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    A Note from the Author! 
 
      
 
    Jerry has a little problem with his big thing! 
 
    He’s a (choke) premature ejaculator! 
 
    Night after night he fails to please his gorgeous wife, and night after night she grows more frustrated. 
 
    Fortunately, they find a doctor who is willing to help. 
 
    The doctor’s prescription isn’t exactly what Jerry expected, however, and he suddenly finds himself entering a new and exciting world! 
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    Part One 
 
    “Damn it, Jerry!” 
 
    Jerry rolled off his wife and muttered, “Sorry.” 
 
    Ava sat up and swung her legs over the side of the bed. She stood up and marched into the bathroom.She was a shapely woman, to say the least. Firm breasts, that curved in to a tight waist. A round bottom that made Jerry bone up on a moment’s notice. 
 
    The only problem was that when he boned up on a moment’s notice, he came on a moment’s notice. And that was not okay with Ava. 
 
    Jerry got out of bed and walked over and stood in the bathroom doorway. 
 
    Ava was sitting on the toilet, wiping the goo out of her pussy. 
 
    “I said I was sorry.” 
 
    “I don’t want you sorry. I want you to last. I’d like to get a little joy, and not just a squirt and and a handshake.” She didn’t look up as she spoke. She was really pissed. 
 
    “I mean, Jerry, this is the story lately. You are a premature ejaculator. Insert and squirt. Poke and soak. Charge and discharge.” 
 
    She flushed the toilet and stood up. 
 
    “I can’t help it. I try to last. I play baseball in my head, but…it’s…you’re just too exciting!” 
 
    “Yeah. I’m really exciting.” She walked past him and back to bed. 
 
    She slid under the covers and faced away from him. 
 
    “Oh, come on, honey!” He lay next to her, spooned her, but she shrugged him off. 
 
    “You know I love you.” 
 
    “If you loved me you’d last longer,” she pouted. 
 
    “But I do love you, and it’s not my fault that you’re so sexy. “Look, I’ve got a hard on again. Let’s try it again!” 
 
    “Forget it.” 
 
    But he kept rubbing her back. He reached around and slid a palm over her nipples, he kissed the back of her neck. 
 
    He could feel the shift in her attitude. After all, she hadn’t cum, and she wanted to cum, and he was trying… 
 
    She finally turned over and held his face in her hands. She studied him, observed the faith and trust he exhibited, and she kissed him. 
 
    He kissed back, and he did have another boner. 
 
    She reached down and stroked, and he smiled and cupped her breasts. 
 
    In a minute they were entwined and he was humping her hand and rubbing her pussy. 
 
    “Oh, God,” she whispered. “That feels so good! That feels—“ 
 
    “Unh! Unh!” 
 
    She froze. She felt the warm goo filling her hand. 
 
    His hips jerked back and forth and he spewed his seed over her palm, her fingers, and her side of the bed. 
 
    “Oh…you are fucking kidding me!” She pushed him off. 
 
    “Oh, God,” he whimpered, emptying his balls. 
 
    “You just came!” 
 
    “I couldn’t help it!” 
 
    “You son of a…” 
 
    She got up and went to the bathroom for a towel. She laid it over his puddle of semen and wiped her hand on the cover, then she slid into bed and ignored him. 
 
    Jerry was sexually satisfied, but he felt bad, too. Once again he had left his wife high and dry, and he really didn’t mean to. 
 
    He lay in bed and looked at the ceiling. 
 
    “I really am sorry,” he whispered. 
 
    Ava said nothing. 
 
      
 
    The next day at breakfast Ava laid down her ultimatum. “You’re going to go to the doctor.” 
 
    “But there’s nothing wrong with me!” 
 
    “Premature ejaculation is wrong with you, and I’ve had it. I’m not going to live a life of frustration just because you’re a horny, little bitch!” 
 
    “But, honey…” 
 
    They argued through breakfast and into the morning, but Ava held her ground. Just before lunch she called the doctor to make an appointment for Jerry. 
 
    “I don’t want to go!” he complained. 
 
    “If you don’t show up then you can sleep on the couch. Forever.” 
 
    “Honey!” 
 
    But Ava meant business. 
 
    A minute later she said, “Okay. She’ll see you tomorrow morning.” 
 
    “But, honey!” 
 
    Ava ignored him and headed for the TV room.  
 
    Jerry slunk into the computer room. 
 
    Sitting at his computer, checking his mail, he suddenly stopped and looked down at his lap. 
 
    His weenie was hard again. 
 
    That was the problem. It was always hard. Even when he squirted, it became hard again in just a few minutes. 
 
    And, so thinking, he finally admitted that he might have a wee problem. Maybe he better go see that doctor after all. 
 
      
 
    That evening was a tense evening between Jerry and Ava. Jerry wanted to talk, but Ava was just super pissed. When bedtime came it was as a cool as a frozen pork chop. 
 
    But by the morning it had warmed up a bit. Ava smiled a little, was happy when Jerry said he would go see the doctor, and…things were looking up. 
 
    Jerry and Ava walked into the doctor’s office at eleven in the morning. They sat down, and Jerry filled out ten pages of drugs he had taken, accidents he had had, operations he had suffered, and what his parents had died of.  
 
    He handed the forms in and sat down to wait. 
 
    And wait. 
 
    “Why don’t they schedule me for an hour later?” complained Jerry. “If they’re going to be an hour late…” 
 
    “Not too long now,” murmured Ava, checking her email on her cell. 
 
    And, finally, ten minutes before twelve, they were shown into an exam room. 
 
    It was a sterile, little place with a table for the patients to sit on, a couple of chairs, cupboards, and a rolling swivel stool. 
 
    On the wall were pictures of bodies. 
 
    “Hey, look, porn!” snickered Jerry, seeing a drawing of a reproductive system. 
 
    Ava just rolled her eyes. 
 
    Then the door opened and the doctor walked in. She was looking at her clipboard. “Hell, Mr. James, I…Ava?” 
 
    “Susan?” 
 
    Then the two girls were hugging. 
 
    “You got married!” 
 
    “I did! And you became a doctor!” 
 
    “What has it been, ten years?” 
 
    “Just about. What have you heard from the girls?” 
 
    And the conversation went on and on, and Jerry was ignored. 
 
    Ava and Susan were from the same sorority. Tri Pi. or Pi Pi Pi, from college. For five minutes they traded memories, and finally Susan remembered, “Oh, my gosh. You must be Jerry. I’m sorry, but I was so excited…” 
 
    “It’s okay,” Jerry smiled wanly. Truth, he wished they had gone on talking and he just snuck out. He wasn’t looking forward to the coming conversation. 
 
    “So, Susan, have a seat, and let me sit…” she sat on the swivel, “So…what brings you here today.” 
 
    “I’ve, eh…I suffer from…premature ejaculation.” 
 
    His voice fell to a whisper and Susan had to lean forward to hear it. 
 
    “PE, eh? Okay, let’s do an exam. Off with your clothes.” 
 
    Jerry turned a bit red, and Ava snickered. Jerry peeled off his pants. 
 
    “Underpants, too.” 
 
    He sighed and lowered his drawers. 
 
    Susan now took a very professional attitude. She held his penis in his hand and examined it closely.  
 
    Jerry could feel her breath on his member, and suddenly his dick started to grow. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he breathed. 
 
    “It’s okay,” said the doctor, winking at Ava. “I’ve seen a penis before.” 
 
    Within a few seconds he was hard in her hand. 
 
    She stroked it lightly, palpated it, turned it this way and that, and Jerry started to feel on the edge. 
 
    Then she lifted his cock and inspected his balls. “No pain?” 
 
    “Uh, no.” 
 
    “Not for him,” Ava spoke wryly. 
 
    Susan had a smile on her face, though she was trying to keep it under wraps. 
 
    “How does this feel?” The doctor pressed on a point under his ball sack. 
 
    “Uh, it’s okay.” 
 
    “And this?” 
 
    All the time Jerry was getting closer and closer. He was breathing harder, but the girls were looking at his swollen penis, watching it throb and the veins stand out. 
 
    “And—oh!” 
 
    Jerry squirted. Right in the doctor’s hand. It shot out and got all over her nylons, and rolled down to her shoes. 
 
    “Oh, crap,” said Jerry, feeling the heavenly warmth that went along with an orgasm. 
 
    “Ha!” said Ava dryly. 
 
    Susan looked up at her, then they were both laughing. 
 
    “He certainly does ejaculate quickly. I was hardly touching him.” 
 
    “He comes twice as fast under normal circumstances.” 
 
    “Oh, you poor girl.” 
 
    Jerry was about dying of embarrassment. His penis was still oozing, and drops were splattering on the floor every couple of seconds. 
 
    Susan grabbed some tissues and wiped her hands off. She turned to Ava as if Jerry, who had just cum in her hand, wasn’t even there. 
 
    “I’m going to assume you want him to last a little longer in bed.” 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    “We can give him some tests, but it’s pretty obvious what his problem, is.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “Yes, he’s got too much testosterone. He’s simply producing too much sperm and the slightest shake and he overflows.” 
 
    “Can I put my pants back on?” asked Jerry. 
 
    “Oh, sure. We’re all done. Now, Ava, the cure is two prong, and it will take a little patience on your side.” 
 
    “If I can get a good…you know what…I’ll be as patient as needed.” 
 
    Jerry listened to the way they talked. They were out of the doctor patient mode into the chatty Cathy mode. He might as well not have been there. 
 
    Well, that was okay. He didn't really feel like talking about his dick, anyway. 
 
    “Okay. First, no sex for at least a month. We want him to remain calm and unexcited.” She turned to Jerry. “That means no jerking off.” 
 
    Then back to Ava before Jerry could respond. “The other thing is we’re going to need to adjust his hormone levels. Lower the testosterone, elevate the estrogen, find a happy balance. I can meet with him weekly and take readings, but I’ll need your input for an accurate diagnosis. I’ll give you a form to fill out so you can keep track of his moods, his attempts to masturbate, that sort of thing.” 
 
    “No sex, and keep a record of his behavior. I can do that.” 
 
    Jerry frowned. It sounded stupid to him. 
 
      
 
    “Well, that was certainly pleasant,” smiled Ava on the way home. “I never thought it would be Susan.” 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” 
 
    “And her diagnosis sounds spot on.” 
 
    “Too much testosterone? I don’t know. I didn’t think guys could have too much testosterone. Besides, if I was overly testosterone wouldn’t I have extra hair? A thick beard? That sort of thing? 
 
    “I can’t believe you. The doctor tells you exactly what is wrong and you want to argue about it.” 
 
    “It’s not that, it’s just…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I just don’t want to mess with my system. I’m pretty happy the way I am, and to just start shooting estrogen into me, or taking away testosterone, or whatever this program is…I don’t know.” 
 
    “That’s right. You don’t know. And that’s why God gave men women.” 
 
    “What?” he gave her a puzzled a frown. 
 
    “So we could make sure you do the right thing.” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    Ava just smiled. 
 
    And she thought about the doctor: Imagine, Susan, after all these years. I wonder if she still likes women? 
 
      
 
    That night, right after eating, Ava put two pills in Jerry’s hand. One was pink, for more estrogen, and the other was blue, to reduce his testosterone. 
 
    Jerry sighed, and didn’t want to take them, but Ava mixed a drink and cajoled him, and he ended up gulping them down. 
 
    Later, he thought about the pills. 
 
    His body was 140 pounds. He was a bit slender, but the pills were probably only a thousandth of his mass. How could such small things really affect him? 
 
    So thinking, he relaxed a little. 
 
    After all, what could happen? 
 
      
 
    Jerry took his pills for a week, then returned to the doctors so she could see how he was doing. 
 
    “I feel pretty good,” he murmured, as she felt his weenie. 
 
    Oddly, Ava was looking on almost approvingly. 
 
    Normally, if a woman handled his dong, it would have meant a divorce, or at least a rolling pin across the forehead. But there seemed to be such a connection between her and the doctor…and she didn’t seem to mind at all. 
 
    “Well, it looks like there’s an improvement,” said the doctor. “You don’t feel as erect as you did last week. And last week we had that unfortunate accident where you spilled your seed all—oh, oops.” 
 
    Jerry’s dingus had stiffened and suddenly squirted. And it squirted a lot. Of course, he usually did squirt a lot, but one would think, after taking the pills for a week, that he wouldn’t. 
 
    Ava frowned and sighed in disapproval. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” muttered Jerry, his face redder than a tomato. 
 
    “Oh, don’t worry about it. in fact, it’s a good thing.” 
 
    “It is?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. It means we’ve been giving you too light a dose. We need to double your prescription. 
 
    Ava smiled, was a bit resigned by his continued premature ejaculations, but glad that they were making progress. 
 
    So Susan wrote out a double dose prescription and handed it to Ava. 
 
    “Thank, you, Susan, say, would you like to come to dinner some time this week?” 
 
    “Of course I would! It would be so good to catch up on old times.” 
 
    Jerry groaned on the inside. It seemed all the girls did was catch up on old times. Every time they got together they discussed classmates, events in college, and even boys they had known. 
 
    And the way they spoke of these old dates…Jerry didn’t like it. They just seemed so…so…excited when they talked of men they had known. 
 
    And it was a downright sexual excitement. 
 
    But, nothing to do about it. 
 
      
 
    That week Ava doubled the dose, and he took two pinks and two blues. 
 
    The first couple of days he didn’t feel anything, but on the third day he was sitting at dinner, eating meat loaf and peas, and he felt a heat start up in his body. 
 
    “Oh, crap,” he muttered. 
 
    “What’s wrong, dear?” 
 
    “I’m…it’s hot…” 
 
    “Like a heat flash?” 
 
    “A…what?” 
 
    “Women get them when they go through menopause.” 
 
    “I’m not going through menopause,” he blurted, and he took off his shirt. But even wearing a tee shirt was too hot. And his penis, it was so hard it hurt. 
 
    He stood up. 
 
    “Where are you going?” 
 
    “I’m going to take a cold shower. I can’t take this!” 
 
    He headed for the bathroom, stripping his clothes off as he went. He was actually staggering a bit when he reached the bathroom, the heat flash was so intense. 
 
    He stepped into the shower and turned the cold water on. A drizzle started sluicing his body, and he still felt hot. He felt that steam should be rising from him. 
 
    Ava came and watched him through the pebble glass door. “Are you okay?” 
 
    “I guess so,” he said weakly. 
 
    “Maybe this will help,” she handed him his pills and a glass of water. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he whined, but he took the pills. 
 
    The odd thing was that about half an hour later he felt better. 
 
      
 
    Susan came for dinner two nights later, on a Friday night. 
 
    She showed up wearing a tight dress, very un-doctor like, and Jerry could see she had a very nice body. He hadn’t noticed it so much when she walked around the clinic in her lab coat, but now he could see that she had a large bust, and without the stethoscope hanging around her neck he noticed she had a bright and vivacious smile. She had warm, sparkling eyes and long, auburn hair. Usually her hair was up in a bun in the office, but now it flowed and was quite sexy. 
 
    Ava kicked him, of course, when his eyes became a little too bold. 
 
    “Sorry,” he muttered. 
 
    They had dinner on the patio. Jerry was in charge of steaks, and Ava kept everybody in bourbon. They sipped, and they talked, and…well, mostly it was Susan and Ava that talked. 
 
    “Do you remember that boy who got caught in the sorority house and tried to sneak out the window?” 
 
    “Oh, do I! He fell off the roof. I was getting lucky on the swing on the front porch and you can imagine—“ 
 
    “Getting lucky?” asked Jerry suddenly. 
 
    “Making out. Kissing. Stuff like that.” 
 
    Both girls stared at him, their eyes glittering, a little too honest. 
 
    But what could they be concealing? 
 
    Ava had made no secret of the fact that she was experienced in sexual matters. 
 
    But together the girls seemed to take on a different attitude, or persona. 
 
    “And do you remember the time we rubbed ginger root all over Shirley’s vibrator?” 
 
    “Oh, that was hysterical! She was dancing all over the place, screaming something about ants in her pants or something.” 
 
    “Well, she was drunk.” 
 
    “Drugged is more like it. Whatever happened to her?” 
 
    “Married a politician.” 
 
    “Hunh. So she gave up sex…” both girls giggled. 
 
    Jerry listened to the conversation for a while. They eating finished, and he took over the liquor concession. 
 
    He was handing Susan a drink when she asked, “How’s the peeny, Jerry?” 
 
    It was a little embarrassing the way she said it, and he mumbled. “It’s okay.” 
 
    “And have you had any sex?” 
 
    Jerry’s shoulders sagged. “No.” 
 
    “Poor, Jerry,” murmured Ava, but it didn’t sound like she was commiserating. There was a sparkle in her eye that made Jerry glance at her. 
 
    “Well, let’s see it.” 
 
    “See my penis? Here?” 
 
    “Sure. Now drop those drawers, sailor.” 
 
    The girls were getting a little high, but Ava told him to go ahead, so he shrugged and unbuckled. 
 
    His penis, of course, immediately grew. 
 
    “You know,” said Susan with a frown, “he shouldn’t be erecting this fast. I wonder…” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “I wonder what would happen if we put him in chastity.” 
 
    “Chastity,” blurted Jerry. “You mean…like…” his voice dried up. 
 
    “Like one of those devices that encases your penis, locks on. They’re supposed to be quite effective at stifling erections.” 
 
    Ava’s lips were making little wiggle movements when Susan said this, as if she was trying not to laugh. 
 
    “This isn’t funny,” pointed out Jerry. 
 
    Ava bit her lip, then managed to say in the most sober manner, “No, I’m sure it isn’t.” 
 
    Susan gave a cough. “I suppose I could order you one.” 
 
    “I don’t want one.” 
 
    Susan looked up from where she was examining his dick. It was throbbing in her hand. “Jerry, I need the absolute truth now, for your medical health. Have you masturbated?” 
 
    “Well, uh…no. I would…wouldn’t—“ 
 
    “Ha. You have!” 
 
    “Not really.” 
 
    “And how many times is ‘not really?’” 
 
    He looked down, avoided the girls’ eyes. “Just a couple of times.” 
 
    “Jerry!” his wife admonished him. 
 
    “Well, I couldn’t help it! You know how I get, and to be totally deprived…like…cold turkey…” 
 
    Susan stroked him slowly, looked up at him. Her lips were red and she licked them in a very un-doctor like manner. “Now, Jerry, this is for your wellness. You simply can’t be having sex until we have your situation sorted out.” 
 
    “Why not?” he whined. “I’ve been having sex for years and it hasn’t hurt me!” 
 
    “No, but down the road, there are all manner of things that could go wrong. Your penis could stop getting erect completely. Think about that! No sex at all, for the rest of your life. 
 
    Her lips trembling slightly, Ava put her glass to her mouth, took a sip, then said, “Didn’t you tell me something about having to castrate men who reached that stage? 
 
    “What?” Jerry’s brows dipped. 
 
    Susan looked at Ava, then back to Jerry. “I did mention it. I don’t like to bring the subject up when a person is at this fragile a stage of the disease, but…” 
 
    “Disease?” Jerry was starting to worry now. This was the first time the doctor had referred to his problem as a ‘disease.’ 
 
    “Yes. When the penis becomes totally non-functional many men choose to have it excised.” 
 
    “Excised?” 
 
    “Yes. Removed. After all, it is just a useless appendage that flops around, and the balls are still producing massive amounts of semen. Removing the cock and the balls removes the chance for later cancers, and most men find it a relief.” 
 
    “Jerry? Could you go get us a couple more drinks?” 
 
    Jerry didn’t want to. He wanted to stay there and ask questions. And it did feel awfully good to have the doctor examine his cock. 
 
    But he put his penis away and went into the kitchen. He placed the glasses on the counter and put ice cubes in them.  
 
    He stood for a long moment and thought about what the doctor had said. 
 
    Cancer? In his package? Having everything removed? Good Lord! That sounded so positively dire! 
 
    He blinked a bit, shook himself, and poured bourbon into the glasses. And thought some more. 
 
    But would a chastity device help him? He had heard of the devices, but had never seen one, and had certainly never thought of wearing one. 
 
    Inside his pants his cock throbbed, and he could feel a bit of pre-cum coming out of the tip. 
 
    Again, he forced himself to move and topped off the glasses with Coke. 
 
    And thought. 
 
    Losing his package? Gawd! In his mind there could be nothing worse! To never have sex again? That would be terrible! 
 
    He walked back out to the patio. 
 
    Susan and Ava were sitting up and leaning towards each other. Apparently they had been in a deep conversation, because they moved apart quickly. They glanced around a little, almost like they had done something wrong, but then just sat back and took their drinks. 
 
    Ava’s lipstick was a little smudged. Jerry pointed to his mouth significantly, and she jumped up and went inside. 
 
    “So what are you thinking about, Jerry?” asked the doc. 
 
    “Is there really a danger of my…you know…not working?” 
 
    “Oh, absolutely. There are 30 million men in the US that have that disease. And more than half of the men in the US experience it at some time during their lives.” 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    “And the tragedy is that it can almost always be prevented. A little discipline with the rate of love making, maybe even wearing a chastity device, and men, I mean the disease, are completely controllable.” 
 
    Jerry took a big slug and thought about his penis. “Damn!” he finally said. “But it’s so…so alive right now! I just don’t understand how something like that could happen to me.” 
 
    “Think about it like this, Jerry. You are born and you have a certain amount of emissions available to you. Cum too much and that reduces the overall amount of ejaculate you can produce. It really makes sense to look into this. By limiting your ejaculations we can not only preserve the life of your penis, but your life in general. You’ll be much healthier. I mean, what happens when you have an orgasm?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “You feel like sleeping. That is your body wearing out. You wear it out enough, and…” she shrugged and sat back and sipped. And watched him over the rim of her glass. 
 
    At that moment Ava returned. Her lipstick repaired. Her face was a little flushed, however. 
 
    “You feeling all right, honey?” asked Jerry. 
 
    “Oh…oh, yes.” Yet she seemed flustered. She looked at Susan and suddenly seemed a bit embarrassed, or shy, or something. 
 
    “I was just telling Jerry of the benefits of being in chastity.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “Yes. Being in chastity means you don’t waste your precious bodily fluids. You have more energy and you can get more done. No more of the ups and downs as your body is forced to produce more and more semen. Being in chastity is a win win situation.” 
 
    “But how would I make love?” blurted Jerry. 
 
    “Oh, that’s easy. We just give a key to Ava and she lets you out when the time is right.” 
 
    Jerry looked back and forth between the two girls. They seemed awfully excited, in a subdued sort of way. 
 
    “Of course, Ava would be following a strict schedule. Considering your condition, she might need to keep you locked up for a while. Your situation is precarious, you know.” 
 
    “After all,” chimed in Ava, “You don’t want to lose your cock, do you?” 
 
    Her eyes flashed as she said this.  
 
    Jerry realized that it must be very upsetting for her to think of him losing his penis. Of being…castrated. 
 
    “I’ll tell you what,” said Susan, “I’ll order a chastity device and you can try it. We can even have a little party for us, a celebration of your good health. How does that sound?” 
 
    “Well…” 
 
    “You should do it, Jerry. It’s for your health!” 
 
    “I can even look into stronger hormones for you. We can get your levels fully adjust in no time!” 
 
    “Well—“ 
 
    “Okay. Good.” 
 
    The two women smiled, glanced happily at each other, and seemed very excited when they looked at Jerry. 
 
      
 
    It took a week for the chastity device to arrive, and in that time Jerry noticed a couple of changes. 
 
    First, he didn’t need to shave as much. He wasn’t a hairy fellow, anyway, but it seemed like his whiskers were finer, very light, and didn’t grow half as fast as usual. 
 
    Second, and this was weird, he felt…pudgy. 
 
    Maybe that wasn’t the right word for it, but he just felt like his muscles were a little bit slack. 
 
    At first he thought he was simply coming down with something. He had that weak, unbalanced feeling that the flu gives a guy. 
 
    Third, his penis was getting really, really hard. Harder than it had ever been before. 
 
    Man, he really wanted to make love then. Or at least stroke it to a squirt. He just felt so damned horny! 
 
    Of course, it had been a few weeks since the program had started, and he hadn’t jacked off since Susan had upbraided him. So he must really have a load stored up. 
 
    But he managed to withhold himself.  
 
    Sometimes, like when he was peeing, or taking a shower, it was all he could do not to grab that snake and stroke it. 
 
    But he held himself back, no matter how it hurt. 
 
    He was doing this for his health, after all, and he didn’t want to disappoint Ava, who checked with him every day. 
 
    It didn’t help that she stroked him when she asked, but…at least she cared. 
 
    Then, the next Friday arrived, and Susan showed up with the chastity device. 
 
      
 
    Actually, she showed up with a large purse, and a box in the purse, and the device in the box. 
 
    Ava served a light dinner, they had a few drinks, and then it was time. 
 
    “You haven’t jacked off, have you?” asked Susan. 
 
    “No, ma’am,” Jerry answered sincerely. 
 
    “Excellent. Now this is the device.” She reached into her purse and brought out the box. The box was only six inches cubed, and made of a red velvet type of material.  
 
    She opened the box and took out a little sack. The sack was made of velvet, black, and had a golden drawstring. 
 
    She opened the mouth of the sack and took out the contents. 
 
    There was a tube in the shape of a cock, be it a little short and narrow. There was a ring to fit around the whole package. There was a ring with points on it that went inside the tube. 
 
    “Okay, Jerry, time to fit you.” 
 
    Jerry stared at the thing on the table. It was made of clear plastic with a couple of portholes, presumably so his cock could breath. 
 
    “Come on, Jerry.” Ava nudged him, and he stood up. 
 
    He undid his belt and slid his pants, then his underpants, down. 
 
    His cock stuck straight out. 
 
    “Oh, my. Maybe we should have had him masturbate.” 
 
    “It does seem a little extra swollen,” murmured Ava. 
 
    Jerry looked down at his red rocket. It certainly was bulging. The veins were standing out, and there was no way he was going to get his dick in that tube. 
 
    He picked up the tube and pushed it at his dick. His head went in, but even that was just barely. 
 
    “I guess not,” and he couldn’t keep the grin from appearing on his face. 
 
    “Well, we could always spank it,” said Ava. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    But it was too late, Ava had a hold of his penis and she smacked her hand down on it. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    “Don’t be such a baby.”  
 
    SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! 
 
    For a full minute she spanked his dingus, but it didn’t do any good. If anything, it was getting redder, and harder. 
 
    Ava looked at Susan, “Any ideas?” 
 
    “Well, I don’t want to give him a shot, not yet, but…maybe we should let him have an orgasm.” 
 
    Jerry grinned. 
 
    “Just a small one.” 
 
    His grin went to a smile. 
 
    “A drop or two.” 
 
    His smile became a mere upturn of the corners of his mouth. 
 
    “Should I…” 
 
    “I’ll do it. It is a medical procedure, after all.” 
 
    “But I don’t want to cum just one drop!” 
 
    “Jerry, it’s a medical emergency.” 
 
    “But why can’t I just shoot my whole load?” 
 
    “That might be dangerous, in your condition.” 
 
    Jerry sulked. 
 
    “Or…” 
 
    “Or what?” 
 
    “It’s a rather common procedure, but we could milk him.” 
 
    “What’s that?” asked Jerry. 
 
    “I simply give you a prostate examine. A little pressure on your prostate and your semen will drain right out. Quick and easy. No fuss, no muss, no bother.” 
 
    Jerry looked between the two women. 
 
    Dr. Susan was smiling professionally. 
 
    Ava had an eager expression and was nodding her head. 
 
    “Well, I don’t—“ 
 
    “Do’t worry, Jerry. I do this all the time. Men love it. In fact, they love it so much they beg for it.” 
 
    “Beg?” 
 
    But Susan wasn’t going to mince words. “Why don’t you remove all your clothes and get on all fours on the couch. Ava, do you have a towel, maybe a bowl to catch his issue?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    Susan ran to the hall closet and got out a towel. She ran back in as Susan convinced Jerry to remove the rest of his clothes. 
 
    It was, after all, a medical emergency. 
 
    Jerry got up on the couch, his dick poking down stiffly, and Susan reached into her bag and got out a pair of latex gloves. 
 
    “Do you have lube?” 
 
    “We do.” 
 
    Susan was back, and in the meantime Susan was rubbing Jerry’s butt and feeling his penis. 
 
    “This should be pretty easy,” she said as she rubbed a big glop of lube into Jerry’s ass. 
 
    “Hey!” Jerry complained weakly. 
 
    “Grow up, honey. Be a man.” 
 
    “Yes, take it like a man,” and Susan suppressed a giggle. 
 
    Without further ado Susan pushed her finger into Jerry. 
 
    Jerry gasped, he had never felt anything so…so delicious! It felt like her finger was six inches long and…big! 
 
    Jerry groaned and waited and felt her finger going in and out of him. 
 
    “Come around here and watch how I do this,” Susan told Ava. 
 
    Ava moved around to Jerry’s backside. “Wow.” 
 
    “See how it goes in? Moving it this way will be quite pleasurable for Jerry.” 
 
    “I’ll say,” sighed Jerry, moving his hips up and back a little. 
 
    “What’s that called?” 
 
    “It’s called a prostate massager. It’s shaped—“ 
 
    “What’s a prostate massager?” Jerry asked, looking over his shoulder. 
 
    “This,” Susan pulled her finger out of his butt and held it up, and it wasn’t a finger! 
 
    It was shaped like a bulbous dick with a curve in it. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    But before he could protest further she pushed it back inside him. The good feeling whelmed him and he forgot about complaining. 
 
    That thing felt good! 
 
    “It’s shaped like a tulip, but bent so it will touch the prostate easier. If you angle it like this…” 
 
    Jerry gasped, and it felt like he was going to pee. 
 
    “And press rhythmically, like this…” 
 
    Jerry started to pee. 
 
    “Quick, catch it!” 
 
    Susan moved to his side and placed the bowl under him. 
 
    Jerry heard the sound of pissing, but it was different. Like the piss wasn’t shooting, but just falling, dribbling. 
 
    He sighed and a lazy feeling came over him. 
 
    God, that felt good! 
 
    For a long minute Susan bumped the thing into his prostate, and he felt better and better. It was like an orgasm without the bang, and he felt warm and hazy and sort of golden. 
 
    The weird thing was that he heard smacking sounds coming from his butt. but they weren’t coming from his butt. It was almost a kissing sound, but it didn’t match the in and out rhythm that Susan had established. 
 
    He started to look over his shoulder, and she suddenly pulled the device out of him. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he whimpered. That last pull had really felt good! 
 
    “There we go.” 
 
    “That’s it?” asked Jerry in a relaxed voice. 
 
    “That’s it.” 
 
    Ava held the bowl up. It was half full of semen, more than he usually got out of a cum. 
 
    Of course, he had been all stored up. 
 
    Then he noticed that Ava had again messed up her lipstick. 
 
    He pointed to his mouth, and she felt her mouth and nodded. She quickly left the room to straighten up. 
 
    “Do you want me to throw this out?” he asked Susan of the bowl of semen. 
 
    “Oh, no. I need to do tests, make sure everything is all right.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” 
 
    “Why don’t you wipe your butt and get dressed, and I’ll go check on Ava.” 
 
    Jerry got dressed, and by the time he was done he heard the girls coming back down the hallway.  
 
    Ava’s lipstick was fixed, and she had a big cheshire smile on her face. 
 
    Susan walked into the kitchen and rinsed the bowl. 
 
    “I thought you needed that for a sample?” asked Jerry. 
 
    “Oh, I stumbled, spilled it. Next time.” 
 
    “Oh.” And Jerry was thinking of a next time. He smiled. He liked this draining business. 
 
    “Okay, you’re limp, but it might not last for long, so let’s get the tube on you.”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
    Jerry stared at the tube on his cock. It was small, not much wiggle room in there, and he had the ridiculous thought, How am I supposed to get hard? 
 
    But that was the point, wasn’t it? To not get hard? 
 
    The girls sat back and watched him. 
 
    “This is weird.” 
 
    “How does it feel?” 
 
    Like I’m a hot dog still in the package. 
 
    Ava actually spit a bit of her drink out, and Susan grinned. “That sounds about right.” 
 
    Jerry pulled his pants up and sighed. And took a big glug of whiskey. 
 
    “Walk around. See if it’s comfortable.” 
 
    He walked, shrugged. “It’s okay. I mean, I feel it, but it’s not rubbing or anything. But my underpants don’t like it. There’s some rubbing going on there. 
 
    “Well, if it persists, just wear a pair of Ava’s panties.” 
 
    “What?” his head jerked around to her. 
 
    Ava sniffed and gulped and her whole face twitched. Then she looked at Susan. 
 
    “Hey, why not. Nobodies going to see them. You’ll probably find that you like them. Softer material, get a stretchy pair and it hugs you, feels real good.” 
 
    “I can’t believe we’re talking about this.” 
 
    “Believe, Jerry. This is about you getting over your condition, and it’s going to help if you are comfortable. 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    And that was it. 
 
    Jerry went into the computer room and checked his email, then he rocked back and read a book. 
 
    But it was hard to concentrate, his dingus was trying to erect already, and it didn’t have anywhere to go. It just pressed against the sides and the end of the tube, and his balls got stretched out a little. 
 
    He heard Susan leave, then Ava headed for the bedroom.  
 
    “Good night, Jerry.” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Did you want to…” 
 
    “Jerry! You were just drained! You’re probably empty!” 
 
    “But that draining thing, it made me even hornier! I really need to screw!” 
 
    “Well, you’ll have to wait.” 
 
    “But I can’t!” he whined. 
 
    For answer, Ava grabbed her cell and called Susan. 
 
    “Susan? Jerry wants to be let out already. I thought maybe if he heard it from you he would realize that…what? Really…okay.”  
 
    She hung up and smiled at Jerry. “It’s your lucky night, big guy. Come on.” 
 
    Jerry jumped up and followed Ava down the hall. 
 
    “But I have to tell you, if you can’t cum you’re still going to have to get your dick back in the tube. I don’t care if we have to put it in ice, you’re going back in. Got it?” 
 
    “Yes,” he could hardly speak he was so excited. 
 
    Apparently Ava was looking forward to it, too. For she was undressed and spread on the bed in a moment. She handed Jerry the key and watched as he divested himself of clothes and the plastic prison. 
 
    His peeny was sticking straight out like it had never been drained. 
 
    He crawled on top of Ava and began making love. 
 
    Ava was hot that night. Hotter than she had been in a long time. She gave him the ride of his life, sucking, fucking, even sticking her finger up as if to drain him. 
 
    But there was nothing left. For an hour Jerry tried. He humped and he pumped, he thrusted to bust, he squirmed and he wormed, but he was definitely empty. That draining thing really worked! 
 
    In the end, though Ava had several orgasms, he had none, and he was finally pushed off. His dick was a little sore, and her pussy was raw and puffy, but she was really happy. 
 
    “God, that was good! We’re going to have to do this every time you get drained. At last, no more premature ejaculation! 
 
    The downside was that Jerry had to go into the kitchen and get out a bag of peas and lay it on his dick. 
 
    Talk about yikes! 
 
    He suffered for long minutes, but finally his thing went down and he was able to get it back in the tube. 
 
      
 
    The next morning Jerry woke up to Ava tossing a pair of her panties in his face. 
 
    He sighed, and pulled them on. He snugged them up, and they actually felt pretty good. Better than the rough, old BVDs he usually wore. 
 
    “All you need is a bra,” snickered Ava, but Jerry just ignored her. After all, he had a condition! 
 
      
 
    Time passed, and Jerry felt his body changing. 
 
    The funny thing was he had lots of energy, he should be burning the fat off, but he wasn’t. Instead, he was getting downright pudgy. What was worse was the fact that his wife’s suggestion that he wear a bra was coming to haunt him. 
 
    In addition to the rounding of his hips, his chest was…puffy. It was like his pectorals were turning into little tennis balls. 
 
    But when he complained to Susan on his weekly visits, she just said temporary things might happen on the way to better health. But, to help him, she started giving him injections. They were stronger than the pills and should help him get through this difficult period. 
 
    And his hair was pretty much gone on his body, and his head hair had grown faster. 
 
    “Honey, I need to get a haircut. Get out the scissors. 
 
    But when he sat down she just did a few snips and left the major growth. 
 
    “If I don’t chop off these locks I’m going to look downright girlish!” 
 
    She just chuckled and told him he was being silly. 
 
    And suggested that he consider the bra idea. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Well, you do seem to be a bit heavy up front, and you don’t want your skin stretching. Besides, it would hide your nipples.” 
 
    He looked down at his front. 
 
    He was wearing a tee shirt, and his nipples were swollen, and they were definitely stiff.  
 
    They seemed to be stiff a lot recently, and they were very sensitive. 
 
    “I’ll tell you what, honey. I’ll get you a training bra. They’re flatter, should hide your, uh…boobs.” 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “Just talking about your chest area.” 
 
    He wasn’t mollified, but Ava rode right over him. 
 
    “I’ll get you a training bra, and you can try it on while I milk you.” 
 
    “Milk me?” he frowned. 
 
    “That’s another term for draining you. It’s been a month since Susan drained you, but she told me how to do it, and I saw her do it. Are you willing to take a chance?” 
 
    She was standing close to him now, and holding his package through his pants. 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “Lord, honey, feel your balls! You feel full! You need to be drained! And Susan said it’s good for you!” 
 
    “Well, I guess.” 
 
    “Okay. I’ll go to the store and get you a training bra and when i get back we get ring a ding ding!” She held her finger up and circled it in the air and giggled. 
 
    Man, this draining stuff really seemed to excite her. 
 
    “You’re not going to use your finger, are you?” 
 
    “I’ll stop by the Sex Shop store and pick up a prostate massager or two,” she winked. “Would that be okay?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah. I guess.” 
 
    “Good. I’ll head out now, why don’t you go watch some porn or something and get all excited.” 
 
    “Really?” She normally didn’t approve of him watching porn. 
 
    “Hey, I feel for you, what you’re going through. A little porn isn’t going to hurt, especially if I’m going to give you a little relief.” 
 
    Her eyes were bright and she gave a little giggle. She was breathing hard and really focused on him. 
 
    “Honey,” she said, placing a hand on his chest, rubbing her palm over his nipple. “I’m proud of you. The way you’re handling this whole thing.” 
 
    “Well, thanks.” 
 
    “Okay. You go watch and I’ll be back in an hour or so.” Giggling openly, and so very happy, she grabbed her keys and headed out the door. 
 
    Jerry headed into the computer room and called up the porn channels. He sighed and his weenie wiggled. Even his nipples stood up. He watched Brandi and Lisa and Julia. He surfed on over iXXX and went searching for the perverted stuff. BDSM, fisting, and women who really enjoyed what they were doing. 
 
    It was fun, and he had been given permission, and he spent four hours getting super excited. by the time Ava came home he was hurting down there, and more ready to squirt than he had ever been. 
 
    “Sorry I’m late, honey, but I stopped to chat with Susan, get a few pointers, you know.” 
 
    “Oh, that’s okay.”  
 
    They were both excited now, and Jerry was trembling as he got undressed and knelt on the bed.  
 
    Ava put a towel and a bowl under him and greased him up. 
 
    Jerry was breathing hard, could hardly think for his excitement. Then he felt her insert. 
 
    “Wow! It didn’t feel that big before?” 
 
    Susan gave me a different one. Said it will work even better. How’s it feel?” 
 
    “It’s…good. But it just feels so big!” 
 
    “That’s okay. As long as it does the job, and as long as you’re happy. Are you happy, Jerry?” 
 
    He nodded, and gasped as she began to work the new device. 
 
    It didn’t feel so bulbous, like the other one. And she just rammed it in and out for a while, then angled it down and began working his prostate. 
 
    Jerry was flattened out now. The pleasure was too much and he lost control of his arms and legs. 
 
    Susan left the device in him and put a couple of pillows under him. 
 
    She began working hard, ramming sand slamming, and Jerry couldn’t think, couldn’t breath, and, suddenly… 
 
    “FU-U-U!” 
 
    It was like an orgasm, but bigger and more intense. He had never felt anything like that! 
 
    Finally, gulping air, trying to stop the dizziness, he just laid there and she extracted thing from his butt. 
 
    She put it on the side table and said, “Turn over, honey, time for me to get my jollies.” 
 
    He turned, and got a glimpse of the tool she had used on him. 
 
    “That looks like a…a dick!” 
 
    “Nonsense, honey. It’s just a prostate massager.” 
 
    But he knew what a dick liked, and he was confused. 
 
    Then she had him unlocked and was riding him. 
 
    He stared upwards at her as she pulled on her nipples and howled with delight. 
 
    In his mind: he had had a dick up his butt! 
 
    But: it felt good! 
 
    So he ignored it watched as Ava came again and again. 
 
      
 
    “It went well,” said Ava. She was on the phone with Susan. “Yes, he liked the bigger tool…I just told him it was a prostate massager and he believed me…I know. Yes…I love you, too.” 
 
    Ava was whispering into her phone on the patio, she had thought that Jerry wouldn't hear anything. 
 
    But he was laying awake inside the bedroom, and the window was open,  and he heard everything. 
 
    So she had used a penis on him. A fake penis, but…it was still a male member. 
 
    That sort of confused him, except that, as she had said, he had enjoyed it. 
 
    And he didn’t feel gay. He still wanted women. Well, he wanted Ava, so he wasn’t gay. Was he? 
 
    The thing that did bother him a little was the way Ava had said, ‘I love you, too.’ That seemed a little friendly for a doctor patient relationship, especially since Ava wasn’t even the patient. 
 
    Well, he would have to bring it up sometime. But right then, he felt so loosy goosy good. He slipped into a light slumber and dreamed of fuzzy ducks. 
 
    “Say it, honey. Say Fuzzy ducks ten times in a row real fast!” 
 
    He tried. Fuzzy ducks, fuzzy ducks, fuzzy…and somewhere along the line it turned into ‘Does he fuck.’ 
 
    And they would laugh and laugh and… 
 
    Jerry awoke, and sighed. He felt his…tit. If anything, it felt bigger. Him getting drained was like turning a switch. 
 
    He sat up, and his chest sagged. 
 
    Fuck, he really was getting bigger. 
 
    He looked at the chair next to the bed. Ava had left a bra on it. It was new, and for a training bra it seemed to have cups. Not huge, but…big enough. 
 
    Dreading it, yet curious, he slipped his arms under the straps and fastened it in the front. 
 
    Yep. It had cups, and they were even a little pointed. 
 
    He stood up and stared at himself in the vanity mirror. 
 
    The good thing about this program he was on was that he had lost a little weight around the waist. That made his chest look bigger than it was, and…it made his butt look rounder. 
 
    Crap, if this kept up he was going to look like a real woman! 
 
    He sat down in Ava’s vanity chair and studied his face. 
 
    His hair was longer, finer, and his skin was smoother, less porous.  
 
    He picked up Ava’s hair brush and pulled it through his hair. 
 
    And pulled and pulled. 
 
    And twisted it a bit. 
 
    He had seen how Ava used simple water and curled her locks under. 
 
    He tried it, and his hair actually formed into a rather long bob. 
 
    “Look at you!” 
 
    He dropped the brush like it was a hot iron. 
 
    “No, no. It’s okay! I love to see you taking care of your appearance. Here, let me help.” 
 
    He sat, a curious mix of calm with electric butterflies floating through his abdomen, and she took over the brushing of his hair. 
 
    “You’ve got such wonderful skin now. This program has really helped you out.” 
 
    “Oh,” he mumbled. He felt like he was on edge, yet…it was like he was magnetized to his seat. 
 
    “Honey, you look gorgeous. Here, let me clean up your eyebrows.” 
 
    She plucked a few outliers, inspected him, then actually took an eyebrow pencil and colored his eyebrows. 
 
    “Just making your eyebrows stand out a little. They are so beautiful. You are so beautiful.” 
 
    “Yeah, but this is…gay.” 
 
    “Oh, you feel like screwing men now?” 
 
    She was laughing, but she had really hit his homophobe button. 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “It’s okay, honey. I know you’re not gay. Not the way you fuck me.” 
 
    That gave him a hesitant smile. 
 
    “You know,” she murmured, “I could do a lot if you let me.” 
 
    “What do you mean.” 
 
    “Well, you’ve got that tiny, little scar over your eye. If I used a little make up I could make that go away. And your skin is rough right here,” she slid her hand along the corner of his jaw.” 
 
    Jerry’s peeny was knocking around in its cage. 
 
    “Talk about making me gay,” he said. 
 
    “Oh, honey, lots of men use make up. Men who want to look good for their wives, who have a small imperfection to cover up. You’ve used sunscreen before, haven’t you?” 
 
    “Well, yeah.” 
 
    “That feels just like make up.” 
 
    “But people will see!” 
 
    “Who? Oh, you mean the dozen people waiting in the corners of our living room to jump out and surprise you?” 
 
    “Well…” 
 
    “Come on, now. Mama knows best, and, besides, there’s always this.” 
 
    She was rubbing his nipples now, and the sexual electricity was running through his body. 
 
    She kissed him lightly, then took a finger and rubbed his lips, sensually. “Got a little lipstick on you.” 
 
    He stared at her, and he felt very surreal, like he was on another planet. 
 
    “You don’t mind a little lipstick, do you?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    She moved around, threw a leg over him and sat on his lap. 
 
    She kissed him, felt his breasts, then reached behind her for a tube of lipstick. 
 
    “Just a little bit,” she whispered. 
 
    She placed her hand on his forehead and moved his head back slightly. She rolled the tube on his lips. 
 
    It was the most sexual thing Jerry had ever done in his life. The feel of the substance coating his lips, the taste of it, the way Ava held his head, her face close to his, breathing on him. 
 
    “It’s got a built in plumper,” she whispered. “It’s going to sting for a minute, but even that feels good.” 
 
    He didn’t move his mouth, just sat and felt it. 
 
    She reached around behind her and felt through her make up stuff. 
 
    “This will cleanse your pores,” she whispered. 
 
    She ground her hips down as she cleaned his skin. “God, that tube feels good. Grab my tits and do a little feeling.” 
 
    He complied, easily and eagerly, and she put primer on his face. 
 
    For an hour they sat like that, stopping occasionally for her to brush her lips against his, to feel his nipples, to grind her pussy down on his trapped manhood. 
 
    She colored his eyes a shiny sort of kohl, and lengthened his lashes. 
 
    “Oh, honey, you are the most exciting woman I have ever seen.” 
 
    He blurted, out of nowhere, from the little stewpot in the back of his mind, “Do you kiss Susan?” 
 
    Though she didn’t jerk or twitch, he could feel the thought coursing through her. 
 
    “And what if I have.” 
 
    “I don’t know,” he answered honestly. “I mean, we are married.” 
 
    “And are you happy with the way we are married? With your cock locked up and me doing this to you?” 
 
    He was silent, and she took it, rightly, for assent. 
 
    “Then maybe we should rethink how our relationship is going to play out. I still fuck you, don’t I?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “And I love fucking you. Susan, with her strap on, can’t compete with a real, flesh dick. I’ve never had so many orgasms, such intense orgasms, since…and it’s all because of the program she’s got you on.” 
 
    He was silent. In the mirror it was like a different person was silent. A female version of himself. Turned on, but scared, and not knowing what to think. 
 
    “I’ll tell you what. Why don’t you talk to Susan. If you’ve got questions, she’ll give you answers. She’s coming over tonight, and I think she’d like to see you like this.” 
 
    “Like…like this?” his throat worked hard. 
 
    “Yes, like this. The way you’re changing, the big breasts you’re developing, it’s all part of the program. The program she’s got you on. Ask her about it. I think you’re ready.” 
 
    She stood him up and he stared at the mirror. 
 
    He was feminized. His face, his hair, the lingerie he was wearing. 
 
    “Stay like this,” Ava suggested. “No, let’s get you into nylons and high heels, but that’s all. I need Susan to see you like this, and she wants to see you like this.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Come on. Let’s get a drink in us, then we’ll finish you. Get the nylons and heels, and—oh, Lord! We have to give you some. good nails! And then, maybe…would you like me to pierce your ears?” 
 
    He didn’t nod, but he didn’t say no, and she led him down the hallway to the kitchen. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
    “Oh, my God!” Susan whispered. 
 
    Ava closed the door behind her. 
 
    Susan began to walk around Jerry. She put a hand out and touched his thigh, his back, his arms, then his breasts. 
 
    Jerry trembled. His heart was pounding, but so was his caged cock. 
 
    If there was ever a time when his penis was beating hard enough to break the plastic, this was it. 
 
    But it didn’t break the plastic. It just pounded, and his balls felt like they were going to explode. 
 
    “Girlfriend, this is magnificent.” 
 
    Jerry didn’t know if Susan was talking to him or to Ava. Heat was surging through his chest. 
 
    “I need to…can I milk him and…and…” 
 
    “Honey, everything is ready in the bedroom. You knock yourself out.” 
 
    Without further word, Susan took Jerry’s hand and led him back to the bedroom. 
 
    His hands felt weird, the long, red fingernails in hers. His face felt weird, like it had been composed and he was afraid the composition would shatter. 
 
    In the bedroom the draining apparatus was waiting. Along with a strap on. 
 
    “Jerry,” she whispered as she kissed his ear, “We’re going to have so much fun!” 
 
    He nodded, was afraid to speak, was afraid he might break this spell he was under. 
 
    “I knew, when I first met you, that you would make a perfect woman.” 
 
    Then he managed to ask the question that was bubbling under the surface, “Is that why…the procedure, it’s supposed to…” 
 
    She chuckled. “Jerry, you’ve got more estrogen in you than any woman alive. Furthermore, we managed to do it and keep your dick in good working order. Real good. You don’t mind being in chastity, do you?” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    She pushed him so he bent over the bed, then she buckled the strap on on and snapped a big dick in it. 
 
    “That’s not a prostate massager, is it.” 
 
    “Well, it’s not an official one, but it does do a lot of massaging, doesn’t it? 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” 
 
    “Good. Now you just stay there and I’ll grease you up, and we’ll get this little party started. 
 
    Jerry lay bent over the bed, his mind whirling. 
 
    He felt so sexy, and he was shivering with anticipation. 
 
    “You know, Jerry, you might have an orgasm, so relax and enjoy it.” 
 
    “What about Ava?” 
 
    “Ava doesn’t mind, or she wouldn’t have sent me back here with you, would she?” 
 
    “Nu…no.” he gulped and felt her poking around down there, finding his man pussy. 
 
    “And you don’t mind, do you, Jerry?” 
 
    “No,” he said. 
 
    “Good,” smiled Susan, and she thrust forward. 
 
      
 
    END
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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! 
 
      
 
    I was Feminized and Dominated! 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Here is the first, big chapter from… 
 
      
 
    Feminized at a 
 
    Lesbian Summer Camp! 
 
    He became the butt of a joke! 
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    Part One 
 
      
 
    “How do I know you aren’t going to go off and screw somebody?” 
 
    Lara stared at her husband. She was completely dumfounded. “What? 
 
    Rod was a handsome fellow, a bit on the short and slender side, but he had a gentle face, wore his hair long, and…was jealous. Always jealous. 
 
    “I said, how do I know, when you go off to this political convention, that you won’t meet some hunk and…you know.” He made a ring of his left thumb and index and ran his right index finger through the circle, In and out. Making a slurping sound. 
 
    “Rod! You idiot! How can you say such a thing? I’ve never, ever even thought of such a thing!” 
 
    “Yeah, but I know how you like sex, and how can I be sure?” 
 
    “You can be sure because I’m telling you you can be sure!” 
 
    Rod moved across the room and stood behind her. She was sitting at her vanity, and he studied her long, auburn hair, her glittering, blue eyes, and, of course, her voluptuous body. 
 
    “Look at you. You’re the most incredibly gorgeous creature in the world, and if I think that, then so might somebody else. And I know I’m out of my league, I know I married up, and…I worry that somebody is going to come along, maybe somebody with big muscles and a surfer body and…and you’re going to fall for him.” 
 
    “Rod, I repeat, you’re an idiot.” 
 
    She stood up and whirled to him. She took his hands in hers and kissed his mouth, then said, “You never have to worry about me.” 
 
    “But how do I know?” he asked stubbornly. 
 
    “Sheesh!” she moaned. “What do I have to do to convince you?” 
 
    “Wear locks in your piercings.” 
 
    Her mouth opened, her eyes went wider, she blinked. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You got those piercings, and…” 
 
    “They were to please you!” 
 
    “And I’m pleased. I love them. But they can also serve a utilitarian purpose.” 
 
    “So let me get this straight…because you’re jealous I have to wear a bunch of little padlocks through the rings on my labia.” 
 
    He stared at her, gave a slight nod of his head. 
 
    Lara shook her head. “That’s the stupidest thing I ever heard of. Did you think of this before you bugged me into getting the rings?” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    “I just thought it would be cool. I didn’t think of the possibility of padlocks until just a couple of days ago.” 
 
    “When I told you I was going to a women’s conference.” 
 
    “Yeah,” he muttered defiantly. 
 
    “Well, you can go stuff your head right up your—“ she stopped just short of saying it, but her meaning was clear. 
 
    But the argument wasn’t done. In fact, it was just starting. 
 
    “Look, Lara, have you seen the statistics on failed marriages? They are not good! In the past ten years there have been more divorces and less marriages! If this goes on then…we’re talking about the death of our civilization!” 
 
    He knew he was going overboard, but he couldn’t help it. 
 
    “So me locking my lower lips is going to save all of mankind,” she growled. 
 
    “No. I didn’t mean it that way, but…our marriage would be that more secure.” 
 
    She heaved a sigh and stared at her dope of a husband. He was a catch, but he was also a bit wiggie. He believed in conspiracy theories, he was always going on about Kennedy being killed and the Twin Towers being blown up for insurance. And now this! 
 
    “So if I bolt the box you’ll be sure that I won’t leave you for somebody with a bigger dick?” 
 
    “Well, uh…yes.” 
 
    “Oh. My. God! If you aren’t the…” 
 
    “Will you think about it.” 
 
    “Oh, I’ll think about it, all right. At the same time as I think about getting you committed.” 
 
    “Honey! I just want everything to work out between us! I just love you so much!” 
 
    “And this will help you be sure?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Okay. I’ll tell you what. I’ll think about it…if you don’t talk about it for one week.” 
 
    He smiled. 
 
    “Come here, honey,” he hugged her then. He kissed her hair, cupped her buttocks, and held her. “That’s all I ask. Think about it. It’s a great idea, and you’ll love it if you give it a chance.” 
 
    “Huh!” 
 
    Then, because he was a horny sort of a fellow, he kissed her, and his hands came up to her breasts. 
 
    She smiled. Now this kind of argument she could go for. Then she had a wicked idea. 
 
    “Okay, I’ll think about it, but I don’t want you cumming, and I need you to make me cum, right now, with your mouth.” 
 
    “What?” he gulped. “But you…I…we need to…” 
 
    “No we don’t. You do. I don’t. I’m just going to take advantage of this little problem you’ve foisted on me.” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “Okay, it’s settled. Go lay on the bed, face up. I’ll be right there.” 
 
    She pushed him towards the bed and he, be it with a mixed sort of reluctance, went to the bed and sat. 
 
    She undid her peignoir and tossed it on the chair back. 
 
    “Go on. Lay back. No need to get that weenie out. Or…yes, get it out. I’ll play with it for a while.” 
 
    “You…” he was confused, and horny, but he laid back. 
 
    She took off her bra and panties and climbed onto the bed. 
 
    He reached for her, but she pushed his hands away. 
 
    “I’m in charge, Chicken Little. Now, get ready…the sky is about to fall.” 
 
    With that she sat squarely upon him. 
 
    She heard gurgling sounds, then slurping sounds, and she relaxed and  wiggled a bit. This was great. She was in charge and she loved it. She began to ride him like cowgirl rides a bucking bronco. 
 
    “Unh! Unh!” he tried to breath. 
 
    She just smiled and let the moment build. 
 
      
 
    Lana surprised herself. She liked the idea. 
 
    She kissed Rod in the morning and sent him off to work, then went out on the patio. 
 
    And she couldn’t help but think about it. 
 
    Padlock her pussy. What a stupid idea! 
 
    Yet…she realized that she was feeling a wee bit of moisture down there. 
 
    She was sitting on the patio, reading the news on her ipad, watching the world go by, and her mind kept coming back to the idea. 
 
    She had eight rings, four on each side, and they felt so kinky. 
 
    At first she had thought the idea of getting pierced down there was stupid. But he had pushed, and she had gotten her nipples pierced for him, and then, she wasn’t quite sure how, she had agreed to have her vagina pierced. 
 
    And it felt good. 
 
    Lord, did it feel good. When she pulled on them, stretched her lips out, it gave her an immeasurable thrill. Her heart pounded and she felt like the world’s biggest porn star. 
 
    Just walking with the rings making subtle clicks turned her on. 
 
    And if she walked too fast the sound got too loud, and the embarrassment, just of hearing herself, turned her on even more. 
 
    And sometimes she dreamed of walking down the street with her snapper making sounds like castanets. 
 
    She giggled at the thought. Her, twirling on the dance floor and her rings making a racket, and all the men in the place, and a few women, were all turned on by the sound of her. 
 
    Suddenly she put the ipad down, got up and went into the house. 
 
    She went out to the garage and went through Rod’s tool boxes, and then the little drawers with all the nuts and bolts, and…she found them. She knew he had them, he had used them for a variety of projects, and now…she made sure she had the keys, lifted her dress and pulled down her panties, and put the padlocks through the rings. 
 
    Four padlocks, hardly any weight, but enough to pull on her rings, and further excite her. 
 
    More clicks…but it wasn’t too bad. Besides, she could always tape the padlocks together. 
 
    She snickered, if the other girls at the convention found out they’d probably want their own rings and padlocks. 
 
    She walked around the house. With her panties pulled tight the clicking was negligible. She wouldn’t even need tape. 
 
    She sat down, no pinching. 
 
    She jumped up and down. Ooh! That felt good! 
 
    She did some calisthenics, just like they would do at the convention, and it felt wonderful. 
 
    Of course she would probably be hornier than a goat on viagra when she came home, but that was okay. She liked being horny. 
 
    Hmm. Did Rod have her horniness as a subtle subterfuge? Maybe. but…probably not. 
 
    Rod was kind of ‘what you see is what you get’ kind of guy. He wasn’t into deep thinking that would come up with a nefarious plan like that. 
 
    Of course he was into conspiracy theories…nah! 
 
    For the rest of the day she walked around the house. She did chores, she went to the grocery store and sauntered around, aware that her face was flushed and that she was probably giving off sex vibes. 
 
    God, that felt good! 
 
    Then, back home, and she fixed dinner. 
 
     
 
    Rod came home. He was a consultant and he frequently went out on long jobs, or was at home for extended weekends. He had been working a lot recently, so he was due for a little down time. 
 
    In fact, he had planned it. 
 
    In spite of what Lara thought, he was smart enough to make nefarious plans. 
 
    “Hi, honey!” She gave him a kiss, then said, “Guess what?” 
 
    “What? And what smells so good?” 
 
    “A couple of rib eyes, or my pussy. I’m not sure which one smells better.” 
 
    He blinked and moved his head back. this was not the kind of thing his wife normally said. 
 
    “Have you been drinking?” he asked. 
 
    “Nope. But…fix us a couple, will you? And I’ll get ready to unveil my surprise.” 
 
    “Surprise?” he frowned, but went to the cupboard and brought down the Benchmark Bonded, clinked some ice cubes in glasses, and poured in the bourbon. 
 
    “Do you want me to ruin it?” he asked. 
 
    Lara was leaning against the doorframe, smiling a secret, Mona Lisa smile. “Sure.” 
 
    He poured in Coke, half and half, a Coke High, and handed one glass to Lara. 
 
    They sipped, and he asked, “What surprise?” 
 
    “Kiss me, you fool,” she giggled. 
 
    He put his own glass down and they kissed. Their mouths pressed, tasted like good bourbon. 
 
    She sighed and pulled up her dress. “Feel me, honey.” 
 
    He reached down, a grin on his face, and everything froze. 
 
    His hand encountered rings and he didn’t understand for a moment, then it dawned on him. 
 
    A smile slowly crossed his face. “You did it. You’re wearing padlocks.” 
 
    She hid her face in his chest and laughed. She was blushing, but it was a good blush. 
 
    “Oh, honey. It feels so good.” 
 
    “Really?” He was grinning like a jackass with dentures now. 
 
    “Oh, yes. I’ve had them locked all day. It rubs down there, sometimes I can sort of hear them clicking together, and…it makes my pussy so damned hot you could strike a match on it.” 
 
    He laughed, then went to his knees. 
 
    She spread her legs slightly and he examined the locks. 
 
    They were evenly spaced the length of her slit. Her skin was pink and moist and her labia were slightly stretched. Enough for the locks to barely sway, but that was enough. 
 
    “Oh, God!” He looked up and beamed at her. 
 
    “Now, don’t hurt your teeth.” 
 
    He dove in, licked and sucked, and explored the metal carefully. 
 
    She laughed and ground her hips into him. 
 
    After a long couple of minutes he rose up. “Come on, babe. You’ve got to let me fuck you.” 
 
    But she pulled back. 
 
    “Oh, no. You wanted me locked up, so now I’m locked up.” 
 
    “But…you can’t! I need you!” 
 
    “And I need you. And I think the next couple of weeks are going to be quite interesting.” 
 
    “Couple of weeks? So you’ll let me squirt before you go to the convention?” 
 
    “I never said that,” she was watching him with a grin so wide it near reached her ears. 
 
    “But…but…that’s two weeks till the convention, and then you’re gone for two weeks…that’s a whole month of no sex!” 
 
    “Aw…is that bad?” 
 
    “Honey! You know I can’t take that! I’m a three time a week guy! You can’t do this to me.” 
 
    “Not only can I, but I’m going to take advantage of your tongue every night until I leave.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Yes. And we’re starting tonight.” 
 
    With that she dragged him back to the bedroom. 
 
      
 
    Two weeks can last a lifetime. Especially if you’re knee deep in sex…but don’t get any. 
 
    Lara proved insatiable at night. Being locked up, but still able to receive pleasure, had made her hornier than she had ever been in her life! 
 
    Every night she dragged him off to bed.  
 
    Every morning she woke him up by grabbing his ears and pulling him down to her junction. 
 
    And every morning Rod was harder and harder. 
 
    At the end of week one he was dripping. 
 
    At the end of week two he was a faucet. He actually had to wear a panty pad to hide the pre-cum coming out of his weenie. 
 
    And what was worse was that she wouldn't let him masturbate. She checked on him in the bathroom. Slept on the outside of the bed so he couldn’t slip out int he middle of the night and relieve himself. 
 
    He was getting a haunted look about the eyes, and his skin was sallow. 
 
    He couldn’t keep his eyes off her. The hornier he got the more he wanted her, until he was literally following her around like a horny, little puppy dog. 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    But, he had a plan. 
 
    This has been an excerpt from 
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    ‘Feminization at a Lesbian Summer Camp!’ 
 
    Read it on kindle or paperback 
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