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PART ONE

“Man! What a bunch of garbage!” Jim ran the door up and stared at the contents of the storage locker.

The storage locker was big, and it held endless stacks of boxes, suitcases, plastic containers, and on and on and on.

Ann stood next to him and sighed. “We paid over a hundred bucks for this. There’s got to be something in here.”

Jim moved a couple of boxes and found a skinny aisle that led to the back. He moved in and nudged more containers aside.

Ann moved to a light switch at the side of the locker and hit the switch. Yellow light flooded the space, but it didn’t help.

Boxes. Cardboard, wood, plastic.

“Where’s that Harley Davidson you swear we’re going to find?”

“In the next locker,” he grunted.

Ann moved to the aisle and turned sideways and followed him.

And stopped.

“I’m stuck!”

Jim looked back and started laughing. “Your tits are too big!”

Ann grunted and tried to wiggle through the corridor.

Nope. She was stuck, and it was like Jim had said, her breasts were too big.

Jim turned sideways and squeezed back to her. “Lose some weight, baby.”

She snorted. “You want to give up these big ta tas?”

“Nope.”

He shoved a box, reached around pulled her butt, and she came loose.

“Thank you.”

“The pleasure was all mine.” And it was, because now she was turned towards him and still stuck. But it was him she was stuck against.

“Oh, heysoos. You’re not going to be horny at a time like this!”

“If not now,” he chortled and rubbed his front against her. She could feel his big boner rubbing on her and she pushed him away.

“Aw, what’s the matter? You a frigid bitch?”

“I’m a bitch who wants to make money, now let’s get these boxes open and figure out what we can sell, and what we can throw away.”

Jim shoved boxes, made a space, and started opening the things.

After a few minutes Ann muttered, “When did they rent this unit?”

“Back before computers. I’ve got nothing but paper receipts.”

Ann moved a rolling trash can to the unit and they began to fill it.

Receipts. Old, mildewed magazines. Pots and pans. A couple of boxes of old toys which, unbelievably, held promise.

“A Red Ryder lunch pail. I don’t know what we can get for it, but it belongs in a museum.”

Ann pulled out a couple of raggedy Ann dolls. One male and one female.

Jim found a phonograph, plugged it in, and it worked!

Ann found a bunch of records. Frankie Avalon, Fabian, Del Shannon, and so on. All the white bread singers from the fifties.

“Well, we got music.”

They were heartened, listening to Frankie croon about ‘Puppy Love,’ because there was a market for this stuff.

Still, they were only breaking eve, at best.

Tax records for a pawn shop.

A stack of 1950 movie star magazines. All crinkled and used up. Not much value there.

All afternoon they went through the boxes. They took a couple of garbage can loads to the big dumpster, they threw out some broken furniture, and in the far right hand corner, tossed into a box full of vintage clothes, was a small box. It had a velvet covering and rivets and a little padlock.

Ann pulled out the old clothes, and she grinned. “Look. Corsets, nylons from world war two, kinky dresses. Look at this bullet bra!

Jim laughed. “You can wear that.”

And she could. Ann had a real pair of bazumbas. She could fill a bra like nobody else.

Jim picked up the box. “Locked. Wonder what’s inside it.”

He rattled the padlock. No joy. He tapped it with the end of a folding knife. It stayed locked.

“Well, whatever it is, it’s going to stay locked up till we get it home.”

It was getting late then. So they made a couple more trips to the dumpster, loaded their goodies in the back of the pick up, put the vintage clothes and the little box in the back seat of their truck, and headed to the front office.

Jim and Ann made a living selling storage locker stuff on Ebay, yard sales, and so on. They would break better than even on the stuff they had found, but it wasn’t a good day. It was a so so day.

The manager of the property came and inspected the unit, gave Jim his deposit back, and they were done.

“Well, it happens,” muttered Jim philosophically. “We’ve had good units, this wasn’t one of them.”

“I wonder what’s in this thing?” Ann was fiddling with the padlock, trying to get it open.

“Probably somebody’s medicine.”

“Carter’s Little Liver Pills,” snickered Ann.

She had Jim’s knife open and she was trying to insert the tip into the padlock.

“Don’t cut yourself.”

“I won’t. Hey, stop at a McDonald’s or something. Let’s get a Coke.”

A mile further, Ann was still messing with the little box, Jim pulled into a McDonalds. He guided the truck into the drive through and ordered two Cokes.

Ann was now using a bent bobby pin on the lock. She could feel the mechanism and she thought she almost had it.

Waiting for the line of cars to move up Jim watched her, a twist of a smile on his face. “Probably somebody’s marble collection.”

“What if it’s baseball cards?”

Jim perked up. “I’d like that. Dibs.”

Ann glanced at him. “I’m doing the work and you get the dibs?”

“I called it, I get it.”

It was a game they had. A rule. Whoever called dibs got the item, no matter what it was. In the end they shared everything, so it was just a game for them to play.

“All right. Okay. If it’s a Faberge egg you get it. But if it’s the corpse of a cockroach, you get it.”

“Oh boy! I get corpses!”

They pulled up to the window, the girl handed them Cokes, and the padlock sprung.

“All right!”

“Quick, tell me what I won!” Jim pulled to the side to let other cars out of the parking lot. He turned on the overhead light and Ann opened the box.

Inside the box was a velvet bag with a golden loop.

“I won a bag?” he mock groused.

“Shut up,” she smiled, and she pulled out the contents of the bag.

It was a tube in the shape of a cock. A ring. And in the top lip of the tube was an inset lock.

“What the fuck?” He stared at the two pieces in her hands.

Ann started laughing.

“What’s so funny?”

“You know what this is?”

“No. What?”

“It’s a chastity tube.”

Jim blinked. “A chastity who?”

“It’s a sex toy. It goes on your cock, the ring goes around everything, and you lock it together.”

“You lock your cock up?”

“Yep.”

“Why would anybody ever want to lock their dingus up?”

“Because it’s fun.”

“How do you know?”

“I had a bestie in college who swore by them. She kept all her boyfriends under lock and key.”

“Well, it’s stupid.”

She laughed at him, a sly and gleaming look in her pretty, blue eyes. “It may be stupid, but you won it…so you have to put it on.”

“I do not! I would never put on a chastity whatever it is!”

“You dibbed. You won. Rules of the game.”

The rules of the ‘dibs’ game were loose, but she had him. Not because he had to, but because he was sort of curious.

He took the thing from her and held it up to the light. It was made of some kind of polymer. He could almost see through it, but not quite.

“Come on,” Ann giggled. “You have to wear it.” She leaned over and fussed with his belt buckle.

He laughed and tried to move away, but she already had his buckle unbuckled.

“Come on, honey. I want to see that big, old thing of yours in the hoosegow.”

“Help! Rape!” He chuckled.

She pulled his zipper down and began shimmying his pants.

“Okay…okay!” he finally gave in.

She watched avidly as he pulled out his cock. He looked around to make sure nobody was near them, then held the tube next to his cock.

“It’s too big,” he said. And it was. His cock was hard and eight inches long. The tube was only three inches long.

“Oh, come on. Jack off or something. Make it fit.”

“Sorry, honey, but you’re going to have to give me a blow job.”

“No fair!” she complained, but she wasn’t too sincere. She liked giving him blow jobs.

“Hey, that’s the way the mop flops.”

She reached into his lap and took the tube away from him. She held it up and examined it, and said, “You can put the ring on at least.”

“Well, I could.” but he didn’t really want to.

Ann turned to him again. Her eyes were lit up and her teeth were showing. “Don’t be a party pooper. Put the ring on.”

So Jim lifted his shirt, held the ring up, and placed it over his cock and balls. It was a tight fit, he had to pull his balls through the ring one at a time, but it was a fit.

“There, happy?”

“No!” she said. She placed the tube at the head of his cock. His penis would never fit in there, but she pushed the tube down on the head.

It was just for fun. A joke. The tube slipped on.

Not only that, it sucked his whole cock in, and they heard a CLICK!

“What the fuck?” Suddenly his cock was compressed, jammed in, made instantly smaller. “What’d you do?”

“I didn’t do anything!” Ann said. “I just touched the tube to the head of your cock and it…it leaped out of my hand.”

“Leaped out of your hand?”

“Yeah.”

“Well, get it off!”

Ann looked around the parking lot. They were still alone, and she gripped the tube and pulled.

“OW!”

Ann let go.

“Pull it off!”

She tried again, and again he said, “OW!”

“It’s not coming!” Ann sounded a bit alarmed. But if she was a bit alarmed, Jim was all the way alarmed.

“It’s got to come off! It’s tight!”

“Does it hurt?”

Jim was silent, gauging the sensations he was undergoing. “It doesn’t hurt hurt, but it’s like my dick can’t get hard.”

“But it was hard!”

“But when it went into the tube it stopped being hard, and now it hurts because it can’t get hard! It’s like I’m being strangled down there.

Ann moved her head over. She got out the flashlight out of the glove box. She examined Jim’s cock closely.

The tube was definitely trapped his weenie. And she could see it wiggling in the polymer, or whatever the thing was made of.

“We’re going to have to cut it off.”

“Cut it off? My penis?” Now he was sounding a little high pitched.

“No. The chastity cage. We’re going to have to go home and cut it off.”

“But…but…”

“Want me to drive?”

“I can drive. But…you can’t get it off?

“No!”

“Okay…okay!”

They were scared. they were panicked. But there was nothing to do. Jim put the truck in gear and headed for home.

The Cokes didn’t taste all that good.

Jim moaned all the way home. He finally admitted that it didn’t hurt that much, but it was the idea that he couldn’t reach Mr. Happy.

“How would you feel if you couldn’t touch your tits?”

“Fine, because I’m not boob obsessed like some people I know.”

Jim muttered a few choice words, and Ann giggled.

He cast her a dire look.

“Come on. It’s funny. We’ll get home and you’ll get that thing off…no harm, no foul.”

A few more choice words.

Then Jim turned into their driveway. He didn’t bother trying to unload the boxes and stuff in the back of the truck, he just opened the garage door and went for the tool box.

“I can’t believe this is happening. I can’t believe…” he kept muttering. He picked up a pair of pliers and worked them around the ring. If he could snap the ring off the tube would fall off.

“Careful there, slick. I don’t want to lose my favorite part of your anatomy.” Ann spoke in a dry voice and watched him.

Jim tried to close the pliers, but they wouldn’t close. He adjusted his position, tried to get more muscle on the things. He squeezed, and squeezed, and…

SNAP!

The pliers broke. One of the handles had come apart right above the joint where the two sides were attached.

“Fuck!”

Jim went back to the tool box. He found a bigger set of pliers and tried to get them under the ring.

The odd thing, it was almost like the ring closed up, squeezed together when he tried to get them under the ring. It was like a python that, when you compressed the flesh, it compressed also.

“What the fuck?”

“Try a file?”

Jim pulled out a big file. He angled it under his balls and slid it back and forth.

Again, the ring looked like it was adjusting, taking the heat out of the filing process.

For ten minutes he tried to cut the edge into the ring of the chastity tube, but it just wasn’t working. Finally, he bent over and moved the file and saw that he hadn’t left a mark on the thing.

He sat back and stared at the little thing imprisoning him.

“It’s not working,” he said.

“Let me try it.”

Ann took the file and  began sawing. Within the first minute she slipped and the file ran across his most sensitive skin.

“OW! Watch it!”

Ann jumped back. Now she was starting to feel scared. “I’m sorry.”

She tried again, taking her time and making sure she had the angle right and that there were no slips. After five minutes of mild sawing she sat back in frustration. “Not a mark. What kind of stuff is this thing?

“It’s like it moves, expands and contracts, but never enough for me to get loose.”

“And it doesn’t cut or show any signs of being able to be cut.”

Defeated, the couple went into the kitchen. Jim got down a bottle of bourbon, mixed a couple of drinks, and they sat at the kitchen table and considered the situation.

“If I wasn’t so worried it would be funny.”

“Big joke, ha ha!” Jim groused.

“Well, we’ve got several options.”

“Yeah?” he looked at her.

“We go to a locksmith, or we go to a hospital.”

“Oh, crap!” Jim thought about the embarrassment, and the idea of having somebody handle his junk, even while they cut the tube off him, was…humiliating. “Okay,” then he stopped.

“Tomorrow morning,” Ann said. “We’ll try a locksmith first.”

They didn’t want to think about having to go to the hospital.

With that they finished their drinks and headed for the bedroom.

It was getting late, but they were having trouble falling asleep.

“How does it feel?” Ann asked.

“Like a big hand is squeezing me. The odd thing it feels like it’s not just squeezing my dick, but my balls.”

Ann reached for him under the covers. She placed her hand over the tube and just felt him.

“It feels a little warm, but that’s reasonable.”

“Reasonable,” he scoffed.

“Sorry, you know what I mean.”

They lay there, her holding his package, turned onto him in a way that left her big boobs pressing up against his chest.

After a few minutes he asked, “Could you let go?”

She immediately did. “Are you all right?”

“Yeah,” but his voice sounded a little strangled. “It’s just that I’m, uh, getting hard.”

“In that?”

“Well, I’m trying to get hard, and it’s not all that comfortable.”

“Sorry.”

They lay awake for a while longer, but, eventually, they fell asleep.

“I have a lock that I can’t undo.”

The locksmith was wearing a green apron. To the sides were stands with keys on them. In front of them was a key duplicator machine. Behind the locksmith was some industrial equipment. He had a dusty looking short beard and thick glasses.

“You got it here?”

Jim and Ann looked at each other. Jim was bright red now.

“Well, uh, yeah. But there’s a problem.”

The locksmith tilted his head. “What?”

“It’s…I put this thing on…and, uh…it’s down there.”

“The locksmith blinked. “Down where?”

“In my…it’s on my junk.”

“Are you talking about a chastity tube?” his mouth widened, but he tried to keep his grin from showing.

“Yes,” blurted Ann. “We got it at a storage unit we bought. We thought it would be a joke, but now Jim is stuck in the thing.”

The locksmith did grin then, and immediately said, “It’s okay. I mean, sorry, but I get these every month or so, and…it’s sort of funny. Not for you, I know, but…”

He came around the counter, walked to the door and flipped the closed sign and pulled the shade.

“Okay, come in the back and have a sit. Oh, and take your pants off.”

Jim followed directions and shortly was sitting in a metal chair, his legs spread, the chastity tube on display.

“I’ve never seen anything like that,” the locksmith muttered. Then he looked up at Jim. “I’m not gay or anything, but I’ve got to get close up to examine the lock.”

“I know.” Jim felt like dying, he was so mortified.

The locksmith got down on his knees, picked up a magnifying glass, and looked at the mechanism.

“Hunh,” he said. “I’m going to have to touch you.”

“Oh, God, this is weird!”

“You ain’t kidding,” muttered the locksmith. He put his hand on Jim’s junk and lifted and turned.

“Careful,” muttered Jim.

“Don’t worry,” said the locksmith. “This is not my favorite sport.”

For a long minute he peered up close at Jim’s groin. He examined the tube from every angle, apologizing every once in awhile, and finally he sat back with a puzzle look on his face. “Hey, I’m sorry, but the lock is a fake lock.”

“What?”

“It looks like a lock, but there’s no tumblers in there, nothing that I can use picks, or anything else on.”

“But what do we do?” blurted Ann.

“Well, I can try some of my tools; I’ve got pliers and cutters, and power machinery.”

“We tried pliers and they didn’t work. And I’m a little worried about the power tools.”

The locksmith was honest. “You and me both. But let me try some pliers.”

He produced some thick pliers and tried to work them between the plastic and the skin. Again, the ring seemed to actually move, to get smaller, and as the locksmith persisted Jim could feel it.

“It feels like it’s shrinking.”

“It looks like it’s shrinking, admitted the locksmith. He sat back and said, “I think you’re going to have to go to a fire station, or a hospital or something.”

“A fire station?” Ann asked.

“Maybe they have miniature versions of the ‘jaws of life,’ other than that, I don’t know. Nothing I can do.”

The three people looked at each other sadly.

Jim walked through the front doors of the hospital and up to the front desk. Ann was right behind him.

“May I help you, sir?” The receptionist was a pretty, young thing. Probably went tot he local college and was doing an internship or whatever people who wanted to be nurses did.

“I, uh…” Jim was stumped. How could he explain this to the young girl with the innocent eyes.

Ann stepped forward. “We want to see a doctor.”

“What for?” the girl smiled and showed her pretty, white teeth.

For a moment Jim and Ann were silent. Then Ann burst out, “He’s got a growth he wants looked at.”

“I see,” the girl tapped her fingers on the keyboard. “And where is this growth?”

“On my…on my…”

“His private parts.”

The girl didn’t react, but they could feel the atmosphere change. “Oh,  I see. Can you tell me more?”

She wasn’t being snide, or enjoying the moment, she was a little surprised and just wanted more information.

“Uh, can I just see a doctor?”

“I need to know more so I can send you to the right doctor.”

Ann butted in again. “It’s big and black, looks like a wart. It’s located right on the head of his penis.”

The girl was starting to turn red. She picked up the phone. “Martha? Can you give me a hand, please?”

An older nurse came striding down the corridor. She was about fifty, and she had the wise look of having seen everything, whether she wanted to or not.

“This gentleman has a growth in his genital area.”

“A growth, eh? Can you describe this growth?”

Ann again. “Black and ugly and on the head of his dick.”

The nurse pulled them aside and spoke in a low voice, “Did you get something lodged in your hind end?”

Ann looked a little miffed, but Jim whispered. “It’s actually a chastity tube, and I can’t get it off.”

The nurse stared at him for a moment, then nodded. “Have you tried other methods to remove the device?”

“We went to a locksmith, and he sent us here.”

The nurse frowned, “Okay. Let me get something set up here.”

Five minutes later Jim and Ann and the nurse were walking down a long hallway.

“This is so embarrassing,” muttered Jim.

“Well, it happens,” the nurse commented, but not in a mean fashion. “And I’ve seen worse. So don’t worry, suffer through your embarrassment and don’t worry about what others think.

As gruff as it sounded, it was the right thing to say, and when they turned into an exam room Jim was actually relaxing a little. And he was relieved. He was finally going to get this thing off his dick!

The nurse took his blood pressure and measured various vitals and before she was done the doctor entered the room.

“Hi, folks. Got a chastity tube locked on?”

“Is this a common occurrence?” asked Jim, his face turning red again.

“It happens. Fortunately not a lot, but…can you show me the device?”

Jim unbuckled, unzipped, and lowered his garments.

The doctor sat on a rolling swivel stool and leaned forward. “Hunh. Never seen anything like this. Of course I haven’t seen everything, but…Martha, can you get me some forceps?”

Martha left the room momentarily, and the doctor rummaged in a glass cabinet. He extracted a pair of scissors just as Martha returned with forceps.

“I’ve tried pliers, they just snapped off.”

“And the ring, it sort of moves,” added Ann.

The doctor glanced at Ann, then smiled at Jim. “These are a bit more sturdy, believe it or not, than shop pliers.”

Jim looked at the pliers and doubted, but he didn’t say anything.

The doctor moved between Jim’s legs and used the forceps to clamp the ring.

The ring moved.

The doctor jumped back. “What the…”

“It does that,” explained Ann.

The doctor held a stethoscope to the ring and listened. The ring didn’t move. There was no heartbeat or any other sign of life.

But it had moved!

The doctor used the forceps again, placing the flat tips against the ring, and he slowly squeezed.

And the ring contracted.

“Ow!” Jim yelped.

The doctor moved back and frowned.

He moved forward, used his fingers to stabilize the ring, and put the point of the scalpel to it.

The ring contracted and Jim lurched forward a little.

The doctor put the scalpel aside and examined the ring. There wasn’t a mark where he had poked it with the scalpel.

The doctor tried several to her things. Different scalpels. He had the nurse hold the ring, but nothing worked. He even called in another doctor for a consult, but…nothing worked.

Finally, the doctor sighed. “Look, I can give it a good cut, hope to sever it before it contracts, but…you can see what’s happening.”

Jim was desperate by now. “Go ahead. Cut it.”

“Wait!” said Ann.

They waited, and looked at her, but she came to the same conclusion. If they were going to get this thing off Jim they were going to have to go for it.

The two doctors had Jim lay down on the exam table. They maneuvered over his groin, they tried various clamps and forceps, got the best position they could, and the doctor used a pair of surgical scissors.

“OWWW!” The ring contracted and Jim tried to leave the table.

When the doctors jumped back the ring went back to its normal size.

“Honestly,” said the doctor. “I don’t know what to do.”

Jim left the hospital with a bottle of ointment for skin rashes, and nothing else.

Ann sat next to him. She was driving and he was looking at the bottle and feeling very sorry for himself.

“What are we going to do?”

“I don’t know,” said Ann. “Maybe it will fall off by itself.”

Jim wasn’t hopeful concerning that eventuality, but he had no more ideas.

At home they broke out the bourbon and sipped.

The device circled his cock and balls and did nothing.

And he felt horny.

“God, I’m getting horny.”

“Does that hurt?”

“No. It actually feels good. The hornier I get the better it feels. It’s almost like the chastity tube wants me to be horny.”

“But it’s just a…a device!”

“I know.”

They sat and sipped, and Jim stared at the thing on his penis, circling his balls. He looked up at Ann. “We need to go back to the storage unit and get all the stuff we threw away.”

“You’re right!”

“There might be something in there…”

So they jumped in the truck, Ann driving because Jim was too distracted to drive, and headed back to the storage units.

The manager was understanding, and gave them access to the dumpsters. For an hour they were in the dumpster, sifting through every piece of trash, no matter how disgusting, and they rescued all the stuff they had thrown away the day previous.

It barely fit in the back of their truck, and they drove home.

They moved everything out of the garage and stacked all the stuff from the storage unit in the garage. It was crowded. Their garage was bigger than the storage unit, but not by much.

They began going through the material.

For hours they opened boxes, took out individual papers one at a time, explored items other than papers, and slowly moved the contents of the storage room from one side of their garage to the other.

“Here’s something,” Ann finally said. She was face deep in a box with a logo of a clown face on the side. The lettering said, ‘Hiram’s Jokes.’

“A joke shop? Jim placed a box next to her and sat on it.

Ann held a folder and she spread it out on another box.

It was a packing slip. It had writing on it, but the writing was some Indonesian script or something. What was recognizable was the picture of the chastity tube.

They saw lines and arrows describing the size of the tube thing, but they had no idea what the writing said.

Jim went through the remaining items in the box. It was all other stuff, nothing to do with the tube.

Ann puzzled over the packing slip.

“It comes from the far east.”

“But what is it doing in a joke shop?”

“Who the fuck knows,” Ann turned the slip over and read the back. “But there’s an address here.”

Jim glanced over her shoulder. “We’re going to have to get somebody to translate this thing.”

They continued working through the storage locker contents, and by that evening they were done.

One packing slip, and that was all. But at least it was something.

“So how do we get this translated?”

They talked about finding an Indonesian community. They discussed calling an embassy and finding a translator. In the end they found a much easier method.

Jim slapped his head, picked up the packing slip, and went to the computer. He typed in ‘translate,’ and was directed to the Google translator.

But, there was a problem.

The letters were in Indonesian script, they weren’t ‘A, B, C…” And how the fuck do you read an entirely different script?

Still, it could be done, though it took some time.

First, Jim typed in English words. Chastity tube, sex organs. Penis. And so on.

And they studied the Indonesian translation and found letters, and put them together. It was a dreadfully slow process of reverse engineering, but it worked.

It took hours, but they finally pieced the translation together.

Singh’s Shrinker

Most excellent for revenging (joking?) on friends.

Apply and watch panic start up (set in?)

Slowly penis shrink, balls go way (away?)

Leave nothing but poontang hole!

No way off, good many laugh

Good for meandering (wandering?) husband.

There was more. A lot more, but it seemed mostly to be fine print.

But it wasn’t the kind of fine print that did anything but tell you not to cut the label off your mattress.

Jim and Ann stared at each other.

“Shrinker?” gasped Jim.

“Balls go away?” responded Ann, her eyes wide in fright.

“This is supposed to be funny? I’ll bet this Singh person was an abused woman.”

“But you’re a good guy! You don’t hurt anybody!” Ann was starting to cry.

“How did it get to Hiram’s Joke Shop?”

But there were no answers, and they dully contemplated the chastity device that was, if the packing slip could be believed, slowly constricting, and would eventually choke Jim’s dick right off his body!


PART TWO

Talk about your downers. Jim was face to face with the idea that the chastity tube on his dick was going to choke his snake until it was no more. If the packing slip could be believed, he would have a vagina!

Still, he had to go down fighting.

The next week he spent a lot of time going through all the material they had taken out of the storage unit. The main item to be gleaned from all this stuff was ‘Hiram’s Jokes.’

Who was Hiram, and was there an actual joke shop?

There was, and they found this out through the simplest of artifices. They went to the storage place and Jim asked to see a unit, and while the manager was out in property with him Ann ransacked the computer.

The storage unit was originally rented back in the seventies.  It was probably the first unit they ever rented, and it had lain with no visitors in nearly the whole time since then.

Unfortunately, computer failures had obliterated much of the original records. There was no address, and not even a driver’s license.

There was, however, a name. Hiram Hakenstein.

The next stop was city records. The city records weren’t very complete, and the writing was hard to read. Back in the seventies people filled out forms with script and not block letters.

Still, they found an address.

Hiram’s Jokes was located at 1344 Fourth St.

Unfortunately, 1344 Fourth St. had burned down. It was just a blackened vacant space between two other buildings.

At that point most people would have quit. But most people wouldn’t be in danger of becoming eunuchs.

Jim and Ann visited the surrounding stores looking for clues to Hiram Hakenstein.

In the fourth store they visited an old granny was selling dress material, and she remembered Hiram well.

“Hiram? Oh, Lordie, he was a figure. Always passed by, and if you were out he had a joke for you. Course that was before his sex change. After that he didn’t laugh too much.”

Jim and Ann looked at each other. Sex change? And they wee both thinking the same thing. Hiram had lost his marbles and his peanut shooter.

“I always wondered about that,” the old lady continued. “If you choose to cut your weenie off I would think that it would be that you wanted to cut it off, so why be so sad.”

“Do you know where Hiram lived?”

“He lived out in Oakview. Don’t know the address, but he showed me a picture once. There was a big oak out in front of his two story house, A swing hung from it. I believe he had a couple of children. But this was back in the sixties. The children would be 80 years old by now.”

“Oakview. But you don’t know which street?”

“Lordie, no. But it’s not that big a place. You knock on a few doors and you’ll find him. Or his children. If they haven’t moved on.

Jim and Ann went out to the truck and sat in it for a while.

“Oakview. Lot of old people there now.”

“I think it was built in the forties, maybe by returning servicemen.”

But she was wrong. It had been built in the twenties and thirties, and it was filled with large, two story homes that were mostly warped and missing shingles and bits of clapboard.

They began knocking on doors.

“No. Never heard of a Hiram around here.”

“No, sorry. Was a family named Schmidt over there, but no Hakenstein.”

“Never heard of a Hiram. Couple of old folks on the next block, they have German sounding names. Is Hiram German? Hakenstein sounds German, but…”

They knocked on doors, talked to people, made notes, and came back in the evening to catch those who hadn’t been home their first time through.

Every morning Jim looked at his cock. Well, at his cock cage. Maybe it was his imagination, maybe it was born of a basic fear, but he could swear the cock cage was getting smaller.

But how long before it was…too small?

How long before his dingus was no longer functional as a cock?

He didn’t know, but every waking moment was spent in a terror of anticipation.

“Sure. Hiram was our father. And then…” the old lady was about 70, near sighted, and the way she truncated her explanation was suspicious, to say the least.

Jim and Ann were invited into the old house, and they sat on an old sofa that was a wee bit lumpy. Like if they weren’t careful they’d get a spring up their ass.

“And he ran Hiram’s Jokes?”

The old lady, whose name was Mathilda, nodded. “I loved that place. And Daddy was such a practical joker, we, my brother Wilhelm and I, we’d be laughing all day long. That was before…” she shut up again.

After a few more failed attempts to get information, Ann leaned forward and spoke in a determined voice.

“Mathilda, I don’t mean to bring back bad memories, but the unfortunate truth is that we are interested in Hiram during those times.”

Mathilda rocked. She excused herself, got up and brought back some lemon cookies and placed the plate on the coffee table. She was obviously thinking about something the whole time.

She sat down in her rocking chair, rocked, and a big, grey tabby jumped on her lap.

She stroked it, and looked at Jim. Really looked at Jim. Like, looked all the way through him.

“You’re wearing it, aren’t you?”

Jim blinked. His chest pounded.

Ann: “Wearing what?”

“The thing. The thing that ruined Daddy. Made him turn into a girl.”

A moment of profound, deep, very, very sadness.

Jim gave an abrupt nod of his head.

Mathilda reached for a lemon cookie. She nibbled at it, and she was thinking. Lost in memories, hating it, yet…she knew she had to come clean.

“Daddy special ordered the Shrinker from some place in far east. I don’t know how he found out about it, or what he expected, but…he put it on, and that was the last of Daddy. It took several months, and then, one day, it fell off. Just fell off. His penis and testicles were gone, and in their place was a vagina.

“Mind you, I didn’t understand, I was just into my teens, but Daddy lost his zest for living. He moped. The Joke Shop closed.”

Wilhelm and I talked to him, but he was close mouthed, wouldn’t say a thing. It wasn’t until some dozens of years had passed, he was old, and I had to take care of him, and that included washing his butt. That was when I saw his vagina. And how he had bound his breasts.”

“Breasts?” asked Jim in confusion.

“Yes. You’ll grow those, too.”

Jim placed his hands over his pectorals, and the look on his face was sheer terror.

Mathilda continued her story. “He told me the whole story then. He told me how he had. tried everything, but he couldn’t take the thing off, and it kept getting smaller, and his boobs…his boobs…”

She paused, selected another lemon cookie. Nibbled. Got up and went into the kitchen.

“Would you like some tea?”

Neither Jim nor Ann did, so Mathilda returned with as single cup, selected another cookie and ate and sipped.

“At any rate, Daddy turned into a Mommy. He tried to pretend he was still a man, but it’s hard to hide boobs that big. Still, he tried.” She shook her head. Then she looked directly at Jim. “May I see it?”

Jim glanced at Ann, then stood up. He unbuckled, unzipped, and showed the tube.

Mathilda nodded. “Looks like it’s already started working. Like I said, a couple of months and…” she shrugged.

“But there’s got to be something we can do!” Ann cried.

“Well, I always thought Daddy should have embraced his new self. Fighting it just made him sad. No more jokes.”

“But surely there must be something…did you ever track down who he bought it from?”

“I didn’t, but he did. I always remember the day he got that special delivery letter. It was brown with funny lettering, and somebody had written our address in English next to it. He read it, put his face in his hands, then tossed the letter into the fireplace.”

She paused, and thought, then: “Anyway, he still had the thing, was afraid to throw it away. When he died I found it and I tried to destroy it. But the material just sort of changes shape, refuses to burn, and so on. I thought about throwing it in the ocean, but I always had this unreasonable fear that it would find its way to some shore, be found by someone, and do its worst again.

“Eventually I put it in a box, and when I stored all of Daddy’s stuff I put the thing in a box and hoped no one would ever find it. I’m sorry. I should have done better, because you found it.”

An hour later Jim and Ann walked down the walk, away from the two story house with the Oak in front of it, the tatters of a swing hanging from a high branch.

“What are we going to do?” asked Jim.

“I don’t know,” murmured Ann.

And they drove home.

Lord, the conversations Jim and Ann had over the couple of weeks.

Penectomy. Eunuchs. Castrato. Orchiectomy.

Becoming a woman, binding breasts, whether his voice would become higher pitched, how would people view him.

Changing his driver’s license, his name, what lawyers to see.

Making an appointment with doctors who specialized in transitions.

Yet, the inexorable is just that…unstopping. Jim felt like he was standing at the bottom of a mountain and watching that whole, entire mountain avalanche down over him.

As did Ann.

But Ann, being a woman, had a few options available to her. One night she said, “You know, it’s not bad being a woman.”

Jim looked at her balefully, his eyes were dying as his cock shrunk.

“You get to wear dresses and kinky underwear.”

He sounded a bit choked up as he explained. “I’m horny all the time. The smaller that thing gets the hornier I get. It’s almost like it’s stroking me, making sure I’m as frustrated as possible.”

“So?”

“So what do we do when my thing falls off? Do you buy a strap on and fuck me?”

His voice was rising slightly. It was obvious that the prospect of being fucked was frightening to him.”

“Honey, it’s not that bad.”

He thought it was.

“Okay, so I tell you what. Let’s try some things. Let me dress you up, show you how much fun it can be.”

“I’ll feel stupid.”

“Do you have a better idea?”

He didn’t.

The next day Ann left a pair of panties on top of his normal underwear.

Jim got up, went to the dresser, and stared at the panties.

Later, Ann went into the dresser and saw that they were gone. He had put them on! And she smiled, and something deep inside her clicked.

No, she didn’t want him to turn into a woman, but…but there was something exciting in the thought.

That night, at dinner, she asked him how the panties had been.

He mumbled, “I didn’t think they’d be so comfortable.”

She nodded, then asked, “I noticed that your chest seems…larger. Are you changing up there?”

He nodded. He had been hiding his body, was ashamed, but he couldn’t lie.

“Show me.”

Slowly, he unbuttoned his shirt and opened it.

He had small tits. They were A cups, if that, but they were unmistakeable.

She was a large busted girl, and she didn’t have a bra that would fit him. She did, however, have a box of vintage clothing she had rescued from the storage unit.

That night she went out and brought the box in. She dumped it on the living room couch and went through all the items.

Bras of all shapes and sizes. Hiram had apparently tried to find bras for his different stages of development.

Ann tossed Jim a bra that was small, but firm. “Put it on.”

“I don’t want to,” his voice was a whisper.

“You have to.”

So he took off his shirt and put on the bra.

It fit perfectly. It supported his little boobs. The straps didn’t show under his clothes.

And, worst of all, it felt comfortable!

And, it pushed his boobs out so they were recognizable as boobs.

He looked down at himself and wondered. Boobs. What the fuck. How big would they get?

“You look good.”

He looked up at Ann.

“I’m serious. Your waist looks a little thinner, and…is your hair longer?”

“No,” he said, sounding choked up.

“No. You are changing, and if there’s nothing we can do about it then, like Mathilda said, You need to embrace it.”

“I don’t want to embrace being a woman.”

“Hiram didn’t embrace it, and it ruined his life.”

“What are we going to do?” his voice came out in a wail. He was not addressing the situation now, he was talking about them. What was going to happen tot heir relationship?

“We’re in love. I love you, you love me. We deal with it.

“But I’ll be a woman!”

“Hey, I’ve always wondered what a lesbian feels, now I’ll find out.”

She was standing close to him now, and she hugged him and kissed him.

He kissed back, then stopped. “Oh, fuck!” He squeezed his knees together. That’s worse. It’s making me super hornier.

Another week passed. His boobs were bigger. They were B cups, and his cock was definitely shrinking. The cage had been three inches in the beginning. Now it was two inches.

One morning Jim started shaking his cage violently. “Stop it! Stop it!” He screamed.

But whatever the cock cage was, it wasn’t going to be stopping.

“You’re losing your body hair,” Ann observed.

Jim stared at his smooth flesh.

Jim was silent, but suffering loudly in his silence. Ann was…complacent.

“You need to wear garters and nylons.”

Oh, Lord, Jim didn’t want to. He wanted to be a man. But when Ann arranged the garter and helped him roll up stockings he found himself feeling strange.

Strange, like…like it wasn’t that bad.

His mind shrieked, but his emotions were changing.

On the next week she painted his toes. And Jim found the sensation, the experience, so interesting that he allowed her to fit him with fake fingernails and paint them.

And his hair, he was combing with a brush, and exploring turning the brush and flipping his hair and making waves.

One night he was standing in the bathroom, his bra nearly a C cup now, combing his hair. He studied his red nails. His body was changing. Even his face was changing. Fat was moving, redistributing, and his male planes were becoming female curves.

Ann came into the bathroom. She stood behind him and watched for a long moment.

“You’re beautiful.”

He stared at himself. He was afraid to admit that he was a better looking woman than a man.

Yet, it was true.

On the fourth week he began wearing dresses.

Not all the time.

And he usually wore baggy men’s clothes and bound his breasts when he went outside.

But it was only a matter of time before his boobs got too big, before he couldn’t disguise his shape, no matter how baggy the hoody or jeans were.

His cock cage was down to an inch long. His balls were shrinking. His whole package had a smaller circumference now, and he wondered when it would fall off.

When would he become a woman?

When would he no longer be a man?

His height was changing. He was getting shorter. He was definitely getting lighter.

One day he started looking for lawyers on the internet. He was going to have to change his license, maybe his name. But when he took out his license and looked at it it was already changed. His picture was made into what he looked like now.

The box that labeled him male was fading. The faint impression of a check mark in the female box was appearing.

And he was horny.

He pressed his groin with a fist and rubbed it. He couldn’t stop.

“What are you doing?” asked Ann.

He looked down at himself. He was humping the door jamb. Rubbing his crotch madly.

“I can’t…I can’t…” and he ran into his room sobbing.

Sobbing because the emotions were getting to him. He had heard about females and their emotions, but now he was experiencing it.

Ann followed him, lay on the bed next to him and hugged him.

“It’s okay, honey. I’m horny, too.”

Her remark was meant to be empathetic, but it had the reverse effect. He held to her and sobbed and said, “I can’t satisfy you!”

“It’s okay…it’s okay.”

They cried themselves to sleep.

The good news was that they were able to keep making a living from storage units. They bought more, emptied them, put items up for bid or for sale, and they were making good money.

Unfortunately, Jim had lost enough muscle and mass that he could no longer throw things around. He had to use a hand dolly for almost everything, and often he and Ann had to double team something to get it moved.

Then, about the sixth week, Jim hit the crying jags. He was experiencing female hormones and he couldn’t stop sobbing. He cried all day, he cried all night. He didn’t go crazy, though one would think that such crying was crazy, he just sat and sobbed.

“Jim, you’ve got to stop.”

Ann was having a terrible time with Jim’s crying. He was so sad and unhappy, and there was nothing she could do.

“I…I can’t!” he sobbed.

His penis was about a half inch now, and they expected the tube to fall off any day.

He was dressed like a woman 100% of the time now. He wore underwear, heels, dresses, and full make up.

Desperate, Ann poured a couple of drinks. She helped him still his hands long enough to drink the concoction.

He sipped, and sipped, and when the drink was gone he looked at her, and his face was the most miserable thing she had ever seen.

“Help me,” he begged. “I can’t take it any more!”

“But how do I help you? What do you want me to do?”

Jim said the unthinkable. “Kill me!”

Ann was shocked for a moment, then Jim added. “Or convince me how to be a real woman.”

Ann was now shaking, the idea of losing her husband, it was too much. She poured herself another drink, no mix, and gulped it down. And an idea came to her.

Jim was sitting int he kitchen, trying to dry the tears that never ended, and she grabbed his hand and pulled him towards the bedroom.

“What…where…”

“Come with me,” and now she was crying.

They went to the bedroom and Ann told him to get on the bed.

Jim lay down, his cheeks stained with tears, and more tears coming.

Ann went out to the garage and came back a minute later.

In one of the storage units they had bought they had found a strap on. She was holding it now, and she began putting it on.

“What are you doing?”

“I’m going to make you a woman!”

they were both shaking and the tears were pouring out of their eyes.

“I’m going to make you enjoy what is happening, and then…then it will be all right.

Jim was scared of the dildo, but he was more scared of his peeny falling off. He sat on the bed and watched and kept wiping the back of his hand against his cheeks.

She turned to him, grabbed a tube of lube from the dresser and walked over to him.

Jim looked at her.

She pushed him back and he lay on the bed.

She spread his legs and started smearing lube inside him. She held his caged dick with her other hand and he started to moan.

“Oh, fuck! That feels good!”

“Like a woman feels,” she said, her words strangling on her tears. “You’re going to feel like a woman feels, and then it won’t be so bad.”

The weeks of increasing horniness made him start to hump his hips. He pushed against her fingers, and she slipped three fingers into him and greased him up.

Finally, he was ready. Their eyes locked, Ann moved forward. She pushed her hips forward and slid into him.

Jim’s mouth went open in shock.

It felt…good!

He was filled, and all his sex nerves were firing.

“That’s it, honey,” her tears splattered on his belly as she leaned into him. “Take it like a woman!”

Jim started to lurch his hips up and down, trying to get as much as he could.

His horniness was in charge now, and he wanted more and more.

Ann was crying, and she jerked on his cage like she was trying to pull it off him.

“Come on! Come on!”

Jim came. It was a prostate orgasm, which some people call a sissygasm, and it was big. All his erotic feelings summated and poured into his groin, and then it happened.

His chastity tube came off!

But it didn’t leave a hole! It left…his big, fat dick, spurting cream into the air. His sperm coated Ann’s front, and she looked down in shock.

“Jim! Jim! Your…your cock is back! And your balls are big!”

Then she realized she was holding the chastity tube. She looked at it, flicked her hand to throw it away, and leaned forward. She collapsed on Jim and his spurting dick in joy.


EPILOGUE

A month passed, and Jim and Ann fucked like rabbits. Rabbits on viagra. Viagra on steroids.

Every night, and sometimes during the day, they would head for the bed and fuck their brains out.

Jim was happy to have his dick.

And so was Ann.

They worked, buying storage units and searching them and selling what they found.

Sometimes they would stop in the back of a unit and he would rip her dress up and her panties down and bend her over or push her against a wall.

And they were so happy.

But Jim thought something was wrong.

He still had it in his head that his dick was going to fall off. This in spite of the fact that no matter how hard he tugged on it it was firmly connected.

No way that sucker was coming loose.

But something was wrong.

One day Ann went shopping. Bought some steaks and potatoes and a salad and a watermelon. Thought about how happy she was. She had her man back. It had been a month, and she was ready for a celebration.

Then she giggled. They had already celebrated that day. A couple of times. In the bed when they awoke. In the kitchen when she was preparing lunch.

Jim, now that he had his cock back, was insatiable.

She pulled into the drive, picked up her bag of groceries and entered the house.

“Jim?” she called.

No answer, so she put the groceries away and pounded the steaks and added extra salt and pepper.

She went out of the kitchen. She thought she heard something in the back of the house. She turned into the computer room, and there was Jim.

After he had returned to being a male he had stopped wearing dresses and make up. But now he was wearing his female stuff again.

He was made up.

His hair, which he had never cut, was long and styled.

His dress was up and his legs were spread and…he was wearing the chastity tube.

“Jim?”

The tube was locked on and his cock could not be seen. Though the cage bounced a bit as his cock struggled. His balls were big and red under the cage.

“Jim?”

Jim was crying. He looked at her. “I’m sorry, honey…I’m sorry. But you convinced me.”

Ann grabbed a corner of the desk with one hand and held herself up.

“It’s better to be a woman.”

Ann moved forward. She had told him she would convince him, and she had. She buckled at the knees and fell forward, on to him. And she held him.

“I’m sorry,” he mumbled.

“It’s okay,” she said. “I’m not.”

END
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The Feminization Games

CHAPTER ONE

It started with a simple game. Baseball. Rockwell City Park. Boys against girls. A break from our normal mixed league games.

The guys were terrific. They slow pitched, gave us extra strikes, and even gave us pointers on how to play baseball. And we liked how they looked in their jerseys.

And we girls were appreciative. We know the guys are stronger, they play a lot of sports, do weight lifting and like to wrestle around. We didn’t expect to win the game.

But there we were, score tied at 12 each, and the guys had just struck out.

Oh, we laughed and giggled, and teased them, but gently. They had put aside their usual drive for us wives, and everybody was drinking beer, and a couple of couples were in the dug out making out.

Bottom, of the 9th. Georgina was up, a tall red head who needed to choke up on the bat.

Swing and a miss.

Swing and a miss.

Swing and…CRACK! She hit a good one. Her first hit of the game, and she took off like a rabbit. Good at first.

The guys tossed the ball around, made teasing remarks, but were kind.

To tell the truth, we all knew each other, and the guys didn’t care about competing, they were quite happy to go along and get along. There was no point in ramping up their testosterone and squashing us.

Leslie was up.

Swing and…CRACK!

Foul ball. But she was a good athlete, her hubby was pitching and he gave her a good next pitch and…CRACK! The ball sailed into right field.

Georgina made it to third, and Leslie was perched on first, a big grin on her sexy face.

And little old I strode out to the plate.

Oh, the guys gave me catcalls, and I blew them kisses and told them I was going to hit it out of the park. We all laughed, and I tapped the far side of the plate with the end of my bat and got ready.

I watched the first pitch sail over the plate. I thought it was high, but they called a strike, so I got ready again and…

“Lois can’t hit anything!”

Strike.

I stepped out of the batter’s box and stared at my husband.

Jim is a nice guy, I love him, but the tone of his voice was not right.

Even the other guys on his team looked at him. Bob, over on first base, lightly yelled, “Easy, Jim. It’s just a game.”

Wrong thing to say to Jim. To him everything is do or die. He did sports in school, almost went pro, played on the company team, and his testosteroney drive pushed him to be vice president of his company.

“Ah, fuck you guys,” he said in disgust.

I realized then that Jim had had a few too many beers. He was not normally like this. He just had too much to drink.

A couple of the guys looked down, a little embarrassed by his words.

“Come on,” he yelled. “Strike her out. Next pitch.”

Now, I’m a pretty good player, but Jim had me rattled. He’s my husband. He’s supposed to have my back. He’s not supposed to insult me in a mean fashion…and I don’t care how much he’s had to drink.

That said, I struck out. My bat whistled, I turned half around, and I was out.

But the game was basically over.

“Let’s call it a tie,” Bob called out as he walked in. “I’ve got to get to work early tomorrow.”

Jim didn’t like that, nor that a few of the guys agreed with Bob. “Come on. We’ve got this game in the bag.”

But everybody gathered up their stuff, chatted a bit, and started drifting out to the cars.

“Damn,” muttered Jim, and then he did the unthinkable. “You caused this.”

I stared at him, about to start talking the talk, but Bob stepped in. “Come on, Jim. Take it easy.”

“Easy for you to say.”

“The girls did good, we did bad, time to let it go.”

Well, Jim grumbled, turned around to pick up a spare ball, and I blurted: “You’re a bush leaguer.”

I meant his temper, but it came out wrong, and he felt personally challenged.

A couple of the girls came up and tried to calm me down, but I had had it. Jim’s a great guy, but he had gotten my goat, and my goat was feeling a bit peevish.

He straightened up and stared at me. “What?”

A rude ‘what?’ An insolent ‘what?’

I said, “Let’s have a real contest.”

Suddenly I had everybody’s interest. Hey, the guys like to compete. And the girls were naturally curious…so what did I have in mind?”

“What kind of a contest,” he asked suspiciously.

“Three games. You choose one, we choose one, and we coin toss for the third one. Chooser chooses the rules.”

The guys looked at each other, and I could hear their testosterone click to the ‘on’ position. There is nothing a guy likes better than a real game. And I was giving them a serious challenge.

“So if we choose wrestling, you’ll wrestle us.”

“Yep. We choose our girl and you choose your guy. And If I say you have to play baseball in high heels, then that’s what you have to do.”

The guys started mealy mouthing at that. They didn’t want to play in girly clothes.

But the girls liked the idea. And I knew they would. I had already given us one big advantage, and the guys didn’t know what it was. Here was another one, and it was bigger than the guys thought.

So after a few minutes of them protesting about having to wear heels, I made it happen.

“You guys are embarrassed, but I can fix that.”

“You can make it so we won’t be embarrassed by wearing girl shoes?” That was Bob. Even sweet tempered Bob was feeling the heat.

“You bet. “Charlene will put an ad in the paper. Guys against girls, all in heels, gate proceeds to charity. We can even play winner’s choice of charity.”

Now the guys looked thoughtful. They rubbed their chins, they scratched their balls.

Only Jim was suspicious. My guy knew me a little too well, and he knew I had an ace up my sleeve. But he was the only one.

Bob: “Hey guys, that’s not bad. Everybody laughs, we can sell a little beer at the game, maybe even drink a little, and…and yeah. I’m in.”

Tom said, “So are you choosing baseball, in heels?”

I nodded.

“And are you really willing to go with wrestling?”

“Yes,” I said.

The other gals on my team, all except Janice, who had a quirky smile on her face, all chorused “No!”

I quickly called a huddle. I whispered a couple of sentences, saw some grins, and then they all began looking at Janice, and then nodding their heads.

We stood up and faced the men.

“Yes,” I said confidently.

Hubby, dear Jim, couldn’t believe it. He must have thought we had lost our senses, for he stood there and shook his grinning head.

Bob: “So we’re going to do baseball and wrestling. You sure you girls don’t want to pick a girl’s sport? Ballet or something?”

We girls were smiling, and I asked. “Are you giving us the third choice?”

The guys looked at one another. Jim, bless him, helped my case. “Hell, give it to them. We’ve got them beat ten ways from go already.”

So the guys shrugged it off, and kissed their chances of winning away.

“So what is your choice for the third competition?”

Now, truth, I hadn’t thought that far ahead. I didn’t show the guys that, though, I simply turned to the girls and called for a huddle.

We went and sat in one of the dug outs and started throwing ideas around. I knew we were going to win the wrestling, and I knew we had a better than even chance with the baseball game. My skulduggery was paying off, but I wanted a third win. I didn’t want to take any chances.

Ping pong was offered, basketball in heels, and finally, we agreed on a simple foot race. At first we were going to insist on heels, but having heels twice seemed a little unfair. Then Georgina had a good idea: “Make ‘em wear pencil skirts.”

We all giggled, and our choice was decided.

I was afraid the guys wouldn’t go for pencil skirts, but when we presented the idea to them they just shrugged. I guess now that they had accepted baseball in heels, a simply foot race in skirts wasn’t much. Of course, they didn’t really know what pencil skirts were.

Then Bob, his turn to be blessed, asked, “So what are we really playing for? I mean besides charity?”

I spoke up quickly. “If you guys win, two out of three, then we gals will buy you beer, cook your ribs, and wait on you hand and foot for five football games.”

“Oh, yeah!” Their eyes lit up, and a couple of them even patted Jim on the back.

“But… if we girls win…you guys have to take us to five girly movies. Five chick flicks, complete with nice dinners and wine.”

They raised their eyebrows, it seemed too reasonable, and they were about to say yes when I added, “And I get Jim for a week.”

Everybody looked a bit curious then.

I said, “For one week I am going to dress him up, make him into a woman, and even have my way with him.”

“Whoo!”

“Wow!”

Catcalls and quick quips.

Then the guys went after Jim.

“Come on, Jim. You started this.”

“Hey, we aren’t going to lose, what are you worried about.”

And when Jim still hemmed and hawed, one lone voice said the magic word. “Chicken.”

Man, Jim turned red, his fists got tight. He looked around and couldn’t help himself.

“Okay!” The cheers started up, and that helped him relax, but I tell ya, my hubby was one pissed puppy for a second. Deep down, he knew I was a conniver. He knew I had something planned. He didn’t know what, and maybe if he did he wouldn’t have allowed himself to respond so easily. But he didn’t, and I did, and zingo bingo, there went my good old hubby’s manly life. Heh heh.


CHAPTER TWO

“Lois, I can’t believe you did that!”

“What?” I asked sweetly.

“Embarrassed me like that.”

We were at home, getting ready for bed, and I had decided to be nice and pleasant, but he was pushing my buttons. “You started it with that ‘she can’t hit,’ crack!”

“Yeah, but that’s just baseball. That’s the kind of thing we say in baseball.”

“Yeah, but you said it meanly.”

He grumped at that, but he didn’t complain too hard. He’s a hard charger, but when the truth hits him in the face he usually goes with it.

So we calmed down, he popped into bed and laid back, folded his arms behind his bed and thought.

I was plucking my eyebrows and getting ready to take off my make up.

“You really think you can beat us?”

“I wouldn’t have made the bet if I didn’t.”

He smiled. “You don’t stand a chance.”

“Okay,” I acknowledged.

He frowned. He didn’t like the way he won that little mini-argument. “You’re going to outwrestle me?”

“We’ll find somebody on our team. You find somebody on yours.”

“Heck, Bob was a wrestler in high school.”

“High school is long ago.”

He smiled. “Okay.” Turned my own strategy back on me.

Then: “And you think you can beat us at baseball? We’ve all played our whole lives. You gals are a recent addition, you just started playing a year ago, when the mixed league started up.

“Well,” I said, figuring out how much to give him. “I guess you do have an advantage. But it’s for charity, and we’ll do our best.”

There. That did it. He was happy now. And, suddenly, I had a thought. That thought was mean and devious, and so filled with love it was impossible for the average male to comprehend.

Guys, let’s face it, think with their lower heads, they aren’t good at sneaky, conniving strategies.

So I suddenly stopped taking my make up off. I scrubbed my face, then put a little make up back on. I hadn’t done my eyes yet, so I added fresh lipstick, pinched my cheeks for blush, then stood up, stripped off my night gown and turned around.

“You make me so fucking hot.”

He blinked and stared at me.

I grabbed my breasts, a handful, I am well endowed, and squeezed them in his direction. “I need a real man. Are you …’up’… for the task?”

Oh, men are easy.

The bed spread at his groin began to lump. He began to breath harder and became flushed.

“Well, are you going to ravage me? Take me like I need to be taken? I’m so damned wet I really need it.”

“Well, uh…yeah. I think I can, uh, help you out.”

So I advanced on him, and he threw the covers back.

“Whoa! Big guy! I don’t know if I can handle that monster!”

Jim always was a horny bastard, and he grinned as I grabbed his meat and started rubbing.

“Baby,” he said lustfully.

I gobbled his knob. I swallowed his shaft. I played with his balls.

“Oh…fuck!” he grunted. “You better hurry up if you want any.”

But I had better ideas than temporarily sating my carnal hungers. “MmmmMMMmmm,” I moaned, working him harder.

He realized then that I was giving him the works. I wasn’t worried about my own satisfaction. He laid back and thrust his hips up a little.

Up and down his shaft I worked my lips. I slobbered on him as I deep throated him. And I started giving his red balls little slaps. Slap, slap, and he jerked upward, and that caused him to get even hornier.

“Baby…I’m…gonna…AHHH!”

White semen spurted up, like a little volcano. I swallowed, and let some of the sperm seep out of my red mouth. It dripped all over his cock and I kept pumping and sucking.

“Oh, baby,” he groaned. “You’re so fucking good!”

I stopped, licked up the overflow, then smiled up at him. “You’re right. I shouldn’t have gotten so upset. So I’ll make it up to you. I’ll do this to you every night until game day.”

“Wow!”

“But remember our second bet. Beyond the charity stuff.”

He grinned, a satisfied, happy camper. “Not to worry, my word is my bond.”

But I knew what he was thinking. ‘No way those bitches are going to outdo us guys!’

I kept my grin on the inside, and went back to removing my make up.

Boy, was I going to get my revenge.

The next day I met with some of the girls and we discussed our plans. We were in, of all places, a high school malt shop. We were ruining our figures with milkshakes and loving it.

“Can we do it in one week?” I asked, sipping some of my strawberry shake.

“Why so soon?” asked Georgina.

“I don’t want the guys to have a chance to practice in high heels.”

Leslie snickered. “Tim laughed when I asked him to try on heels. He really thinks there’s nothing to it, that he can put on a pair of spikes and run a race.”

We all smiled cheerfully.

“What about Janice? Can she really beat…who’s she gonna wrestle?”

Jim said Bob used to wrestle in high school, so probably Bob, unless they have a sleeper.”

“Like us,” chortled Georgina. Then she grew serious, “And you’re sure Janice can do the job?”

“Nobody knows this, she’s been away for a while, and she doesn’t usually like to talk about it, especially to guys, but she trained for MMA. Even had a couple of bouts. She used to—get this—train with guys all the time. And she won as much as she lost, and this is against professionally trained MMA fighters.

There were grins when I finished. Nothing like a little confidence to help us along.

“What about the foot race?”

“Who are our fastest runners?”

So we went over our roster. Georgina got the nod, and then Leslie, she was always a quick, little thing, and then we threw around ideas for the third girl. They ended up choosing me.

“I don’t know,” I objected. “Jim might get pissy, and if his blood gets up, and this goes for most of the guys, they try harder.

“Well, then we just have to keep them calm, cool and collected until race day,” suggested Leslie, and that fit perfectly into what I was about to say.

“Did you know that boxers are not allowed to have sex for a week before a match?”

The girls looked at me blankly.

“It saps their energy. It’s like after sex, they just roll over and feel lazy. Could you imagine what a week of hot, wild, energy sapping sex would do to our guys?”

Man, the grins hit me then.

“Well, then,” crowed Leslie, “I started sapping Tin last night.”

We all giggled.

“This is going to fun,” interjected Georgina, “and you know what?”

We all looked at her.

“We might even win.”

We all traded looks of delight. Yes, we had a chance.

“Girl power!” I said, putting my hand in the center of us. Quickly, the others stacked their hands on mine and chirped, “Girl power!”

Then, plans all made, we all giggled and finished our shakes.

That night Jim wanted to put on some high heels. So I got out a two inch heel, a real comfy one, and let him slide his foot in it.

He grinned. “This ain’t nothing.”

And, here’s the odd thing, even though it was only a two inch heel, it was girly, and it made me horny.

Sure, I hadn’t cum the night before, but…there was something about seeing my guy in a low heel that turned me on. And thinking about a real high heel, I started to get real turned on.

“So when are we going to get me some heels so I can practice running?”

Oh, Lordy, did I hold the mirth in. He thought he was going to hop into a pair of heels and start running. He didn’t understand that there is a curve, a big curve, to wearing a real pair of spikes. That’s something that women know, but men have no clue about.

“Oh, we can pick something up this week end,” I returned nonchalantly.

Then I told him how big he was, and how I needed a little loving, was he up for the task?

He had just cum the night before, and he was usually a three times a week man, which meant a day of rest, but I wasn't going to give him any rest.

“Well, I don’t know,” he said, “After all, we just did it last night.”

“Yeah, but it was you that did it. I didn’t even get my feet wet.”

“Yeah, but—“

We were in the kitchen, me standing at the sink finishing a dish, he was next to me, leaning his butt against the counter. I reached over and grabbed his cock.

“Uh!” he grunted.
I gripped that puppy right through his shorts, then I knelt down and reached up one of the legs. I snagged his pole and began to work it.

“Hey…uh…”

I undid his zipper, and pulled his cock out. He stopped protesting and started sighing.

I munched on that ding dong like it was a ding dong, with a white, creamy filling.

In truth, I thought I was going to have to lay back and spread, which I wouldn’t have minded, but I wanted to get him off with my hands and mouth, save my pussy for the heavy lifting later in the week.

As I bobbed on his dick I felt his legs give a quiver, always a good sign. I held his balls and gave them little squeezes. I reached up, snuck my hand under his tee, and played with his nipples.

Jim always like having his nipples played with. But, as I said, he’s always been a horny bastard, and he liked anything I could have done. Heck, I could have told him a toe was an erogenous zone and he would have started getting horny in his toes.

So I played, and sucked, and gobbled, and squeezed his balls rhythmically. He grabbed my head and fucked my face, which I usually didn’t like, but I was fine with it now that I was enacting my plan.

And he started to lurch a bit, to buck his hips.

I pulled back. He was in the mood now, so I pulled back and let his desire build.

I kept working him as I chewed on his lips.

He was moaning now, and I knew he was close. The heck with this day of rest thing.

“Can you cum right now? Big guy?”

He thrust his hips, drove his man meat into the circle of my fingers.

“Uh…uh….maybe…maybe…”

I redoubled my efforts. I dropped to my knees again and mouthed him. I pulled up his shaft with my lips. I even reached around and rimmed his asshole with my finger. And that was what did it.

Sometimes I wonder if Jim wants a little anal. Wants to feel like a woman, take it like a woman, because when I touch his asshole he shoots like a rocket, which he did right then and there.

“AH…AHHHH…AH!”

Rope after rope shot down my throat, and I happily guzzled it. I don’t always like swallowing, but these were special times.

My special times would come when he lost the games and I had him for a week.

Tuesday, and Charlene managed to get our game announcement into the local paper.

WAR OF THE SEXES

The guys and gals of the town’s mixed baseball league have finally tossed down the gauntlet. Playing as equals was apparently not good enough for our knuckleballers and bat swingers. On Saturday, 10:00 in the AM, the guys  will take on the girls, but there is a catch.

To offset any physical advantage our glorious guys have grudgingly agreed to play the game in…get this…HIGH HEELS!

In addition, there will be a special pencil skirt foot race, and a wrestling match.

That’s right, sports fans, one girl will take on one guy in a special grudge wrestling match, and the girls are appearing pretty darned confident.

So, will the guys dominate? Or will the gals pull the ultimate upset? Get your tickets now…proceeds will go to the Wounded Warrior Project.

I read the press release with satisfaction, and the phone rang. It was Charlene.

“Lois, guess what?”

“What?”

“The papers only been out for two hours, and the phones are off the hook with ticket orders.”

“Oh my gosh!” I blurted, and that’s when it hit me…this was going to be big.

It wasn’t going to be a 20 or 30 fans sitting in the stands and ignoring us while they drank beer…it was going to be a sold out, whomper stomper of a sports event.

Sure, it was just a couple of hours, and a few phone calls, but…I knew it! Bobby Riggs and Billie Jean…people are hungry for this sort of thing. There has always been a little bit of competition between the races.

On the surface it was just a friendly give and take between the loving two sides of the species.

Under the surface, and this was some place people don’t usually go, it was do or die, get tough and grit the teeth, give no quarter, our side can beat your side you dirty…mofos!

Probably best that this depth was usually not reached. After all, we are the same race, be it with dicks or tits, but somehow this game, and I felt it when Charlene called me and told me of the ticket sales, had reached the depths.

After we finished talking I sat at my desk, I work for a small finance company downtown, and thought about it.

Oddly, my first thoughts were about how maybe I had started something I shouldn’t have.

Then Georgina called, all excited because Charlene had called her.

Then Leslie called, and I got it.

It was game on.

It was root hog or die.

And it was going to be fun.

Heck, if enough people showed up we were going to buy a house for a Wounded Warrior. And I knew it was going to fill up.

Then my boss walked in. Annette is a grey haired matron with a great body and smiling lips. And the meanest, wickedest sense of humor I have ever seen.

“What’s the grin for, Lois?”

So I told her about game and the ticket sales, and she said, “You know, I bet I could get a couple of corporate sponsors.

My jaw dropped. “Are you serious?”

“Good cause. Let me make a few phone calls, but…”

“Yes?”

“Do you mind if I put a couple of signs on the field? A little advertising for us?”

“No problemo, Santa!”

She laughed, then she grew serious, “But there’s more to this than a simple game, isn’t there.”

We talked for a while then, about the differences between men and women, and how sometimes those differences are glorious, and sometimes they are a pain in the ass, and, I swear, I didn’t say anything…but she guessed it.

“You’ve got a side bet with your husband, don’t you?”

My stone face told her she was right and her face lit up.

“Come on, girl friend, tell me the good news.”

“Okay,” I begrudged, actually a little happy to tell the tale. “If the gals win I get to dress Jim for a week.”

“Oh, Lordy,” she breathed, her eyes getting all excited. “And he works for a realty, doesn’t he?”

“Yes.”

“Okay, here’s how it’s going to go down…” and she sat down and helped me flesh out plans for Jim’s comeuppance, and a nefarious sub plot that rocked my mind.

When we were done, all happy and giggly, she said, “Now it’s just up to you to win.”

I nodded.

“Then, girlfriend, you’d better win.”

And she was serious. And I felt a deep degree of seriosity come over me. And I knew she was right. And my competitive nature, in that moment, really rose up.
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