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PART ONE

“I have never heard anything so stupid in my life!” Amy glared at her husband, Tom.

Amy was blonde, blue-eyed, oval face and a killer body. Except…in Tom’s opinion, she needed bigger boobs.

Sam and Erica glanced at each other. Sam was Tom’s work out partner. Erica was Amy’s giggly partner.

“I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have said that.” Tom was abashed. He was a nice guy, but even the nicest of guys, when the demon rum strikes them, say stupid things.

“Maybe we should go,” Sam started to stand up. They were in Tom and Amy’s kitchen, sipping a little wine, in the girl’s case, and bourbon and Coke in the boy’s.

“Sit down,” Amy snarled. She turned to him. “So, no bullshit,  you heard what Tom said, what do you think?”

“I think with my brain. Can I get you another wine spritzer?

“ARGH!” She glared at Sam, then turned to Erica. “And your opinion?”

“Aside from stating the obvious, that Tom may have misspoke, I do believe that tits are over valued in today’s society.”

“Aha!” Amy turned her attention back to Tom.

Tom was a nice guy, as has been hinted, and he should have known better. But for Amy to get their friends to gang up on him, that was unfair. Though he was about to apologize. He was about to grovel, and he would have been fine with that, but Amy blurted, “So take it back.”

The glint in her eye, the way she was snapping at him, maybe it wasn’t his finest moment, but…he matched her glare and said, “I’m going to stand by my statement.

Sam: “I think I hear my mother calling.” But Erica snagged his sleeve. “You aren’t sneaking out of here, buster.”

“Why not? I didn’t say anything.”

“Nope, but you sure thought it.”

“My thoughts are my own. What are you, the Thought Police?”

Amy growled, “We’re going to need some police if you guys are going to have such disgusting opinions.”

“Yeah,” agreed Erica. “You can’t go around saying things like that.”

At that point, if Tom and Sam were wise, they wold have turned the conversation into something about being politically correct, and just died a slow death.

But Tom said: “All I said was that Angelina Jolie is now…lacking in femininity.”

“No! You said her getting a mastectomy made her less of a woman.”

“Well, I meant that if she’s flat-chested then she doesn’t look like a woman.”

“So a woman is a woman if she has sex organs, and if she doesn’t then she isn’t a woman.”

“To a certain degree.”

“I don’t feel well. Can I go home?”

Tom, Amy and Erica all snapped, “NO!”

“Oh, Lord,” Sam mumbled, and his head sank a bit.

“So if Angelina gets breast reconstruction she’ll be a woman again?”

“Yes,” said Bob.

“And what if we cut off your nuts. Would that make you not a man?”

Not understanding that he was crossing the Rubicon, Tom held to a principle. “Yes.”

“Oh, brother,” Sam muttered.

“What if I got a hysterectomy?”

“Then you’d look like a woman, but you wouldn’t be one.”

Amy smiled in a mean way. “And what if I have a vagina but don’t use it?”

“Then you’d be a less than useful woman.”

That was really the moment. From that silly statement there was no backing up. But they were all drunk, and this conversation was already half way around the track.

“And if you had a dick and balls,” she spat, “And I didn’t fuck you, then you’d be a less than useful man.”

Donk. Tom finally felt it. He had gone too far. He had said too much. The trap had just sprung and he was going to have to eat his own limb off.

“Uh…”

Amy sat back, a twisted but triumphant smile on her face. “Well?”

Tom looked a bit sickly. “Maybe I did go a little too far in my opinion.”

Erica tilted her head slightly. Suddenly she was liking this. Women are the more vicious of the species, after all. And sometimes they are given short shrift, and who doesn’t want to turn down the wand of power when it is suddenly passed into their hands. She turned to Sam. “Yeah, Sam. If you’re not allowed to fuck, are you still a man?”

“Hey! I’m not involved here!”

Amy looked at Tom fiercely, her jaw clenched and her good sense in abeyance. “Honey. I’m going to buy you a chastity tube.”

“Ooh,” snickered Erica.

“No, you’re not.”

“Oh, yes. I’ve had enough of your machismo, male, I’ve got a dick so I’m in charge attitude.”

Sam put his hand on Erica’s wrist. “You’re in charge, honey.”

“It’s too late for that,” she crowed.

“I’ll do the dishes for a week. I’ll even wear that sissy, pink apron you’ve got.”

“Hmm.” Erica smiled and considered it. And she considered how much more she could weasel out of him on the drive home.

“Sam!” Tom blurted.

“Not my war,” Sam said.

Amy sat up straight. “You have to wear a chastity device for a month straight. And I won’t fuck you until you’ve done so.”

Sam shook his head. “Look, Tom didn’t mean anything, and—“

“Be careful,” murmured Erica.

Sam glanced at his wife. “—until he said that. Then he meant it.” Sam gave a weak grin to Erica, who snorted in a most pleased manner.

“Well, I’m not going to wear some stupid chastity device just because I have an opinion that is different than yours.”

“Then you will have a loveless marriage and your balls will shrivel up from lack of use. Unless, of course, you prefer a life with the hand.”

And there ended the argument. The line had been drawn, the Rubicon crossed, and now Tom had to deal with it.

Sam, on the other hand, went home and was rewarded for being a ‘right thinking’ male. Erica even brought him a bowl of ice cream when they were done.

But back at Tom’s house things were sort of frosty in the bedroom.

Tom slipped out of his shorts and brushed his teeth.

Amy slipped out of her skirt and brushed her teeth.

And there they stood, ignoring each other, brushing their pearly whites, and Tom said, “Sorry if I was a little rough.”

“That’s okay.” But it was obvious that it wasn’t.

“So a simple apology doesn’t count?”

“Nope.”

Tom ran his toothbrush under the faucet and put it away. he turned and walked back into the bedroom, and he wasn’t feeling to chipper.

Damn. They always had fun with Sam and Erica. And maybe he had said something stupid, but…no forgiveness?

He climbed into bed, turned on his side to face the wall, fluffed his pillow, and waited for Amy to turn the lights out.

In the bathroom Amy was thinking.

Yes, Tom was an idiot.

Yes, she did intend to make him suffer. He needed a month off from orgasms. He needed to rethink his chauvinistic ways.

BUT…you catch more flies with honey. If she turned into a bitch about this then Tom would get mad, and he would dig in his feet, and they would be looking at months of anger and irritation. That would put a marriage on the rocks faster than anything.

So she was going to have to do this thing with the chastity tube in a way that drove him crazy, but…in a way that he liked.

No nagging, no bitching, just an intelligent woman rules the roost. Okay. She could do that.

She smiled at herself in the mirror, then put her toothbrush away.

She took a moment to pinch her cheeks to get the color in them, then she pinched her nipples so they would. stand up, then, feeling very horny, she padded into the bedroom.

She turned off the light and slid under the covers.

Tom lay like a slug. An irritated slug.

But males, whether irritated slugs or not, were easy fodder for female slugs. And she was no slug.

She placed her hand on his hip.

She could feel the electricity starting up. From pissed off anger to boner city in one easy move.

She let her hand slid down his flesh and cupped his bun.

He sighed.

“You mad?” she asked.

“Well, no. I really am sorry. I shouldn’t have said what I said.”

“No harm.”

She reached around and took his penis in hand.

He gulped.

It was big and strong, and he packed a pair of solid balls. He was hard and ready for action.

“There’s only one problem.”

“What?” A little trace of suspicion.

“I feel the period headache coming on.”

He turned and faced her in the dark. He could see her face, but he couldn’t see how she was hiding her feelings.

Mustering as much sincerity as she could, she said, “My turn to be sorry. I was really looking forward to make up sex.”

She moved her hand back and forth gently. Enough to excite, not enough to make him roar.

“Oh, crap.”

“Yeah, I know. And it must seem awfully suspicious, me pulling this when we have just had an argument.”

“No, no. It’s okay. I understand.”

She snuggled up against him, let him feel her rock hard nipples brush against his back.

“Well, thank you. Is it okay if I make you a little horny?”

“Oh, I like horny.”

“Of course you can’t cum…”

“What?” His voice rose a squeak.

“If I can’t cum then you can’t cum. After all, it would be unfair if you had more orgasms than I did.”

“No it wouldn’t!” he protested.

She knew she had him. She grabbed his nuts and squeezed lightly, just enough to make him jerk, and she ran her other hand down and trailed it over his rectum.

“Oh, fuck!”

She giggled into his neck. “I’m not being a mean, old bitch, but I do love it when you’re horny for me.”

“Are you sure you’re not mad at me?”

“I’m fine with you. But since I can’t cum, that would make that stupid headache so bad I couldn’t sleep, and then I really do enjoy making you horny. Make you as horny as I am, and let you sleep on that.”

He turned, gave her better access to his front, and found her lips in the dark. He could feel the delicious texture of her lips, the curves under his tongue, her moist breath that was so sweet.

She responded by stroking him some more and brushing her finger pads over his nipples.

“Oh…” he groaned. His hips thrust forward and he tried to fuck her hand.

“Let me do the work, lover.”

He moaned and kissed her more, and she really did go to work. For long minutes she manipulated him, got him right up to the edge, then she backed off.

“You’re getting too close, lover.”

He sighed fitfully. He had reached the point where he really wanted to cum, and he was in danger of becoming irritated.

She backed off, held him, kissed him, kissed his nipples, then she pushed and pulled and got him to turn over. She spooned with him.

A minute passed. He was now too wired to sleep. And she was too conniving too sleep.

“You know, I know you’re going to think I’m manipulating you, but…”

“Yes?”

He was a horny man, he couldn’t help but respond. And the thought that he might yet get lucky made him extra polite and not about to offend her.

“I think it would be really sexy…no. Never mind. Just go to sleep.”

His eyes were wide open and his cock was throbbing.

“No, go ahead. Tell me.”

“Just that chastity thing.”

“Oh.”

On one hand he didn’t want to think about chastity.

On the other hand his dick wanted to talk about anything having to do with sex.

“I mean, could you go a whole month wearing one of those things?”

“Oh, sure.”

Foolish pride.

“Really? No sex, horny all the time, me teasing you.”

“But I wouldn’t want to.” He said.

He was like a fish with the hook coming out of his cheek. All she had to do was reel him onto shore.

“No, no. And I wouldn’t want you to do something that you didn’t want to.”

Silence for a minute.

“But, God, that would be sexy.”

“Hunh,” he tried to fake like he was on the edge of sleep. But she had proof poking against her butt that he was nowhere near sleep. He was like a grenade with the pin pulled. He was ready to blow up.

“You would be ten times horny every day. I would take it out and wash it to make sure it was clean, and how would you get it back into the tube then?”

“I wouldn’t.”

His protest sounded strong, but his mind was in a state of flux.

It was like somebody had told him not to think of the color purple. But you had to think of the color purple before you could stop thinking of the color purple.

Except it was his dick that was demanding the thought, and his dick, while it had turned a bit purple, was much more demanding than the color purple.

She reached over and stroked him again. Kept him on the edge.

“What do you think a cum would be like after a month of denial?”

He was silent.

“Do you think you could cum so hard it might actually hurt you?”

He laughed. “No. I don’t think so.”

“But just think how ferocious it would be! If your normal cum could be registered on the Richter scale, it’s probably…what? A five? Average?”

She was actually needling him, but his horniness didn’t take it that way.

“I suppose.”

“What if you could double it. The Richter scale is for earthquakes, and each number means the quake has double in intensity.

From five to six doubles, six to seven doubles. Do you think you could reach eight on the Richter scale?”

He chuckled. “Don’t you mean the Dickter scale?”

“Yes, the Dickter scale. Could you reach an eight? Or a nine? What’s the math. You’re good at math, If five is a ten pound explosion, would would an eight or nine be?”

This was actually the acid test. If he could add, or subtract, or do some kind of simple math problem, then he wasn’t horny enough. She loved to get him so horny he couldn’t figure out what 19 minus 7 was. Or 4 times 3 1/2.

“Uh…double five. No ten… double again…oh, crap! I can’t think when you’re doing that to me!”

She giggled. “If you can’t even figure out simple math…”

She tickled under the head of his cock and he about went out of his mind.

“Come on, honey, solve the problem.”

“I…uh…” he gulped and his hips were twitching. She knew she had to back off for a moment. When she did he managed to gasp out.

Double 5 to 6 is ten, no twenty. Double to eight, no, 7, and it’s forty. Eight would be…eight would be 80 pounds.”

He pumped his hips towards her hand, trying to get off.

“I solved it! Let me cum!”

“An 80 pound explosion? Really? And you don’t want to have one of those?” She let go.

He made a keening sound of disappointment.

She turned away from him, and she said, “Man, I would really like to see an 80 pound explosion coming out of your cock. I bet you’d be able to write your name on the ceiling.”

He was making a whining sound, reaching for her.

She jumped out of bed. “I have to pee.”

As she crossed the room she heard him moan, “Oh, God!” She broke into a mighty grin.

The next day was more of the same.

She woke him up with a blow job, noting that his dick was quite the woody.

He had to get out of bed, crawling over her, his face scrunched up. “I have to pee.”

He did, then came back to bed with a grin.

“I’m not going to blow you when you’ve got pee in your dick!”

“I just peed! It’s out of my dick!”

“I can still taste it.”

He climbed in, she climbed out and started getting dressed.

“Oh, God! That did it! I’m going to jack off!”

She had her bra and panties on, and she reached back under the covers, found his dick, and dragged him out of bed.

“None of that, bozo. You save that semen for me. Even if you have to wait a week.”

“Did your period start?”

“It’s coming. I can feel it.”

“Oh, crap. Come on. Give me a hand job.”

“You don’t need a hand job. You’re a monk. Now get dressed.”

He did, and he managed to stuff his hard cock into his shorts.

They dressed, her keeping a snicker hidden, and went into the kitchen for breakfast.

She cooked the eggs and he did the bacon. She made the orange juice and he made the toast. Lots of butter and jelly. Mmmm.

They sat at the table and ate, and she looked through the glass top and noted how his dick was poking up in his pants.

“Your dick really doesn’t quit. does it?”

He grinned. “The gift that keeps on giving, honey.”

“So how would you get it into a chastity tube? I mean, not that you’re going to, but how would you?”

He frowned. “I suppose I would have to…I don’t know…put it in ice water.”

“What if I spanked it. Would that make it go down?”

“I suppose. I don’t…no.”

“Oh, I’m just talking. I mean, an 80 pound explosion.”

He smiled at the thought.

“And what would it be if you reached a nine on the Dickter scale?”

He was fresh, he was rested. His mind actually worked. “One hundred and sixty pounds. And a 10 on the Dickter scale would be 320 pounds.” He grinned as if he had done something really hard. Considering how hard he was it had been hard.

“Wow. 300 pounds of explosion. How much semen would that be? How far do you think you could shoot?”

“I have no idea.” But he was thinking about it. Not the mathematics of it, but the action of his balls roiling and his shaft pulsing and…blast off!

“Do you think you could shoot ten feet?

“I…I mean…I don’t know. Maybe.”

“Twenty feet?”

I don’t think so.”

“But it’s possible.”

“How far can you spit?”

“Honey…”

“I want to know. I’ll bet you could squirt as far as you could spit. So I want to see how far you can spit.”

“A better comparison would be how far I can pee. Those are the muscles I’d be using, after all.”

“Okay. I’ll buy that. Drink a lot of water. I want to see how far you can pee when you’ve really got a bladder full of water.”

“This is silly.”

“In fact, I’m going to invite Sam and Erica over this afternoon. We’ll feed you guys beer until you’re ready to pop, and then we’ll see.”

“I’m not going to get in a pissing contest with my friend.”

“Why not? It’s all in fun. No harm.”

“Yeah, but—“

“Unless you don’t think you can out pee him.”

Silly man, he responded exactly as she thought he would.

“I can pee further than him.”

“Further? And more? Which of you is really the big stud? After all, the amount of pee you hold, the distance you can pee, it all relates to how much cum you can produce, and how far you can ejaculate.”

“It does not…”

“You’re afraid you’ll come out short.”

He blinked. He was unaware of how easily he was falling for it, he just knew his honor had been questioned.

“Not afraid.”

“Are.”

“Not.”

“Prove it.”

Silence. Then: “Okay.”

“I’ll set up the contest. What kind of beer you want?”

“All kinds of beer. You’re buying…so a lot of beer.”

“Okay.

After breakfast Amy called up Erica.

“Girlfriend, I have a favor to ask of you.”

“Sure. Anything.”

“I’ve arranged a pissing contest between our husbands.”

“What?”

Amy explained about how she was manipulating Tom, and she finished up with a bizarre request.

“So I’m going to try to get him to pee, maybe start him late or something, and I really need you to make Sam hold it in.”

Erica giggled. “Is this for real? You want my husband to beat your husband in a pissing contest?”

“Absolutely. I’ve got a plan, you see. And if Sam wins then…” she went on to explain what her plan was.

Erica started laughing, then she agreed. “That boy of mine is not going to pee a drop until you say. I’ll tie his cock in a knot if I have to.”

Laughing, the girls hung up.

Sam and Erica showed up at two o’clock for a little barbecue and a lot of beer.

The girls cooked dogs and burgers, and the boys got to work on expanding their bladders.

“So whataya think?” asked Tom.

“Crazy,” muttered Sam. “We’re actually going to have a pissing contest?”

“Crazy.”

Tom was drinking American. Bud, Coors, Sam Adams

Sam was taking advantage of the situation to go exploring. Corona. Newcastle. Foster’s.

One of the first beers Amy gave Tom was ‘Golden Monkey.’ She slicked it in on him, swore it was American, and smiled.

Golden Monkey had a slightly higher content of alcohol, and the plot was that he would lose count of the beer, but think he was drinking more because he was drunker.

The plan worked. A couple of beers later Amy would pop a beer, surreptitiously pour out about a quarter, and hand it to Tom. He was so ‘monkey-ized’ he never realized he was drinking less suds, and therefore storing up less bladder juice.

Further, Erica was keeping Sam supplied faster.

The result was that Sam was getting a more expanded bladder, and poor Tom, though he thought he was pulling ahead, was only half sized.

They were sitting on top of the patio on the garage, sipping away, when the girls came and sat down next to them.

“Howsh my girlsh?” asked Tom.

Amy and Erica chuckled. They each made a Bud Light last an hour.

“So are you going to win, Tom?”

“Am I? Of coursh I am. Din chew know? The massh of the assh plush the heat of the meat, all over the angle of the dangle, equalsh the shum of the cum.”

“Can I pissh yet?” mumbled Sam. His bladder was full and a half. He was afraid he was going to pop his cork and fill his shoes any second.

“Oh, I suppose so,” said Erica.

“Before we have this contest?”

They all looked at Amy.

“I want to add a bet.”

“What?”

Tom and Sam looked at her owlishly.

“What kind of a bet,” asked Erica, who knew perfectly well what kind of a bet.”

“I think Tom is going to win, and if he does Sam has to wear a chastity tube for a month.”

Tom wiggled his head a little bit. “The chashtitities thing again, eh?”

“And if Sam wins Tom has to wear one for a month. Unless you don’t think you can beat Sam,” she added.

Sam: “I don’t wanna.”

Erica: “Yes, you do.”

Sam looked at his wife and nodded. “Okay.”

Amy threw it in Tom’s face. “Sam’s not chicken. Are you afraid, Tom?”

“I ain’t a fraid of nothin’.”

Amy took out her cell phone and began recording. “So if Sam pees further and longer and more than you…then you’ll wear a chastity tube for a month.”

Tom blinked, tried to figure it out, then nodded. “I can pee bigger than Sam.”

“So you’ll wear a chastity thing?”

“Sure.”

Erica had the bet on video, and she knew contest was about to happen whether they wanted or not, so she jumped up. “Pissers take your mark.”

The boys stood up, wavered, and made their way to the balcony.

“Ready!”

Amy said, “That means un zip.”

The boys were staggering, holding to the rail, but they managed to unzip their pants.

“Set!”

“That means get your dicks out.”

Sam and Tom pulled out their weenies.

Both men were hard. They had early morning woodies in the late afternoon.

“PEE!”

They started together, but it was obvious, right from the get go, that Sam had the edge. His stream was just a little straighter, it went a little longer, and it was harder.

Tom’s piss stream angled out into the grass, reached a point about fifteen feet away, then held.

Sam’s pee went straight, as if from a firehose, and made a full twenty feet.

Amy yelled, “Sam has the longest stream!”

Tom, befuddled, still rose to the challenge. “Wait a minute!” He tightened up his muscles and peed as hard as he could, but it did not do any good.

If anything, his stream came back and foot, and Sam’s went out another foot.

“Wha the fuck?” Tom looked at Sam, which caused his stream to waggle back and forth and he pissed on Sam’s leg.”

“What the fuck!” yelled Sam, looking at his leg. “You pisshed on me!” He turned and pissed on Tom. His stream was larger, stronger, and he hit Tom right in the face.

“What the…” Tom spluttered and wiped his face with one hand, which means he let go of his cock and his piss went all over the place.

The girls moved in and got the boys straightened out.

“Sam’s still pissing hard,” yelled Erica.

“Come on, Tom, Sam is winning!”

But Tom was waning. His stream was running out of steam. They had been pissing for a minute, and he leaned against the rail and stared disbelievingly as he slowly ran out of piss.

“No…no…” he muttered.

Tom still urinated for a while, but by the two minute mark he was barely dripping. He had pissed a lot, but…not enough.

Sam was pissing less, but he was steady. The seconds ticked by, and Sam started to run out at the 2:45 mark. By three minutes the contest was called, and Sam was the big winner.

The girls crowded around him, slapped him on the butt, and he grinned happily.

Erica kissed him hard.

Amy grabbed his dick and said, “If I may putest thou great blade away, Sir Pissalot.”

Sam and the girls laughed, and Tom looked down at his weenie sadly. It had never let him down before, but…but…

Amy turned to her husband. “Well, at least you tried.”

But the attitude behind her words was cutting. He had failed her. He should be ashamed.

“I don’t undershtand,” he blurted.

“Happens to all of ush shometime, good buddy.”

“Yeah, but…but…I should have won! I drank more than you!”

The girls moved in quickly before the boys could start comparing notes, or counting empties.

“You did okay, Tom. But you did lose.”

Tom stood on the roof and shook his head. His fly was still down, and he had the feeling that something as wrong.

Erica: “I guess you’ll have to wear that chastity tube after all.”

Tom looked up. “What?”

“That was the bet.”

“It was?”

“It was,” agreed Amy. “I’ve got it on my cell phone. You want to hear it again?”

He did, and he was amazed, and he stood, cock still dangling, as Amy went into the house. In a moment she was back out. She was holding a small box, maybe six inches cubed. She opened the box, pulled out a little velvet bag, then emptied the contents of the bag on the small glass table.

Erica said, “You put my hubbie’s weenie back in its scabbard. Let me put your hubbie’s dick away.

The girls were actually getting excited by getting to handle foreign weenies. “Sure,” Amy said.

Erica picked up a ring and turned to Tom.

Tom’s dick had shrunk and gone back into his pants.

“Where is it?”

“Tom! Get your weenie out!”

“What?” Not sure what was happening.

“Take your pants down! Show us your weenie!”

“Oh, uh…I…what?”

Amy moved forward, unbuckled him and pulled his pants down.

All pissed out, Tom’s weenie had shrunk considerable.

Erica leaned forward and put the ring around his package.

Tom: “What are you doing?”

Amy fit the tube over Tom’s dick, pushed the ring and the tube together, and turned the key.

CLICK!

It actually didn’t sound that loud…except to Tom. To Tom it was like the clanging of cells doors in a high security prison.

He looked down at his caged cock and blurted, “What’d you do?”

But nobody was answering.

The girls were chatting about their husband’s cocks and trading notes.

Sam was sitting down, totally relieved. He had no idea how he had won, but…whew!

Tom stood there, blathering, his pants down, his cock, now little, hanging between his legs.

“Tom,” Amy said, “Pull your pants up.”

Dazed, Tom did, then he finally realized what had happened. He turned to Amy and said, “You did this! You planned this! You got me all horny and then tricked me into this contest, and all because I said Angelina Jolie wasn’t a woman if she had her tits cut off.

Everybody looked at Tom.

Sam: “Geez, you didn’t know that was what they were doing?”

Erica: “Boy, did you fall for it. A ton of bricks, brother.”

Amy: “One month, and then you’d better ask forgiveness. I could easily leave that thing on your dick for two or three months.”

“Leave it on a year,” quipped Erica.

“I don’t care,” added Sam. He felt so good now that his bladder was empty.

Tom, realizing that he had been hoodwinked, felt his penis start to struggle. All peed out, he was still horny.


PART TWO

“It hurts,” whined Tom.

Sam and Erica had just left, and Tom was sobering up.

“Don’t be silly,” snapped Amy, grinning meanly.

“No! It does! It’s trying to get hard and the skin is getting pinched!”

“Let me see.”

Tom pulled his pants down. Sure enough, his cock was trying to get hard.

Amy took his cock cage and shook it. The skin inside the cage readjusted.

“Oh, thanks.”

“You’re welcome.”

They were sitting on the garage patio, now sipping soft drinks.

“I don’t believe you did this to me.”

She smiled. For a moment there, when he was really drunk, she had shown a bit of spite. Now, sobering up, she realized that was a bad idea. You catch more flies with honey. This was how she had gotten him into the chastity, and this was how she was going to keep him in chastity.

After all, he could just cut it off.

“I still don’t know how Sam won.” He shook his head miserably.

“We fed him less beer. We got you drunk so you wouldn’t notice it.”

“What?”

“That’s right. You still lost, but…that’s why.”

“You need to take this off me. Right now!”

Amy stood up, turned to him and sat on his lap. She planted her lips on his and really went to town. A minute later Tom was gasping for breath.

She lay against him and whispered, “Honey. We cheated, but it’s done. We’ve even got you on video. But that’s not what’s important.”

“Oh?” his dick was going crazy in the cage. It was trying to wiggle out the portholes, it was stretching his balls out from his body.

“No. What’s important is that though this started in an argument, and we tricked you, the fact is that this is making my pussy so wet I could fill a glass.”

He blinked.

“Honey, even though you were jiggered, you pissed a long way. And I want to feel your cum spurt into me after a month of hot denial.”

“But…I need to cum.”

“Sure you do. And after a month,” or two, she added in her head, or three, “do you realize how intense your orgasm is going to be?”

“Well, uh…”

In spite of having been drunk, he did remember the intense relief he had felt when he had pissed off the roof.

“I want that for me. And, let’s face it, I want it for you. You will cum a bucket. You will squirt so hard my eyes will turn white.”

He couldn’t help himself, he barked a laugh.

“Honey, you’re going to cum so hard your balls will pop.”

He sat quietly, and the promise of such a violent cum was having its effect on him. “You think I’ll cum that hard?”

“Baby, I’ll tease yo every day. I’ll get you so excited, and when you cum you’ll think the world has ended!”

He gave a muffled sort of a snort.

She knew she had him then.

“Well…”

“In fact, I will do everything in my power to make you horny. Every day will be so intense your mind will turn to mush. You won’t be able to think.”

He stared at her.

He saw the intense gleam in her eyes.

She was serious.

“Well, I guess—“

“In fact, I will make you so horny, and do you want revenge on Sam for out pissing you?”

“Yes.” He didn’t hesitate on that one. that was his manhood, after all.

“Then here’s what I’ll do.” And she laid out her plan.

Tom went to bed that night and tossed and turned for hours. It had been more than a week since his last orgasm, and he really wanted to squirt. His cock was semi hard and feeling the squeeze of the cage. It was like a little hand had him in its grip at all times, reminding him that he couldn’t cum.

Next to him, riding a wave of golden pleasure because of the efforts of his mouth, Amy slid into a deep and happy sleep.

Tom tossed and turned, and finally drifted off about three in the morning.

And awoke an hour later with serious wood.

He struggled out of bed, ran to the bathroom hunched over, and realized that he was going to have to sit down to pee.

“Oh, fuck,” he moaned, sitting down on the porcelain throne.

When he went back to bed Amy hadn’t even stirred. She lay there, lightly snoring, having her sweet dreams. An hour later Tom managed to drop off again.

The next day Tom was a wreck. Amy was chipper, and she kept her side of the bargain. Her side being that she make him as horny as possible.

She fed him, and when his fork slowed down she climbed on his lap and chewed on his mouth. She wiggled her pussy over his cage, and the feel of the plastic rubbing against her pussy gave an intense sensation. She began rubbing harder.

“Are you going to get off again?” Tom asked, his eyes dark and baggy.

“I…I think…UNHHHH!”

Tom held on as she whimpered and shook on him.

Yes, he wanted to rip that cage off, but seeing his wife cum so hard…that was really cool.

After breakfast they sat around and read the papers. it was Sunday and this was their usual routine.

Except that Amy was really feeling the heat. Halfway through the funnies she put them aside and crawled over to the couch. Tom was laying on his back, his cage wiggling with the efforts of his dick. She leaned forward, watched his eyes, and put her mouth over his cage.

She couldn’t deep throat him when he was hard, but with him imprisoned she was able to. She held the cage, and his cock, inside her mouth. She gulped and used her tongue, and Tom began to wiggle his hips.

He was out of control. Her mouth felt so good.

He humped her mouth, even though his cock was soft.

She watched him, getting more and more turned on, and began rolling his balls in her hands.

Tom groaned and wiggled his hips.

Amy took her mouth off him, “This is fun.”

“Oh…oh…” he swallowed and nodded.

Sunday passed, with lots of gobbling and stroking and another cum for Amy.

When they went to bed that night she was as happy as she had ever been. She had had two cums, and he was horny enough to give her more.

That was the point at which she started thinking that this wasn’t just punishment for incorrect thought on Tom’s part, this was rewarding her for being a good woman.

For years he had cum whenever he wanted to. He had squirted inside her, and often she just laid back and let it happen, willing to sacrifice her own pleasure for his.

But now she was getting a look at a different world order. A world order in which he sacrificed his pleasure for hers.

What if she kept him this way? What if she demanded that he stay locked up, and used his mouth and fingers, and maybe even her vibrator.

And the thought crossed her mind: What can I do to make him buy into this new way of making love?

The next day he got up for work, and she felt a strange desperation. She didn’t want him to go to work. She wanted him there to please her.

“Do you still have the option of working from home?”

“Sure.”

“I want you to take advantage of that.”

“You do?”

“Yep.”

“But you always wanted me to go to work before. You wanted our ‘daily separation.’

“That was then. Now I’ve fallen in love all over again. I want you close to me. I want to do things to you.”

“You do, huh?”

He liked the idea. The fact that he was horny was changing the way he was thinking.

“I’ll ask the boss.”

She smiled.

And that day she went on the net. She typed in ‘How do you make men horny.’

The ideas popped up, and her imagination started to fire up.

Every hour she texted him.

‘I want you.’

‘I’ve got nothing on.’

‘Pick up some condoms on the way home.’

‘This vibrator isn’t as good as you.’

And so on.

Simple sentences with explicit innuendo. A phrase to kick start the libido. An invitation and nothing else.

In between sending salacious invitations she explored sexuality on the net.

She was surprised that there was some porn that appealed to her. She had always thought that porn was the providence of the man. But seeing the huge dicks plummeting into the tight pussies, seeing the sweat, the wet mouths, hearing the grunts and groans…she found that porn was indiscriminate.

And she wound up looking at how to control men, which led to…domination. Dominatrices. BDSM. Chastity, of course. And she began to appreciate the fact that men didn’t have to control sex.

Men could be the victims. In fact, often times men liked being the victims.

Well, it only stood to sense. Men go out and combat the world every day. They have to act all alpha and do their thing, and the idea of coming home and being forced to eat pussy, to serve their wives and girlfriends…some men loved this.

She knew, intuitively, that Tom needed this.

He was a high producing person in his company. He ran things, made things happen, and to have to come home and keep up the grind…it wasn’t really what he wanted.

He wanted to stop telling people what to do, and he needed to get told what to do himself.

How interesting, and she began to come up with ideas as to how to keep him in this frame of mind.

How to keep him horny.

How to keep him servicing her.

He came home, and he was like a different person.

He had a fierce energy, but it was under control.

She had him drop his drawers when he walked in and she played with his cock and balls. His mind was going crazy, but he stood docilely while she made him sweat.

She ran a finger between his legs and rubbed his butt hole—one of the great ideas from the net, men love having their butthole stimulated—and let him shiver and quake and whine.

That night she again had him get her off. Twice. She was determined that he get her off at least twice a day to make up for all the days she hadn’t gotten off.

He seemed happy enough with that plan.

That night he went to sleep more easily, but it was still a restless sleep. He was going to have to get used to this.

In the morning she pushed his head down to her crotch and he got her off once again.

Laying on the bed afterwards, gasping for breath, she knew that she had finally discovered the lifestyle that she liked.

She wanted to be in charge. She wanted sex on demand. She wanted to cum when she wanted to.

Tom got out of the shower and dried off. While he was using a hair drier on his cock cage she came into the bathroom and handed him her panties.

“What?” he asked.

“Wear them today. I’m going to get you some of your own. It’s time you broke away from the bland, male lifestyle and learned what women already know.”

“What’s that?”

“That it’s fun to look sexy.”

She slithered in his arms, kissed him, and said, “Sometimes it’s more fun to look sexy than it is to get sex.”

He shivered and she ran her palms over his erect nipples.

“Now stand by with a towel. I want you to dry me off when I get out.”

She took a hot shower, sighed, washed her pussy extra, then stepped out of the shower. He was waiting with a white, fluffy towel, and he began toweling her off.

She stifled a giggle as he ignored her eyes and focused on her flesh. He touched her softly, rubbed her nipples, put the towel to her mons and rubbed.

“Fuck,” she wheezed. She finally had to push him away. She was about to cum. Then she pulled him back and made him make her cum.

Dazed, exhausted, and yet energized by what was happening, he sat on her vanity chair. He was wearing the panties she had given him.

“You want some make up?” she asked.

He shook his head, but he was slow in getting up. Of course, maybe he was just slow because he was tired. After all, he wasn’t sleeping that well.

She sent him more texts that day, including one wonderful jpeg of a close up of her tits.

When he got home he was totally out of it.

“I’m making you sex stupid, aren’t I?”

He nodded as he tried to close with her.

She was tired herself because, right before he got home, she had diddled herself to a world class orgasm.

So she pushed him away. “Go cut the lawn. I’m going to take a nap.”

She listened to the lawn mower droning as she lay on the couch, and knew she couldn’t get sleep. Sure, there was a degree of tiredness, but there was a bigger degree of horniness.

She went into the kitchen and poured a couple of bourbon and Cokes.

An hour later he came in, hot and sweaty, and the physical exertion had only revived him. He still wanted to close with her.

She told him to sit down and drink.

He didn’t even notice that the ice cubes had near melted. He just guzzled the drink and gazed lovingly at her.

“How’s it going, honey?”

“Good.” He couldn’t take his eyes off her.

“Are you going to be ready for the cumtest at the end of the month?”

He nodded.

“If you lose you’re going to have to wear that chastity tube for a year.”

“I won’t lose. I’m so stoked now…I don’t see how I could lose.”

“Excellent. I left a bra on the bed for you. Go put it on. Better shower first.”

“A…a bra?”

She nodded and watched his mind come to grips with his situation. She knew that he knew that she was making him hornier,

He nodded, tossed off the rest of his drink, and padded out of the room.

Amy poured herself another drink. And she thought: How can I make him lose? How can I keep him like this?

She thought about just asking him.

She thought about how it had only been a few days, and could she really base a life decision on such a short period of time?

Yes, she knew. She could.

But he might not go along with it. How could she get him to go along with it?

He entered the kitchen, and she caught her breath.

His panties were tight on him, and she loved the smooth look. Sure, she liked his dick, but the vibrator worked just as well. Maybe even better. Seeing him there with a smooth front just made her so damned wet!

And the way the bra hugged his chest, it made him look feminine, it crossed up all her mental images of him, and…she felt a throbbing in her pussy.

Oh, fuck…fuck! She was going to cum!

“How do I look?”

“Get yourself a drink,” she answered, trying to keep her voice normal.

He walked past her, had his back to her as he poured himself a drink. She put her hand to her pussy and very slowly ground her knuckles into her mons.

“UNH!”

“What was that?” He turned and looked at her.

He was so sex stupid he didn’t realize that she had just cum.

She felt the throbbing intensity, it had been a good one, and she said, “I just cleared my throat.”

“Oh.” He finished his drink and came back to her.

Amazingly, though she had just had an orgasm, she felt like she could have another one. Seeing him feminized was doing this to her.

He sat across from her, his cock wriggling in the cage, his nipples erect under her sheer bra, his eyes focusing on her body with such an incredible and magnitudious degree of lust…she loved it.

“I’m going to get you more sexy things to wear. Do you like it?”

“It’s…it makes me horny. When am I going to get to cum?”

“Soon. Soon.” she said. Then: “I arranged a squirting contest at the end of the month with Sam and Erica. Are you going to rise to the occasion?”

He nodded, gulped, “Yes. I won’t fail you.”

“Good, because if you do…”

“I know. A year in chastity.”

God! Make him fail! she thought as she smiled at him.

The next day packages began arriving for him. As a her.

Panties that were more for sissies, with the sexy material but a little pouch, or maybe a c ring. Bras more designed for men.

Nylons.

A corset.

Even a wig!

And she made him wear everything.

Under his clothes he wore nylons and garter, panties and bra, and, of course, his chastity tube.

When he came home she made him wear a dress.

God, he was horny.

But he was also learning to live with it.

He was getting more sleep, and he was learning different ways of motion. And he liked it.

He loved the way the material rubbed him, excited him, made him even more excited.

A week later he was reduced to tears.

He came home and she pulled him into the bedroom.

He grinned stupidly, and went down on her.

She moaned and clutched her head to her groin.

He gobbled and used his fingers. He reamed her pussy and jammed it with three fingers.

And she had the sudden realization that if they kept doing it this way he was going to end up fisting her.

But would that be bad?

She thought not, but she knew she better mentally prepare herself for when it did happen.

Finally, she squirted, pulling his hair and giving a small scream, it felt like her pussy had exploded and gone to heaven.

When she came back to earth she was astounded to discover that he still had his head in her lap, and he was sobbing.

“Honey? What is it?”

“I can’t take it! I need to cum! I know I’m supposed to wait a month.”

She helped him up and walked him into the kitchen where she poured a couple of drinks.

He was huddled over his bourbon and Coke, crying in his whiskey, as it were, and she watched him.

“Is this so rough on you?” she asked gently.

He shook his head, then nodded, then shook his head.

“How long until we have the cumtest?”

“Two weeks,” he sniffed.

She nodded. “Okay, what if I can give you some relief? Do you think you can build it up again in two weeks?”

“Oh, God! Yes!”

Inside, she exulted. She knew he might be able to, but it was definitely a possibility that he would not be able to. And that meant he might be locked in chastity for a year.

“Okay, if you let me do what I want to you tonight…I can try to give you some relief.”

He looked up at her, tears wet on his cheeks, a sad puppy look on his face. “Okay.”

She patted his hand and nodded.

That night she dressed him in dainty underwear. She painted his toes, and he looked on in fascination. She gave him long fingernails, painted red, and he held his hands up and marveled at them.

“I can’t wear these to work.”

“I’ll take them off later, but when you start working at home you’ll have to wear them all the time.”

“Really?”

“Really,” she said. “You might even consider telling your company you’re going to transition.”

He gulped and stared at her.

She worked on his face, cleansed it, primed it, and laid the foundation for color.

His cock was trying to break the tube. It had been near three weeks since he had cum, and he was desperate. His balls felt like they were extra sensitive, so sensitive he was almost afraid to touch them.

She colored his eyes and put lipstick on him, and she had never felt so horny in her life. Her slit was literally dripping with juices. If she had to take a walk they’d have to follow her with a mop.

She put the wig on him, then clipped on some earrings.

“What do you think?” she asked, pointing at the mirror.

He was stunned. He had always been a many man, but now…now he was a woman.

He sniffed, and she snapped, “Don’t cry. It’ll ruin your make up.”

He nodded and tried his hardest to control his tumbling emotions.

She put him in a skirt and blouse. She wanted to put him in a dress, but to do that she would have had to put him in the corset.

But skirt and blouse were enough for what she had in mind.

“Go out and make us drinks.”

He nodded and walked out to the kitchen and made them Coke and bourbon. He stared at his hands, figured out how to use his hands with the long, red tips on them.

She entered the kitchen and he turned, and froze.

She was wearing shorts and a tee shirt. She was wearing a sports bra that tended to flatten and conceal her boobs.

“What?” he asked with a frown.

For answer she unzipped her pants and pulled out a big dick.

His mouth open.

“Honey, if you want relief you’re going to have to do what I say. Can you do it?”

Normally, he wouldn’t have been able to, but now he was so bloated with sexual desire that he couldn’t say no.

But he was silent for a long time.

She stepped up to him. “Feel it.”

He put his hand around her dick.

“I’m going to put this into you.”

He was mesmerized. He felt the ridge like veins on her plastic peter.

“This is a strap on?”

“This is how women take their men. Yes. it is a strap on.”

He was gulping frantically, and his eyes were flickering a bit in the sockets.

“Get on your knees and suck it. Get used to it.”

Trembling, he knelt, and he opened his mouth.

He was a hard charger at work, but she was the hard charger at home. She grabbed his head and pulled it forward. He opened his mouth and the cock slid between his red lips.

“Oh, yeah,” she whispered. She was so sincere he could actually believe she was feeling his mouth suck on her.

After a minute she said, “We can do this anywhere. And I want to do it right here. I want to bend you over the table and just fuck you.”

She turned him, and he was so weakened that he went with it.

She pushed his back and he bent over the table. He gripped the sides of the table as she lifted his skirt, then pulled down his panties.

His pucker was beautiful, a little star ready for plucking.

She had brought a jar of lube with her, and she began swirling her fingers in him.

He groaned, he had never felt anything so good in his life.

Two fingers, then three, and she thought about how if she was willing to be fisted, then so should he be.

She made it to four fingers, then realized he would need more work before he cold take her whole fist. But that was okay. She took her hand out and pressed her cock in.

He grunted as the sudden length of cock entered him. He started to straighten up, but she placed a hand on his back and held him down. Then she put both hands on his hips and began to fuck him.

Tom felt like God had come to earth and taken up residence in his butt. He moaned and pushed back, and he felt the long thing slither through his anal passage, waking up the nerves, exciting him.

Amy slid into him happily. The back end of the dildo was rubbing against her clitoris, and she knew she was going to cum.

“Oh, please…please,” sobbed Tom. “Fuck me!”

“No problem, honey.” And she thrust her hips forward, pulled back, again and again.

Tom couldn’t think. He was being fucked stupid, and he loved it. He just held onto the table as Amy opened him up.

Suddenly he felt himself pissing.

“Oh, God! I’ve lost control of my bowels!”

She laughed. “That’s semen coming out. I’m pressing on your prostate and your semen is pouring out of you.”

Tom held on and the tears came, but they were tears of happiness.

Days passed, and so did two weeks.

On a Saturday afternoon Sam and Erica came over.

Erica had refused Sam for two weeks, and she had sexed him up enough, and she hoped that was enough. But it would really depend on what Amy had done to Tom.

On top of the garage, facing the woods across the backyard, they warmed up the barbecue and toasted a few dogs and burgers. Then the contest started in earnest.

Tom knew what was coming, and he drank his beer eagerly enough.

Sam didn’t know, but the last time he had been drunk he had won that contest, so whatever this one was he should just drink up.

They sat, they sipped, and Tom worried. Last time had been about pissing. But pissing was different than cumming.

Suddenly, he stood up and announced he had to ‘drain the lizard.’ He went into the second floor bathroom, and emerged a while later.

“That was a long pee,” observed Erica.

“It was a lot of beer,” answered Tom with a smile.

They were drunk, not as drunk as the previous contest, but they were drunk enough.

“Okay, boys, it’s time to see who can cum hard, cum the furthest, and cum the most.”

“I’m ready,” said Sam, his eyes rolling a bit, but his cock stiff and firm.

“Sure. Let’s squirt,” laughed Tom.

The two men sat in chairs next to each other and began stroking.

Tom was overjoyed to be out of his chastity. It had been a whole month, and now he was supposed to show how much semen he had stored up.

Sam was just drunk and horny and wanted to jack off. He wasn’t going to have to wear a chastity device if he lost.

For a long minute the boys jacked.

Erica moved a chair next to Tom and reached down and began slapping his balls.

Amy sat next to Sam and slapped his balls.

They were abusing each others husbands, but that was exciting.

The slapping had its effect, and Sam suddenly grunted, turned red, and his hips started jerking.

“Oh…oh…fuck…YES!”

He squirted a mighty shot. It went ten full feet and dropped over the edge of the roof.

Tom had his tongue out the corner of his mouth. He saw how far Sam had gone, and he looked determined to match it, if not better it.”

“Come on, Tom!” Amy yelled. And inside she was hoping he would lose.

Tom jacked and jacked. Erica got serious and played with him fiercely, but…he couldn’t cum.

“Oh, fuck,” he finally let go of his limp dick. “I lost.”

Sam laughed. “I guess I’m the biggest stud in the tub.”

And he crowed, and the women congratulated him, and Amy even kissed the end of his mighty dick and put it away. The look she gave Tom as she did this was most inscrutable.


EPILOGUE

Sam and Erica had gone home and Tom was cleaning up the patio area. When he was done he came into the kitchen, and Amy was waiting for him.

“So you lost.”

He looked down at the floor.

She motioned for him to sit, and he sat. A drink was waiting for him. She was half way through hers.

“I did. I guess I’m not much of a man.”

“I guess not,” yet she had a funny look on her face.

“I guess I’m going to have to wear the chastity thing for a year.”

She had it, and she pushed it across the table at him.

He fit the ring around his package, put his limp member into his tube, and locked it.

He sighed, put his hands on the table and looked at Amy.

“You went to the bathroom halfway through the barbecue.”

“Uh, yeah. I head to go. It was just pee, so…I figured…” he shrugged his shoulders.

“I found my dildo under the bathroom sink. What was it doing there?”

“Uh…I don’t know.”

“You fucked yourself, didn’t you.”

Tom said nothing.

“You stuck my prick up your ass and came, and that’s why you lost.”

“I…I…”

“So being feminized and chastised isn’t punishment, is it?”

Tom stared at her.

“In fact, I’m going to have to figure out something else to punish you.”

He waited.

“I think I’ll try breast implants. And maybe a few hormones. Will that teach you?”

“It might,” he said carefully.

“One last question.”

He looked askance at her.

“Do you still think Angelina Jolie is less than sexy?”

“Nope.”

She smiled and patted his hand. “Excellent. Now let’s go to bed and I’ll show you how to really use that dildo.

He grinned and took her hand and followed her out of the kitchen.

END
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.


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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