped it on as she had run after him, and the soft material encircled him. She hugged him, kissed the side of his head.

“Bob You have a wonderful opportunity here. If you want to leave now, and be all offended, I’ll give you some money and you can go. But listen to my proposal first.”

Bob was trying to stop snuffling.

“Do you know why I chose you? Out of all the hundreds of men that applied for this job?”

He shook his head. She dried his eyes with the lapel of her peignoir.

“You were short, and while that doesn’t necessarily mean a small penis—I have known midgets with monsters—there was something about you, a righteous suffering, that told me you were the one. The expression on your face, the pride that was not justified…I knew you were the one.”

She hugged him, her large breasts pressing against him.

“Then, just now, you enjoyed me. You fucked with a mania that is rare. You wanted a bigger dick, and it made me want a bigger dick, and do you know what would have happened had Charles not been there?”

Bob shook his head. He couldn’t look at her, but he was listening with all his might.

“You would have squirted and I would have been left high and dry. You would have won, and I would have been the one to ‘beat my meat,’ if you will, and you would have been the one laughing.”

Bob frowned, he was starting to think.

“Do you understand what power that gives you over me? Over the one you choose to fuck?”

He mumbled, “But who would want to fuck me? Especially after seeing the size of my penis?”

“You would be surprised, Bob. Many people think that women all want a big dick, and that is true, but more than that, they want any dick that is different. They might laugh at you, and say mean things, but in their heart of hearts that are just dying to try out your mini-weenie.”

Bob managed to look at Cal.

She leaned down to him and kissed him on the lips. Very polite, but honest. No subterfuge.

“So, if you want to leave, you certainly may, but if you stay then I will use you, and I will give you the opportunity to fuck those who have shamed you.”

“How?”

“I am rich, and my friends are all right. We are a society to ourselves, and what do you think we do for fun?”

Bob couldn’t imagine. He had never been rich.

“We fuck each other over. If Sam has a beautiful wife we all try to make love to her, behind his back, in front of his face, whenever and wherever. If Martha has a lover we try to suborn that lover to our own affairs. If Charles is a stud, we try to get him drunk and bend him over a barrel. Making a stud into a sissy is one of our favorite sports.”

“And this helps me how?”

“You will become famous among our society as the greatest stud. You will become sought after, people will throw money at you for a chance to experience your penis.”

“But once it becomes known that I’m really not that much down there…”

“Don’t you worry about that. You see, I have a plan.”

At that moment Charles was coming down the hallway. He stepped past the two on the steps. “I’ll see to dinner.”

“Charles?”

He turned on the steps below Cal and Bob. His dick was still long, even soft it was massive, and it was two feet in front of Bob. Bob’s eyes were almost crossed as he contemplated that huge missile of meat. Why had the Gods been so cruel?

“You were very mean to Bob in the bedroom. You made him feel terrible.”

Charles smiled insincerely, “I do apologize.”

“Not enough,” murmured Cal sweetly.

“Oh, no,” muttered Charles.

“That’s right. Spread your legs.”

“Here? I might fall down the stairs.”

“You might. Now spread.”

Gulping, yet looking strangely excited, Charles spread his legs.

“Bob, as amends for his scurrilous behavior, Charles is giving you one punch to his balls.

Bob stared at Cal.

“What?”

“One punch, to his apples. Make sure your fist is tight. Men have hurt their hands on those wonderful globes.”

“You’re kidding.”

“Actually, I’m not. You see, Charles, for all his magnificence, has a profound weakness. He likes pain.”

Bob looked up at Charles.

“Yes, Bob. I hate to say it, but the greater the pain the more I love it. I have been kicked and punched by the best. I daresay your little attempt will merely titillate me.”

Such proud words, yet Charles was gulping and his chin was up.

Bob stood up. He looked up at Charles, over to Cal, who nodded, and back to Charles.

Bob was not a vindictive man. He was a kind man, a man who had learned to live with his short comings, and to view mankind in kind lights in spite of the way he had been treated.

But Charles testicles hanging down behind that gargantuan piece of meat…

“Charles, hold your penis up. Give Bob a target.”

Charles was really gulping now, and he gripped his king dong and held it up.

Bob stared at the huge baseballs. He had never touched a man there before, but now, he couldn’t help himself, he reached out and poked Charles left testicle, the bigger one.

It was soft and spongey for an inch, then it was hard.

Cal sat to the side on the steps, smiling, anticipating. “Come now, Bob. You know you want to, and Charles will really enjoy this. Won’t you, Charles.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

So Bob did it. He wound up an arm, swung it, and smacked Charles right in the testicles.

It was like hitting a speed bag, the large balls swung back hard, then returned as if for another punch.

Another punch wasn’t needed. Charles gasped and grabbed his package. His knees hit the step above the one his feet were on. He bent over, crumpled to the side, and began to roll down the steps.

Cal was almost screaming with laughter. Bob was stunned. He had actually punched Charles in the nuts! What had possessed him?

But, looking at Cal, laughing so hard she was doubled up on the stairs, he knew.

This woman was wicked, but…she was wicked in the most wonderful way.

Charles came to a stop at the bottom of the steps.  He was bent over. One hand was massaging his nuts, the other hand was stroking himself.

Cal watched for a few seconds, then called down, “Don’t you dare cum!”

“Yes, ma’am.’” And he stopped stroking. He wasn’t able to get to his feet, however.

“Nice punch, Bob,” he murmured over his pain.

Cal stood up. “Yes, Bob, that was a beautiful punch. Tell me, do you like pain?”

“No.” That was an easy one.

Cal smiled, then when you are tested be firm. Explain that you don’t like pain, and the members of my little society will respect your wishes. If you’re sincere. Unfortunately, when you put pain and sex together, it becomes quite heady. You may find it difficult to be sincere. But I’ll leave that up to you.”

At that, Cal led the way down the stairs. She reached Charles and toed him gently. “Hurry with the dinner, Charles.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Dinner was a quiet affair. Charles served, and Cal sat at the head of the table. Bob was invited to sit next to her, and she lectured him as to how to behave with her friends. There were times he was to be polite and circumspect, and there were times when the rules went out the window.

She also spoke of the dungeon, and promised to take Bob there after his meal had settled.

Charles played the part of the butler, serving braised ribs, asparagus, mashed potatoes. And he gave Bob two scoops of ice cream, and Cal only one.

Cal snorted at that, but had a slight smile on her face. When Charles was in the other room she whispered, “Good punch, Bob.”

All of which really made Bob wonder.

What had he gotten himself into?

After dinner they all sat on the patio and enjoyed the sunset. It left Bob feeling relaxed and quite complacent.

“Well, Bob, would you like to see my dungeon?”

Charles jumped up. “I’ll be doing the dishes.” And disappeared.

Bob looked after him, then at Cal. “If it scares him that much then I don’t know.”

Cal stood up and took his hand. “Don’t let that old party pooper scare you. It’s just a dungeon.”

Cal led him through the house. She was wearing a long, translucent robe, tied in the front, which left nothing to the imagination.

Bob followed, eyes to her flesh, dazed by her abundant flesh and charms.

She led him into the closet, pushed on the back wall and it gave way. Down the short passage, and turned to the right. A short passage, down some stairs, and the atmosphere changed. It became…medieval.

Instead of wood and cement it became dank bricks. Instead of merely being a passage through the earth it became a route through time.

It was easy to imagine slaves and whips, debaucheries conducted by the Marquis de Sade, Torquemada in all his glory.

Another short passage and they arrived at the heart of Cal’s Inquisition. She stood, feet spread, arms folded under her ample breasts, and a look of pride upon her face.

“Behold, a place of ultimate truth.”

Bob stared in wonder. A large room, 30 by 40, with three cells at the end of the room, along the 30 foot wall. The cells had thick iron bars for prisoners to cling to and gaze in horror at the whippings and scourgings occurring in the big room. There were chains hanging from the wall on the right, and Bob could imagine prisoners hanging by their shackles, their arms being stretched until they gave way.

On the wall to the left were a series of different types of pillories. Pillories for the necks, the ankles and wrists, and even one for a cock.

On the main floor were devices. A rack, a Judas Cradle, various other items, and, in the center, a swayback bench.

The rack was easily understood. A bed of ropes upon which one lay until they were stretched to the breaking point.

The Judas Cradle was a pyramid with several ropes to help position he, or she, who wished to sit. Sitting the anus directly upon the point of the pyramid with no way off, the weight of one’s own body would provide pain a plenty.

The bench was innocuous compared to the other items, just four legs with little platforms for the knees and elbows, but it held a place of honor in the dungeon.

“My, God!” Bob blurted.

Cal smiled down at him. “Truer words never were spoken.”

She walked with him along the side of the room past the pillories. She described how each instrument worked. They reached the cells and she held the door open for him. He walked in and she closed the door.

Bob spun and jumped back to grip the bars.

“Do not be afraid, Bob,” whispered Cal, holding to the bars herself.

“I’m not,” he lied.

She chortled in a most sexual manner. “You lie, and I told you that this is the place of truth. But don’t be scared, for you are free to leave at any time. Even if we have you at death’s door, stretched on the rack or settled in for the night on the Judas Cradle, you say the word and we raise you from your marvelous torment and care for you.

“Has anybody ever died?” Behind the bars, Bob was suddenly having an erection.

Cal looked down and smiled. Then back up at him. “Mattiss came closest. He never submitted, seemed to look forward to his demise, and finally we stepped in. We rescued him from his own obsession with death. Alas, he has never forgiven us. He even refuses to come to our meetings. He does meet with us as individuals, but that is all.”

She seemed sad about that, then she grinned. “Would you like to come out? Would you like to escape your prison?”

Bob felt there were double meanings here, but he just nodded. In truth, he didn’t like being confined, and especially in such a classic setting.

Cal opened the door grandly, bowed and swept an arm. “Freedom is yours for the asking.”

Bob walked past her, then stopped.

The dungeon before him, the gloom and the chains, the instruments of torture which she claimed were escapable for the asking…he surprised himself by asking, “What is the point of torture if you just release somebody?”

Cal sighed. “Yes. Many ask that question. But we are no Philistine. We are enlightened. More, we are stoic. This is not merely a place to punish, but a place to divine whether the will can remain above the self.”

It sounded like gobbledegook to Bob, but Cal was obviously serious.

“Can you withstand the pain? Can you transmute it into pleasure? Can you rise above to the point of death? Mattiss could, but in spite of all our dalliances and sins…no one has come close to his sacrifice.”

They walked slowly along the wall as Cal talked, and she stopped at the last set of chains. She turned to Bob and smiled. “Stand against the wall, Bob.”

Bob looked at the wall, the chains that reached down low enough for his wrists to reach.

“These are the lowest chains, you won’t hang unsupported, though I daresay your length could use a little stretching.”

Yet she smiled as she spoke, and there was no threat to her words.

“Come, Bob. Try a little experiment. It’s over when you say it is.”

Bob didn’t want to, but there was a lure here, a testing of the soul, a call upon his ability to do what Cal said.

“Come. Step up on the block, turn your back and raise your arms. You won’t even be suspended, just placed at a disadvantage.”

Bob found himself stepping up on a cinder block, putting his back to the cold wall. He was wearing clothes, but the wall was rough and seemed to ignore the material.

Cal reached over him, placed his wrists in manacles, and snapped them closed.

He was trapped, he was strung up, he had no where to go.

Cal leaned against him. Taller than him, she forced her breast into his mouth.

Bob felt her nipple with his mouth, then she tickled him, hands on both sides of his rib cage.

Her laughed, and somehow found himself forced to suckle.

“Oh, yes,” she whispered.

He sucked, hard, to the point of pain, but she just loved it.

Then she reached down and began pulling on his cock and balls.

Bob had just come a few hours before, but the combination of being imprisoned, the sexuality of Cal, the way she pulled on him, he was hard and ready to go.

But it would take some time.

“You see, Bob,” she whispered into his ear, “You see how easy it would be to succumb to a death such as this?”

“This is not death!” he protested.

“Not yet.”

She slid down his body, kissed his nipples dropped down to her knees. She sucked his tiny prick, deep throated him with ease and much to spare, and treated him to a tongue lashing such as he had never experienced.

Bob moaned, and the sound was amplified and alone in the cold dungeon.

For long minutes she coaxed him with her mouth, then she backed off and said, “I can get you to cum, Bob, but this close to your last adventure I will need to do something. Something you might not be used to, but something which will delight you in the end.”

Bob didn’t understand, but he wasn’t of a mood to think right then. He gulped and nodded and said, “Do it.”

“Whatever it is?”

“Okay…I need to get off!”

She put her mouth on him again, bobbed her head back and forth, and pushed a finger into him.

Bob opened his mouth: Protest? Delight? Horror? Something else?

And his seed spewed into her mouth.

His whole body arched, and he gave more semen than he had that afternoon. His mind blanked out and he was lost in some netherland of white lust.

And his world was forever changed.

The following night, Cal asked Bob, “How do you like your costume?”

Bob was dressed like a court jester. He had a diamond pattern tunic on, a short pink skirt, with black leggings. He had wore a full face mask. Under the mask, which was locked on, was tucked the beginning of a long wig. It curled down over his shoulders, and would resist the harshest of pulls.

“It is…odd.”

“I’ll bet,” Cal grinned.

Bob reached down and didn’t have to lift the skirt very high to reveal a thick sausage within the tights. To the common glance, or even the most astute observation, it looked like he had a cock longer than Charles.

It was quite fake.

“And people will be fooled by this?”

“Oh, yes. You see, I’m going to bring you out late in the evening. Everybody will be drunk, they’ll bid on you, and you will be availed a chance to fuck those who would, in the normal world, laugh at you, sneer at you, and even fuck you over. But it is you who will be the fucker this time, and they will be the fuckee.”

“But won’t they be upset, maybe even beat me up?”

“Against the rules. One chooses one’s destiny on the dungeon equipment, not by animosity and brutality, no matter how deserved.”

“You keep speaking of rules, but it is hard to image when you are engaged in such…such…”

“Bestial activities?”

“I suppose.”

“I know, being called a beast is so inadequate compared to how we reveal our base natures. But…there it is.”

They were in Cal’s bedroom, and Cal was the first to see headlights coming up the drive. “They have arrived. Now you stay here and I’ll send Charles for you. When you descend the stairway only come halfway. Let the whole room see you, and when I tell you to lift your skirt…” she grinned.

Bob nodded, and Cal left the room.

Bob sat on her bed and watched headlights come down the long drive. There were over twenty cars, and most of them held two occupants, and many held more.

Bob was nervous. Cal had treated him honorably. A strange thing to say about somebody who had inserted their digit where you fidget, but…would all these people have the same sense of propriety? Would they respect a simple ‘no?’

Bob thought not.

But until he had proof…he trusted Cal.

Downstairs he could hear music and laughter. A shipment of alcohol had arrived that morning, and it was a sure thing the crowd was whittling it down. Guzzling whiskey, imbibing champagne, gulping gin and vodka and rum and all manner of spirits. It was sure to be getting lively down there.

Finally, a couple of hours into the night, Charles came to the door and tapped.

“They’re ready for you, Bob.”

Bob walked next to Charles.

“It will be fine, Bob. Cal and I will be there, and you would be surprised at how gentle these people can in their thinking. They’ll fire an orphan and laugh, but in their own company they seem forced to present a genteel front. Marvelous liars, all of them.”

Charles descended first, stopped at the halfway mark and called out with a bull voice, “Your attention! May I present…” the crowd was now hushed. “BOB!”

Charles moved down a couple of steps and was positioned perfectly to stop any from ascending the steps.

Bob took the steps slowly, regally, as Cal had taught him. The crowd grew even more silent, and he felt a hundred pairs of eyes on him as he took his position.

And Bob looked at the crowd. Women in gowns. Women with bare tits. Men in tuxedos, with their dicks poking out.

A few had masks on, a couple of women were completely naked.

They all stared at him.

Charles intoned in a less loud but quite impressive voice: “Bob was an orphan, raised in the ghetto. He struggled for scraps. Day to day life was a fierce combat. Only by dint of a mighty weapon was he able to escape the fray.”

Cal stepped forward, “Only by a mighty weapon, ladies and gentleman. And it is your pleasure to see that weapon, if the price is right. Bob! Show us your cudgel!”

Bob raised his skirt and the crowd gasped. The outline of his giant dick was down the legging to the knee. It was huge, prodigious, and capable of being earth shaking.

“What am I bid, ladies, for this club so magnificent?”

“A thousand dollars,” chirped a lady with mammoth boobs and a tattoo of a battleship over one.

Cal: “With respect, Lady Worthington, we are talking about a weapon of war, a weapon that conquered ghetto gangs with a swat.”

“Two thousand!”

“Ha! I laugh in your face! Bob was taken to the Congo where he subdued a tribe of Zulus with that staunch cudgel tied to his thigh.”

“Aren’t the Zulu’s in South Africa!”

“A quibble from a jealous man!” shouted Cal. “Is your pride hurt, now that you know you are the lesser?”

The crowd chuckled at the back and forth. No one’s feelings were hurt, however, and the bidding kept rising.

“Five thousand!”

“Ten thousand!”

“You shame yourselves!” shouted Cal. “Do better or perhaps I will  turn Bob loose, right here in your midst, and he will slay your thighs with his righteous rage and about a gallon of cum!”

“Twenty thousand!”

“Twenty-five thousand!”

And so the bidding went.

The men who bid were ignored, and the women encouraged. There were no hard feelings for that, and the winning bid was “$90,000.

Bob was astounded. He was glad he was wearing a mask then, for his disbelief would have been obvious.

Then a robust woman with large ta tas and ample buttocks leaped up the stairs, picked Bob up, and ascended to the second floor.

The people all cheered, then went back to drinking, and wondering what was happening to Bob.

She carried Bob under her arm like he was a poodle. She ripped open the first bedroom door she came to and entered. She placed Bob on the floor and gloated. “All right, my buckaroo. Let’s see what you have to offer.”

Bob had been schooled as to what to say. “Undress yourself, milady, that I might become properly excited and show you my true length.”

Bob had been told that if he didn’t get the lady to a compromised position she might actually run out laughing and demand her money back. She wouldn’t get it, but that would end the joke.

Fortunately, the lady was hot and horny and a wee bit wet.

She was wearing blue silk with severe décolleté. She stripped off her dress, tossed aside the chiffon, and stood.

She was a mighty woman, indeed. She was wearing light colored nylons and garters. Her thighs were pudgy, and her face was wide, and her breasts overflowed from a corset that wasn’t adequate to the job.

Bob pushed her to the bed, “Spread your legs, milady. Let me see what you are built of.”

Giggling, the lady did as Bob commanded.

Bob, short enough so she couldn’t see over the edge of the bed, unrolled his tights, then leaped up and onto her.

She shrieked, expecting to be impaled on a pole, but was, instead, tickled with a pencil.

Bob rutted, tried to jam it in, but all he could do was feel her wetness. Maybe if she had been a little more slender herself, but as it was he was unable to penetrate, and she was unable to feel a thing.

“Wait! Wait!” She was breathless as she pushed him up and off. She stared at him. She gazed at his minuscule prick and put a hand to her mouth.

“Oh, my God!”

There was anger there, and a ton of frustration, but, in the end, she giggled. “Oh, fuck! Is that really you?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Heysoos. You just tried to fuck me and you’re saying ‘ma’am?’ Call me Martha.”

“Yes, Martha. This is all of me.”

Martha began giggling then. Then laughing. Then shouting at the joke that had been played upon her. And for $90,000.

Downstairs people could hear her shouting, and understandably mistook her shouts for passion.

Upstairs Martha had grabbed Bob and put him in position. She adjusted her own position, and tried to take more of him into her. Then she turned over and invited him in the back door.

Bob, however, couldn’t do much more than tickle her.

He did, however, manage to squirt his own load.

Supremely frustrated, Martha finally grabbed him by the mask and pulled his face into her twat. Groaning in frustration she fucked his mask, and the long nose on it did wonders for her. In no time at all she was humping and pumping and climbing the mountain.

Behind the mask Bob felt like a worm in a bean. He was rattled and smashed and all he could smell was Martha’s cunt.

Yet, it wasn't bad. Just…unexpected. Later he would laugh at his initial shock at being face fucked.

But, Bob’s shock not withstanding, Martha came. She came in a moan and a groan and a tightening of her fat limbs that almost strangled poor Bob.

But she came. And she was happy. And wasn’t that the point of it all?

An hour later, Martha helped him be presentable again. She pulled his tights up and made sure it looked like the massive sausage tied to his leg was the real deal, then she led the way down the stairs.

She put on a wonderful performance. Staggering a bit, walking spread legged, wiping her brow. Then she turned at the bottom of the stairs and kissed Bob.

“Oh, thank you. Thank you. I can now go to my grave a satisfied woman!”

She left Bob there, and Bob ascended, and she descended, and the crowd swarmed her and asked about her liaison.

“It was wonderful, incredible. And he came so much! I never thought…I—“

Later that night, actually the next morning, Cal tapped on Bob’s door.

“Come in.”

Cal slipped through the bars of moonlight coming through the windows and sat on Bob’s bed.

“You did wonderful, Bob. Here’s ten thousand dollars.” She placed a sheaf of bills on his bed table.

“Ten thousand?”

“Of course. You went above and beyond last evening. Charles says we can probably pull that off for another ten or twelve times before somebody reveals your secret.

Bob was stunned.

“Would you like to earn more?”

“More?”

He was truly flabbergasted, and Cal’s laughter tinkled merrily in the darkness.

“When you take on men you get twice as much. When I rent you out, for their pleasure, they will pay you well. Imagine, spending a week, playing at being a pony, or a dog, or maybe a girl…and if you get implants your price will go way up. I tell you, Bob, a year of this and you’ll be one of us, rich and jaded and looking for thrills. Does that prospect please you?”

She kissed him then, reached down and squeezed his manhood. Then, “Good night, dear Bob.”

And she left the room.

Bob sat up. He looked at the money. He shook his head, then he lay back down.

His dreams, that night, were the sweetest.

END

Author’s Note

Would you like Bob’s adventures to continue? Will he get implants and be a girl? And how about all the furniture in the basement? He has only just entered the House of BDSM, and the future is about to happen!
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THE classic of feminization.
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Falsely accused of peeping and masturbating, James is on the Pink Path. Why is this happening? Why is his mother going along with it? At the heart of this steamy tale is Mrs. Johnson, and what she is about to do is so terrible it will shake the nylons off a fat lady!
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Here are the first two chapters from…

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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