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PART ONE

“I do.”

Brad said the words and it was like a big sigh went through the church.

Mia smiled at him, and Brad felt a warmth suffuse his body.

He was married. He had taken on a wife. They would have a family, and he wold be responsible for everything.

“You may kiss the bride,” said the preacher. He was a gaunt fellow all in black. He had a weird smile, sort of rueful. But that was okay, Brad was not marrying him.

Brad leaned forward. Mia was so beautiful. She had a wonderful body, her chest gave him lewd thoughts. Her face was the face of an angel, full lips that smiled knowingly.

He was an inch away from her now, his own lips about to touch, when she suddenly gripped the back of his collar and pulled hard. He was twisted around and bent over. Now she was the one in charge, and she touched her lips to his, quickly, and let him go.

He fell on his ass, and laughter was smothered by hands over mouths in the big church.

“Hey!”

He got up and looked around. The women in the community were laughing at him. The men were looking away, but they had smirks on their faces.

Mia ignored him. She was being hugged by a cluster of women who had rushed the little platform.

Suddenly Brad felt a hand tugging on his sleeve. “Come along, Bradley.”

It was Mia’s mother. She was very short, very slender, but had her daughter’s massive boobs.

She was very attractive, but, like Mia, she had that knowing, smirky sort of smile.

“But…I need to be with Mia!”

“And you will. But first I need to acquaint you with the rules of our community. You need to learn how to act while in our midst.”

“I do?”

“Of course you do. You haven’t just married my daughter, you have married all of us, and you must follow the rules and be a good husband.

Put like that, Brad didn’t have much choice.

He looked back at Mia as Emmy led him through a door to one side of pulpit. She was such a vision of beauty his heart felt warm again. But she didn’t look at him, and he went out the door.

Huh! Some wedding! He was looking forward to a small party, then a honeymoon. The community had set up a small cabin behind her house for their pleasure, and he couldn’t wait. But now he had to go get a lecture.

He sighed and followed the diminutive woman across the parking lot to a small side building.

Emmy led Brad through the door. The room was only 12 by ten. It had one yellow bulb in the ceiling. There was no furniture except for a half a dozen hard back chairs folded in a corner.

“Get out two chairs, Bradley.”

Brad got out the two chairs and set them up.

“Sit now.”

Brad did, and found himself facing the older woman.

“First, I would like to welcome you to our community,” Emmy said. “Not many men are considered, and I hope you make it through your indoctrination.”

Indoctrination?

“Uh, yeah.”

Now, the way this works is that in our religion the woman is in charge. The man is responsible for making a living, and you will be free to do that once you have accepted our ways.”

That sounded right to Brad. He’d take care of Mia, and he would provide for her. He was a little unsure about the woman being in charge thing, but he figured it was lip service and he could handle it.

“Okay.”

Emmy was wearing a dark dress and she reached into a sleeve and pulled out a little package. “The first thing you must do, to prove your love, is to put this on.”

In the gloom of the room Brad stared at what was in her hand.

He squinted and made out a silver ring, a tube made out of metal arranged in a sort of a spiral, and a little padlock. At first he had no idea what it was, but…no. That would be ridiculous. This was a spiritual community. They certainly wouldn’t be involved in anything as kinky as a chastity tube!

“This is a chastity tube.”

Brad drew in his breath in a sudden gasp.

“This will insure that you do not have impure thoughts. Your wife will have the key and let you out when it is time.”

“Wait…”

“Yes?” She arched her thin eyebrows.

“That goes on my…my…package?”

“Of course.”

“And I can’t…we won’t…how will we consummate our marriage?”

“When you have proven yourself Mia will provide for your sexual needs.”

Brad was shaking his head. “Wait a minute! How come nobody ever said anything about this?”

“We need you to prove your love. Accepting this ring will insure your fidelity.”

“But I’m not going to cheat on Mia! I love her!”

“Prove it,” Emmy held out the chastity tube insistently.

“I can prove it without the need of that thing.”

“This is the way of our community.”

“I think I better talk to Mia about this.”

“Mia will not see you until you are committed to her.”

It was obvious how that commitment would be proven.

“You’re saying I can’t see my wife?”

“She has no interest in seeing a man who refuses to commit to her.”

“This is crazy!”

“The will of a man is weak, especially in the presence of profound sexual desires. This chastity tube will insure that you stay strong.”

“What if I leave?”

“You are free to leave. We will start the procedure to insure your alimony payments right away.”

“Alimony?”

“You are married. You have an obligation. Yes. You will pay alimony.”

Now Brad’s mind was going crazy. “What if I leave and then decide to come back.”

“You will not be allowed in the community once you have abandoned it.”

For an hour Brad tried to make sense out of this situation, but, in the end, he took the chastity device. He stood up and said, “Where’s a bathroom?”

“I must watch you put it on.”

Brad took deep breaths. He controlled himself. “So I’m supposed to get naked in front of you.”

“Enough so that I may see that you are properly chastised. I must ascertain this by feeling the device with my hands once it is in place.”

“You’re going to…” He growled, actually growled, and began unbuckling his belt. Turning red in the face he pulled his pants down, then his underpants. He fit the ring around his package, then slipped the tube over his penis. It took a little work as his penis immediately tried to get hard, but he finally did it, then he slipped the padlock through the loop and clicked it shut.

Emmy watched him the whole time. Her eyes gleamed when she saw his penis, but she made no comment.

“There. Are you satisfied?”

She reached forward with her hands and felt him. Man, that made his cock squirm.

She tugged on his tube, tried to get a finger between the ring and the flesh. She even tried to pull his dick out of the thing, but there were little points inside that stopped that.

“Ow!”

She let go of his caged cock and smiled at him.

“Welcome to the family, my son. I’ll deliver the key to Mia. Now get dressed and I’ll take you to see your bride.

Brad pulled up his pants and was very aware of the new article of clothing under his underpants.

It weighed down his cock. The round and round spiral of metal allowed his cock to feel, but that was all. The material of his underpants rubbed his cock through the spaces between the metal. His balls felt very vulnerable hanging under the thing.

What was weird was that he didn’t know how he was going to pee. There was a hole in the tip of the tube, but that would require perfect alignment.

He sighed as he realized that he was going to have to sit down, like a girl, to pee.

Brad followed Emmy back to the church. There were a half a dozen of the ‘brothers’ standing outside the church, and they focused their attention on him.

Then Emmy nodded to them and said, “Brother Brad has been consecrated.

Brad realized that if she hadn’t said that the men likely wouldn’t have let him in the church. Or perhaps they would have stopped him long enough that Mia could be removed.

And he wondered about Mia. Did she know about this? It seemed unlikely that she wouldn’t, but if she knew about this and let it happen…

Ahead of him Emmy stepped into the church and Brad followed.

There were still a lot of people in the church. They were in small clusters, and they all turned and looked at him.

Emmy led the way to her daughter and Brad ran the gauntlet of stares.

“Welcome your husband, daughter.”

Mia hugged Brad and whispered, “I knew you loved me!”

Then she had known! And she had let it happen, and she had never given hint as to what he would have to do.

Man, wait until he got her alone. they were going to have a long talk about who was in charge and what her duties as a wife would be. And the first thing she was going to do would be to give him the damned key!

The ice broken, more people came up and patted Brad on the shoulders and shook his hand.

“Knew you had it in you,” smiled one fellow.

Brad smiled back, and noted that everybody seemed to have a smug look in their eyes.

Did everybody know what he was now wearing?

And it was obvious they did, for the women, in passing close to him invariably tapped his groin with the backs of their hands.

It didn’t make any sound, but he felt the tap run through the chastity tube. His balls felt it and he felt a shiver starting to take hold of him.

Yet he put up with it, even smiled.

After a short while the whole congregation headed for the community building. They left the church proper, crossed the expanse of grass and entered a small building. Inside the building, at the back, was a big kitchen. Women were mixing things in big pots, working over the huge, hot stove, and preparing the celebratory meal.

In spite of what was happening with his pecker, Brad was impressed.

He had grown up a heathen, never going to church. To see this large ‘coming together’ of people was inspiring.

And he did like the way everybody kept congratulating him.

But they kept touching his crotch. At first they were subtle about it, but now they were more open. One women in particular, a wide lass wearing a bonnet, actually and openly grabbed his crotch. Then she kissed him, right on the mouth, and laughed.

Brad looked at Mia. He thought she would be upset, but she was just laughing at him.

“You should see the look on your face!” she giggled.

Then the dancing started, and the groping got even worse. Every woman wanted to dance with him, and they kept pressing their loins against his, as if trying to feel his crotch with their pussies.

His dick, of course, was revolting. ‘Let me out!’ it screamed.

He was torn between wanting more groping, and wanting to get away from everybody.

Unfortunately for him, his dick was louder. Not that it got out, but it sure screamed a lot.

After an hour of being constantly felt up, some of the men pulled him away and took him outside. There, a bottle was passed around. Drinking wasn’t exactly prohibited, it just wasn’t encouraged. Brad understood why. Being made so horny and not having a way to relieve himself would make any man want to drink.

He stood on the back porch of the building with the men and was afforded a few gulps. And, the men grinning at him, a few more.

“So how does it feel to be ‘consecrated,’ Brad?”

Brad tilted his head and took a big gulp. “It’s enough to drive a man to drink.”

There were chuckles, and Brad asked, “Do all of you…are you all…’consecrated?’

The laughter stopped. There were a few rueful smiles, more grimaces than smiles, and one of the men said, “We’ve all been put in our place.”

“But why don’t you revolt? Why don’t you get rid of these things and…and—“

“Woman folk got the keys,” murmured one young fellow.

Brad blurted, “Are you consecrated, too? You’re not even married!”

“Soon as a man comes of age he is locked up. The Lord’s wishes concerning chastity and abstinence are followed to the letter.”

“The Lord? I don’t remember reading about having your junk locked up in the bible.”

“It’s there,” offered a fellow as he took the bottle. “You just got to read it right.”

“Yep. Once we’re locked up we’re pure. Our impure natures are controlled.”

Brad turned to the young man he had addressed before, the one that wasn’t married. “You mean you’ve never…you haven’t even…masturbated?”

The young man shook his head.

“This is crazy.” Brad shook his head.

“You’ll find,” opined an old fellow with a long, grey beard, “that after a while you grow to like it.”

Another oldster said, “Well, you’ll still want to abuse yourself, but it gets exciting to be pure, and you stop wanting to abuse your wife.”

“It gets…” Brad reached for the bottle and it was passed back to him. He too a large glug, wiped his mouth and said, “Well, maybe for you guys, But I’m going to have a long talk with my wife.”

“Won’t do you no good,” somebody muttered, and there were  nodding heads around the group

The celebration went on for hours, and it got wild. The women were all grinning fit to kill a cat, and any man with a groin was ripe for groping. Didn’t matter if they were married, or married to others, they got their junk grabbed and shaken.

Some men were pulled into corners and trapped. The women kissed them, reached into their pants, and seemed totally in control.

The men went with it without comment.

Of course they did. To be felt up and kissed, it was something any man would like.

But to not be able to do anything about it? To suffer the feeling of the penis pushing and trying to squeeze out between the spaces between the loops in the cock tube? How could anybody stand that?

Brad was holding on to Mia while this was going on. He tried to ignore the goings on, but he couldn’t help but see. Finally Mia nudged him.

“Honey? Don’t you want to have some fun?”

“Well, but…we’re married!”

“Of course we are. But this will help you get all hot and bothered. You’re going to be so much fun tonight. Now go on and…Sally? Could you take poor Bradley here and warm him up a bit?”

Sally was a married woman with very large bosoms. She also had a beautiful face. The cap the women wore was off her head and her long, blonde hair flowed down her back.

She took Brad’s hand and pulled him away. Brad looked back, beseeched Mia with his eyes, but Sally just kept pulling him.

“Wait,” he blurted.

Sally pulled him into a closet in the kitchen. It was dark in there, and she grabbed his groin with one hand, and used her other hand to bring his hand up to her ample chest.

He could feel the softness, the warmth, and then she pulled his head down to her other boob.

“Come on, you stick in the mood,” she chortled. “Get me hot!”

Brad had no choice. And, even if he did, he was incapable of resisting. Having his cock trapped for hours, seeing the lasciviousness going on in the community building, his cock was crying tears of pre-cum.

“Wait, wait,” he mumbled. She had pulled her dress open and he was sucking on her fine nipples now.

“Wait,” she sighed. “What for?”

She had his caged cock firmly in hand now, and he groaned as she manipulated it.

“Bradly, I knew you were a horn dog from the first moment I saw you. Mia is going to have so much fun.”

“But…mubbble mubble…” he couldn’t speak with her boob in his mouth. finally he pushed away. “I’m a married man!” he gasped.

“I know. Isn’t it fun?”

“But…isn’t it against your religion? The ten commandments? Thou shalt not lust after some other dude’s wife?”

“Oh, honey. I’m not lusting for you, and any lust you feel is being transformed into excitement.”

“But—“

She held his face, pushed him back down to her tit and spoke over his sucking. “There’s nothing wrong with getting excited. We should be excited all the time. But there’s no way any woman here is going to let you put your little penis in them. Even if you could get it out of your cage. That is simply not allowed. No woman will allow it, and you would be ex-communicated if you actually slept with a woman other than Mia.”

“You mean fucked a woman?”

“Oooh, dirty words! That’s so excited. Here, put your hand down here.”

She pulled his hand under her dress and he suddenly felt moist, hot pussy.

“Oh, fuck!” he whispered. He was getting too excited to stop himself. Still, he tried to object. “But isn’t it bad for me to do this?”

She was holding his wrist down there and humping his hand. “It’s okay to use your fingers,” she advised.

His cock was wiggling and hurting so badly, and his finger sprang up like it was a dick. Shortly he was two finger in, all the way to the knuckles.

“Oh, yes! Yes! Do me!”

Brad was caught. He couldn’t stop, but he didn’t understand.

“How is this not having sex.”

In between gulps and sighs, accompanied by the thrusting of her hips, Sally said, “This isn’t fucking. Penis in vagina is fucking. This is just playing. Please, another finger.”

Now he had three fingers in her. She was moving her hips violently, her hips were rattling cans on shelves. She plastered her mouth against his and grunted.

Then she came. It was like seeing the sun come out after a storm. She arched her back and her eyes rolled up. “Oh, fuck!” she hoarsely whispered. “Fuck! Fuck!”

Brad kept shoving his fingers into her, and she slowly came down. She hung onto him and he leaned back against the door.

The door couldn’t hold their combined weight, and it sprang open. They fell onto the kitchen floor with a loud ‘plump!’

Brad looked up, and a ring of faces looked down on him.

They had been standing outside the closet, listening to him and Sally.

“How was he?” asked a girl named Sandy.

“He’s good. Needs a little discipline, and he needs to keep his mouth closed, except when he’s busy.” Sally giggled and stood up. She pushed her big, fat boob back into the dress and put her hands on her hips and smiled broadly. “But he’s good.”

“That’s all I wanted to know,” blurted Sandy. She helped Brad up, and before he had his balance she had pushed him back into the closet.

Brad reached around her for the doorknob but she pressed him further back. Like Sally, she was pulling her dress open, grabbing his groin, missing him madly.

“Oh, honey,” she said, “Mia is going to have so much fun with you.”

The night went on and on. The music was loud, more booze made its appearance, and Brad was in pain for the pleasure in his groin. His cock tried to hard to get hard, and was squashed for tis efforts.

Woman after woman pulled Brad into the closet. They were waiting outside and no sooner was he done with one woman than another would push him back into the confines of the little space.

At one point, after having given a big, heft woman a thunderous orgasm, he stepped out of the closet and saw Mia laughing at him. She was quite overjoyed with the way the women were treating him.

And, fuck, was he horny.

Surprisingly, considering his usual ‘wham, bam, thank you, ma’am, he had never screwed Mia.

Well, heck he loved her. He was into her, not sex. Which was not to say he was’t lusting after her worse than any other woman he had ever lusted after.

It was just that this was marriage, and he wanted to be on his best behavior.

Which didn’t mean that she didn’t tease him. She was quite free in exploring his cock. She loved to look at it, to feel it, even to stroke it. She would play with him for hours, asking him continuously how close he was, then drawing back so they didn’t have any accidents.

Then, after all that pre-marital foreplay, his cock was locked up and all the women start molesting him. Like, big time.

A couple of them got down on their knees and put his whole cage inside their mouths. That about killed him.

And a half dozen of them wanted to play with his asshole.

That was tough. He wasn’t much for anal sex, but he was so horny now almost any place on his body was an erogenous zone.

Anyway, some hours after it started, the ‘almost’ orgy came to an end. Men and women started leaving. A few of the singles stayed, hoping to be played with some more.

Brad figured the ones who left were actually going to complete the act. They would take off the chastity tubes and screw until their juices flowed.

When Mia took his hand and gave him a bold look he thought she was going  to do that to him.

It was their honeymoon, and that’s what people did on honeymoons. They pressed their bodies together, they rubbed those bodies together, and finally it was time to insert and squirt.

Mia held his hand and led him across the quad that was the center of the little, religious community. They were heading for the little ‘honeymoon’ house.

They walked across the lawn and Brad was gulping continuously. His penis had been wiggling in the cage all night, and it was dripping pre-cum like a faucet.

“Did you have a good time?” asked Mia, holding onto his arm. She was keeping her face straight, but obviously was finding humor in his situation.

“Uh, yeah. But…I have never been so horny in my life.”

She pulled his face down and kissed his cheek. “Wonderful, honey. That’s the way we like our men.”

“Does this happen often? Am I going to be molested by other women all the time?”

“Absolutely. Every wife considers it her duty to make sure every husband is excited at all times.”

“So, in the middle of the day, if some woman pulls me aside and tells me to…to eat her pussy—“

“Then you do it. That’s your job as a man, to make sure every woman is satisfied at all times.”

“But if the women get satisfied then they won’t be so eager to have sex that night!”

“That’s okay. We don’t mind.”

Brad shook his head. “But that’s not fair!”

Mia stopped, and he stopped and faced her. They were only ten feet from the front door.

“Bradley, are we about to have a disagreement?”

“Well,” he looked longingly at the honeymoon cottage, “I just thought…if women get off all the time then men should get off all the time, and—“

“Bradley! You can stop with that insulting conversation right now!”

She was upset.

“But, honey, I didn’t mean anything…and we’re just talking. Can’t we have a difference of opinion?”

“Husbands and wives must be of the same mind.” She folded her arms under her chest and glared at him.

“Well, of course. But can’t there be a little difference of opinion? If it doesn’t matter?”

“If it doesn’t matter then why bring it up?”

He was stymied by that one.

“Now come along. I don’t want you ruining my honeymoon night.”

She led the way onto the porch and faced him again.

“What? Oh…yeah. Let me carry you.”

She waited and he positioned himself for the lift. He tried to scoop under her knees and lift her up, but he was off balance and he fell—it felt like she pushed him—on his butt.

Mia giggled. “I guess you’re not all that strong. Can’t even pick up little, old me.”

Brad stood up and brushed himself off. He had a rueful look on his face. “Sorry. Let me try that again.”

“No need,” she walked into the house.

Brad scampered after her. “Hey! I’m sorry. Can’t you hold on for a second?”

“It’s okay, Brad. I know you’re not as strong as other men.”

“I am, too!”

“Well, maybe.” But even that statement had a bit of doubt in it.

The cottage was cute as a cute button. There was a little sitting room with a small couch in it. There was a book shelf with religious tracts on it. There was a standing lamp at the far end of the couch.

To the left, through a small door, was a small kitchenette.

Brad walked through a door at the back of the room and found himself in the bedroom. He smiled. The bed was small, but that was okay. He was thinking of using it for other purposes.

“Move along, honey.”

Mia pushed him into the room.

“That door is kind of small. in fact, everything is a little small in this place.”

“Please, honey. Don’t ruin everything with a negative attitude.”

Mia took off her gown and laid it across the bed. She was gorgeous in her corset, nylons and her skimpy half bra.

Brad glowed as he studied her form. She was 36 by 24…but the boobs were extra big. She was more than perfect.

Her hair was flowing down her back—the women here seemed to not want to cut their hair—and her skin was flawless.

“Can you undo me, honey?” She turned her back to him, revealing the ties of her corset. Also revealed was the lush whiteness of her soft shoulders.

Grinning now, Brad moved up behind her. The room was small and he barely had the room, but he pulled on her ties and the corset began to give way.

He placed the corset on the floor and she said, “Oh, there’s no closet. Can you put that on the couch in the front room?”

Brad could. He moved into the living room and draped the corset on the back of the couch. He went back into the bedroom, and stopped.

Mia was already in bed. She was smiling over the covers, and she was beautiful.

Brad sort of wanted to see her body, touch her breasts, appreciate her in all her nakedness.

“Get in, honey.”

Brad took his clothes off. Mia stared at his cage and smiled and licked her lips. “Better hang your clothes in the other room.”

Sighing, gulping with anxiousness, Brad followed her instructions. He came back into the bed room and she was laying on her side. Her back to him.

That was okay. He liked a little spooning. He went to the side of the bed and lifted the covers and crawled in.

She turned to him then and began kissing him. Her hands were down below, playing with his caged cock.

Brad was shivering, he was so turned on. He brought his hands to her breasts and felt them. They were massive mounds of pure sex. He was so horny he thought there was a danger that he might cum.

For a long minute they made out, and then Brad said, “I think we’re going to need the key.”

“They key?” She looked at him with big eyes.

“Yes, to unlock me.”

She lay back and considered him. “Brad, honey, that’s not the way we do honeymoons around here.”

“What?”

“To make sure that we get off to a proper start you need to stay locked up.”

“What?” Now his voice was squeaking. “Why?”

“Brad. I’ve kept myself pure for my whole life, just for this moment. You don’t want me to ruin it now, do you?”

“Well, uh, but…this is what men and woman are supposed to do!”

“Oh, Brad, you haven’t been reading your bible, have you?”

“Well, uh…not lately.”

“Thessalonians 4:3. It is the will of God that we abstain from fornication.”

“But not between married people!” His voice was a touch pitchy.

“Hebrews 13: 4. Let the marriage bed be undefiled.”

“But…but…if we don’t have sex then how does the human race go on?”

“Brad. Chastity fosters respect and ensures that people do not treat each other as objects. Chastity helps people understand the meaning of human sexuality and the gift of procreation. It enables husband and wife to love each other with respect, joy and reverence since it assists in sexual self-control.”

“But…but…”

“But don’t worry, dear, in a week I will take care of you.”

A week! His eyes opened wide. “A week?” His voice squeaked. 
A whole week?”

She giggled. “Surely you’re man enough to wait seven days?”

Arguments ran through his head, but nothing he said made any difference. If Mia even had the key she wasn’t going to bring it out.

He was trapped in chastity for a solid week!

Mia grinned at the look on his face, and she kept kissing him, playing with cage and fondling his balls.

For hours she kept this up, never tiring of the piqued look in his eyes, the hurt expression on his face.

“But, honey…” he tried over and over. His heart was thudding heavily inside. His eyes were becoming glazed. His cock hurt so much he bent at the waist.

Still, she would give in.

Finally, she decided to go to sleep.

“Honey, we can do this tomorrow, and the day after and the day after…we can do this for the rest of our lives. But I really need to get some sleep.

Brad actually started to sob, he was so horny and frustrated.

“Now, now,” Mia said. “Give me some room here so I can go to sleep.

But the bed was small, and she kept moving her butt towards him, and suddenly…he fell on the floor.

BUMP!

He looked up her in surprise.

Mia giggled. “I guess you’re going to have to sleep on the couch.”

“But…but…”

But that was it. He was thoroughly outmaneuvered. He went into the front room and realized that not only was the couch too small, it had her dress and his clothes on it.

“Don’t wrinkle the clothes,” she called out to him.

Sighing, nothing but a couple of small towels to cover himself with, he lay on the floor and closed his eyes.


PART TWO

The next day dawned, and Brad wondered if he had even slept. He was wide awake, a nervous energy running through his body. When he moved he moved jerkily, and he kept gulping.

“God morning, honey. How did you sleep?” Mia walked into the room. She was naked and her large breasts jiggled as she walked.

Brad stared, opened his mouth, then closed it.

She chuckled at his predicament, then kissed him good morning. Very soundly. And she reached under his caged cock and grabbed his balls with her hands. She had one ball in one hand and one ball in the other, and she pulled them gently outward.

It sort of hurt, but in the most tremendously sensual way.

“Please!” he yelped.

“Oh, Bradley.” She sighed, kissed his mouth again, and said, “We’re going to have so much fun. Come on, let’s shower and then go have some breakfast.”

The shower was  through a back door in the kitchen and out to a back yard. She led the way down some steps and under a shower head.

Brad was nervous being outside naked, but he followed her. “What’s this? We’re showering out—HEY!”

She had turned the shower head on him. She wasn’t under it, he was. He tried to get out from under the freezing water, but she pushed him back under.

He stood, shivering, and one of the women who had taken him into the closet the night before came around the corner. She was pulling a man by the balls. He was in a chastity tube. She was naked and quite voluptuous.

“I know it’s your honeymoon, but our water’s out.”

“Come on in. Bradley is just getting the water warm for me.”

The woman, her name was Sandy, pushed her man under the water. He didn’t complain, just went to freezing. “Morning,” he said to Brad.

Brad said ‘good morning,’ then stared at the two women. They were standing a couple of feet away and they were giggling and looking at him.

“How was your night, brother?” asked the man, who’s name was Stan, though the womenfolk all called him ‘Stanley.’

“I…it was great.” Brad wasn’t about to admit that he had slept on the couch.

“I know,” the man nodded. “That first week is terrible. I admire your fortitude, and just so you know, when it’s over and your wife finally takes you to bed it will be all worth it.”

“It w—“ Brad stopped himself from saying more. He didn’t want to sound bitter, or negative, or get off to a bad start in the community.

The water was starting to warm up now, and Stan cleared his throat.

Whatever the women were talking about they stopped and stepped under the water. Suddenly Brad and Stan were pushed aside. They stood in the brisk air, no longer warmed by the water, and shivered.

Brad looked at Stan, figured he might say something, but he didn’t. Stan just looked at the women and waited.

The women showered long and leisurely. They soaped each other’s breasts and pussies and continued chatting. Under the water, speaking in low voices, Brad couldn’t understand them, but they way they kept looking at him he figured they were gossiping about his performance on the honeymoon night. Except there hadn’t been any performance!

Finally, the women stepped out. There was a small cupboard door built into the side of the building and Stan opened it, took out two towels, and handed one to Brad. “Here go, brother.”

The ladies stood and waited, and when Stan started drying his woman off Brad figured that he was supposed to dry Mia off. He stepped forward and placed his hands on her sacred flesh. Well, the towel on her sacred flesh, but it was close enough. He trembled as he rubbed the towel gently over her skin.

Mia smiled at him, made him pay close attention to her pussy, and moaned to signify when she was properly dry.

Stan hung the towel on a rack, so Brad did to.

“Well, see you at breakfast, Brother Brad.”

The couple left and Mia led the way back into the honeymoon house.

“You did well, Bradley. You make me proud.”

She went into the bedroom and put on her wedding dress. He stayed in the living room and put on his tux.

She stepped out of the bedroom and he was smitten all over again. She was just so incredibly gorgeous in her wedding dress. He stared at the way her breasts bulged to create massive cleavage.

He could feel his cock dripping and he looked down. Sure enough, he was getting a damp spot on his pants.

“Come along, Bradley.”

She led him out of the house.

He didn’t know what to do about the wet spot, but he went along. He figured the morning air might dry it enough so it wouldn’t be noticed.

They crossed the lawn to the community building they had danced in the night before. Brad was stunned when he entered. It had been a mess, and now it was totally cleaned. There were tables set up and people were getting chairs and putting them under the tables, then heading for the kitchen.

In the kitchen a long line of men were ladling out bacon and eggs, pancakes and orange juice. The smell of fresh food was near overwhelming.

“When did they clean it up?” whispered Brad to Mia.

“Last night. After the men were done they came back and cleaned and prepared for breakfast.”

Brad was impressed. The men had been drunk, and teased and denied, and then had gone home to finally get a little, and then, instead of falling asleep, they had forced themselves to come back and prepare the morning breakfast!

He wouldn’t have been able to work after all that had happened to him! And he didn’t even get to fuck like these guys had!

Brad stood in line with Mia. Mia chatted with the women around her, and occasionally spoke to a man, but mostly to say, “More eggs, Phillip.” Or, “Could I have apple juice instead of orange juice?”

The man so addressed happily complied.

“How was the night, brother Brad?” The man scooped a large spoonful of eggs on to his plate.

Brad had the feeling that everybody was suddenly listening to him.

“It was…good. It was great.”

Though he seemed a bit befuddled, his answer pleased the men serving the food. They all nodded and grinned at him.

“That’s good, brother Brad. And don’t worry, when your week is up it will be worth it.”

The other men nodded solemnly.

They made Brad feel like he was part of a big secret, even if he didn’t know what that secret was.

Brad sat down at the table next to Mia. As the honeymooning couple they were the guests of honor, and they were sitting at the table at the head of the room.

As they ate, Brad asked, “So I have to wait a week to consummate our wedding.”

Mia just giggled.

After breakfast they returned to the honeymoon cottage. Brad was fit to bust. His cock had totally woken up and his balls felt like they were on fire.

“Are you sure you can’t unlock me a little early?” It sounded to him like he was whining.

“I’m sure, honey.” She turned to him. “It’s very important that you follow the rules and become completely indoctrinated.”

“I don’t know if I like the sound of that. Indoctrinated. It sounds like I’m being trained like a dog.”

Mia smiled. “In a way, it is sort of like that. But you’ll understand more after the week is up.”

“But I haven’t crapped on the floor and I still get my nose pushed into my mess and swatted on the butt with a newspaper.”

Mia broke into a huge grin. “Oh, Bradley, that is so perfect. I want to do that.”

“Rub my nose in a mess and swat me with a newspaper?”

“Yes!”

“Honey, don’t you think this is getting a little out of hand?”

Immediately she started to tear up. “Oh, Bradley! How can you say such a thing! I’m doing everything in my power to make you feel good. I play with your penis and I kiss you and love you, and then you won’t even play a little game. A game which you suggested.”

“I wasn’t suggesting a game! I was—“

“Doesn’t matter! You won’t do it! Are you trying to be a bad husband?”

“No! I—“

“Then you should let me do this to you!”

“But, Mia, proper wives don’t spank their husbands!”

“Maybe you haven’t noticed, but this community runs by different rules!” She huffed.

“Honey! I’m sorry! I didn’t—“

“Well, Mr. Bradley. I thought this week was going to be fun! I thought you were going to be a good husband. I thought…”

She continued on and on, and finally Brad buckled.

“Okay.”

She stopped her carrying on instantly and smiled. “Will you? Really? Oh, Bradley. That is wonderful. You do love me!”

She grabbed his groin, slid a hand into his pants and rubbed his manhood and pressed her hot mouth to his.

Bradley was confused. Everything was going topsy turvy in his mind. The way he was being manipulated, his growing sexual fervor, and now this…this idea that he should have his nose rubbed into his mess and be spanked…it was crazy!

But he was too horny to think straight. His cock was crawling around, pressing painfully out, and his mind seemed to have been short circuited.

He had one dismal thought: what is going on!?

“Lay on the bed here, Bradley.”

Flabbergasted in a most subtle manner, Brad crawled up on the marriage bed.

“Oh, look! This bed came with little, leather cuffs!”

Brad looked at the corner of the bed. Mia was holding up a leather strap that seemed to be part of the bed. It came up over the corner of the bed.

“Put your hand right here…that’s it…see?”

The leather strap had a velcro fastening. It was quick and easy to put on, but it wasn’t going to be quick and easy to take off. In fact, when she had all four straps fastened, and Brad was lying face down, he knew she would have to release him. There was no way he was getting out of this on his own.

Then he realized: what does this have to do with having my nose rubbed into something? And what was the something he was supposed to have his nose rubbed into?

“Now, Bradley, we seem to have a problem.”

“What?”

“You went to bed with your clothes on. Didn’t you know you’re supposed to be undressed?”

“Oh, well, maybe you should let me up and I can get undressed.”

“Too late for that,” Mia murmured.

She reached under his waist, he pooched up a bit, and unfastened his belt and zipper. Then she moved back and started pulling his pants down.

Now Brad found himself grinning. Sure, he was face down, but this was a very sexual position. Maybe something…

“Here you go, honey,” she pushed her panties into his mouth.

“Mphhumph!”

“What’s that?” she giggled. “I can’t hear you?”

“Mpuumph!”

“Well, Bradley, maybe I should punish you for not speaking clearly.”

“Mphooophum!”

“No. I think I’ll stick to your original sin. Or crime, if you wish.”

“Mooophumb!”

“You haven’t been eating me out! Oh, you do a good enough job with your fingers. But not once…and we’ve been married a whole day…have you used your mouth to get me off.”

“Ummphooob!”

“Don’t you know how to please a woman?”

SMACK!

Brad arched his back and Mia giggled.

“Isn’t this fun?”

SMACK!

She was using his belt on him, and she was stronger than he had thought.

SMACK!

“MOOOPHOOOM!”

He tried to spit her panties out. They were blotting up all the moisture in his mouth. She had worn them all day yesterday and they were…pungent.

SMACK!

Brad howled through the panty gag. He cried. And then she stopped.

He lay, gasping, and she sat next to him. She reached under his body and felt his balls. “Oh, Bradley. We’re going to have so much fun. I know it doesn’t always make sense, but this is what a woman needs. And you are proving yourself a real man by submitting to it.”

Brad lay there, his ass burning, but then her fingers slithering over his testicles made him feel good.

She got off the bed, moved around, then sat down behind him, next to his burning butt.

“Now, you might not like this, but, guaranteed, once it’s in you’re going to love it.”

Her fingers entered his rectum and he jerked up, pressed his hips down. There was no way he could resist because her fingers were coated with extremely efficient lubricant.

“Doesn’t this feel wonderful? Bradley, dear?” She reamed him slowly and gently, smoothing lubricant into him.

After a moment, he relaxed. It did feel good. In fact, it felt great!

He was reminded of those women who had teased him the night before A half a dozen of them had wanted to play with his butthole.

And it was good.

He wiggled his butt a bit.

“That’s a good boy.” She used more fingers, and now she wasn’t just circling the rim, she was pushing in and out.

Brad groaned. Man, this felt good!

She pulled her fingers out, spread his ass cheeks, and pushed a butt plug into him.

He grunted. There was a moment of pain, then he was feeling really good. He felt full. And all the sensitive nerve endings were singing happily.

“Now, Bradley, I’m going to let you up. It’s time for you to go work with the men. But I expect you to lay down like this whenever I ask you. Do you understand?”

He nodded.

“And you promise?”

Again, he nodded, and she loosened the straps.

Brad pulled on and spat out the underwear, twisted up and sat on the side of the bed. He wiped tears from his eyes, then stood up. It hurt to stay seated.

Mia handed him his belt. “You need to get together with the men now.”

He nodded, didn’t look at her, and got dressed.

He was in a confused state of mind.

He had been spanked. Made to cry. He could still taste her stinky underwear.

Yet…he was totally turned on. He looked down at his crotch. His pecker was pressing so hard against the chastity tube that he was pulling his balls out.

Even his nipples were erect.

Worst of all was the butt plug up his heinie. It felt good. It felt like he was fucking, except that, in a way, it was him that was getting fucked.

And it felt good. He felt full and it was rubbing against his prostate. It was making him drip even harder.

Finally, he walked towards the door.

“Aren’t you forgetting something?”

He turned to her, then went to her. When he kissed her it was like nothing he had ever experienced before. He had never been so aware of her hot mouth as he was right then, and he began to cry all over again.

She held him, patted his back gently. “It’s okay, honey. It’s okay.”

He nodded, and eventually she pushed him away, guided him towards the door, and he went out.

The men were already working, and none of them seemed to begrudge him his tardiness.

The preacher, the fellow who had married him and Mia, called to him. “I know you’re probably tired after last night,” he grinned. “So we’ll give you light duty.

Brad nodded and fell into step with a husky farmer type, right down to his worn coveralls and the straw in his mouth.

“Hey, young fellow, I see you survived the night.”

Brad nodded.

“You’ll be glad to know we just do a little sweep and mop today.”

A little sweep and mop ended up being a lot of work. It wasn’t hard work, but it went on and on.

They gathered towels from showers and washed them and replaced them in the building cupboards.

They changed sheets, more washing and drying.

They swept and mopped just about every floor in the community.

They picked up hampers, usually full of dainty underthings, and washed them.

Brad was handling hundreds of bras and panties. They were frilly, sexy things, and sometimes, being so horny, he wished he could take the time to sniff them.

And the day went on.

They skipped lunch, and Brad was starving by the time he was sent home to get ready for dinner.

At home Mia was waiting, and she was excited. “They brought you some clothes!” she gushed. He went through a large bundle and found tees, flannels, jeans, and a pair of stodgy work boots.

Yippee.

While he looked at the clothes Mia couldn’t keep her hands off him. She wanted him to try things on, and every change of clothes brought more fondling, more kissing.

Oh, his aching dick. It squirmed like a worm on steroids, and it felt like the head of a goat who had been butting all day.

The only good news was that Mia took out his butt plug.

He had been told to keep it in all day, and after the long day he really wanted it out. After the first few hours of being excited it became wearing.

“Don’t worry,” the old farmer type he had been working with said. “You’ll get used to it. First few days are the worst. By the end of seven days, though, you’ll be able to take anything you want up the butt.”

It was a crude way to put it, and made Brad feel awkward. But it was just an old bull giving advice to a young bull.

They sauntered over to the hall, Mia clinging to his arm and going on about her day.

First she had attended a sewing circle, and she had great plans for making a patchwork rug.

Then she had done yoga with the preacher’s wife.

Then she had…done other things.

While Brad had been washing and drying, she had been learning to knit and dance.

Somehow, to Brad’s cock caged mind, it didn’t seem all that fair.

After dinner they went to a church meeting, and the preacher made veiled jokes about the happiness of recently married couple.

All the people around them were winking and nudging.

Then it was time to go home.

To sleep. To engage in personal, sexual activity.

Except, once again, Brad was limited to hugged and kissing.

Mia played with him mercilessly, bringing him to the point of tears, and he was so horny. All night and into the wee morning.

Brad had been in the army, he had suffered through basic training, and this, what he was currently going through, was actually worse.

In the army he got three square meals a day. He had some down time, not much, but a little. And he got eight hours sleep a night.

Now he was getting two meals a day, the work, while not hard, was continual, and he certainly wasn’t getting eight hours sleep a night.

And this went on, day after day, night after night.

And if that wasn’t bad enough, women in the community sought him out at odd times. They played with him, and made him play with them. By the time seven days had passed Brad was dazed and dizzy. He was certainly looking forward to a night of no chastity tube, a night of unrestrained squirting, and then being able to sleep for fourteen or sixteen hours straight.

Then the seventh day came.

Brad was yawning at supper.

“Brad, close your mouth,” Mia giggled and teased him. “People are going to think you’re not looking forward to tonight.”

“Oh, I’m looking…” he yawned mightily, “…forward. And then I’m going to sleep 24 hours straight.”

The ladies around him chuckled and exchanged looks with Mia, who just smiled knowingly.

After dinner there was a short, prayer meeting, then the men disappeared and all the women walked Brad and Mia out to the barn.

The barn. Brad had never been in there. He heard mooing. He knew the cows were getting milked, but…why were they taking him there? Shouldn’t they be dropping him and Mia off at their own, little love nest?

They entered the barn, and it was a long building with rows of stalls, the pipes and tubes and machines of automatic milkers, and bales of hay.

Brad was now almost out on his feet. The lack of sleep, the continued horniness, he was breaking down.

The ladies supported him, however. They kept him moving.

At the end of the barn was a door, and the ladies opened it and hustled Brad in.

It was a series of large stalls, but the stalls had benches in them. The benches were sloping down in the center, and Brad was helped onto one of them. That was the moment he realized that he had been, not only sleep deprived and hornicized, but drugged.

“Hey?”

“It’s okay, honey. You just been given a mild sedative. We don’t want you sleeping through your wedding night.”

“But…I…” his words were slurred and his mind was cock eyed.

The women moved around the bench and fastened his limbs down. His belly filled the curve of the bench, and this pooched his butt up.

One of the women moved behind him, placed one hand on his butt and gripped his butt plug with the other. It was a big plug, Mia had been putting bigger and bigger plugs into him, and she pulled.

It popped out with the sound of a champagne bottle popping its cork.

Brad groaned. Even that felt good to his addled senses.

“What’s going on?” he asked.

One of the older ladies sat down next to him. He heard the women moving around behind him, whispering and giggling.

“Well, Bradley,” said the older woman, “you have no doubt come to understand how serious we are about keeping the body pure and sacred.”

It was the preacher’s wife. She was a good looking woman, with the usual large breasts of the women of the community. She leaned down and whispered in his ear. “No man, nor woman, should be sullied by impure thoughts. We pity the people of old. Men were insistent, and there was no way, no technology, to control them. Fortunately, we have advanced, and now there is a way to help men control themselves.”

Suddenly, Brad felt a penetration in his butt.

He groaned, and arched his back. The penetration was larger than a butt plug, and it was curved.

“What you are feeling is our special, patent pending prostate massager. It is designed to press on the prostate, and that will release your seed.

Whoever was behind him, he thought it might be Mia, was moving forward and backward, pushing into him and pulling out, and he could feel the delicious pressure of the tip of the thing pressing on his prostate.

“From this point on you will be milked three times a week. Your semen will be used for artificial insemination. Just think, some of the ladies of the community might end up carrying your baby, and you will never know.

Any remaining seed will be mixed into food products, which food products will make you, and us, extremely healthy. You have no doubt noticed our large breasts, our fine skin, our lush locks of long hair. You may have noticed how healthy and strong our men are. This is the result of male semen.

“Also, you may find yourself close to orgasm at times. At that point we will back off and give you a brief rest. We don’t want you to suffer any undue agitation. We want to keep you in the best possible position so that you will be fertile at all times and ready for milking.

Brad lay on the bench. His eyes were half rolled back at the pleasure he was receiving. What she had said was true, he felt close to orgasm, but whenever it looked like he might be able to lurch a few times and give himself an orgasm, they stopped and waited.

Again and again and again.

The first woman finished. Apparently the ‘prostate massager’ they were using had a little nub on the back end that tickled their G spot. He heard woman after woman groan, only to be replaced by another.

So this was where the women spent their days and nights. He had noticed that there didn’t seem to be many women in sight during the day, or the night, so this is where they were.

And this was why the men smiled, yet seemed so docile.

“You’re starting to produce now, Bradley. Can you feel it?”

It felt like he was pissing. One of the women was holding a large, silver can under his caged cock, and the semen was drizzling into the container. He could hear the occasion splat and tinkle as he emptied out.

Another woman took him.

Mia sat down next to him. “Gosh, Bradley, you were good. I’m so proud of you.”

He turned his face towards her. He was no longer tired. Now he was wired. Now he was, even as he was being emptied, filled with a kind of energy.

“I’m never going to get to fuck you, am I?”

“Oh, Bradly, you silly. Of course not. But why would you want to? Why would you want to assert some sort of ownership over me? Isn’t it more pleasurable to be excited, and then drained?”

The problem with her argument was that she was right.

He had been raised a male, by males. Now he was being reconditioned, raised, as it were, by females.

Now he was learning his new place in the world.

He would be excited by endless women so free in their charms, and drained of his excitement regularly.

He wouldn’t be stubborn or truculent. He would be well mannered and loving, and his seed wouldn’t be wasted.

Another woman moved up behind him. He felt the sinking in of her dong. He felt shivers as she touched his prostate and manipulated it.

And Brad had a vision, a little cartoon in his head. And the vision was of him working like a dog during the day, happy and stupid, and then being drained of his energy at night. And he would give up dreams for this utopia. He wouldn’t cheat on his wife, or go off to war. He wouldn’t commit crimes or…or break any of the ten commandments.

And he could see all mankind being converted to this existence. All mankind led to their stalls. Free to be loved, and then drained.

As a tear trickled down his cheek, a tear for a lost civilization, Mia kissed him and whispered, “Oh, Bradley, we’re going to have so much fun!”

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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