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Author’s Note

This is the first part of a series, eventually to be a book.

Ryan meets a girl and thinks he’s smarter than her. So she hires him to be a companion, and the fun starts.

Shiela, it turns out, is a porn star, and she has some peculiar ideas, and Ryan is the perfect person try them out on.

Is she really going to feminize him?

And what’s this about a dungeon?

It isn’t long before Ryan wants to revolt, but…Shiela’s not about to let him!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“Because you’re a cock teaser.”

The woman stared at him. She was the most beautiful girl at the party, and Ryan had watched her lay waste to the male population.

She was deliberately sexy. Provocative with the dress with the porthole showing amazing cleavage.

Her lips were shiny red, glistening red, and when she spoke she pursed her lips, as if kissing.

Her pale, blue eyes were amused, sending ‘come hither’ messages.

From the spike of her classic, patent leather spikes to the waves of frowzy, blonde hair, she was a dish.

But she wasn’t serious. She was there to tease. To excite the boys just to dash their hopes.

Now she was in front of him.

He had gone into the kitchen to make a drink, and when he turned around she was there.

Teasing.

“Hey, handsome, where have you been all night?”

She was exciting. She was a boner maker, but having watched her he kept an emotional barrier between them.

“Here and there, I’m Ryan.”

She offered a delicately manicured hand as if to shake. “I’m Shiela.”

He took it because…what else you gonna do?

She pulled him into her, mashed her breasts against his chest, whispered in his ear. “How big are you?”

He had stepped back, an amused smile on his face. “I don’t think I’m what you want,” he spoke in a low tone, just for the two of them.

“Why not?”

That was when he told her the truth.

“Because you’re a cock teaser.”

She blinked, but other than that showed no reaction. “Oh?” Her mouth was more amused, and he wanted to taste it.

“I’ve been watching you. You’re a babe and I can be forgiven that observation. But you felt Tom’s penis when you thought no one was looking. You kissed Jerry, and his wife was in the other room. You move your hands across chests, rubbing nipples. You speak like you’re kissing them, and the message is always the same: fuck me. But you don’t mean it.”

“Oh, I don’t,” she studied him extremely closely.

“No. You’re here to tease, and please yourself. And that’s all.”

“Would you like to go home with me?”

He turned his head slightly. His brows dipped just a fraction. He had expected a slap in the face, maybe an outraged rant. He had not expected this.

Yet, he was leery.

“This is just one more of your traps.”

“Of course it is, but it is a trap where you win. How about it?”

“I don’t think so.”

She was not put off, but she redoubled her efforts to persuade him.

“How about making me a drink and letting me convince you?”

Ryan turned to the sink and filled a glass with ice, Coke and…he looked at her, “You want it light or heavy?”

“Medium.”

He put a medium amount of bourbon into the drink and handed it to her.

She had one arm folded under her boobs, which he noted emphasized them, and touched her lips to the glass and sipped a delicate amount of alcohol. Her eyes measured him to within an inch of his life.

“Okay, so here’s how it goes. The rest of the night I’m yours. I will make you my world. No more prick teasing. I will hang on your every word, I will press my body against yours like an old girl friend. When the night is over we can go to my place and you can fuck the hell out of me. You can spend the night and, in the morning, sneak out. Or…we can decide whether we want this to go further. The choice is entirely up to you.”

Ryan had himself under control. On the surface. Under the surface he was starting to feel it.

The heat, the desire, the start of a king-sized boner that would haunt him.

“Well? Are you brave enough?” And now she gave that cock teasing grin. “Do you want me or not?”

He sighed, loud and long, and said, “I would be stupid to turn a bet like that down.”

“A bet, I like that. But not a bet, just an exploratory journey, a trip into ‘virgin territory,’” and she laughed. “Just to see if you want to take up homesteading.”

“Okay,” said.

She nodded, took a big glug, placed her glass on the counter and turned to him. She grabbed his arms and pulled him to her.

Slowly.

Slower.

Her red lips occupying his vision. Her eyes watching him, and now a serious expression on her face.

She almost had him convinced. He was thinking this was for real, but…he waited, watched, and she stopped. An inch away, daring him, and yet he knew she would pull away if he tried to kiss her.

For five seconds they breathed each others air, and she smelled so sweet.

Ten seconds, then she drew back, and that convinced him.

A woman trying to manipulate tries to snare men with a kiss. A real woman builds anticipation, and with it desire, and so ensnares her man.

She was for real, and he gulped. He was good, but not that good.

She picked up her drink, hooked an arm in his, and led him back out to the party.

The rest of the party was a wild adventure.

True to her word, she hung on him, made it seem to everybody that they were long time lovers. She clung to him, kissed him at the right times and in the right manner, and made him feel like a million dollars.

They drank, they caroused, they joked.

They danced, they drank some more, and when it was time to leave she didn’t hesitate.

“We can leave my car here,” she said.

They squeezed into his Mustang and she told him not to impress her with his driving, she was already impressed enough.

So he drove slow and she fiddled with the radio, finding some truly great songs.

Let's swim to the moon

Let's climb through the tide

The Doors crooned it out, lovers on a carousel, and that’s how Ryan felt.

He was on a horse named Shiela, and he was going round and round, trying to figure things out.

He felt like a boyfriend, a lover, and not like a sometimes thing.

But what was she planning?

They arrived at her house, a split level in the Hollywood Hills. Worth millions, and he was properly subdued.

But why was she slumming with somebody like him?

He was nothing but a freelance computer geek. He made good money, but…not millions.

She took his hand and walked him up the walk.

The landscaping was dark, but brilliantly limned by the moon. The house was squat in a way, powerful with a rock face, odd with a red tile roof.

“Make yourself at home,” she said. “I’ll make some drinks.”

They were both drunk, and one more wouldn’t hurt. Besides, he didn’t have to drive anymore. He was going to spend the night here.

She returned with two drinks, and he didn’t know what they were.

“Tequila,” she said. “A Paloma, actually. Grapefruit juice, water, lime, a bit of agave and salt. I didn’t have ice chips, but the cubes are small.”

“You used to be a bartender?” he asked.

“Nah. I just have a lot of time on my hands so I play around.”

“With men?”

He shouldn’t have said that, but he couldn’t help it. Fortunately, she just chuckled. “Sometimes. Hell, all the time. I don’t want to get serious, and it’s more fun to break their hearts.”

“Are you going to break mine?”

She studied and pondered. “I don’t know. You’re different.”

She led him out to the pool area and they sat on lounge chairs and watched the lights of Los Angeles over the slick surface of the pool. There was no fence beyond the pool, nothing to obstruct their sight, and no way for people to look up at them.

They sipped, and for a long moment there was silence.

Refreshing after a party.

A solution to chattery minds.

“How big is your cock?”

“Four feet.”

She snickered. Then: “Goodie.”

He laughed, and admitted, “Probably seven inches.”

She looked at him, when it’s soft?”

“Sadly, no. So what are we doing?”

“We’re going to fuck.”

“Look, I’m not trying to jinx everything, and I certainly don’t want to look a gift horse in the mouth…”

She placed her drink on the ground and stood up. She slid out of her dress.

“There’s something special about you. And screwing is a much better way of learning about somebody than, say, talking.”

Her body without the dress was magnificent. She was wearing a skimpy bra and her breasts were large and so upthrust they could only be described, as big as they were, as ‘perky.’

“Take your clothes off.”

She wiggled out of her panties.

He stood up and unbutton his shirt, dropped it on the lounge chair.

He was not muscular, and he hoped she wasn’t one of these women who wanted a lot of muscles.

She watched him now, as she unfastened her bra. The bra dropped away and her breasts fell, but not too much.

“You’ve got a good body,” she said.

“I’m not the muscular type,” he confessed.

“I don’t want muscles. I want a body that’s feminine slender. I’m bi, and I’ve always dreamed of getting the best of both worlds. A female body with a good dick.”

He had his pants off now, and his penis poked his underwear out.

She rounded the lounge chair and confronted him. “You’ve got a perfect body. Slender with just a little fat. I wish you had boobs.”

He blinked. Everything had been crazy before, but now it was crazier.

She gripped the waistband of his underpants and pulled down, squatted as she pulled, and his cock suddenly popped up…right in front of her face.

She took him in her mouth, loved him with her tonsils, held his balls firmly and massaged them.

“Oh, fuck,” he whispered.

Then she was on her feet, kissing his mouth.

Then she pushed him sideways and they fell into the pool.

“Oh!” he gasped, coming up for air. The water was warm, heated, and clean.

She surfaced next to him and began swimming. “Come on!”

He followed her, caught up to her, and they swam side by side.

Back and forth a dozen times, until they were feeling pretty good.

She stopped at the side of the pool and leaned on the edge with her arms. He took a position next to her, and they looked out at the city lights.

Tall buildings, but not as tall as the mountains. Bright lights, but not so bright as a heart.

His heart was beating lightly, a mixture of drunkenness, sexual anticipation and swimming.

She draped an arm around his shoulder, leaned her head against him. He felt her flesh under the water, her breasts pressed against him.

“Before I fuck you I should tell you what I do for a living.”

“Oh?”

The night was perfect, no LA smog, the water had cleansed them, the liquor had warmed their hearts and souls, and she said, “I’m a porn star.”

It clicked in Ryan’s mind.

He didn’t watch much porn, but…he had seen her. With three men squirting their loads all over her happy face. Stroking with her hands and gobbling with her mouth.

It had been a wild scene, and Ryan had wondered who the girl was.

Now he knew.

He hadn’t recognized her because there is a huge difference between a woman’s face smeared with goo, and the immaculate way she made  herself up and presented herself.

“Oh,” he said.

His response was so shell shocked, so void of imagination, she laughed.

She said, “I know. I’ve had lots of men. You’re probably wondering how big my hole is. You’re also probably wondering what are the chances of picking up a disease from me.

As to how big I am, that’s for you to find out. As for a disease…there’s always a chance. I take extraordinary care in selecting which movies, which is to say which people I want to screw. My company is very scrupulous in demanding examination records, and we even talk to potential men before I engage with them. We ask about their partners outside of the industry. I won’t sleep with anybody who has a history of getting drunk and banging anybody.”

“What about me?” he blurted, and his meaning was plain. She had gotten drunk and taken him home.

“You’re fine. You’re a schmuck. You’re a nice person, not the sort to cruise the bars and sleep with sally Skankface.”

That was true.

“How long since you slept with a total stranger?”

“I can’t remember the last time, not even the first time.”

She nodded.

She lowered her hand in the water and felt for his penis. She found it and held it, squeezed it softly, and said, “But I understand if you want to leave. Believe me, I understand, and I won’t be offended. There’s nothing wrong with a man being smart and careful. It’s a mark in your favor, believe it or not. I hope you’ll stay, I like you, but I won’t be offended.

“I won’t leave,” popped right out of him.

She smiled, she was now holding on to him, her arms around him and he supported them both with his arms on the side of the pool. She kissed his cheek and laid her cheek against his shoulder. She sighed and he could feel her breasts rub against him.

“Can I ask you a question?”

“Oh,” she murmured against his skin, kissing the round of his shoulder, “Now he gets polite.”

“More in awe,” he said.

“Don’t be in awe. I shit like everybody else. Now what’s your question?”

“Why me?”

“Because you told the truth. I’m lonely, I like people. Believe it or not, I never get enough sex, but then I don’t want it a lot, but when I do get it…I want it to be with somebody who will be honest, who will say their minds and treat me like a person.”

He was silent for a moment, digesting her answer, trying to find fault with it, but…she was sincere.

“How can you be lonely?”

“Come on, let’s get out and finish our last drink. I’ll answer your questions till then, then we need to stop fucking talking and starting talking fucking.”

She used her arms and hoisted herself over the edge. It was a strong move and showed that her body was not just perfectly shaped, but strong.

He followed her, and they stood, naked, sipping the last of the tequila. She held his hand. “Go on, tell me your thoughts.”

It was so quiet. The world had gone to sleep and they were in a universe of pure thoughts and dreams.

“I’m not scared of you.”

She glanced at him, a bit surprised. It was a simple statement, not scared of getting a disease, but ti was more, too. And it made her feel really good.

She finished her drink, then pulled him around. She sat down and nibbled on him, making him gasp. In between she explained herself.

“Do you know what it is to be a goddess? That is what I feel like sometimes, and I hate it. People are careful around me. They don’t speak their minds. Even powerful people are careful. They’re in awe.”

“I’m in awe.”

She gave his nuts a gentle slap and he shivered all the way through.

“You’ll get over it.”

He stood and she played with him, brought him to the edge and backed off, while she was waiting for his ardor to wane she continued her talking.

“I only work a couple of days a month. But those days are long and filled with the most boring sex you can imagine. Sex for the camera, moaning and groaning as if I meant it. It’s terrible. But it’s made me rich.”

He moaned, and put his hands on the sides of her head, then took them off.

“Grab my head, fuck my face. Don’t ever be scared around me. if I don’t like something I’ll say so. And I won’t be pissed if you make a mistake. I love mistakes. Mistakes are a chance to learn something.”

He grabbed her head and thrust, and she accepted him with her whole throat. Easily. And she was doing things with her mouth, with her tongue, he was going to shoot pretty soon if she wasn’t careful.

“I like the people I work with, or I have them removed from the set. No negativity allowed. But I wouldn’t want to date any of them.”

She was gobbling his dick, slapping his balls, and had a finger poking at his rectum. His knees were weak and his legs were shaking. He was holding on to the side railing so he wouldn’t fall.

She rose up and faced him squarely. “I like you. But I can be bad. Especially in the kinky sense. If you stick around I probably won’t fuck you much, but I’ll get you off in ways you can’t imagine. I love women, but they can be such bitches. Maybe I’ll feminize you. Maybe not. But, whatever, let’s go in a see how compatible we are.”

She took his hand and walked him into the house, through the house, and into her bedroom.

A big poster bed that smelled of sex.

She literally threw him on the bed. She followed him, sat stride him, sank down his shaft with a feral grin.

“Oh, God! I need this!”

And she devoured him. All of him.

The morning light pounded on his eyes. It was late, maybe ten o’clock, and she was sitting on a chair, watching him, her fist under her chin and a pondering look in her eyes.

“Oh,” he said, struggling up to his elbows. “Good morning.”

“I hate cooking. You want to go out? Or fix me breakfast?”

“I can fix, if you’ve got the fixings.”

She smiled and stood up, “Well, come on then!”

They went to the kitchen and she sat at the breakfast table while he made bacon and eggs and pancakes. They drank Coke because that reduces hangovers, which they both had slight ones.

They were both naked, comfortably so, although his dick kept bobbing at odd times. Oddly, it wasn’t exactly the sex that was exciting to him. It was her. She was that exciting. Just being around her. He had never had a girl affect him that way.

“It’s the carbonation that cures the hangover,” she said, sipping her Coke through a straw. Her lips were perfect puckers and even though she had screwed him to death, he felt his dick coming back to life. Not just bobbing now, but standing up.

“I heard it was the syrup.”

“Maybe. Do you make breakfast like this all the time?”

“Actually, I usually eat mush. McGann’s steel cut oats. Straight from Ireland, I think.”

“Fuck.”

He placed a plate in front of her and she sighed. “I can’t eat all of this. If I gain weight it’ll show up ten times worse on the camera.”

“Eat what you want, I’ll eat the rest.”

She smiled and dug in. And she was careful. The eggs went down, but she only had a strip of bacon, and she only ate a pancake the size of a small plate. But with lots of syrup.

But that small repast she enjoyed more than anybody he had ever seen.

Then he took over, and he didn’t have to watch his weight.

He pushed the plate back and sighed, and thought about making another breakfast.

“No,” she said. “I don’t like gluttons.”

He laughed as she read his mind.

“Besides, I’m thinking you need more discipline. You drank too much. We need to have you control yourself.”

“I drank too much?” He arched his eyes at her.

“I know. Me too. Maybe we’re bad for each other.”

“Okay. Deal. We drink only once a week. And only two drinks. Except for once a month.”

She stared at him, then slowly nodded.

“And if one person breaks this deal they have to give the other person a million dollars.”

She grinned. “Are you serious?”

“Yes.” He wasn’t, and she knew it. The whole deal would splatter at the first opportunity.

But she said, “Do you even have a million dollars?”

“Nope,” he returned cheerfully.

Now she laughed fully, then she patted his hand and said, “Deal. And don’t worry. I’ll cover your million.”

They sat there for a few minutes, grinning like fools as they looked at each other.

“You want to get dressed?”

“Up to you.”

“Look at you,” she reached under the table and flicked his dick. “Wanting to get lucky again.”

He nodded ruefully. “I won’t deny it.”

“Well, honey, I’m not in the mood now, and probably won’t be for a month. My schedule works like this: I screw a bunch of studs for a couple of days, then I don’t feel like it. Then I have a period and don’t feel like it. Then I come down from my period, and it is so relaxing to be freed from sexual impulses…I just don’t feel like messing with that mood. Although, if there is any time I feel like screwing it’ll be then. But don’t get your hopes up. Sometimes I have my moods. Sometimes I think I’d rather spank men than fuck them. Or do other things to them. That’s my bitch stage, and you’d better be on your best behavior when I go there. But, if you get me in a kind place, and everything is right, maybe I’ll fuck. But, do or not, a while after that I screw a few men for a couple of days.”

“And then it starts all over again,” he murmured.

“And then it starts,” she agreed.

“This sounds like you want to do more than hang out. It sounds like you want a live in maid.”

“Oh, fuck, we didn’t discuss that at all. I was just so happy with you, and I assumed…would you like to consider a position in my employ?”

He had been thinking about her all morning. He wanted to be with her. He was totally gobsmacked by her description of her lifestyle, and he had only received the sexual side of it. But…work for her?

Yet, he felt this strong attachment to her. She was bright, vivacious, in control, and yet he felt she was missing something. And was he really the solution?

“Tell me about it. Would I live here? Report for work? What?”

“I’ve got a maid that comes in and a gardener. If you chose to live here I would like it. I’ve got a room off the garage and that would be your room. Sometimes I will want you to sleep with me, usually with NPA.”

“NPA?”

“No Poke Attached. Just cuddle. Just hold me, maybe listen to me gripe, although that doesn’t happen often. Quite honestly, you’ll have a lot of free time. Sometimes I’ll have you drive me, if I’m in the mean bitch stage, but usually I like driving. You’ll be invited to the set, should you wish. But most guys don’t want to see me get plowed and squirted all over. Other than that, my demands are few. I need a bit of cuddling, sometimes some pampering, watch some old movies with me, and I’ll probably want to experiment on you sexually. Other than that, you hang out. If you want to work on your computer you’ll have lots of time. I’ll pay you a couple of grand a month, and if you make money on your own that’s great. I’m all in favor of people getting rich.”

He listened, and his throat suddenly grew dry. “You’ve mentioned that before, experimenting sexually. What is that…?”

She laughed. “That’s always the thing that men hear. And, let’s face it, that always what men want. Let me tell you a little secret: men lust after flesh, women lust after power. We’re generally powerless creatures, and that may explain why I sometimes get bitchy. The hippy, peace and love on the inside gives way to the corporate bitch who wants to walk on men with her spikes.”

He grinned at her description. “Can we try it?”

“Absolutely. There’s no contract. You can leave tomorrow or next year, if I don’t kick you out for whatever reason before then.”

His head moved up and down and he pursed his lips. Truth, he didn’t care about all the rules and things. He just wanted to be near Shiela. “Then let’s do it.”

The first few days were pretty peaceful. They hung out, went to lunch, and she kissed him a lot, and felt him. It gave her great pleasure to excite him. But, true to her word, she wasn’t all that interested in fucking.

He slept with her the next two nights, and he even got her off. But when he wanted to put his dingus in her she just smiled ruefully and pushed him away.

He was okay with that. It just meant that he would be hornier the following day, and he liked being horny. And he really liked that she thought it was great fun to tease him.

He really looked forward to her kisses and caresses.

On the third night she told him to sleep in his own room. It turned out that she had been sleeping with him just to get him used to the house, and to her, and she really wanted to be alone.

His room was small, just eight by ten, but with the whole house to wander through, so what?

His bed was comfortable, a queen size so he had lots of room to sprawl. Over the days he would move a computer into the room, and being a reader he would overload the room with books in the coming months.

That was okay. He told Shiela he needed room for books and she told him to use her library.

Her library was big, but half empty.

She read, but she wasn’t big on reading. She read scripts, romance novels, and had a fascination for Alyce Thorndyke. There was also a big globe of the earth in the library and that was fun to spin and poke a finger at.

One night they had a drink and ended up playing ‘You were born there! (Poke the finger and stop the globe.)

He ended up being born in Tasmania, and she was in Greenland. Stupid…but fun.

Her period started and she kept to herself. She took aspirin and kept the curtains closed. Ryan asked her if there was anything he could do for her. She snapped ‘no!’ and he retreated. A few days later she didn’t apologize, she just brought it up and said, “Told you so.”

She was over her period by then, and she was very relaxed. They went out to lunch, did a little swimming, and one night she lay in his arms and they watched ‘The Maltese Falcon.’

He looked Elisha Cook Jr., and she, of course, like Mary Astor.

“How can you like that cheap gunsel?” she laughed.

“Little man, big gun. Sort of like me.”

She couldn’t stop laughing and she punched his arm.

“Ow,” he rubbed his arm.

And she considered him soberly.

Two days later they went to lunch, and she met a friend from the biz. He smiled a lot, and stayed up with what they were talking about, but he wisely refrained from interrupting two women who were talking quite intensely.

They were talking about A guy named Jerome Smitherly. Film name. He was getting black balled in the industry and the girls had a lot of opinions about that.

“He’s big and he cums on command.”

“He likes garlic sandwiches for lunch.”

But the kicker was that he had yelled at his starlet, and Ryan learned something.

Women control the porn biz.

Men are accessories, and can be changed at will.

Sure, there were a couple of men that were stars, but the public went to see the women, and the women could demand who their co-stars would be.

Interesting. And he reminded himself to always be polite.

Then, one night…

“Ryan!”

Ryan put his book down and trotted out to the kitchen. “Hey, boss. What can I do for you?”

“I’m feeling cranky.”

Uh oh. Her period was over, but she had warned him that she might get pissy at odd times. This was apparently one of those times.

“Okay.” Really, what else could he say?

“I want to spank you. I want to tie you down and spank you. And I’m not known for being gentle.”

This was really his first big test. She had talk about this before, letting him know what she was capable of.

“All right.”

“Head for my room. Take off your clothes and lay on your belly.”

He did as she requested, and when she came into the room, sipping a gin and tonic, he was laying face down and bare buns up.

She put her drink down and got some straps out of the dresser drawer. She went around the bed and tied his wrists and ankles to the posts.

“I hate men,” she said, conversationally, checking her knots. “Oh, I love men, but once or twice a month, usually before I do my two days work, I hate them.”

He watched her, and wondered how bad this was going to be.

“I think it’s some psychological problem. I don’t want to have sex with my father or anything, but I am about to be used and abused. Screwing without love. Without any particular desire on my part. That messes with me.”

She stood back and took off her clothes.

“I’m going to blind fold you.” she said, getting a blindfold out of the dresser. “That way you’ll never know, and it’ll work on you. Every stroke will be a surprise, and it’ll really mess with your mind.”

She sat on the bed and blindfolded him, a simple ‘Zorro’ type sleep mask with no eyeholes. “If you want to yell, feel free. But if you get too loud I’ll put a penis gag in your mouth.”

She ran her hand over his back and sighed as she considered his unmarked flesh. “Is this all right?”

Was she asking whether his bonds were all right? Or if he was all right with her spanking him?

He didn’t know.

“Sure.” His mouth was dry, but he thought he pulled off nonchalance rather nicely.

“Okay.”

She stood up and…WISSS…SMACK!

Ryan jerked and was shocked at how much it hurt.

“I’m sorry,” she muttered.

WISSS…SMACK!

WISSS…SMACK!

She moved her arm smoothly, turned her body to get more weight into it.

His ass turned a bright red quickly. Then she struck him softer, going up over his back, down over the backs of his thighs.

At first he tried to ridge up his body, to refuse the pain. That didn’t work. The mask on his face worked as she had suggested.

Then he tried to anticipate…and he could. He picked up on the WISS often enough.

But it still hurt.

He started crying. Not deep sobs or anything, just water leakage down his cheeks, wetting the bed.

Shortly after that she stopped. He would think, later, that his crying had brought her to her senses.

She got some lineament and rubbed his hot ass, and it helped.

He stopped crying, just lay there, a welter of emotions.

It had hurt, but it had also woken something up in him. He had cried, but he had a boner.

She undid his straps, then helped him under the covers, being careful when she pulled the spread over his ass.

Still, he jerked, and it hurt.

She held him then. And…she was crying.

“I’m sorry. I’m sorry.”

He lay in her arms, and it was the best feeling in his life. Like he had been punished, and now was forgiven.

She kissed his cheek, and his lips, and she kept apologizing, and he finally said, “It’s okay. I liked it.”

She froze. “You did?”

“Sure.” He was lying, but he wanted her to stop crying. He wanted the fun Shiela, not the mean bitch, and if this was what he had to do to get the girl he liked, so be it.

“You can spank me any time.”

Oh fuck! What am I saying? But he had a hard on, and it didn’t feel like it was going down soon.

She turned his face, looked him in the eye.

He kept a calm demeanor.

“Really?”

“I’ll do anything for you.” And this time he told the truth.

She was calm after that, holding him, and she slept with no unease, no sign of bad dreams.

She didn’t fuck him, but that was okay. She held his weenie in her hand and it was like fucking, but it lasted and lasted.


Part Two

“Okay, babe. I’m off.” She chugged some apple juice, she didn’t smoke or drink coffee, and kissed him on the mouth.

She usually kissed him on the mouth. She liked to take her time and feel the texture of his lips. She liked to taste him, and always giggled when she felt his big hard on.

She ran out the door and Ryan was left alone.

Alone in a million dollar home with nothing to do. And the woman that he had strong feelings for was leaving to fuck a bunch of dicks.

He poured a Coke and went out to the pool and sat in the early dawn. It was cool, so he kept his robe on. When the sun warmed up he would take a dip.

Sitting on the lounge his cock poked his robe up.

He looked down at the throbbing tool and mused. “When are you going to get finished off, big fella?”

Cock didn’t answer. It never did. It didn’t bother him.

Like every other man on the planet he was obsessed with his cock.

But, unlike almost every other man on the planet he was able to hold himself back.

He would refuse to jack off because it was more fun to feel his throbbing pecker.

He didn’t toss all morality to the side just to get into a woman’s panties because he liked being horny.

He liked to feel the heat, the blood rushing. He liked how his cock pushed against his underwear, struggled to poke straight out.

Sure, he’d like to fuck, and would, but he wasn’t willing to put out the extraordinary amount of work it took to seduce a woman.             

Let them do the work.

And most women weren’t willing to do the work.

Which shocked him.

Women could be lazy sluts until they got married, then they became 24 hour workaholics.

Do the laundry, change the diaper, fix the breakfast, burp the kid, fix their hair, fix lunch, take the kid to the park, go to the gym, fix dinner, listen to their man drone on about how exciting it was to do spreadsheets, and then, on top of all that, spread their legs and let him pump and dump.

Maybe that was why they were lazy sluts before marriage? Maybe they knew what was coming and were resting up for it?

He took off his robe and slipped into the pool.

Then he did a work out in her home gym. And swam. And reminded himself to get a bike.

Then he went to work.

He had been waiting on Shiela hand and foot, not because of her demands, but because he wanted her to like him, he wanted their arrangement to continue.

Now he had a bunch of computer work waiting for him. Fortunately, what he charged a lot for was simple stuff, and he could do nearly a whole month’s work in a week.

Shiela came home dragging, but her eyes were bright, glistening with excitement.

He had fixed her a small rib eye and potatoes—she said she wanted protein on film days, not the rabbit salads she normally ate—and she devoured it.

“God, his dick was so big,” she shook her head and masticated her steak. “It doesn’t bother you if I talk about this?”

It did and it didn’t, but that was the situation, and before he could answer she was continuing.

“It felt like somebody was driving a choo choo into my poo poo. Never ending story, eh?”

He fixed her a drink. He intuited that she wanted one, and he was right.

“Then his friend was supposed to come in and have me blow him, but his ‘friend’ couldn’t get it up. So the scene focused on me. And when he was done fucking me he used my asshole. I don’t usually like it up the butt, but you have to rise to the occasion.”

She chattered, drank her drink, and he made her another one. And a light one for himself.

Finally, she was done. Done with the talking, but ready for something else.

“Come on. I feel funky.”

He followed her into the bedroom and she tossed him a pair of panties. “Put those on.”

He stripped, kicked his clothes to the side, and pulled on her panties.

They didn’t fit, which delighted her, and she clapped her hands and gave a laugh.

“Oh, I’m going to have to get you a gaff, or maybe just some sissy panties.”

“Sissy panties?”

“They have a bit of a pouch. Or I could just tie your cock back between your legs.

She sat him in front of the vanity table, then sat on the vanity table, her boobs right in front of him, her feet tickling his groin.

She reached behind herself and picked up a tube of lipstick.

She smiled and considered him. “I told you I was bi, didn’t I?”

“Yes. You did.”

Watching him, watching the unsettled alarm in his eyes, she unscrewed the base of the tube. A bright, red pillar rose up, and she leaned forward.

“Cup my boobs. Rub my nipples while I do this.”

He held out his hands and her boobs filled them. He could feel her big, stiff nipples, and he moved his fingers to rub the nipples.

“Oh, Ryan,” she said as she took his chin in one hand and pressed his cheeks so his mouth puckered. “You are so beautiful.”

She rolled the lipstick onto his mouth. He felt the wax coating his lips. Her nipples were very hard, and her feet were gently working over his groin. With her feet she pulled down his panties, hooked his cock and pulled it out.

He grunted. He couldn’t help it.

His dick lay on the chair and she trampled it. Little up and down steps that excited him beyond belief.

She toed his balls.

Then she touched her lips to his.

His eyes were open for a moment, and hers were closed, so he closed his eyes.

It was a unique feeling, kissing with lipstick on. It was exotic and erotic. It was like shaking hands with gloves on. Yet…it was more. It made him want more. It made him want to grind his mouth onto hers.

Fortunately, he ignored his impulses and let her do the work.

She brushed her lips across his. She licked his mouth, inserted her tongue and then sucked on his.

Then she backed off.

The look in her eyes: crazed, demented, happy.

“Oh, I like you.”

For an hour she did that. Put lipstick on him, then gently kissed it off, put lipstick on him, then gently kissed it off.

It was an amazing turn on.

He went through a series of emotions.

I want this…When will it end…Oh, God! I never thought of that!

At one point he thought he might just cum. He was that excited.

But he didn’t, and after an hour she tossed the now empty tube of lipstick aside and hugged him.

“Want to sleep with me tonight?”

The gulp in his throat was loud, and she chuckled, then he nodded.

So they slept. NPA.

And he had weird dreams that were terrible and exciting, but which he couldn't remember.

The next day, seemingly refreshed, at least not looking like she looked when she came home the first day, she headed to the set.

He spent a peaceful day, with his dick.

He was now officially hard 24/7.

Okay, not completely. A dick can’t stay that hard all the time. But he would manage to forget about it for a while, then it popped up.

It was like it had a mind of its own.

And she wanted to tie it up? Or somehow control it?

Ha!

Fat chance with this wang!

So he exercised, trying to ignore his always upright member, and when she arrived home she was in a worse mood. Or better mood, depending on your viewpoint.

He had dinner ready, he had sent out for Chinese, and they tried using chopsticks for a half a minute, then just got out the silverware and ate.

“Geez. What a day,” she sighed. “And they want me to come in tomorrow.”

“You gonna do it?”

“It’s money. I have to.” She looked up at him, “Come with me. We’ll go out later.”

“Okay.”

He didn’t really want to, but he was getting used to following her directions, so…

After dinner he fixed a drink, then she went to work on him.

She tied him down and sucked on him. She edged him for hours. He was already horny, and she could only go a little bit until he was in danger of losing it.

Finally, she untied him.

He knew they weren’t going to make love, so he just lay in her arms while she reclined and sipped a bourbon and Coke.

“We’re not done,” she said.

“Oh?” he was exhausted, but he was also wired. He was so sexually stimulated he didn’t think he’d be able to sleep for a month. At least not until his dick died down.

She jumped out of bed and reached into her purse. She handed him a pair of panties. “These are sissy panties. I’ll get you some more, but I want you to wear them all the time.

He took the panties and examined them.

They were low cut, but had a pouch, and the pouch was stretchy.

He stepped into a leg hole, then the other one. He pulled them up and  looked at himself in the mirror.

They looked like girl panties, but they held his dick down a little bit. If he didn’t have a hard on they would have smoothed his front. As it was they stuck out a bit, but looked girlish. There was no mistaking them for BVDs.

“How do they feel?”

“Surprisingly comfortable,” he admitted.

“Good. Wear them from now on.”

“What about when they get dirty?”

“Turn them inside out.”

His mouth opened in surprise and she laughed. “No. Don’t do that. I’ll get you some more. Now get down here and eat me. I need a cum and I need it now.”

She settled on the bed, her legs spread.

“But do you really need it? Like…bad?”

“Oh, honey, I need it worse than an eskimo needs ice cubes.”

“Do you need it more than an Arab needs sand.”

“Just shut up!” she mocked up a fierce anger, but was kidding.

She wasn’t kidding about needing it, though.

He no sooner had his face in place than she was moaning and scissoring him and kissing his lips with her lower lips.

He had never seen a girl so hungry for cunnilingus. The sounds she made. The way she pumped into his face. Then she folded her legs, like an Indian sitting, and she held her ankles and clamped his face into her.

He couldn’t breath. He was suffocating. He was gasping and felt like he was going to pass out. Just before he could go unconscious, however, she gave a violent shiver and let go.

He back his head up, gasping for breath, and she lay there, turned on her side, her legs now stretched out and quaking.

Without being told he crawled up next to her, held her.

She came down. It had been maybe the most violent cum he had ever seen. Then she took his arms off her and held him. She liked to be doing the one doing the holding, unless they were watching old movies, then it was fifty fifty as to who held who.

“Heysoos,” she whispered, giving a final shudder. “You can sleep with me tonight.”

The next day they were up early and heading for the studio.

They walked in through the front door and because she vouched for him they gave him a badge on the spot.

She led him through the building and he observed Hollywood, porn Hollywood, at work.

He saw amazingly beautiful women walking around naked. And not caring. If they did notice him gawking, which he tried not to do but whacha gonna do…they simply smiled unselfconsciously.

They passed a couple of rooms where shooting was in progress. He heard a steady diet of moans and groans, and saw a mountain of bodies fucking and sucking in weird positions. Or at least, positions he had never thought of.

Shiela greeted people, sometimes with a fist bump, sometimes with a hug, and she was obviously popular. Or, at least in power.

“You getting horny yet?” She tossed back to him.

“Only for you.”

“Good answer,” she laughed.

They turned onto a set and a big, hulk of muscles was standing in the middle of the room, cameras aimed at him but not shooting, and a gorgeous woman was slurping at his dong.

“Shiela! You ready?”

“Always, stud. How’s it going?”

“You exhausted me yesterday.”

The woman sucking on him stroking him and feeling his balls looked up. “What’d you do to him? I can’t get him hard.”

“That’s okay, I brought a new fluffer.”

Everybody on the set was standing around, some watching, some ignoring, but now they looked.

Shiela turned to Ryan. “Hey, Ryan, do you know what a fluffer is?”

Ryan had no idea what a fluffer was, but he was willing to please Shiela. “Sure.”

A couple of the people on the set cracked grins, and Ryan was suddenly the center of attention. Nervously, he asked, “What do I have to do?”

“Get down on your knees and suck Stud off. But make sure he doesn’t cum. Save that for me.”

Ryan’s mouth opened and he froze. Get down on his…suck Stud off?

“But…I don’t…you don’t mean…”

And suddenly everybody was laughing.

Stud slapped Ryan’s arm. “She got ya, pal. Ryan.”

“Gotcha,” Shiela chuckled.

“Then I don’t have to…”

“Maybe some day, but not today. Besides, Joannie’s the best fluffer in the business.”

“Not now I’m not,” she murmured over a mouthful of cock.

“Stick a finger up his ass. that always works.”

“Hey! Aie!” Stud yipped and Shiela passed him with a grin and headed for the dressing room.

“Yeah, that works.”

The dressing room should have been called the undressing room, because that’s all that Shiela did. She stripped off her clothes then sat down in a chair.

The make up girl one chair down said, “I’ll be right with you, Shiela.”

“Take your time.”

Ryan was leaning against a long counter that held all sorts of make up supplies.

“How do you like it? Make you want to get a job here?”

“Amazing.”

“Of course we’d have to get you a bigger dick.”

Ryan shook his head ruefully. These guys were big!

“There was some talk last year about a new procedure. Getting an animal’s penis transplanted, replacing your own. What do you think? Would you like a walrus wanger? Or maybe a polar bear pud?”

“I think I’m fine, thanks.”

Then the make up girl stepped over to Shiela and her day began.

It wasn’t a long day, she was only needed till noon, but it was an intense day.

As soon as make up was done she reported on set. Camera men checked her blocking, measured the lighting, and while they were doing that the director was talking to her about what had to be done.

“We lost the light on your face yesterday, so when he shoots make sure you face the light at about a thirty degree angle.”

“That’s awkward, can you position Stud and I a bit better?”

“No prob. Stud, come over here!”

And the talks went on. They did a couple of shots for effect, then got into the real production.

Ryan stood on the edges and watched as Shiela and Stud tangled. He watched as they positioned, twisted, sought the lighting and the camera angle, and the boom operator tried to keep the boom out of the shot.

Again and again. Him putting his ginormous dick into her hole. Close ups of her looking delightfully shocked at the size of him.

Then feeling pain at the size of him.

Then feeling some other emotion.

The day began a long, grinding series of shots. And Stud kept plunging into her.

She called for lubrication at one point.

“You’re too much, Stud,” she said as an assistant wiped goo on her pussy, ran his fingers in and out of her and made sure she was thoroughly lubricated.

“Sorry, Shiela.”

“No, you’re good. It is what it is.”

“It wouldn't be so bad if you weren’t so tight.”

He grinned, and she laughed and patted his cheek. “Aw, you say such sweet things.”

Then it was back to shooting, him plunging in, her moaning and groaning.

Finally, not ten minutes before lunch, the director called out. “Okay, Stud, Shiela. We’ve got enough. Let’s have the money shot.”

Ryan didn’t know how Stud did it. He had just spent hours fucking without cumming, and now, within thirty seconds he pulled out, jacked the big head a few times, and spurted all over Shiela’s face. And it was a lot of cum. It got all over her face and in her mouth. She let a bit of it fall on her breasts, then she showed the camera her open, cum filled mouth and swallowed.

“Cut! Good job, people. Shiela, you’re the one. Thanks everybody. See you after lunch!”

Suddenly he and Shiela were standing in the studio alone.

She smiled at him, sperm all over her face, dripping down the side of her nose and getting in her mouth. “How’d you like it?”

“Wow.”

“Come on. I’ll clean up and we can go somewhere.”

He followed her into the dressing area and watched as she wiped semen from her chest and her face.

“Does it bother you seeing me screw somebody else?”

He was silent.

She chuckled, tossed a washcloth onto the counter and said, “Don’t worry. You’ll get used to it.”

“But it looks like you really got into it!”

“On one level I did. But with Stud? No thanks. He’s a great guy, but he’s not my type.”

“Who is your type.”

He wanted a specific answer, and he got it.

She placed her arms around his neck and spoke into his face. “You are. But don’t let it go to your head.” She kissed him then. Kissed him with a mouth still tasting of cum.”

He responded, he couldn’t help but respond, but the taste…the taste…his mind was trying to absorb it when she broke the kiss and turned away. “Let me get dressed now.”

They drove, her at the wheel, through town, and she was changed.

He quickly intuited that it was because she was done with shooting for the month. Two days of hard shoot, maybe a third, and she didn’t really like it all that much. but she was an actress, and she made it look like fucking Stud was the only thing that mattered to her.

“Where we going?”

“Crazy,” she grinned. “Want to come along?”

He laughed. She was infectious. “Sure.”

“Let’s get some deli and head up the coast. I know a nude beach. Well, it’s not really a nude beach. It belongs to a friend of mine. It’s more of a kink beach.”

“Kink?”

“Kink. Did you bring your suit?”

“But I thought it was a nude beach?”

She laughed. “Don’t be obtusive, Rufus. That’s a tongue twister. Say ‘obtusive Rufus’ five times in a row really fast.”

He couldn’t, but they had a good laugh when he tried.

They drove up the one for an hour, and they were barely outside of Santa Barbara when she turned down a driveway.

They coasted down a long drive, between rows of tall Eucalyptus and onto a circular drive.

The house was big, and Mediterranean with red roof tiles. There were all sorts of flowers around it, and several cars were parked to one side.

Shiela parked and they got out and sauntered up to the front door.

It was big inside, with chandeliers and tapestries and a rather large fire place.

There was nobody in the house, however, and Shiela led Ryan through the house, out the back door, and there were all the people. Naked.

“Hey! Shiela!”

“Hey, girlfriend!”

It was mostly women, a few men, and Ryan stared at acres of flesh, of mountainous boobs, of shaved snatch.

“Who’s the newbie?”

Shiela was hugging, kissing women on the lips, and she stopped to answer. “This is Ryan. He’s my boy. I’m breaking him in, so please don’t break him.”

As she spoke she was taking her clothes off, just throwing them to the sides. She looked back at Ryan. “Come on, Rye, get comfy. The girls don’t mind. They’re all lesbians, anyway.”

“Speak for yourself, bitch,” said one woman with protruding breasts. “I want men with big dicks!”

There were hoots and catcalls, and the woman began undressing Ryan. He was startled, a bit apprehensive, and he wiggled as if to escape, but the woman wouldn’t let him.

“Come on, handsome. Let’s see what you got.”

One woman, a chunky, little blonde with a nice face, got to his pants and started to pull them down, then turned towards the other ladies. “Hey! He’s already got a boner!”

“Better not let him cum!” yelled Shiela. She was naked and waiting for drinks at a bar.

“Then why isn’t he in chastity?”

“Because I trust you bitches!”

Everybody howled at that.

Then the woman had Ryan’s pants down and his cock popped up.

Cheers!”

“Now we’re talking!”

“Yes!”

Shiela came to him, grinning widely, enjoying his state of mind, and handed him a drink.

“Okay, honey, there’s a reason I brought you here.”

“There is?”

“Yes. Shirley here,” she indicated the girl who had pantsed him, “is retiring. Well, she’s getting married, and this is her party. And you are my gift to her.”

Ryan’s mouth opened. “I’m a gift?”

“Don’t look so shocked. Anyway, she gets to do whatever she wants to you for 24 hours. She might screw you, even to a squirt, but I told her if you give out she’s still stuck with you. So try not to cum, honey.”

“I…I…”

“And don’t worry if you end up in the dungeon—oh, yes, this house has a very well equipped dungeon—Shirley is a gentle person when it comes to disciplining the boys. Not like me.”

“But…are you…do—“

Shiela stepped close to him and whispered. “Am I sure? Of course I am. And you should be happy. After all, isn’t it every boy’s fantasy to be passed around by beautiful women like a party favor?”

“Well, but…”

“Are you done with sweet cheeks here?” Shirley asked.

Shiela smiled at Ryan and said, “Yep.”

Shirley reached out and grabbed Ryan by the penis.

“Good, because a hard man is good to find.”

She tugged and began walking up the path towards the house.

“Where…where are we going?” Ryan gasped and tried to keep pace with the woman.

She turned to him. “I talked to Shiela about you, and you need a little work.”

“Work on what?” He was talking to complain, unable to keep up and his penis was being pulled a little too hard.

“Everything.”

She led him up the stairs and into the house. Then up some winding stairs to the second floor. Down the hall they went, and into her bedroom.

She let go of him and opened up a suitcase. “Shiela’s too soft. She takes too long. Men have a chance to think and they get in trouble. I guarantee you. If you think a little too much you’re going to mess everything up.”

“But…I…”

She tossed a bottle Nair at him. “Okay, sweet cheeks, let’s get rid of your ugly hair.”

“But…why?”

“Because I said so. And because in one hour I am going to want you dressed like a woman, waiting on the girls, mixing drinks—you know how to mix drinks, don’t you?—well, you’ll learn,” she ignored his sputtering protests. “And when I get done with you you’ll be a proper companion for Shiela. You got that?”

“I…uh…”

“Now, get busy!”

She slapped his ass and pushed him in the direction of a bathroom.

Ryan stumbled into the bathroom. He read the back of the bottle and started slathering the stuff onto his frame.

On one hand, he didn’t know this Shirley person. On the other hand, Shiela had told him to, so he had to.

Shirley stepped into the doorway and snapped a couple of pictures of Ryan on her cell phone.

“Hey!”

She tapped a couple of buttons and it uploaded to the cloud.

She looked up at him and grinned. “Come on, handsome. “Let me help you with that.

He stood, near in shock, and Shirley began rubbing the Nair into his flesh, getting his back, rubbing it into the nooks and crannies of his groin.

“Oh, yes,” she hummed. “When I finish with you…you’re going to be perfect.”

“But…but…”

“Oh, that reminds me…”

She left the room and came back a minute later. She held out her hand and said, “Put this in.”

Ryan stared in shock at the thing in her hand.

It was a silver buttplug with a blue diamond in the end of the ‘handle.’ A Little wire with a button on it hung down from the diamond.

“But that’s…that’s…”

“Come on, sweet cheeks. Turn around and bend over,” Shirley said, pushing him around. “You seem a little hesitant, so I’ll do the honors.”

“But you can’t…I’ve never…you…URK!”

His eyes went wide and his mouth opened. He was suddenly full, and then he understood why so many people bought butt plugs.

It felt go-o-od!

END

How about it, dear reader, is this the end? Or should we continue with the saga of Shiela and Ryan? Is there really a dungeon? Will Ryan end up there? Is Shiela (and Shirley) really going to feminize Ryan?

Let me know your thoughts at:

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com
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A massive collection of bundles!

21 steamy five star stories in each book!

All focusing on Feminization, Female Domination,

chastity, spanking, BDSM, pegging, and more!

GO TO:

21 STORIES!


Do you have all the bundles of

THE BEST OF GRACE MANSFIELD?

[image: ]

each bundle has

15 steamy five star stories

PLUS a complete novel!

GO TO:

The Best of Grace Mansfield


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: sisridebook cov use.jpg]

THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.

Sissy Ride: The Book!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: Changed cov use.jpg]

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

I Changed My Husband into a Woman
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The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!
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Falsely accused of peeping and masturbating, James is on the Pink Path. Why is this happening? Why is his mother going along with it? At the heart of this steamy tale is Mrs. Johnson, and what she is about to do is so terrible it will shake the nylons off a fat lady!
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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.

This has been the first two chapters from
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