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PART ONE

“Oh, honey! This is so wonderful!”

Rob and Jill entered their suite.

The furnishings were lush and expensive. The suite was laid out perfectly and their personal butler had put their suitcases in their room and politely bowed out.

They were in the Waldorf Astoria in Cabos. The hotel was built against the cliffs with only a landing patch for a beach. But what a beach it was!

The water was brilliant turquoise and offered perfect waves. The sand was fine and white and powdery.

Above the beach were the tan walls of the hotel, inlaid with flat rocks. Their personal swimming pool was a smooth surface that dropped over a lip just outside their suite.

Rob and Jill stood just inside the sliding glass door above the pool and stare at paradise.

Rob was five foot 6, slender for a man, but had a large penis. His hair was dark and his face was a handsome oval. His eyes were brown and very expressive.

Jill had surfer hair, and it always looked like she had just tossed it to the side. Her blue eyes were pale, penetrating, and revealed a sharp intelligence.

She, too, was slender, but her lithe figure had large boobs.

They stood next to each other, Rob’s arm around her shoulders, and his cock throbbing.

He turned to her, “I can’t believe you married me.”

“I couldn’t resist you. You’re so handsome, so strong…”

“And I’ve got a rich mother.”

They both laughed. His mother was rich, but outside this fabulous wedding present, two weeks at the Waldorf Astoria in Cabos, she didn’t share her money.

Not that they cared.

Rob turned Jill and raised her chin with a finger. They kissed, and hugged, then Jill said, “Let’s put on our swim suits and walk on the beach.”

“We could, except that once we get our clothes off, and before we get our suits on, I think I’m going to need a little, eh, you know?”

“Now, Rob. We’re only going to be here a while, so let’s make the most of it.”

“That’s what I had in mind,” he leered and cupped her breast.

She liked his attention, and she loved to kiss him, but sex could wait.

“Nonsense,” she pushed his hands down and pushed him away. “Let’s get dressed and go for a walk. We can get a couple of beers and watched the sunset. It’s going to be so romantic!”

Rob backed into the suite and started shedding clothes.

“I’ve got your romance right here.”

He dropped his drawers and his cock stood right out.

“Oh, come on, Rob.” Jill laughed and walked past him, evaded his arms, and entered the bedroom.

Rob followed her, waited until she was undressed, then moved in on her.

“You’re so beautiful,” he whispered, putting his arms around her.

“And you’re so handsome.”

He pushed her back on the bed and she sighed. She did want to go for a walk in the evening, but it was their honeymoon, and…well, he did want to have sex.

She lay back and spread her legs, and Rob wasted no time.

He kissed his way up the inside of her thighs. He nuzzled her pussy, licked the labia, and sucked on the clitoris.

Jill moaned and thrust her hips into his face.

Rob ate like a starved man, then he moved up to put his penis in her.

“Oh, baby,” he murmured.

She put her arms around him, wrapped her legs around his waist, and he started to push his dick into her and… “UNH…fuck! UH…uh…uh…”

He squirted.

Jill lay back in amazement. Her thighs were sticky with his mess, and…he was done!

“Did you…”

He nodded and hung his head. “I’m sorry. I couldn’t help it. You’re just too sexy.”

“Thank you for the compliment, but I really wanted an orgasm!”

“I know,” he said. “But we can do it after our walk.”

He looked so hopeful, and he was sorry, so Jill pushed him back and said, “Okay, we can fuck again later, but…next time I want to cum.”

“Oh, honey. You will. This was just a one time thing. I won’t be so quick on the trigger next time, and I’ll get you off.”

Still, she was disappointed. It was their honeymoon, however, so she pushed the experience into the back of her mind. They still had two weeks of fun and fucking, so…so what if he shot his wad a little prematurely this time. He was excited, after all. And it was actually a compliment to her beauty.

They walked along the stretch of beach. They ran towards the water, then tried to back peddle form the incoming waves. They laughed, and kissed, and had a wonderful time.

The sun set and the moon rose. They walked back to the hotel, arm in arm, and stopped to kiss every once in a while.

Jill was so happy. She had forgotten about his premature ejaculation, and she was looking forward to getting her loins porked.

They walked up to the bar under the patio awning and ordered tequila. A few drinks later they were dancing, enamored by each other, and the music was soft and sexual. Sade sang about the sweetest taboo and they held each other and hugged and moved their bodies against one another.

A few more drinks later they headed up for their room. Giggling, they scampered down the hallways, and entered their suite.

“Oh, honey,” she murmured. “I love you so much.”

They crossed the room and stood behind the glass window and kissed. He felt her lips so soft and plump. She chewed on him and lowered her hand and fondled his manhood.

Rob groaned, and they adjourned to the bedroom.

Naked, on the big, soft bed, they spent a long time kissing, exploring each others sexual organs. And, finally Rob lay back and put his arms behind his head.

Jill hugged him, she rose up and squatted over him, reached for his weenie, but…it wasn’t hard!

“Rob?” she muttered, then she found the limp dick.

“Rob?”

“Zzzzz.”

“Rob?”

She turned on the light, and stared in astonishment.

Rob had passed out. Gone to sleep. He snored happily, and his cock was just a limp, little worm.

She grabbed it, totally frustrated, and tried to work it. She’d fuck him asleep if she had to, but she had to fuck him! He had left her high and dry earlier, and she had to get off!

“ZZZzzzZZZ.” Rob changed pitch, increased and lowered the decibels, and simple…slept.

“Rob!” Jill shook him, tried to wake him.

Rob, however, was not about to wake up. He had cum earlier, he had walked on the beach, he had danced, and he had drunk himself to the point where he could no longer stay awake.

Jill finally gave up. She turned off the light and left the room. She grabbed a beer out of the refrigerator and went out and sat in their pool.

It was warm, the pool temperature was perfect, and…she was horny.

She sipped the suds slowly, and thought about diddling herself. Jilling off. But that seemed sort of silly. Her mother-in-law had spent a small fortune for this place, it was the ultimate in romantic getaways, and…and tomorrow he would fuck her. And he would fuck her good, in the way that she wanted.

So thinking, she sat in the pool and enjoyed the night and drank her beer. Then she went in and lay down next to Ron.

“ZzzzZZzzz.’

Groaning, she tried to cover her ears, but finally gave up. He was just too loud, so she went to a closet and got a blanket and went out to the front room. She closed the door to the bedroom, cuddled up on the couch, and tried to ignore the roar of the plane in the next room. She watched the night outside and finally drifted off.

The next morning Jill was woken by Rob’s whiskered face nuzzling at her thighs.

“Oh! You horn dog!” She smiled and came awake and started pumping her cunt into his face.

Rob grinned and went to work. He had a long tongue and he used it like it was a rapier. His tongue darted into her, licked the rim of her pussy, and he ground his whole face into her.

Jill reached down and caught his face and pulled it to her. She kissed him, and laughed, “What a slime face! Come on now and fuck me.”

She was so horny from the night before. She couldn’t wait. She pulled and he pushed and he got his penis right up to her pussy. He started to slide the head into her and—

“UNH! Oh, fuck! Uh…uh…uh…”

She looked at him in astonishment. Once again her thighs were a juicy mess, splattered with his white paint. “You didn’t!”

“Oh, God! I’m sorry, Jill. I tried to hold back! I tried!”

He pushed off her and looked a bit embarrassed.

She got up and went for the bathroom. She wiped herself off and came back in. “Honey, this isn’t…you aren’t going to do this all this time. Are you?”

“No! No! It’s just…you’ve got to admit that you are the most beautiful woman in the world, and I…I…”

He looked down at the floor. His slack dick was a shrimp now, shiny with the last bit of his semen.

Jill was perturbed, but it was her honeymoon, after all. So she had to forgive him, and they could try again after breakfast.

After breakfast, however, Rob had no desire.

“Come on, let’s take a dip in the Pacific,” he said. “We can fuck later.”

“You came twice and I haven’t cum at all. I think it’s time we handled this.”

“And we will! Right after a little dip.”

She tried to get him to do her, but he resisted, insisted he was empty and couldn’t get it up, and she finally allowed herself to be dragged down to the ocean.

It was hard to be angry while swimming in one of the finest beaches in the world, so they laughed and splashed each other, smooched a bit, and had a wonderful time.

Mid morning they took brunch at one of the restaurants. They ate Huevos Rancheros with sides of bacon and a bowl of fruit. Then they ordered a couple of Margaritas and sat on a lounge chair and snuggled.

About lunch time Jill felt the familiar, little poke of Rob’s smarter head. She grinned, grabbed it, and said, “Okay, baby. It’s time.”

They headed for the elevator, kissed madly for a couple of floors, then ran down the hall to their suite.

They fell onto the bed, lips locked, groping each others parts, and terribly in love.

Again, he spent an appropriate amount of time eating her out, then she pulled him up to her junction.

“Oh, yeah,” she said as she opened her legs and welcomed him to paradise.

Rob lurched forward, held his penis in position, nudged against her pussy, and— “UNH! Oh…fuck…oh….unh!”

Jill’s snapped open. She went up on her elbows and looked down.

“No!” she gasped. “Not again! You…you…”

“I’m sorry.”

“Fuck!” she screamed. She got up, washed herself off in the bathroom, then called down for a bottle of bourbon, and went and sat in the pool.

Here she was. Prime of life, prime of horniness, and she couldn’t get laid.

Rob came out and was chastened, subdued, and deflated.

He started to say he was sorry, but at that moment the butler knocked and entered the room. He had big silver cup filled with ice and Coke, and a bottle of Blanton’s Single Barrel Bourbon.

Rob waited while the butler, a suave Mexican fellow, set the silver cup next to the pool, scooped up ice in a pair of glasses, half filled the glasses with the beautiful, brown liquid, added Coke, and presented them each with a glass.

The butler gone, Jill guzzled half her drink, then sat back and stared at the ocean.

Rob held his glass and looked miserable. “I’m sorry, honey. It just happened.

She turned to him, vipers in her eyes, and snapped. “It happened three times. Is this going to be the way it is?”

“No! No!”

She took another gulp, looked up at him, and said, “So how come you could fuck me over the months, but when we get married you squirt your brains out without a ‘by your leave?’”

“Well, uh…”

“Come on. We’re married. Maybe it’s time you came clean.”

“Well, uh…”

She could see there was something there, so she became more insistent. “If there is something going on with your manhood then I want to know what it is, and right now!

“Well, when we were dating, you see…”

“Yes. We were dating. And why could you hold back and let me cum before you got yourself off? Why are you cumming so fast now?”

“Well…uh, my mother likes you.”

“And I like your mother. But what does that have to do with your propensity to shoot your seed so fast it makes my head spin!”

“Well, mother knew I was…I had a…a problem…”

“She knew you were a rabbit ejaculator.”

He nodded, miserable, and said, “So she had me masturbate before I went out with you.”

“What? Your mother jacked you off?”

She was pissed, and perhaps a bit cruel, but he just took it.

“No. Mother would never do that. But she did time me, figured out how long our date would be, and had me masturbate at the exact moment that would allow me to recover in time for you.

Jill’s eyes narrowed. “So if I had jumped into bed when you picked me up you would have had nothing.”

He nodded.

“And if the date went too long I might have passed the window of opportunity and figured out that you were ejaculate challenged.”

Again, he nodded.

“So if I want to get my rocks off…how long after you’ve ejaculated before you can fuck without the danger of cumming too fast?”

“Three hours and forty minutes.”

“So you’ve been timing our fucks for this last six months, making sure we fucked at four hours.”

“That would be too long. There’s only about a ten minute window.”

“Oh, my God!”

Jill drained her bourbon, pushed the glass to him for a refill, and stared at the deep, blue ocean. She thought about sometimes he was adamant and wanted to fuck quickly, and how sometimes he just abruptly left. It all made sense now.

Rob refilled the bourbon and Coke and handed it to her.

Jill sipped and thought.

“So were you planning on using an egg timer for the rest of our lives?”

“I…I didn’t really think about it. I was just so excited, and you’re so—“

“Beautiful. Yeah. I know.”

She sipped. And didn’t care that she was beautiful. She just wanted a damned orgasm!

“So when is the window going to be open next?”

He looked at a clock on the wall, did some quick calculations. “Two thirty-eight.”

“Oh, God!”

They sat in the pool, her sulking, him embarrassed, for a few hours. Finally, the clock reading 2:38, she jumped out of the pool and grabbed his hand.

She had actually calmed down a bit, and she said, “Okay, lover, time to do the dirty.”

He followed her into the bedroom, abashed, and when she spread her legs he crept between them and started eating.

Again, that long tongue did its work. He really did have good cunnilingual skills, that could be said for him, but when he pushed his weenie into her…

“OH! FUCK!…unh…unh…”

She pushed him off her. “I thought you said…”

He lay on his back, his cock limp as could be. “I’m sorry. It’s supposed to be…I shouldn’t have…I don’t know what to say.”

Jill turned on her side and little tears crept out of her eyes. She had looked forward to this…and now, to find out he was…not impotent, but…overly and too fast potent…

“Honey, I am sorry. And I’ll make it up to you. I’ll be the best husband you ever…”

She whirled back to him. “You’ll what? Doom me to a life of frustration? I’m Catholic, dammit! I can’t divorce you!”

Rob started to cry, which didn’t make Jill feel better. But being in the midst of terminal frustration, she spun to the side table and picked up a phone.

“Si, senor.”

“This is the senorita. Does your gift shop have vibrators?”

“Si.”

“Could you send one up to suite 311 right now?”

Rob’s mouth dropped open.

She said, “You might think I’m mean, but I’m frustrated, and you’ve cheated me.”

“But they’ll know!”

“Honey, right now I am so horny I just don’t care.

A few minutes later there was a knock on the door and their butler entered the room. He held a silver tray with a purple cloth draped over it.

Jill went out for it, and Rob made it to the bedroom door before he was stopped by mortification.

The Butler, Jose, placed the tray on the table, bowed, and left. Though it did seem like his eyes passed over Rob briefly, and there did seem to be a bit of a smirk hidden in his polite smile.

Jill grabbed the vibrator and ran back into the bedroom. She brushed past Rob and leaped onto the bed.

Rob, mouth open, stepped to the side of the bed and looked down.

Jill lay on her back, started moving the tip of the vibrator over her pussy.

“Jill…can’t we talk—“

“Shut up, honey. I’ve got important business to attend to.”

She had her fingers in her twat now, and was pushing the vibrator around the rim of her pussy.

“But, can’t we—“

“Shhh…oh, this is going to be…”

“But…”

“AHHHH! FU-U-U-UCK!”

Her hips rose up and she jammed the dildo into herself. Her thighs clenched and closed and she turned on her side. Her eyes were actually crossed.

Rob stood there and stared. Truth was, he had never seen anything so hot in his life. His dick, so recently exhausted, was again standing up.

“Oh, shit,” he said, and he began to stroke.

Jill, drained, looked over at him. “You’ve got to be kidding,” she murmured, and Rob came.

And so the pace of the honeymoon was set. Jill abused the vibrator, and Rob rubbed a squirt out every few hours.

She was frustrated, and he was Speedy Gonzalez.

They still hugged and kissed, and got each other in the mood, but as for the actuality of the deed itself, it was weird.

And so it would have gone for the whole two weeks, but on the third day Jill’s cell phone rang.

She was sitting on the beach, Rob had gone up for Margaritas, and Jill glanced at the number.

Marnie. Rob’s mother. Who she liked, but didn’t really want to talk to right now. She frowned, but, being the good daughter-in-law, she answered.

“Hey, Marnie.”

“Hey, new daughter, how’s the sex?”

Jill burst into tears.

“I thought so. And I imagine you’re feeling just a bit cheated now.”

Jill sobbed and listened.

“Just to let you know, his father was the same way, and I had to be very inventive just to get knocked up. I mean, the male side of the family is like rabbits on speed. They’re either limp, or they squirt and they’re limp, and, well…I feel your pain.”

Jill said nothing.

“However, having been down your road, and hoping that love is greater than frustration, I’ve sent you something that will help.”

“Oh, Marnie…”

“Have faith, little girl. Use the device, and when you get back I can help you get through this little crisis.”

Click.

Jill put her phone aside just as Rob brought the Margaritas.

“Who was that?”

“Wrong number,” she said, wiping the tears away so he didn’t see them.

“Isn’t that weird? No matter where you go in the world there’s a wrong number.”

No, honey, she thought. What’s weird is that you squirt uncontrollably and I am so frustrated I could…I could… She didn’t know what she could. But she wondered what Marnie had sent her.

It was mid morning when Jill got the call from Marnie. They were planning to stay on the sand through the day, work on their tans, cool themselves off in the Pacific, but Jill couldn’t stand it. What was Marnie sending her? She had said ‘device,’ but what did that mean?

So she pulled Rob up to the suite for lunch.

No packages. Hmm.

Back to the beach.

More lounging in the surf.

She ran up to the suite about three in the afternoon. No package.

But when they went up to get ready for dinner…package!

“What’s that?” asked Rob.

“Don’t know.” Jill dug her fingers under the flaps and opened the box. It was filled with crumpled up, brown paper.

Rob looked at the address. “Uh oh.”

Jill looked at him. His face was worried.

“What’s the matter.”

“It’s from mother.”

“So what’s wrong with that?” Julie pulled paper from the box.

“Uh, nothing…”

But Rob was acting weird.

Jill pulled the last bit of paper from the box and looked into the bottom of the box.

She saw a big dildo. It was twelve inches long, ribbed, and it had a weird two inch head.

“What the fuck?”

She held up the dildo and turned it on. The head started going round and round and Jill giggled. “Oh, baby! This is the serious industrial model.”

Rob grabbed the box, “That’s weird, when you have a perfectly good dick to exercise on.”

“Hold on, bozo!” She grabbed his arm and stopped him. He was going to throw the box in the trash. “There’s something else in there. Gimme a look see.”

“It’s just the bill of lading,” he tried to keep the box from her.

She grabbed his groin and squeezed. He went to his knees and she managed to reach around and take the box out of his suddenly loose fingers.

“Stop!” He sounded like he was gargling. Perspiration had broken out on his face and his eyes looked a bit desperate.

Inside the box, in the corner, was another box. It was about six inches cubed, and she took it out and shook it. A little motion inside, but no clunking or anything.

“No,” he gasped. Even though she was squeezing his testicles he flailed with one hand and tried to grab the box.

She pushed him away and opened the box. Inside was a purple sack, and she pulled that out.

“Please, don’t…” he tried.

She made a moue and opened the bag. She shook it out on the dining table.

A ring. A rube in the shape of a cock. A lock.

What the fuck?

She pulled out a sheet of paper and opened it up. Instructions in French and Spanish and English. the English said:

No Cum Chastity!

Control your man today, girls.

No unauthorized cummies!

Jill’s mouth opened.

Rob said, “Oh, shit,” and looked down at the floor.

Jill had heard of such things, but she had never seen one.

She looked at Rob, whose head was hanging.

But why had Marnie sent her…then she grinned. She didn’t know why Marnie had sent her the thing, but it was obvious where it went. And the idea of stopping Rob from cumming, after his dismal jack rabbit performance, was appealing.

In fact, the idea of controlling his orgasms was nefarious, wicked, delicious, and just what the doctor ordered.

“You know what this is, don’t you?”

“It’s a chastity tube.” He whispered so she could barely hear him.

“Have you ever worn one before?”

He nodded, and she had never seen a person so discouraged in her life.

“Your mother sent this one to me, but she means it for you, doesn’t she?”

He nodded, then he looked up. “But I don’t need a chastity tube! I like cumming! Don’t make me wear it! Please!”

But Jill was already convinced. After the circus he had just put her through…she wanted him to wear it. She didn’t know exactly what the effects would be, but…she wanted to take control of his semen spitting snake.

And it crossed her mind that maybe if she stopped him from cumming, then maybe he could learn a little self control. Maybe he could learn to cum like a turtle, and not like Bugs Bunny on Viagra.

“Put it on.” She lowered her gaze and looked him straight in the eyes.

“Honey, no. We’re married now, and—“

“Put it on or I’m leaving, right now.”

“But Jill! You can’t be serious! So I’ve got a little problem with premature ejaculation! This isn’t the end! I can learn to control myself!”

“You’re darned right you can. And it starts right now, right here, with this chastity tube!”

“But honey…” he wailed and he cried, he blustered and he sobbed, but when she packed her bags and headed for the door he gave in.

“Okay.”

She didn’t even allow herself a smile. She placed the suitcase next to the door, turned and watched him. “Put it on.”

“I…I will, but I can’t right—No! Don’t leave! I’m too hard right now! As soon as I calm down I’ll put it on!”

Jill had had a hand to the doorknob, but she stopped and considered. He was right.

“All right.” She walked to him. He had trunks on from being on the beach, and she pulled them down.

His cock stuck straight out. It was so big and hard, and she wondered how such a wonderful thing could have such a terminal problem.

She grabbed his cock with one hand and his balls with the other. It only took three rubs and he groaned and squirted. His knees bent and he shook, and she was once again amazed at the amount of sperm he put out.

“Oh…fuck…fuck…Heysoos!”

She stood up, put the chastity device in his hand, and waited.

Almost crying, definitely sniffling, Rob put the ring over his package. It was a tight fit. He put the tube on his cock, and the little points on the inside of the tube insured he wouldn’t be able to pull his cock out.

“Did you want to close it?” His eyes were wet as he handed her the padlock.

Curious, trying to understand what was going on in Rob’s mind, Jill took the padlock. She fit it through the loop, making the ring and the tube one piece, and closed it.

Click.

She was startled by the feeling of power that ran through her. It was like she had just become empowered, like she had been elected queen, and the whole world had bowed down to her.

Rob just stood there and looked down at his dong. He was trapped, he was a prisoner, he was all locked up with no where to go.

He looked up at her, and the look on his face was so puppy dog sad that Jill almost laughed.

But she didn’t. She simply said, “Let’s go in the bedroom.”

“But…why?”

“Because I finally feel horny. I feel like getting fucked.”

“But I’m locked up! Let me out and we can—“

“Nope. You tricked me into this marriage. You’re dick challenged, and you should have let me know before.”

“But you might not have married me!”

“But as it is I married you, or I should say you married me, under false pretenses. I have suffered, I have lived frustrated…”

“But only for a couple of days!”

“That will last a lifetime. So now you’re going to see how it feels. You’re going to use your tongue, and your hands, and my toys, and you’re going to get me off in the manner to which I have become accustomed.”

“But, honey—“

“Get in there!” She pushed him towards the bedroom.

In the bedroom she stripped off her clothes and lay down with spread legs.

Rob stood at the bottom of the bed and looked so disconsolate. His cock was wiggling, trying to get hard, and he looked at her. “Honey…can’t we—“

“Get to work. Or do I have to call room service?”

Rob gasped. He believed her. He crawled onto the bed.

“Oh, yeah. Start sucking, my love.”

Rob lowered his head and put that long tongue of his to work. He lapped and licked and Jill grabbed his head and pushed her hips up.

His face ground into her pussy, and she moaned. Now that she had given up the idea of his dick, everything was okay. Heck, she could live with his tongue, and his hands and her toys.

“Use your fingers, honey. Add them one at a time and make me love it.

Rob dutifully, and even showing a bit of excitement, stuck a finger in her and swirled it around.

Jill felt him reaming her rim, and she gage a groan. “Oh, yeah! Now we’re talking!”

Then two fingers, and he licked and sucked at the same time.

Suddenly he stuck one of his fingers in her asshole, and she squealed. “Oh, yes!”

She had never done anal sex, but this was heaven.

She grabbed her vibrator and said, “Stick it in! Do me!”
Rob slid the big thing into her twat, and she grabbed his wrist and held it, and the thing was firmly in her.

She could feel the rotating head go around and around.

“Suck my tits!”

He moved up, took her nipple in his mouth and sucked, used his tongue to swirl around the pink tips, all the while the vibrator ground away inside her.

“Oh, yes! Honey! This is it!”

She began to cum. A big, long lasting orgasm that shook her from tootsie to scalp. Her hips jumped up and down. Her legs tried to close, but he was in her solidly.

“Oh…fuck! Fuck…oh!”

Slowly, she began to come down to earth. She looked at Rob, who knelt on the bed, his face gasping and a haunted gleam in his eyes.

He had protested, but he liked this.

Jill grinned, and realized that the honeymoon had finally started.


PART TWO

“How was your honeymoon?” Marie asked, showing Jill to the dining room.

Jill thought about her honeymoon and smiled. Two weeks of being tongued and fingered and toyed with. Whenever she wanted it.

And two weeks of Rob being super horny, doing what she wanted. Waiting on her hand and foot, using his hands and mouth and her toys. Oh, God! It had been heavenly.

And she had never felt so powerful in her life. The control she had over that man…

“It was wonderful,” she said sincerely.

Marnie glanced at her, smirked, and told her to have a seat.

They were in Marnie’s New York apartment, and Rob was elsewhere. His mother had told him to bug off, that she had business to discuss with Jill.

Chastened, his cock in a chastity tube, knowing that his mother knew, that she had set the whole thing up, he had gone home to wait for Jill to call him for a ride home.

Marnie went to the combination sideboard and wet bar and filled two glasses with ice. She filled her glass to the top with Whistlepig, which was real sippin’ whiskey. She poured Old Grandad and Coke into the other glass.

She presented Old Grandad mixed with Coke to Jill.

“Sorry, daughter-in-law, but if you ain’t gonna sip whiskey the right way, if you’re gonna ruin it with that sissy soft drink stuff, then you get the cheap shit.

Marnie chuckled. “Next time I come over maybe I’ll try the sipping whiskey, but for right now…” she hoisted the glass, clinked with her mother-in-law, and gulped.

Her gulp was big, but Marnie’s was bigger. Then Marnie went to sippin’, which is the right way to do things. One gulp to cut the dust, then a series of slight sips to keep the high.

“So, you found my son’s big cock a bit wanting.”

Jill frowned, then, “I love him, but…he should have let me know about his…inadequacies.

Marnie snorted. “Inadequacies. That’s a polite way of putting it. How did the chastity tube work?”

“It was wonderful. It slowed him down, made him much more loving, but I miss the real flesh.”

“Oh, hell, girl, you can always take on a lover or four.”

Jill blinked.

“That’s what I did. Rob’s father, Big Rob, he was a quick cummer. That man would squirt if you patted his butt. But once I got him in chastity everything stopped going up and down, and I started having a love life. I had him screw me with every toy I could find. Even a hand carved dildo from the Philippines. He wore strap ons, he used his fists, he became totally expert at using his mouth. And after about ten years the need for flesh got to be too much. So I tied him down on the bed one night, told him what I was going to do, then went out and did it. Now that was a night to remember.”

“Well,” said Jill, “I’m not to that point yet.”

“Of course you’re not. But you are at the point where you’re going to have to learn some tricks.”

“What kind of tricks?”

“When you’re ready to have a baby, I have the name of a doctor who will help you with the in vitro proceedings. That’s one.”

“Wow,” Jill said.

“I know. You were figuring on the old fashioned way. Sorry, but it’s not too likely considering how hair trigger the men in this family are. But they are potent. You take some seed over to the doc and he’ll get you fixed up and you can carry the baby to your heart’s content. Ot you can get a surrogate or whatever.” Marnie shrugged.

“Okay. I’ll think about that.”

Marnie sighed. “And now we’re to it. It’s pretty obvious that I’m a nosey, old so and so.”

“I never said that.”

“Listen, daughter-in-law, if you never want to see me again I’ll retreat to my cave and unfriend you. But, here’s the thing, I’ve checked you out, and it looks like you really love my son. And if you really love my son then you’ll stay with him no matter how sexually dysfunctional he is.”

Jill listened, watched, judged.

“If you want to bail now I’ll understand. I’ll even gift you ten grand and help you on the way. My son didn’t tell you about his problem, and…I understand.

“But if you love him then you’ll adapt to a different kind of sex. You’ll learn how to make the most of it. And maybe you’ll take on lovers, and maybe you won’t. And if that is your decision I’ll help you there, too.”

It sounded like the talk was at an end, but Marnie was just getting started.

“But if you decide to stay then you’re going to have to do a few things. You’re going to have to adjust my son’s thinking. You’re going to have to change him, make him into a different person.

“I had trouble with this in my marriage, and I almost lost Rob senior until I figured it out and did what I am about to tell you you must do.”

“And what is it I have to do?”

Marnie studied her for fifteen seconds, then she stood up. “Come with me.”

Jill followed her mother-in-law through the house. They ascended the stairs, walked down a hallway, and into a sitting room.

A big window opened up on New York. Outside the window were a few trees, a distance, then the lights and buildings of the big city.

On another wall was a picture of two beautiful women. It was a bit aged, but the women had excellent figures, happy faces, and looked truly happy. They were in a park, probably Central Park, and their arms were around each other.

The third wall had a dresser and a closet door on it.

The fourth wall had the door to the hallway and a bed.

The two women looked out the window.

“Quite beautiful.”

“If you think I brought you here to gaze at the scenery you’re mistaken.

Jill looked at her mother-in-law. Her mother-in-law turned her to the wall with the picture of the two ladies on it.

“Jill. That’s a portrait of me and Rob’s father.”

Jill blinked, looked back and forth between the picture and Marnie, saw the resemblance, and said, “Oh, my God!”

Jill sat in the passenger seat and Rob drove. The little meeting with Marnie had transmogrified into a long meeting with much significance. Marnie spent an hour pointing out ways and means, explaining methods and consequences.

Jill spent two hours asking questions. And wanted to spend another couple of hours, but that would have to wait for another time. The afternoon was waning, and she had to get home and start implementing the plan that Marnie had discussed with her.

“So how’d it go?” he asked. He seemed a bit nervous.

“Pretty good. I learned about your father.”

He seemed to shrink. One second he was five foot six, the next second he was five foot two. And shrinking. His eyes watched the road and there seemed to be nothing in him.

“Why didn’t you tell me about your father?”

“Uh…”

This was one of the points that Marnie had drilled into Jill. Always demand the truth. Dig and pound until you have the truth and nothing but the truth.

“I didn’t think it was important.”

“Hunh!”

Another rule: communicate with grunts and sighs. Make him guess what you mean.

“Well, it’s obvious that we’re going to have to do something about this.”

“About what?” He risked a glanced at Jill.

“About your untruthfullness.”

“But I…I tell the truth.”

“When you feel like it. But I need the truth all the time.” Jill turned to him. “How can I have a relationship with a man who hides behind lies?”

“But…but…”

“So you’re not going to cum for a month.”

“What?” he squeaked.

“A month without orgasms should teach you how to be honest.”

“But, honey…”

“Or perhaps you wanted to keep lying?”

“But…but…”

A half hour later, Rob still begging, they reached home. Before Jill got out she said, “And if you keep begging I’m going to add time.”

Rob looked like the world had fallen on him.

The next couple of weeks were nice. Rob was well behaved, didn’t speak much, and was getting used to the new world order.

Jill kept up the pressure, of course. Not by picking away at him. She had already changed the rules, no need to be mean about it.

She kept up the pressure by smiling at him, fondling his balls, stopping to kiss him whenever they passed in the hallway.

Rob responded well, and just as Marnie had predicted.

He became more attentive, he started following her around like a puppy dog, he became dependent upon her.

“Rob, would you mind doing the dishes?”

Rob didn’t mind.

“Rob, I think the laundry needs doing.”

Rob gathered the laundry and saw to it.

“Rob, I cooked, you clean.”

So he cleaned.

And when she made him cook…he cleaned then, too.

But the most important thing was that he kept his nose in her crotch. She made him worship her tits and he used her dildos on her.

He would sweat and groan and be hornier than a goat in a whore house. She had her pleasure, thanked him, and let him cuddle.

His cock tried its very best to break the chastity tube, and his balls were big, shiny and red.

He started dripping semen from the end of his cock.

As the days passed he began to fall apart, to break down, and she watched him carefully. He was going to reach a tipping point, and she. wanted to take advantage of that.

On a Tuesday evening that point was reached.

He had his fingers in her and was sucking her tits, trying to get her off. And when she went off with a bang, she came back to her senses to find him crying.

“Rob? What’s wrong?”

“I can’t take it anymore! I’m horny all the time!” Tears poured from his eyes. “I perform cunnilingus, I do all my chores, and…and I need to cum!

Jill sat him on the edge of the bed. “Now, Rob. You know our situation. You are a rapid ejaculator, and you lied to marry me. Why should I let you cum?”

“Because I need to! My system is backed up! My balls are totally blue and it’s hard to speak, to even think, when you…when you…”

“So you want to cum.”

He sniffled and nodded.

“Even though you’ve been a bad boy.”

He wanted to deny being a bad boy, but he had lied to get her to marry him, so he kept his mouth shut.

“Well, there is one thing that might put me in a better frame of mind. But I don’t think you can do it.”

“I can! I swear I can! I can do anything…I’ll do anything if you just let me cum.”

“Even if you have to cum in the way your mother let your father cum?”

Rob went silent. His tears dried up.

Jill stood up. “Well, you think about it. If you really think you can be a man, the way your father was a man, then perhaps we could work something out.”

Jill walked out.

The next couple of days passed uneventfully. Rob did his chores, and he got Jill off, but it was obvious he was thinking.

His father dressed like a woman. He didn’t know how his mother and father made love, but he had a feeling that it wasn’t in the normal way.

Jill continued loving him whenever she had the chance.

Laying in bed in the morning, or at night, she demanded attention. Passing in the hallway she would grab him, spin him to the wall, and grab his balls while she kissed him lustfully.

Time was on her side. She was getting off. He wasn’t. So she waited, bided her time, and Rob slowly broke down.

“Okay,” he said.

Jill smiled at him. She knew exactly what he was referring to. “Okay what?” She acted obtuse.

“Okay, we can make love like my mother and father.”

“Oh, that. Okay. When did you want to do this?”

“When? What?”

“We need to regulate your cums, so when would you like your first orgasm?

“Now?” he blurted.

She laughed. “How about the 20th of the month. It’s a Friday and I’ll have a little extra time.”

She had a little extra time all the time, but Rob had to feel regulated. Discipline had to be meted out evenly.

“Okay.”

That evening Jill had a long conversation with Marnie.

On Friday the 20th of the month Jill arose and was quite cheerful. She started the day with a long bout of Rob chewing on her privates. But she didn’t cum. She was too jacked up for that.

“Come on, lunkhead! Rise and shine! I’ll take French toast for breakfast.”

Rob arose, and upon being apprised that today was the day he would get to cum, he was quite cheerful. It had been months, and he was ready.

In the morning Jill went shopping, and she insisted that Rob come with her. He wasn’t much for shopping, but she went through the lingerie section and asked his advice for every item. Every item that he finally admitted he liked, she bought.

She dragged him through the dress department and searched for a ‘sexy, little something.’

He finally agreed that a tight, little cocktail dress, shiny purple, was quite nice.

He didn’t have much thought about shoes, but she got him to admit that patent leather high heels were the nicest, especially if the woman wore sleek nylons.

They even visited the make up kiosk and she asked his advice on all the colors and creams and perfumes.

By three in the afternoon he was whittled down. She was perky, for that’s how shopping affects females. But he looked like something the cat dragged in.

Finally, home again, home again, he brought her bags and boxes into the house and threw himself down on the recliner and blanked out.

Jill let him sleep. She fixed him dinner, the first of a few drinks, and at six o’clock, when he woke up, she served him like a king.

“Wow! What’s this?”

“This is the day you get your fuck, and I thought we should make it special. Drink up, honey. I bought extra booze just for you.”

Rob sipped his whiskey, ate his steak, and felt magnanimous. Now this was what he thought married life would be like. Him waited on hand and foot, his wife bowing her head and treating him like a king. And she seemed so happy being so subservient.

Finally, he pushed his chair back, patted his belly and sighed. “Babe, that was stupendous. We need to do this every day.”

Jill smiled, and she thought, We would, if you could get it up and fuck me to a fare thee well without shooting your juices out on the mattress.

“I’ll tell you what. I’m going to get ready, why don’t you have a last drink.” She handed him a glass.

The liquor in the glass was potent, but what was more potent was the little pill she had dropped into it.

Rob sat on the recliner and watched the big screen while he sipped his drink.

Jill went to their bedroom and took her clothes off. She put on a strap on, put her clothes back on, then she fixed her face up. She returned to the TV room.

Rob was out of it. He snored.

She went to him and shook him.

He awoke, but he was definitely drunk.

“Wha…wha…”

“Time to get you ready.”

Rob looked around. The room was a bit spinny, but he put his arms on the armrests of the chair and pushed himself up.

She helped him walk back to the bedroom and helped him out of his clothes.

“Wow,” he said. “We’re going to do it.”

“You betcha, big boy.”

Once he was naked she smeared his whole body with cream.

“Whash thish?” He looked at the cream.

“It’s called Nair. You don’t think I want to fuck somebody who’s a hairy monster, do you?”

“Well, uh…” he had never thought about that, and he was having trouble thinking right now.

When the Nair started to burn she put him into a shower and rinsed him off. It was when he was in the shower that he noticed the dildo under her dress.

“Whash that?”

“It’s my cock, honey, would you like to suck it?” She lifted her dress and showed him.

Rob shook his head and giggled. “Men aren’t shupposhed to shuck cock.”

“They are if the cock is on a woman.”

“Really?”

“Really.”

“Naw.”

She helped him into the lingerie that he had spent so much time picking out. She pushed his caged cock and his balls back between his legs and used stretch tape to hold them back. When she was done it looked like he had just a female mons.

“Oof,” he said, laughing. “Where ish my bad boy?”

“It’s there honey. We just aren’t going to need it tonight.” She pulled his panties up and snugged them tight.

“Careful, baby. We don’t wanna to squoosh them puppiesh.

She chuckled. “Don’t worry, honey. We’ll take care of your balls. We need to keep you making lots of baby juice.”

He grinned at that. He was looking forward to spending a little of that baby juice this night.

She put a bra on him.

He laughed and jumped and down. “I don’t got no tittiesh.”

She slipped some breast forms into his bra, and suddenly he had titties.

“Wee! I got tittiesh!”

Then she got out the dress he had picked out. It fit perfectly, and his boobs looked quite natural.

“Okay, honey, we need to put your nylons on.”

His head lolled a little. He was going to pass out soon, so she hurried. She rolled the nylons up his legs, pulled them tight, then fit his high heels on. She had wanted to get the big spikes, but she needed him to be able to walk at least a little bit.

Finally, he was dressed, and just in time, for the doorbell rang.

She walked him back to the recliner, sat him down, and answered the door.

“Hello, Jill.”

“Hello, Mom,” they touched cheeks, then Rob’s mother came in to the TV room to inspect Jill’s work.

“Wonderful,” she said, seeing her son perfectly dressed.

Marnie arranged pillows around her son’s neck so his head was propped up. Then she began weaving extensions into his hair. She went around his head slowly, making sure that every weave was perfect.

Meanwhile, Jill saw to his make up.

They had to work around each other, but that was okay. They chatted about this and that, and Rob’s hair grew longer and longer, and his face was cleansed and primed, given color, and then Jill painted his eyes, lengthened his lashes, and put red lipstick on him.

All done, the two women stood back and inspected their handiwork.

“We need to pierce his ears.”

Jill got her ear piercing needles and alcohol and did the honors. She jabbed the holes, and Marnie hung some small hoops, three in a row, on his ears.

Finally, they were really and truly done. They adjourned for a bit of whiskey. They sat at the dining room table and Jill brought out a bottle of  St. Augustines. She poured straight shots, tossed one back, then poured another for sipping purposes.

Marnie grinned. “Now you’re talkin’.”

The two women sat and sipped for a while, felt the burn, and admired Rob laying on the recliner in the next room.

“He’s probably going to be upset when he sees what we’ve done.”

“That’s okay. His father was a little upset at first, but after realizing that that was the only way he was ever going to get sex again…he settled down.”

“And he’ll really like it?”

“Lord, Jill, honey. There is nothing men like more than a poke up the butthole. It tickles their prostate, and once you put enough pressure on that puppy it leaks out the sperm and, voila! There’s your new baby.”

“How much is going to come out?”

“All of it. Is he a big cummer?”

“He cums a lot. A real lot.”

“Then I hope you have a big bottle. His father was a pretty big cummer, too. I used a washed out Coke bottle for him. I had a couple of extras because he liked me to use those on him, too.

Jill shook her head. “This is turning out to be the strangest marriage I ever had. Not that I’ve had any others, but…I never heard of a marriage this strange.”

“That’s okay, you’ll get used to it.”

Rob groaned, half turned, then opened his eyes.

He felt funny. His clothes felt funny. Even his head and face felt funny.

Marnie and Jill went in and began snapping cell pictures.

“Hey…what’s happening.”

He wasn’t hung over because he actually hadn’t had that much alcohol. It was the little pill that had knocked him out, and that left no real ill effects.

“Hi, honey. You ready for sex?”

“Uh…” he looked back and forth between his mother and his wife. “Mom?”

“Don’t worry about me, son. I’m just here to pick up a bottle.”

Rob was sufficiently confused that he though she was here to pick up the St. Augustine’s. “Oh.”

He started to get up, and that’s when he noticed that he was no longer ‘manly.’

“What the fuck?”

Jill smiled. “Remember all those nice clothes you helped pick out?”

He stood up and looked down at the dress. He saw his sleek legs and he wobbled in the heels.

“What the hell?”

Jill snapped a shot of his face, then flipped the camera around and showed him the picture she had just taken.

His face was properly decorated. His eyes painted and his lips bright red.

“What did you do?”

Jill stood back and loaded her pics to the cloud. Marnie was already ahead of her.

“Sweetheart,” said Marnie, concentrating on her cell phone. “It’s time for you to take over your father’s mantle.”

“What? No! We talked about this!” He spun towards Jill. “You got me drunk and did this to me?”

“Actually, you were quite amenable. You didn’t struggle, you laughed and had a good time.”

“Well, I’m not wearing this stuff! I’m taking it off.”

“Rob?”

Rob had been walking out of the room, but he stopped when his mother spoke like that.

“You have two choices. Would you like to hear them?”

He turned around. He really was quite beautiful.

“What choices?”

“We’re going to have to get him real boobs.”

“You mean implants?”

“Absolutely. Did your husband use hormones?”

“After a while he did.”

“What choices?” Rob raised his voice.

“Sit down, be polite, and I’ll tell you.”

Rob bit his lip nervously, but sat down.

“Put your knees together, dear. You don’t want to show your panties.”

Rob reacted without thinking, closing his knees, then blushed.

“The choice is simple, honey. Whether you want to be a man or not, you were born to be a woman. We have suffered your silliness long enough, so to help you along with the change here are your choices.

“One, I disinherit you. I’ll probably give all my money to Jill. She’s got a lot of common sense.”

Jill chimed in. “If you don’t want to be true to yourself and wear these clothes and do what I say, then you can leave. I’ve got a lawyer and he’s assured me that I’ll get the house, and you’ll have to pay alimony.”

“But I don’t have a job!”

Marnie said, “Or you can live the life your father lived. You can be a proper young lady, and I will leave all my money to Jill.”

Jill again: “In which case you can stay here, live the good life. I’ll even let you be a man twice a year, on Christmas and your birthday you may dress as a man and use your dick like a man.”

“But…but…but…” his head kept swiveling back and forth between the two ladies.

“Really, dear,” said his mother. “I really don’t see what the problem is. Everybody knew about your father, nobody cared, and I was quite happy to support him.”

“But…but…”

Jill stood up. “Since you really don’t have any choice in the matter, let’s go to the bedroom and seal the deal.”

He looked down at the her pants and turned white.

“You don’t mean…”

“That’s exactly what I mean.”

“Relax, Rob,” said his mother. “Your father loved it. He loved it more than sex with his dick. You’ll be the same.

Rob wanted to protest, but everything was so screwy. He was being told he had to live like a woman, he was being told he had no choice in the matter, he was being told he would…he would…like it!

Jill pulled him into the bedroom. “Stand at the side and lean over the bed.”

“But I…you can’t…”

“Oh, shut up and behave.”

Her voice was no nonsense, and Marnie smiled.

“I’ll be waiting in the other room. Don’t forget the bottle.”

“No prob, mother dear.”

Marnie pulled the door shut and Rob was alone with Jill.

“Are you going to lay down? Or am I going to have to take a strap to your ass?” She picked up one of his belts that had been placed on the chair next to the bed for this exact purpose.

She snapped the belt over his ass and he grabbed his buns and yelped, then he quickly lay down.

“Honey, this is going to be so sweet. You’re going to love this.”

She stood behind him, a jar of lube in one hand, and she stuck her finger up his ass and began reaming him.

Rob groaned. He didn’t want this! He needed to leave! So what if he didn’t have anywhere to live!

Then he thought about it. He’d end up sleeping on a park bench. Stinky and smelly and under newspapers. He’d have to go to a homeless shelter for food! People would look down on him and kids would laugh at him.

Or he could spread his legs and let his life change.

Stinky and smelly, wearing rags, or living the good life, and all he had to do was spread his legs and give in.

His thought process wasn’t all that fast, and suddenly Jill stepped between his legs.

“Okay, honey. Here we go.”

She pushed into him, and his life changed. It felt good. His asshole sang with the pleasure. His balls felt so full, and it felt like something was rubbing something deep inside.

“Oh, fuck,” he wheezed.

Smiling, Jill began gently fucking his asshole. She moved in, slid her dong along his anal canal, and he moaned.

“Your father is supposed to have loved this,” said Jill.

“Oh…oh, fuck!” his voice was soft and filled with awe. He was marveling at the intense sensations that were spreading out through him. His skull felt tight and his balls felt hot.

In and out. Back and forth. Hump the rump. Rut the butt.

Rob grabbed the spread on the bed with his fists and groaned.

“They say men can cum from this. Can you?”

“I…don’t…know…”

“Well, try, honey. You deserve it.”

So Rob tried, and tried, and…”Oh….fuck!”

His yell was a lusty yell, and Marnie heard it in the other room. She smiled at the fashion magazine she was reading.

In the bedroom Jill grabbed the bottle and placed it right under the tip of his dick. His dick was sticking out from between his legs, just under where she was ramming him, and the semen began to pour. It oozed out in a thick stream. He was a big cummer anyway, but this was unusually big.

She filled the bottle halfway before he grunted to a stop and just lay there, gasping, emptied, and dazed.

Jill pulled out of him, wiped her dick off on his butt, then walked into the other room.

“Here you go, Mom.”

“Wonderful, honey. Would you like me to ask for a boy or a girl?”

“Oh, a girl. Girls are so much nicer than boys.”

“Excellent. You’re a girl after my own heart.”

With that Marnie put on her coat and walked out of the room.

END
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PART ONE

“Your grades are falling.” Danny’s mother was peeling potatoes and she was not happy.

Danny stood, hang dog, called on the carpet, and wished he were elsewhere.

“What do you have to say for yourself, young man?”

“Uh…” Danny replied.

Danny’s sister, Elize was at the kitchen table working on her computer. She concealed a snicker, but not very well.

His mother turned to him, paring knife in hand, and eyed him narrowly. Your grades are falling, you were in a fight last month and got suspended for three days, and you are not doing your chores around the house.

“Sorry,” he muttered. He wished the lecture would end so he could go play video games.

“Your attitude, young man, needs adjustment.”

Danny just stood there, waiting for it to end.

“What am I going to do with you?”

Petticoat punishment,” blurted Elize.

Danny and his mother both turned their heads.

“What did you say?”

Elize sighed and turned in her chair to face her mother. “Petticoat punishment. It’s the latest craze for raising rude children.”

“And how, exactly, does petticoat punishment work?”

“You can find it all over the net,” Elize said. She was a little worried about jumping into this conversation. Even though she was a straight A student and quite popular and never got in fights it was unwise to jump in  between Danny and her mother.

Elizabeth Montgomery, a single mother, put down the paring knife and walked over to the table and sat down. “Okay, young lady, you will tell me what this petticoat punishment is right now. No obfuscation. Start.”

“Obfuscation?” asked Danny, now confused.

“Concealing facts with blather,” his mother snapped.

“I don’t—“

Elizabeth held up a finger to stop him and glared at Elize.

Elize sighed. She started typing and said, “When a young man is recalcitrant—“

“What?” asked Danny?

“Obstinate!” snapped his mother.

Danny opened his mouth to ask ‘what’ again, but decided he better just shut and listen. His future was being decided.

“Go on, Elize.”

Elize turned her laptop around and pushed it across the table.

Elizabeth stared at the screen. She opened her mouth to speak, then shut it. She began scrolling.

Elize sighed and got up to finish peeling the potatoes.

Elizabeth scrolled, and started visiting sites, and she murmured, “So many sites! Good Lord. And look, there’s Roosevelt in petticoats.

Danny moved up next to his sister and hissed, “What did you do to me?”

“Made you a better behaved person, you little hooligan.”

“What’s a hooligan.”

Elize just sighed. Her brother spent so much time on video games, shooting people and cheering, he had neglected his basic education and vocabulary.

“Elize. Why don’t you finish dinner.” Elizabeth picked up the laptop and walked into the other room.

“Oh, goodie,” Elize smiled. “I get to burn your meatloaf.”

“Oh, crap.”

“Language,” Elize stated haughtily.

They ate dinner, and Elize didn’t burn his meat loaf, but Danny didn’t taste anything anyway. His mother was buried in the laptop in the living room. She was reading and reading, scrolling and mumbling things.

“I cook, you wash.”

Danny growled at her.

“Okay, give Mom more ammunition.”

“What the hell is this petticoat stuff?” he begged.

“You’ll find out,” she grinned, then left the room.

Danny was stuck. He hated doing dishes, but he’d better do them because his Mom was acting weird, and he was a little worried about this petticoating thing. Weren’t petticoats some sort of female thing? What the hell?

He dug in, be it miserably, and washed the dishes. He had just finished and had started the washing machine when he heard the voice of doom.

“Danny?”

Danny walked into the living room. His mother was sitting on the couch, the laptop closed, her arms folded under her breasts. One leg was crossed over the other at the thigh and her foot bobbed up and down.

“Yeah?”

“First of all, it’s ‘Yes, mother.’”

“Whatever.”

Her eyes slitted and she took a deep breath. “You are a perfect candidate for petticoat punishment. However, I wish to give you one, last chance.”

“I don’t get it,” Danny said. “What is this petticoat punishment stuff?”

“When a boy is behaving like a stubborn jackass the mother, or female in charge, should dress him in petticoats.”

“What are petticoats.”

“Petticoats refers to a type of dress. When a boy is not capable of acting like a human being he wears female clothes, dresses, bras, Mary Jane shoes, even a touch of make up.”

“Whoa! Wait a minute!” He took a step back. “There’s no way you’re going to get me to dress up like a girl!” He put his hands out and shook his head.

“That will depend on you. I get one more bad report and I will dress you in petticoats. Period. If your grades don’t improve you will be in petticoats. If you don’t pitch in and do your fair share around the house…” she glared at him.

“I…I think I should go to my room.”

He headed upstairs, and felt like monsters were about to jump on his neck. Wearing girl’s stuff? He had never heard anything so ridiculous in his life. There was no way he was going to wear dresses.

Upstairs in his room, laying on his back on his bed, a video game open but him not doing anything, he thought. Heysoos. It really sounded like his mother had gone off her rocker. If she thought—

“Ahem.”

He looked at the door. Elize was leaning against the jamb a smirky sort of smile on her face.

“What do you want?”

“You’ve really stepped in it this time, brother dear.”

“It was your idea. How could you do this to me.”

“Maybe I’m tired of your smart mouth, lazy, good for nothing ways.”

“Bitch,” he muttered and turned back to his game. Oh, crap, he had been killed while he was day dreaming.

“You know she’s downstairs right now ordering things for you.”

“What?” His voice squeaked like he hadn’t gone through puberty.

“Yep. She knows you can’t behave. She’s getting ready.”

“Oh, man,” he muttered to himself. Then he started actually playing the video game. Elize watched for a moment, then left.

Danny worried about the proposed petticoating for two days. He was on his best behavior, he even tried to pay attention in class.

Some of the guys, Rich Evans, his best friend, being one of them, noticed that he was different. Subdued.

“What’s going on, man?”

“My mother is going crazy,” Danny confided.

“Going? Mothers were crazy a long time ago.”

Danny sighed, looked at him, and asked, “Have you ever heard of petticoat punishment.”

“Nope.”

When Danny was finished explaining Rich’s mouth was open.

“You’re gonna be…she’s gonna make you a girl?”

“I’m not gonna be a girl. It’s just that if I get in trouble she’s going to make me wear female stuff.”

“Oh, man. That’s crazy.”

“You’re telling me.”

Rich, unfortunately, couldn’t keep the news to himself. Danny had told him during first period, by noon everybody in school knew. Danny Montgomery was going to be a girl. he was going to take hormones and transition. He was not going to grow up and be a man.

Arnold came up to where he was eating his lunch and laughed at him. “Hear you’re going to be a sissy, Danny boy. Or should I say Danny girl.”

Danny, of course, jumped up and popped Arnold in the nose. Arnold cried and bled, the teachers sent him to the nurse’s office. Danny went to the principal’s office where, less than an hour later, his mother showed up.

She walked into the principal’s office, giving him a ‘no expression’ that was worse than any expression.

Ten minutes later Danny was called in. He sat down in a ladder back wooden chair and hung his head.

“Danny,” said Principal Andrews, “We were going to expel you, but your mother has interceded and come up with a solution that will satisfy everybody, and help you see the errors of your ways.

Danny groaned inside. He had known, as soon as he hit Arnold, that he was going to be in trouble. Still, he didn’t expect his mother to go through with it. No woman would ever treat a son like that!

“I will apprise the teachers that there will be an exception to the dress code, and they will apprise their students. You will receive a three day suspension, but this is the last one, young man. You behave yourself or you may find yourself finding another school. Good day.”

Danny sat in the car while his mother drove him home. Exception to the rule, that’s what the principal had said, and he knew what it meant. He was going to be wearing…no he wasn’t.

“I’m not going to school anymore.”

Elizabeth watched the road, but her mouth made a moue. She was conflicted but determined.

Danny was 18, but because he had taken ill the first few years of his life he was short and slender. He was recovered, and strong enough, but he was behind in school, and that often meant in maturity.

Still, she had to draw the line. She had to take a stand and demand that he grow up.

“I’ll be homeschooled. I’ll teach myself. I don’t need an education to be a video game programmer.”

Elizabeth glanced at him. She said, “You can always go live with your father.”

Danny’s eyes opened. His father was…not nice. He was a drunk and when he was in his cups he was violent. Danny remembered spankings that were little less than beatings.

“You can’t do that.”

Elizabeth drove the car into the driveway and turned off the ignition.

“Danny, do you realize that when you’re rude and inconsiderate you are being your father’s son.”

Danny rejected that argument right away. “There is a huge difference between a guy who beats his wife and a kid who stands up for himself.”

“Is that what you’re doing? Standing up for yourself?”

“Yeah.”

“Hunh!” she grunted, then she got out of the car and went into the house.

Danny followed along. Kicked out of school wasn’t that bad, he thought. He would get to play video games all day long.

He trudged through the house and into his room. He planted his body on the bed and reached for his computer.

“You want to play that downstairs? I have to vacuum,” his mother barged into the room dragging a vacuum.”

“Now? Can’t you do it later?”

She turned on the machine for an answer.

“Man! Talk about rude!” Danny groused as he picked up his lap top and headed for the living room. He wasn’t even to the stairs before he heard his door shut and the lock click. He glanced back and frowned. What his mother doing now?

Elizabeth looked around the room. Clothes everywhere. Her son was in the habit of wearing something once and tossing it on the floor.

The sports trophies he had won before he discovered video games were dusty and askew.

His dresser drawers were open and…she sighed.

She reached for the big shears she had put in one of the tube holders on the vacuum. She kicked all his clothes to one side and began cutting them. Snip, snip, the big shears sliced off pant legs and sleeved. She tossed the rendered material into a heap next to the door.

The floor now clean she went through his drawers. Snip, snip, underwear was sliced through quickly and cleanly. Tee shirts were cut into pieces. Even his socks suffered the scissor blades.

Into his closet. Jackets took a little work, but that was okay. The rain coat was the easiest. She even cut apart the baseball uniform he had saved from Little League.

Swim suit, sweaters, a toga he had worn for Halloween. Everything in the room was cut into pieces too small to be of use and thrown into the pile of rags.

She finished, and smiled. Her son had only one set of clothes left, the clothes he was wearing.

And she felt good. She felt that satisfaction that people feel when they do a good job.

She turned off the vacuum and unlocked the door. She returned the vacuum to the hall closet and went down to the kitchen for a couple of garbage bags. She went back upstairs and placed the rags into the bags, then carried the bags out to the curb.

Back up stairs she went, and into her bedroom. Amazon had been delivering boxes and she opened them and transferred the contents to Danny’s room.

She put bras and panties into the top drawer.

Chemises and negligees she put into the middle drawer. She had had so much fun picking those things out, and she had smiled and imagined Danny in them.

She had bought three corsets and she put those in the bottom drawer. She loved the stiff structure of them. Danny wasn’t fat, but he needed a more slender waist if he was going to look like a girl.

She hung a half a dozen garments in his closet. Simple pinafores. blouses that buttoned up the back, a couple of light summer dresses, a couple of skirts.

She smiled when she stood back and inspected his new closet. She remembered how much fun it was to buy clothes for Elize. I should  have done this a long time ago, she thought. I love having daughters, and boys are so…willful.

Finally, she retrieved a small make up kit and placed it on the corner of his desk. A tube of pink lipstick, a little bottle of perfume, little containers of powders and lotions.

Oh, she was going to have fun teaching Danny about make up.

Downstairs Danny was still playing video games. Elizabeth went out and stared over the railing. He was planted on the couch, headphones delivering screaming music to his ears, and moving his joystick quickly as he shot snipers and ran cars into buildings or whatever the video games did this year.

She smiled, then looked at the clock. First step taken, she had to wait a couple of hours for the next step. She was bigger than Danny, but she wasn’t about to miscalculate male strength.

Elize entered the house and Elizabeth was waiting for her.

“Daughter, sit.”

Elize tilted her head and looked at her mother, then sat down across from her.

Elizabeth shoved a Coke towards her. “Enjoy. Prepare. You’ve been drafted.”

“Mother, what the loony tunes is going on?”

Elizabeth smiled and told her.

Elize’s mouth opened, then she started giggling.

“So I need your help.”

“It’s liable to get rough.”

“I know, but it’s got to be done.”

Elize leaned out and glanced into the living room. Danny had played video games all day and he stretched and yawned.

“He looks ready to get up. Want to do it now?”

“Yup.”

Mother and daughter stood up and looked at each other, then marched into the living room.

Elize went behind the couch and Elizabeth went to the front.

Danny saw his mother, yawned again, and closed the laptop. He started to get up and Elize came over the back of the couch.

Elize and Elizabeth were similar in size, and they were both slightly taller than Danny. They didn’t, however, have his male muscles. They did have weight on their side.

“Hey!” Danny yelled, then Elizabeth jumped on him.

Elize tried to control his arms, using her weight to trap them.

Elizabeth laid across his legs.  She held the shears and went to work.

“Hey! Stop!”

“Don’t struggle, Danny,” Elize yelled. “You don’t want to get cut by the scissors.”

Danny tried to wiggle out from under Elize, but all he could do was get his hands under her body…and then he felt her tits.

“Oh…stop!” He was now not just struggling, he was embarrassed.

“Hurry up, Mom, he’s feeling my boobs.”

Elisabeth managed a strained laugh. She was half way up a leg and going great guns. She had great position, her weight was on his lap, then she stopped.

Danny was getting an erection!

Now she was embarrassed, but embarrassed or not, she was determined.

Danny was fighting for all he was worth, but his position, their weight, and his embarrassment at feeling his sister’s tits…and he was actually getting hard!

“Get off me!”

His sister started laughing, and she grabbed his wrists and kept them on her boobs.

His dick was getting harder.

“Danny, stop that!” His mother squeaked.

“What’s he doing!”

She was up both legs and rolled higher on him, running into Elize.

“He’s having a physical reaction.”

Elize howled. “He’s getting a boner!”

Even Elizabeth had to chuckle about that.

She sliced through his pants, then his underpants.

Oh, God! Thought Elizabeth, and his penis suddenly sprang out of the ruin of his underwear.

Danny was crying now. He was helpless, being bullied, and he was…naked!

“I need to get his shirt.”

Danny’s dick was poking up right next to her face. It made Elizabeth think of blow jobs she had given his father. She really blushed then. Sexual thoughts around her own son?

“Let’s just rip it off.”

“No!” screamed Danny.

“We might have to,” Elizabeth agreed.

Elize shifted and felt his penis touch her butt. “Is that him?”

Elizabeth didn’t answer. Her face was red as a tomato. She managed to make a couple of cuts into his tee shirt. Then she tossed the scissors and gripped the sides of the cut. “Rip it!” she yelled.

Elizabeth and Elize pulled at the then material and it parted. They rolled off Danny and each had a part of his tee shirt. All that was left on Danny was a ring of material at his neck.

Danny bounced to his feet. He was raging. He was naked. It’s hard to rage when you’re totally mortified. His face was red and his cock was standing straight out and bouncing.

Elizabeth and Elize looked down at his manhood.

“Teeny weeny,” said Elize.

“Ar…thuu…waa…guh!” Danny was totally beyond words. In his mind he was screaming curses, but he was so messed up he was unintelligible.

“It’s not that small,” said his mother.”

“Yes, it is.”

Elizabeth turned to her daughter. “And what do you know about penises?” She dripped with suspicion.

“Nothing,” Elize blurted, suddenly afraid that some of her secrets would be revealed.

“Elize?”

“Here, let me put that in the garbage.” Elize quickly grabbed the bits of tee shirt and ran for the kitchen.

Danny had stopped trying to talk. He stood, his fists clenched, his face purple.

Elizabeth couldn’t help it. It had been so long since she had seen a cock. And there was something about seeing that tool all erect that made her flush, reminded her of her own womanly desires.

Not for my son! she thought.

But, still, she felt a little warm down in her junction. The physicality of subduing Danny, feeling her tits being touched during the struggle, bouncing around like they had when she had a good bout of lovemaking.

She turned redder.

Danny broke. Sobbing, he turned and ran for the stairs.

Whew! sighed Elizabeth. Just in time!

She watched Danny’s cock bounce as he mounted the stairs. The sight of his round, strong buttocks was particularly appealing.

Then she saw Elize staring up at Danny from the kitchen doorway. She was also studying the way his cock flopped around, observing his lithe muscles.

The door to Danny’s room slammed and Elizabeth walked over to her daughter. They knew what was about to happen and they were waiting for it.

“Heysoos, Mother.”

“That was weird,” Elizabeth agreed.

Then Elize grinned. “He does have a small weenie.”

Elizabeth turned to her daughter and glared at her. “You and I are going to have to talk.”

Before Elize could answer, however, they heard Danny upstairs, discovering that his drawers were filled with female underwear, his closets held dresses, and that there was a small kit of make up on his desk.

“FUCK! WHAT THE FUCK! WHAT THE FUCK IS GOING ON!”

“I don’t think you should bother telling him ‘language.’” said Elize.

“I’m skipping this one,” Elizabeth nodded.

Danny’s door opened and he stood at the railing, his cock sticking through the balusters, as purple as his face.

“Where are my clothes?” his face was a strangled snarl.

“Hanging up, dear. In your dresser.”

“I’m not wearing that shit!”

Elizabeth didn’t like him swearing, and she had let the ‘fucks’ pass, but she had to start drawing the line. She walked over to his laptop, opened it up.

Danny moved down the landing and yelled, “What are you doing?” But he was too embarrassed to come down and see, let alone retrieve his laptop.

Elizabeth called up settings, entered a new password, then turned off the computer. She looked up at her raging son. “I have entered a new password.”

His jaw dropped, and it seemed impossible that he could turned any redder, or become even more outraged, but he did. “Wha…wha…” he was losing the capability of speech again.

“If you wish to play your video games come to me and I will open your computer IF…you are appropriately dressed and have not had a bad case of potty mouth for 24 hours.”

“Wha…wha…wha…wha…” He acted like somebody had just punched his nose so hard it stuck out the back of his head. He backed up, suffering the knock out punch, into his room, and the door closed. Not a slam, but with positivity.

Mother and daughter stared at his door.

“What’s for dinner, Mother?”

Elizabeth shook her head. “Wow. That was intense.” She turned to Elize. “Let’s go out. He needs some alone time.”

So they did.

Danny sat on his bed. He stared at the dresser. He looked at the closet. He studied the make up on his desk.

This was wrong. Everything was wrong. He had to call somebody…the police!

But he couldn’t do that. The police had stopped him a few times over the months, and they knew about his troubles at school, and he called them pigs to their faces. They weren’t going to be helping him.

He heard the front door open and close, then the car started up and left. The bitches had done this to him and now they were running away.

His father. He could call his father and…no. He couldn’t call his father. If his father heard he was failing school and had been in trouble he’d probably fly down just to spank him.

Fuck! Who was left?

His aunts and uncles were too far away, his grandmother was in the next state, and she’d probably go along with Mom.

He decided to call his best friend, Rich Evans.

“Can you bring over some clothes?”

“I can’t now. Maybe tomorrow afternoon. Oh, wait…I got another…hold on.”

The line went blank for a minute and Danny waited. Finally his friend came back on the line.

“Dude! You’re not going to believe it…that was your mother!”

“What?”

“Yeah. She told me if I gave you anything to wear she would ban me from your house forever, she said she would cut up any clothes I brought you, and…”

“What?” Danny was aghast with this latest turn of events.

“She said that if you didn’t wear the…the clothes she gave you that you’d get expelled from school! Man, you wouldn’t even go to our school anymore!”

“She can’t do that!” Danny yelped. But he knew she could. The way the principal felt about him, that talk about being expelled…oh, man. He was truly fucked!

“I don’t know if she can, but, sorry, dude, I ain’t bringing you any clothes.”

Danny hung up and was devastated. Richie was his last resort. Sure, he had a couple of other friends that might give him clothes, but he knew his mother was probably talking to them right now.

Fuck, fuck, fuck! He walked in circles and tried to figure out what to do.

He couldn’t live naked! And come three days he was supposed to be in school…wearing…wearing those clothes!

He walked and walked, his mind going crazy.

He heard the car come back, then the front door opened and closed.

He looked at the clock. It read eight o’clock. He heard footsteps on the stairs and quickly turned off the lights and jumped under the covers. He could hardly breath, he was wired, he wanted this terrible nightmare to end.

His door opened. He knew it was his mother right away. He didn’t move. He tried not to breath.

“I know you’re awake.”

He said nothing.

She came into the room and sat on the side of his bed.

“I know you’re having a rough time, but once you’re through it you’ll be okay.”

“Why are you doing this to me?” he sobbed.

“Why are you doing this to yourself? All you have to do is study a little, be polite, help out around the house. I even gave you a warning and told you what was going to happen.”

He didn’t say anything.

Elizabeth’s heart was breaking. She was determined, but it was difficult to see her son having such difficulties.

“You will be going to school when your suspension is up. I suggest you try on your clothes. Elize or I can help you with the make up.”

“I’m going to live in my bed.”

“Honey, have you ever heard of flagellation?”

“He half turned his head and looked up at her in the darkness, “Flaga who?”

“It’s also called birching, strapping, switching, tanning, and a bunch of other things. Basically it is a spanking. But not just a normal hand on the butt spanking. It is a serious whipping designed to leave you crying and unable to sit down.”

“You wouldn’t,” he breathed.

“Yes. I would. If good sense and reason doesn’t work, then a super spanking will.”

Danny turned his head back down to his mattress and whimpered, “Fuck!”

“Language,” Elizabeth said. “No video games for 24 hours.” She stood up and left the room.

Danny lay under the covers. He felt weak, helpless, and didn’t know what to do. What was worse was that he had an erection.

Normally, he liked erections. He liked doing a little stroking and relieving his urges. But to get a boner when his mother was trying to dress him like a girl, and when she threatened to give him some kind of super spanking…that was an erection he didn’t like.

He lay in the darkness and put his hand on his dick. He just held it, felt it, and felt sorry for himself.

Two hours later he heard his mother walk past his room and go into her own room.

He was getting hungry now, and if he was going to figure his way out of this mess he needed nourishment.

He threw the covers off and went to the door. He peeked out. No lights. Elize had gone to bed.

He stepped into the hallway and headed for the stairs. He trotted down the stairs and was aware of his penis. his boner had gone away, but now it started to wake up again.

He entered the kitchen and looked into the fridge. He took out a loaf of bread, peanut butter, jelly.

When he straightened up and closed the door, however, Elize was standing there. She was wearing a chemise and her boobs were showing. The material wasn’t that thick and her nipples poked out through the material.

“Hello, brother dear.”

“Bitch,” he stated, ignoring her. Trying to ignore his own bobbing cock.

She frowned, her mouth pursed, and she responded. “Teeny weeny.”

“Hey! Shut the fuck up with that!”

“Every time you call me bitch, or swear at me in anger…I will call you teeny weeny.”

“You fucking cunt!” He whispered savagely. He didn’t want his mother to come downstairs. She had already seen him naked and with an erection.

“Okay, have it your way…teeny weeny.”

He turned redder, but tried to ignore her. He slapped peanut butter on one of the slices of bread, then slathered jelly on the other one.

“So what are you going to do?”

“About what?” he snarled.

“About wearing girly clothes and make up.”

He sat down at the table, which enabled him to hide his boner from her inspecting eyes. “Nothing.”

Elize sat down opposite him. “Mother isn’t going to back off, you know.”

“Neither am I.”

Elize sighed. “Look, I can help you.”

“And why would you do that?” He took a bite of his sandwich.

Elize sat for a moment, frowning, then said, “You’re my brother and, contrary to opinion and our little spats, I don’t like to see you in pain.”

He grunted and chewed. He was thinking bitch, but he didn’t say anything. He didn’t want to be called teeny weeny again.

“Look, just put on some panties. They’re close enough to male underwear. They’ll feel better though, sexy even, and they’ll help hide your, uh…you know.”

“My penis,” he blurted.

“Yes. Your penis.”

For a long moment Danny said nothing, then something wormed out of him, and he whispered, “Is my penis really small?”

Elize nodded. “Sorry. Compared to what I’ve seen, it’s a bit under sized.”

That comment was worse than any of her taunts, and the reason was that he had to admit the truth of it. It was a calm assessment, and…and he knew he wasn’t well endowed.

“You know that is probably why Father was such a bastard.”

“What?”

“A small-dicked man tried to make up for it by pretending he’s a big-dicked man, and he doesn’t understand that the true measure of a man isn’t the size of his penis.”

Danny was silent. He wasn’t asking, but he knew it was coming: what was the true measure of a man?

“The true measure of a man is how kind he is.”

“No,” blurted Danny, instantly.

Elize got up and got a pair of Cokes out of the fridge. She opened one for him and one for herself. She sat down. “I’m only a couple of years ahead of you, but I have dated boys, and I can tell when they are going to be kind and when they are going to be assholes. This is something we girls talk about a lot, so I might, just might, have an opinion that you should think about.”

He waited. Listened. he didn’t listen to many people, but when his sister was serious and talked to him and not at him or down on him, he listened.

“Was Hitler a man?”

He shrugged.

“He was a bully, and in the end, a very evil bully. Killing people just because he thought he was better than him. Sort of makes them better than him.” she snorted.

“Is Father Murphy a man?” Father Murphy was their priest.

Danny thought about that. It was odd to call a man father when he wasn’t your real father, but Father Murphy acted the way he wished his own father acted. He offered kind words and help.

“Yeah.”

“What about Dad?”

Danny snorted. “He’s a bully.”

She nodded. “He was. Is. It happens.”

“How about that guy, Chuck Lemon, who coached you at Little League?”

“Guy was cool.”

“You want to be like Chuck or Dad?”

Danny was silent, but thinking hard. In a way these questions were manipulating him, but he couldn’t argue against them.

“Do you want to be a man? And who cares how big your dick is? Or do you want to be like Dad, or Hitler, or some other asshole.”

Danny didn’t say anything, but he had been boxed into a corner. He didn’t like being boxed, but the things he was thinking…it was difficult.

“Okay, so think what you want, but all Mom wants is for you to be a man. Heck, I’d like you to be a man. Sure, I bust your balls when I can, but you know I have your back.”

He did know that.

“So try on the panties, at least hide that ugly thing of yours,” she grinned, but at least she didn’t call it teeny weeny, “and if you want to go further, if you can confront being a kind person instead of a…an asshole, then I’m here for you. I’ll help you figure out the clothes, the make up, I’ll even teach you how to act a little more feminine.”

“I don’t…”

She held up a hand to forestall his objection.

“You’re going to school in three days, and you can look like a clown who doesn’t know how to dress himself, or you can look like a lady.”

Now Danny didn’t try to talk. She was making sense. But it was so hard to accept all this.

“And, bonus, if you try, if you accept my help, then I’ll make things easier for you.”

“How?”

“I and my friends,” and she had a lot of friends, “will talk to the other girls in school. We’ll hang with you, and if anybody tries to make fun of you, we’ll be there.”

Danny blinked, and the changes within…they began.             
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