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PART ONE

“Honey, that’s it! No more cums for you!”

Barry stared at his wife. He was a handsome fellow, but not much in the muscle department. He stood five foot eight, was lithe, and surprised.

“What are you talking about?”

Lexie stood with her hands on her hips. She was the same height as Barry, weighed a bit less, and had a perfect, hourglass figure. 36 by 24 by 36. With large cups, thank you.

“It’s simple, honey. I’ve been reading, and apparently men only get a certain number of orgasms in their lifetime. They reach the limit and they get sick, wither and die.

“That’s ridiculous.”

“You were sick last year.”

“That was Covid!”

“Regardless, you were sick, and you took a long time recovering—“

“But that’s Covid! That’s the way it works! You get sick, it comes back a bit for a few times, and—“

“And you have reached your cum capacity.”

They were standing in the kitchen of their house. It was a nice house, swimming pool and the backyard stretched into the national forest.

Barry, his hands suddenly shaking, reached up into the liquor cabinet and took down some Long Branch. Long Branch was good Wild Turkey, and Barry poured a half a glass, threw in some ice cubes and splattered some Coke over the cubes, and sucked a big gulp.

“I don’t see how you can say that,” he whispered.

“Like I say, I was reading. I was reading Hindu scriptures, and it is an obscure fact, but according to what I read men only get 5,000 cums in their lifetime.

“We’ve been married for ten years, you had ten years between puberty and our marriage. That’s 7,300 days. I know you are a lusty man who likes to cum a lot…”

“Wait a minute! Hold on! If what you’re saying is true, then why aren’t men dying out because of…because of…”

“They do. Take a look at the statistics. Men die at least five years younger than women. 74.5 years to 80 years. And if you look at the actuarial tables—“

“The actuarial tables? Are you kidding me?”

“I am not kidding you. The actuarial tables show men dying of all sorts of things years before women. They die of kidney disease and cancer and heart attacks…and it’s all because they used up their vital essence. The men who do live longer give up sex.”

“This is bullshit!” he squawked. “If this is true then why hasn’t anybody else figured it out?”

“I’m sure they have. Many men do give up sex, no matter how virile  they act. No matter how much they talk…they have secretly given up sex. No more sex in the marriage, and especially no more masturbation.”

Barry glugged a few more gulps. He lowered the glass. He glared at his wife. “I don’t know what you’re trying to pull, but it won’t work.

“Honey, I’m trying to save your life.”

“Well, tough! I like sex! And if my life is at risk…so be it.”

“But, honey, I’ve figured it out. We make love at least five times a week. Five times a week for 1,000 weeks. You are right on the cusp of having a dread disease, a heart attack, or just having your balls fall off.”

“What?” His yelp raised up into a squeak.

“That’s the truth, and it’s a truth you’re going to have to live with.”

“Well, I’m not going to live with it.”

“You’re going to have to, because, honey, I am officially closing my legs from here on out.”

“I’ll cheat!”

“You’re not that kind of man.”

“I’ll masturbate! And I am that kind of man!”

Lexie frowned. “Well, I don’t want you to.”

“I do want me to!”

“I suggest you follow my advice, I don’t want to have to take sterner measures.

Barry finished his drink. Placed the glass on the counter, and walked past his wife. Lexie looked about to say something, but she held herself back. She knew that what was asking was difficult, and he would need a little time to come to grips with his new situation.

Barry couldn’t believe it. Women were weird, they did these crazy diets, and they had strange ideas about what food was, but sex was the end of it. He was not about to let his wife’s ‘bright idea’ ruin his fun.

He walked into his office and closed the door. He was so put out by what she had told him that he immediately pulled up some porn and began stroking himself.

He watched Ava and Brandi and Richelle and pouted and stroked.

He heard Lexie wandering through the house, doing the dishes, getting ready for bed.

Getting ready for bed.

Hunh. Bed. His boner got harder. He imagined his wife’s perfect body laying in bed, her big breasts ripe for sucking. Man. He needed that.

Grinning, he turned off the computer and walked down the hallway.

Lexie had just turned off the lights. She was laying in the dark and thinking about her conversation with Barry.

He was so frustrating. Didn’t he understand that she was trying to preserve him? Make him last longer?

And she knew he was probably at his computer right now, stroking his silly weener and—

He entered the room and she held her breath.

“Hey, babe,” and he took off his clothes.

“I’m serious,” she said.

But she had a problem. Telling him that he wasn't going to get to cum any more had turned her on.

Now why would depriving him make her lust more?

But it had, and she felt her vagina growing moister.

Barry slid under the covers, gave a sort of a snicker, and cuddled up against her.

“Stop that!” she snapped as he cupped her breasts and started moving his fingers over the nipples.

“Okay,” he said, not stopping at all.

She turned to him, prepared to lecture, but he bent his head down and began sucking on a nipple.

“Oh! Stop that!” But she lacked the force to make him stop it.

He gripped her hips and lowered himself. He began to lap at her labia, and she gasped.

“I told you! No more sex!”

He stuck his tongue in her hole as he sucked on her clitoris.

“I know,” he mumbled through her sex. The vibrations of his voice made her even hornier.

She tried to push his head away, but she was weak.

Then he was wedged in between her legs, pushing them apart, and suddenly his hard penis was pushing into her hose.

“Stop it!” But she lacked sincerity. And she wasn’t sure if she was pushing him or pulling him now.

The head of his peeny slipped inside her slit. She arched her back, beat her little fists on his back.

But her hands had no strength and he was opening her up more and more and…suddenly she was pushing her hips at him, arching, thrusting, and he was grinding into her.

“You can’t do this!” she whined, gulping as her excitement mounted. “I forbid it!”

His answer was to push even harder, to go deeper.

Then she was cumming, and he was only moments behind her.

“Oh, stop it! Stop it!” she sobbed. But she couldn’t control her own body.

And Barry just smiled and kept rutting. He wasn’t supposed to cum, eh? Well, he’d show her.

Afterwards they lay there, breathing hard, and Lexie said, “I’ve shortened your life by a cum.”

He chuckled. “What a way to go.”

“It can’t happen again. We’ve got to stop this.”

“Sure, honey.” And he gave a snore.

She lay on her back, satisfied and frustrated all at the same time.

She simply had to save his life.

“And that’s the story,” Lexie concluded.

The three ladies shook their heads.

“Men. They just don’t understand,” said one.

“They understand,” said the second woman. “They’re just stupid,” which was sort of an oblique statement.

“Your options are obvious,” said the third.

The ladies were at Charley Coyote’s a night club at night, and a classy restaurant during the day.

Jen, Barbara and Wendy. Three classy ladies, well dressed, well endowed, and well off.

They were so well off they didn’t need to have sex any more.

“What are my options?” asked Lexie.

“Pain,” said Jen. “When he cums you simply must spank his balls. If he insists on cumming after that, you should move to phase two.”

“What is phase two?”

Jose sauntered up to the table to ask if they would like libations. The three women glared at him and Jose beat a hasty retreat.

“Phase two,” stated Barbara, “is chastity. Forced chastity. And you can escalate that as you wish.”

She smiled. She was thinking of how her husband had reacted when she had escalated chastity on him.

“This is wonderful,” blurted Lexie. “I’m sure this will work.”

“Not always,” pronounced Wendy.

“Really?”

“Oh, yes. Really. Some men are absolute knuckleheads when it comes to doing without sex.”

“And that is the point at which you use the third method,” chimed in Jen.

Barbara nodded.

“What is the third method?”

“Castration.”

“What? You mean…cut it off?”

“Not necessarily. But you can administer certain drugs, like they do to convicts convicted of sexual crimes.”

Lexie looked back and forth between the ladies.

Jen said, “Chemical castration can be tailored for a specific amount of time.”

“That way,” put in Barbara, “you can always let him ‘recover,’ use him, and then administer the chemical again.”

The three ladies smiled as they considered the frustration a man would go through with this last method of discouraging sex.

“Oh, it is so wonderful. They still get horny, and they will do anything in their power to get you to let them have their silly, little boners again.”

“Of course, this is all moot if you haven’t laid the groundwork.”

“Laid the groundwork?” asked Lexie.

Jen, Barbara and Wendy stared at her.

“Don’t tell me you haven’t laid the groundwork!”

“No wonder he’s being so unreasonable!”

Then the three ladies proceeded to give Lexie ideas on how to ‘lay the groundwork’ necessary to having a proper husband.

And Wendy looked around with a frown, “Where is that waiter when you need him?”

That very night Lexie went to work. Before Barry got home from work she entered the bedroom and collected all his underwear. She put it in the wash and added a gallon of bleach, and smiled as the machine destroyed his underthings.

When the now ragged and holed underwear was dried she placed it back in his dresser drawer.

An hour later Barry arrived home. There was no reason to look in his drawer, and they had a nice dinner and watched some TV, and Barry kept glancing at his wife.

He, naturally, had a boner.

Finally, the news over, Barry yawned and stretched and said, “Well, it’s time for bed.”

Lexie turned to him, “I hope you’ve given up the idea of sex.”

“Aw, honey!” he whined.

But, fortified by her talk with her friends, Lexie held out.

Besides, she had not only gotten off the night before, but while she had been waiting for the laundry to cycle through she had felt a little horny and fingered herself off.

Lexie went into the bedroom, covered her face with cream, put her hair in rollers, and put on a ragged robe that was, in a word, ugly.

Still, Barry had an erection.

When he brushed it against her rump she turned and slapped it.

“OW!”

“None of that!” She commanded.

Sulking, Barry turned over and tried to go to sleep. Unfortunately, being denied just made him hornier, and it was some time before he drifted off.

DING DING!

Barry jerked awake. It felt like he had just gone to sleep, but the alarm clock was blaring rudely.

“Get up and go to work!” mumbled Lexie. “And shut that thing off!”

Barry slapped the alarm clock and struggled out of bed. Damn. He still had a hard on. And it seemed even harder.

He staggered into the bathroom and almost fell into the bowl. He stood, one hand on the wall, and relieved himself.

Yep, it was harder. It not only was motivated by sexual excitement, he had his morning woody. Two reasons for being erect made for a double hard erection.

Heysoos, he wished he could get some relief.

And, so thinking, he stepped into the shower, lathered up, and lathered off.

“Well, he tried to lather off.

Lexie, who usually slept later than him, opened the shower door. “I thought so!” she yelled. And she slapped his dick again.

“Fuck!” he bleated. “Stop that!”

“Not until you gain some self control! honestly! You’re just a randy, old goat!

He slunk out of the shower, past her, and grabbed a towel on the way.

He dried off while she was washing the cream off her face and taking out the rollers.

He opened the dresser drawer and picked out a pair of underwear and…”Lexie?”

“Yes, dear?” She turned her head and looked at him.

“There’s something wrong with my underwear.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah. All my underwear has holes in it!”

“Must of used too much bleach.”

“What am I going to do?”

Lexie sighed and came out of the bathroom.

Barry’s boner bounced as he stared at her body. Even with that stupid robe on…God! He was horny!

Lexie reached into her drawer and brought out a pack of underwear. She tossed him a bra and pantie set. “Wear these.”

“What? I can’t wear women’s underwear?”

“Why not? Women do.”

“There’s no place to put my package.”

“Show me.”

Sighing, he stepped into a pair of panties and pulled them up.

Lexie giggled. Sure enough, his balls hung over the edges of the leg holes. And his dick was downright obscene! It poked the material out like a giant tent.

“I don’t think this is so funny.”

“Of course it is.”

“Well, I can’t wear this.”

“You wear it today, and I’ll get you some more this afternoon.”

He grumped, and he huffed and he puffed, but he really didn’t have any other choice.

He stood in panties and Lexie withheld her mirth. Then she said, “What about the bra?”

“What about the bra? I’m not wearing that!”

“Why not?”

“Because, wife of mine, perhaps you haven’t noticed, but I don’t have breasts.”

She stepped closer to him. She reached up and touched his nipple. His nipple was highly erect because he was so horny, and he shivered.

“You need to cover up your excitement.”

“But a bra?”

“Why not? Besides, it looks like your pectorals are getting a little flabby.”

“They are not!”

She cupped his muscle, her palm rubbed his nipple, and he shivered a little more.

“Oh, yes. You need a bra.”

“Well, I’m not going to get one.”

“Don’t worry. I’ll get one for you.”

“Don’t you dare!”

And that was how they left it. He wore panties and went to work, and she went back to bed and had sweet dreams.

Work went slow that day. He sat in his office, went through spreadsheets and talked on the phone, and his dick wouldn’t seem to go down.

Of course it wouldn’t. It was deprived, and he had been stopped from rubbing one off. Under his desk his cock bounced and throbbed and…damn! He decided to take a break.

He left his office, went down the hall to the men’s room, and stepped into a stall.

He sat on the thrown, his panties around his ankles—damn, they were pretty kinky, sort of sexy—and stroked his cock.

He pulled up some porn on his cell and was watching a big boobed woman make short work of a guy’s long cock.

Oh, God! That felt good. His hand moved back and forth, and just when the semen started to bubble…

TOOT DA DA TOOTLE TOOT!

“What the fuck?” he cried out. He was so close! He stabbed the answer button on his cell phone.

“Hi, honey, I just called to make sure you’re being a good boy.”

“I’m always a good boy!” he snapped.

“Uh oh. Mr. Grouchy is here.”

He controlled himself. “I’m not grouchy. I just need…a little relief.”

“Oh, you’re not going to carry on about that. Anyway, I just wanted to know what color you want me to buy your underwear in.”

“What? White! Underwear always comes in white!”

“Oh, no it doesn’t. You’ve been entirely too bland, and I’m going to spice up your life.”

With all the talk Barry’s penis was starting to go down. He gave a sigh that was almost a sob.

“What was that, dear?”

“Nothing!” He hung his head.

“Okay. Well, I’ll use my own judgement. Now you go back to work and…remember, no masturbating.”

Barry nodded, agreed, and hung up. And he went back to his office unsatisfied. Her words had had almost the same effect as her slapping his dick did. He was limp now, so he went to work and actually got something done.

Barry drove home that night, and was afraid that he was becoming priapic. His penis was so hard he could hardly stand it. It was difficult to concentrate, and at one point he woke up to mad honking behind him.

He arrived home and watched a little TV, read a magazine, and was generally nervous.

He thought about going in and talking to Lexie, but decided not to. She might just slap him on the dick again.

They ate dinner, and he asked, “Isn’t this a lot of vegetables? No meat tonight?”

“We’ve been getting too much protein. Now eat your yogurt. And, by the way, I’ve got some pills I want to try out.”

“Pills?”

“Yes. New vitamins. Guaranteed to put you in good shape.”

“I’m already in good shape. I work out three times a week, and…and I think I need more protein than this.”

He gazed at the nuts and berries, the potatoes and vegetables. Yuck.

“Furthermore, I’ll be fixing your lunches from now on, and I want you to eat every bite!”

“But I like getting a hamburger for lunch!”

“Honey! I’m trying to save your life!”

“Yeah. I know.” he mumbled unhappily.

“What?”

“Nothing, dear,” and he ate his potatoes and rice.

The next morning he woke up, and he felt wired and tired at the same time.

“The clock,” mumbled Lexie’s blanket covered shape.

He slapped the alarm and stumbled into the bathroom.

He felt a nervous energy that had to be from his starved cock.

He felt tired because his lack of protein was already having an effect on him.

He stumbled into the shower, began to lather up and—the door swung open.

“I’m not doing anything,” he whispered.

“Yes, but your penis is too big.”

“How can a penis be too big!”

“It just can.”

“Well, you could always make it small again.”

“Don’t be ridiculous. Get dressed. I’ll make you breakfast.”

Barry finished his shower and went to his dresser. He opened it, and stared.

A bright selection of kinky underwear stared back.

Pretty designs. Little birdies. Kitty cats. Garish shades of pink.

But what was even worse was that these weren’t even panties! They were…something else. They would fit over his whole body!

He grabbed a handful of the things and marched into the kitchen.

“What are these?” He tried to control his temper.

Lexie gave him a sharp glance, then smiled. “They’re called tummy shapers. And these are actually corselets.”

“I don’t need a corset!”

“Corselet. And of course you do. Have you checked out your little love handles?”

He felt his body. “I don’t have love handles.”

“Not yet. But if you don’t change your bad habits you will. Now sit down and eat some of this mush. I’ll choose a corselet for you.”

Barry sat down, made a face at the mush, and put too much butter and honey on it.

Lexie picked out a bright red corselet. “This will do just fine.”

He shook his head. “I can’t wear that! People will see it right through my shirt!”

“So what?”

“So what? So what?” he spluttered mush on the table as he protested.

Lexie put up her hands. “Okay. I’ve got this one, but it is so bland!”

She held up a nude colored corselet.

Barry didn’t want to, but he had to wear underwear, especially with his penis being so out of control. In between bites of mush he stepped into the corselet and pulled it up.

It was a tight fit. His dick stuck out the bottom and he couldn’t even button up the flap. To make matters worse, the corselet stopped right below his pectoral muscles, and it pushed them up.

“Oh, fuck,” he wheezed. “Look! It’s pushing my muscles up and making them look like boobs.”

“Nonsense,” Lexie smiled. “Now they look like real muscles.”

Barry gazed at his ‘boobs’ and totally disagreed.

Lexie bent down and pushed his penis between his legs”

“OH!”

“She snapped the flap and stood up and patted his cheek. “Now you look like a real man.”

He was pooched over a little bit to relieve the pressure on his dong. But at least the nude color matched his skin color. Nobody would notice this terrible contraption.

He tried to straighten up, and his penis felt like it was being bent double. Which it was.

“Come on, finish your mush and I’ll pack your lunch.”

Barry scooped out glop and pushed it down his throat. He couldn’t wait to get to lunch. He was going to buy the biggest burger in the world and—

“And I’ll be checking your credit card, so you’d better not get one of those disgustingly unhealthy hamburgers!”

It was all Barry could do not to cry.

“Now eat your vitamins.”

Sadly, Barry hoped the vitamins would do a little towards filling his belly. Maybe give him a little more protein.

Unfortunately, they didn’t.

Barry managed to wear the corselet until morning break, but then he needed a little relief. Not sexual relief, although that would have been nice, but relief from the compression in his crotch.

He peed, then didn’t button the corselet up. He had a boner, but that was okay. Better than being strangled.

The days passed. Sometimes they passed slowly, sometimes they passed fast, but they always passed with a growing frustration.

Barry was moving slower when he walked. He was missing work outs because he was tired.

And, oddly, he had extra energy. He had sexual energy. That helped, but it wasn’t enough.

And he wondered why Lexie wasn’t feeling the frustration. After all, she wasn’t getting sex, so why wasn’t she climbing the walls like him?

On the day that he wondered this Lexie was once again having a brunch with her friends.

The four ladies were at Charley Coyote’s, and they giggled and sipped their wine spritzers and talked about men they had fucked and left.

“How’s it going with Barry?” asked Wendy, at one point.

“Oh, he’s fine. He’s getting used to having no sex.”

“And his masturbatory habits?”

“I call him during break, he’s horny every night, and…I think I’ve got him under control.”

The three ladies smiled, the Jen said, “You should put an alarm on your cell phone. Just to make sure.”

“An alarm on my cell phone?”

“Absolutely.”

“It’s essential.

“How do I do that?”

And the three ladies began to educate her.

Barry was getting a little chubby. He attributed it to the lack of working out. But now his little corselet boobs were looking a little larger, and his butt was even getting a little more…rotund.

But he just didn’t have the energy to work out!

Oddly, he did have energy, that sexual energy was keeping him up at night, but it wasn’t the kind of energy where you can go out and load bricks.

It was stay awake and do paperwork energy.

So he was working harder and making more money, and wondering when he was going to get sex.

One day he was in the bathroom. He had the runs for some reason—he figured it was his changed diet—but he had gone into the bathroom, and it wasn’t break, and Lexie hadn’t called him, and he stared at his eternal boner.

It was time to masturbate. He needed to get off. He had to. His balls were going to explode if he didn’t.

His corselet was unsnapped, and he grabbed his tool and began to play with it.

That he was reduced to this…but he couldn’t stop. His hand started to blur, and… “AHHH!” his sperm painted the inside of the bowl, and for the first time in months he felt release.

He wiped the evidence off his weenie and packed it back into the corselet, and he thought that was the end of it.  He was relieved, he could make it through a couple more weeks, but then he would have to do it again. And that was okay. It was worth it.

Until he got home.

“You masturbated!” yelled Lexie.

“What? No!” How the hell had she known he had beat his meat?

“Well, that’s the last time this is going to happen!”

“Wait a minute!”

“No waiting for you. And I was just thinking about making love to you. I figure it would be a nice birthday present. You’ve sure ruined that now!”

The terrible thing was that his protestation lacked conviction.

Of course it did. He was guilty, after all.

But how had she known?

He would never figure it out, but the answer was simple.

Lexie had installed a biometric app in his cell phone. It detected when his heart rate increased, when his blood pressure went up, and other pertinent factors occurred.

The app was particularly adept at noting when his biometrics indicated an orgasm, and when it did it sent an alarm to Lexie’s phone.

She had been talking to one of her girl friends when the alarm went off, and she knew, immediately, that Barry had squirted.

Barry gave up trying to hide his crime. “But, honey, I didn’t mean to!”

“It doesn’t matter. You’ve been bad, and you get to choose your punishment.”

“I…you can’t punish me!”

“Don’t think about it like punishment. Think about it like I’m saving your life.”

“But—“

“Your choices are a ball spanking, or lock it up.”

“What? Lock it…what are you saying?”

“Either I spank your balls, punish your unauthorized orgasm…or you wear a chastity device to insure that this won’t happen again.”

“Who put you in charge of my balls?” he blurted.

“I did. When I realized that you couldn’t be responsible for them!”

“But they’re my balls!”

“No. They’re community property.”

“Community what?”

“Property. Now choose!”

“I’m not going to choose!”

“Then I’ll choose for you.”

“You will not!”

But the argument was done. At least as far as Lexie was concerned.

The evening passed. They ate sweet potatoes and broccoli, the kind of foods that increase estrogen, and Barry took his pills, which were estrogen, and they watched a little TV.

At last they went to bed.

Barry had cum, so he didn’t feel the need to snuggle. But when Lexie turned to him and wrapped her arms around him he was immediately willing.

Hey. That’s guys for you. They are the gift that keep on giving.

Barry smiled and turned over, and…OW!

Lexie had grabbed his cock and was lifting it.

Barry had to go with it, that or lose it. She was gripping it like a pitbull grabs a burglar, and she lifted him right off the bed.

SMACK!

“OW!”

SMACK!

“OW!”

SMACK!

“OW!”

Then she dropped him.

Barry curled up in a ball. His hands held his balls and tears streamed down his face.

Lexie put her head on one elbow and waited for him to recover.

“What’d you do that for?”

“I told you, and you couldn’t choose.”

“Well, if I had known…”

“You would like a chastity belt? Okay. I’ll get you one.”

“Wait! I didn’t mean that!”

But it was too late. Lexie lay down, turned over, and smiled.

Barry made up his mind that he would never masturbate again. He didn’t want to suffer another spanking. No way. So he wore his underwear, and went to work, and was a good boy.

For a while.

As the weeks passed his desire to squirt grew ever larger. In fact, it became an obsession.

He wondered why, and the answer was simple. His body was changing. The food, the pills, his body was turning more and more female. And the last gasp of a male undergoing feminization is a period of rabid horniness.

After this period, the male would lose a lot of sexual interest. Not all, but this period was unbelievably frustrating for Barry.

Thus, only a month passed before Barry was desperate to squirt again.

He went to work and wanted to, but was afraid. Lexie had caught him the last time he jacked off at work. So…when?

He thought about late at night, but Lexie might wake up and catch him.

He thought about driving to a park or something, but that was so sleazy. And he certainly didn’t want to risk being caught by the police.

So…where?

The answer, when it came was right in his own house.

“Honey, I’m going out with some girls now. You be a good boy.”

Lexie was dressed to the nines, and she put on her lipstick and watched Barry in the mirror.

He smiled. A ‘something hidden’ smile. And she knew he was thinking about getting himself off.

She smiled. She still had the app in his phone. And she was waiting for him to break so she could chastise him.

“Who are these girls?” he asked.

“They’re from my club. Jen, Barbara and Wendy.”

“Oh. What do you guys talk about?”

“Oh, this and that.” And how to control men.

“Oh. Okay.”

As soon as she went out the door Barry pulled up porn on the computer. He was so horny he didn’t need porn, but he liked it, and he was going to make the most of this experience.

Sitting at his computer he got out the lube and greased his hand up.

Watching the big boobed women suck and fuck, he pounded his pud. He stroked. He jacked. He…enjoyed. Much.

And, finally, after a little edging, he shivered and shook and had one of the most intense cums he had ever had.

God! It was good! Amazing! And he put his lube away, washed his hands, and sat down to watch a game on TV.

The girls giggled as they watched Barry’s biometrics go through the roof. His blood pressure hit the roof, his pulse raced, and then he peaked, and slowly descended.

“Oh, Lord. He really abused himself,” whispered Wendy.

“Just wait until I get home,” smiled Lexie.

The girls ordered more drinks and toasted again and again.

“Here’s to Barry’s boner!”

“May it never cum again!”

“I’ll drink to that!”

So they did.


PART TWO

“You masturbated!” Her voice was as cold as ice cubes in a polar bear’s butt.

Barry’s eyes widened. He had been sleeping the good sleep, but Lexie had shaken him awake and accused him.

But what was really scary was how had she known? He looked at the clock. He had whacked off at nine, it was now midnight.

He didn’t even try to lie. “How did you know?” His voice was a soft whisper of disbelief.

“I know because I’m your wife and it is my duty to know things.”

Which actually scared Barry.

“But…how…I don’t…”

“Since you are now empty, and therefore limp, put this on.” She held out a box that was six inches cubed.

Barry held the box. “No, wait. What is…you’ve got to tell me!”

“I am not the criminal here.” A rather strong word, but all Barry could do was wince. “So you put that on right now or else.”

Barry opened the box, took out a small velvet bag, opened the bag, and dumped out the parts of a chastity tube.

“I can’t do this!”

“I am saving your life and you’re telling me you would rather die?”

“No! It’s just that…how did you know?” He was not begging.

Lexie pushed him back on the bed and picked up the ring. She roughly pulled his dick through it, then his balls.

“Please don’t!” Little tears issued from the corners of his eyes.

She pushed the tube over his cock and fit the ring and the tube together.

“You don’t need to do this! I won’t masturbate again!”

“Ha!”

She clicked the padlock closed.

Barry looked down at his prison. His cock was starting to stir now. Even though he had just beat off, his penis was reacting to being manhandled.

Lexie stood back, hands on hips, and watched his weenie come awake. She had a small smile of satisfaction on her face.

Barry lifted the tube, which made his dick want to get harder even more. “Take it off.”

“Nope.”

Lexie began undressing for bed.

Barry sat and stared at his package, then looked up at Lexie.

Lexie stripped to her underwear. Barry was having a hard time breathing, seeing her in panties and bra.

Lexie glanced at him, smiled, and took off her bra and panties.

Barry couldn’t take his eyes off her body. And his dick wouldn’t stop wiggling and trying to push the cage off.

Lexie crawled under the sheets, pushing him back to his side, and closed her eyes.

Barry lay back, his groin a battle zone, and covered his eyes with a forearm.

“Come on, honey, let’s cuddle.”

She pulled on his arm and he turned on his side and held her.

And suffered.

He could feel her breasts, his caged cock was up against her boobs, and he felt light headed.

She turned and kissed him.

“Just think,” she said. “You’ll live to a ripe old age now.”

Barry thought of the old Gershwin song, and he sang sadly, “Who calls that livin’ if no woman will give in.”

She chuckled. “Oh, I’ll give in. Just not until you’ve had a chance to get over your life shortening masturbation.”

She slept, and Barry’s eyes were open late into the night.

Life in chastity was insane.

Barry’s dick was awake and trying to get free 24/7.

He couldn’t touch himself.

He had to sit down to pee.

It was terrible!

“You know, I like it,” murmured Lexie. “In your panties it makes it look like you have no lump in your pants.”

“I like having a lump in my pants,” Barry answered.

“Oh, you silly man.” And Lexie began to kiss him.

That was another bad thing about this whole situation. Normally Barry liked to make out. It was fun to kiss and fondle. But now kissing and fondling made his dick hard, which made it painful in his cage.

“Come on, honey. A little more passion.”

“It hurts!”

“Or I’ll make you eat me out.”

Barry shuddered inside and tried to create more passion. Now that he was locked up Lexie was demanding more oral sex, and having his face smell of her pussy made Barry even harder.

“You could just unlock me!”

“Not yet. You’d just masturbate again.”

“Well, how long until you trust me not to jack off?”

“Oh, years and years,” she giggled. Then she answered seriously. “I really don’t know. Maybe once you stop acting like such a horn dog.”

“But it’s being in chastity that makes me act like a horn dog!”

“More discipline, honey. Now put that tongue to work.”

Lexie unzipped her skirt and pulled her panties down.

Sobbing, Barry lowered himself and pushed his tongue into her.

“Oh, yes!” she groaned. “Do it, baby!”

When they were done Barry lay on the sofa while Lexie sighed and put herself back together.

“Honey?” said Lexie, as she zipped up her skirt.

“What?”

“I think you need to wear a bra.”

Barry put a forearm over his face and sighed.

“No, I’m serious. Come with me.”

He followed her into the back room where she reached into his drawers and took out a brassiere.

“I’m a man,” he tried.

“Well, you don’t look like it.”

She held the bra up to his boobs.

Barry had to admit that it did look like he had tits. Over the past months it seemed that his body had changed. His waist was actually slender, which might be the effect of always wearing corselets. His chest was larger. His pectorals pushed up and very flabby. They did look like tits. And his bottom was unduly round.

What had happened to his male physique?

“Take off your clothes and let’s try this on.”

Defeated, Barry pulled off his clothes and corselet. He was very feminine looking in just his chastity tube.

Lexie handed him panties and he pulled them on. They fit almost perfectly. Even his cock looked better, shoved back between his legs as it was.

She handed him the bra, and he stared at it.

A bra. The mark of femininity. What the hell had happened to him?

Sighing heavily he figured out how to put the bra on.

It looked right on his body. Had he lost that much weight?

He had, except for the ass. When he put pants on they were baggy, except for the tightness around his butt.

“Wonderful, honey!”

He put on his jeans, and he felt how they didn’t fit.

“I think you’re going to need new jeans,” Lexie murmured.

He put on a shirt, and he could really see his tits.

“And you need blouses. Not those stupid flannel shirts.”

“I like flannel shirts!” he tried.

“Nonsense. Here, try my blouse on.

She held a white blouse up and he pushed his arms into it. It buttoned up the back, so he had to have her help him. Though, to be honest, he had lost so much weight, and even seemed a little more flexible—no muscles, but more flexibility, weird—so he was able to button a couple of the buttons.

He looked in the mirror and caught his breath.

With no buttons on the front his boobs really stood out. And you could see the lines of the bra easily.

“No!” he whispered.

“Yes,” she said. “Come on.”

“Where are we going?”

“To the mall.”

“I can’t go with…wearing…this…!”

“Well, put a jacket on over it. Wear your bomber jacket. That will hide your bra.”

She helped him into the bomber jacket, and it did help. The jacket bulged a little bit and would hide everything.

“But I don’t want to go to the mall!”

“You have to go.”

“Why?”

“I can’t size you unless you’re right there.”

Lexie led him out to the car. Dragged him out to the car, and made him get into the passenger seat.

The fact that he wasn’t driving wasn’t lost on him, but he was so upset he didn’t complain. In fact, he sort of huddled down and tried not to be seen.

At the mall Lexie took his hand and controlled him. They entered shops and she selected blouses and something called a culotte. It looked more like a dress, but it had separate legs.

Then they picked out jeans, but no matter how many he tried on they didn’t fit.

Finally, she gave him a pair of slacks and sent him back into the changing room. He came out and was surprised to find out that the pants fit!

Of course the zipper was on the side, and there were no pockets, but it contained his ass, and his legs were sheathed properly.

Still, he felt there was something wrong about the pants.

And, she went into other stores, and a shoe store and bought a couple of pairs of shoes. She bought something called ‘Mary Janes,’ and some low heels. If two inches is considered low.

They went out to the car and he sat in the passenger seat. She stood outside the car and held the two inch heels out. “Try them on.”

“What? Those are heels!”

“So are cowboy boots, and you’ve worn them before. Now try them on. And take off your socks.”

Disgruntled, he slipped his shoes and socks off and slipped the heels onto his feet.

They fit.

“Stand up.”

He looked around nervously, then stood up.

“Take a few steps.”

He did.

“But…”

“Prefect. Wait here.”

He stared as she went back into the mall. She came back a few minutes later and she was holding a shoe box. “Try these on.”

She held out a pair of heels. What they call ‘spikes.’ He stared at the things and shook his head.

“Honey,” she spoke warningly.

“I know what you’re trying to do now. And I’m done.”

There was something in his voice that told her she had pushed far enough.

At least for today.

She got into the car and started it up. She turned to him and said, “I don’t see what the problem is. Your laziness has ruined your male body. And if you’re going to be that way then you have to wear the clothes that fit you. These fit you. Get over it.”

His mouth was open to speak, but she backed the car out of the slot and zoomed through the parking structure.

At home he changed into his male clothes. He wore the bra—he needed it—and the panties, but that was all.

Lexie decided to try that old faithful method, liquor.

She poured him a tall glass of ice, added equal parts bourbon and Coke, and placed the drink in his hand.

Barry needed a drink. He had finally reached the point of no return, but he couldn’t get across it.

So Lexie took him out on the patio and played with his cock cage. And kissed him. And kissed his breasts. And gave him another drink.

Four drinks later Barry was feeling okay. He still gave lip service to ‘no,’ but it was only lip service.

Lexie got out one of the blouses they had bought and helped him into it. She put him in a skirt, helped him with nylons, then put his new high heels on.

“Beautiful,” she breathed.

Barry knew it was wrong. He knew he should be fighting, but he couldn’t. He was drunk, his dick was crazy in its cage, and Lexie was manipulating him most expertly.

“I can’t do this,” he kept saying, and she finally realized that it wasn’t going to work.

Barry had gone as far as he could go.

He looked heavenly, quite feminine, but…he was done. And she knew he was going to revert just as soon as he sobered up.

Which meant there was only one thing left to do.

“Honey,” she said. “Would you like to cum?”

He looked at her. Oh, baby, did he want to cum!

“You let me dress you this weekend, and Sunday night I’ll have a surprise for you.”

Gulping, he nodded.

“So I had to promise him a cum. It was the only way.”

Jen, Barbara and Wendy stared into their drinks gloomily. Giving in to a man. It was shameful, yet what could Lexie do.

Finally, after a bit of brainstorming and a few more drinks, Wendy said, “I have an idea.”

The weekend started on a Friday night. In fact, Lexie had Barry take the last half of Friday off so she could really get to work.

Barbara showed up at One, and Wendy and Jen arrived at one thirty.

Barry was confused, he hadn’t expected any visitors, especially to see him prance around in female clothes. What he didn’t know was that Lexie planned to go a lot further.

“Wendy is going to be in charge of your nails. Barbara will do your face, and Jen will do your extensions.”

“Extensions? Face? What are you—“

“Shush, Barry. If you ever want to cum.”

That statement made the three woman smile. Lexie, of course, was already smiling.

She was about to have the husband of here dreams.

The girls went to work. Wendy painted his nails, gave him long fingernails, and painted those. “You really should appreciate your wife more,” she mentioned as she applied enamel. “Do you know how much work she has to do to take care of you?”

Barbara worked on his face. She applied plumper to his lips, then worked on cleansing and primer, then applied more plumper, and worked on his foundation, and so on.

“Honestly, Barry. You really should get with the program. She’s just trying to make sure you live as long as a woman.”

“Yeah, but—ow!”

“Sorry,” said Jen. she had pulled on his hair suddenly. “But you need to listen to reason. You get to look pretty. People will treat you differently. I tell ya, there are a lot of men who would die for a chance at a make over like this.”

Time passed, his nails were now long and sharp, and his face was bright and colorful. His hair was down to his shoulders, and it looked like it was all his own.

“Well, I didn’t think—“

“That’s right. You didn’t. But men rarely do. If you had been thinking we wouldn’t have to be over here making you into a better person. You would have done that all on your own. Here, take this pill.”

Wendy held out a little pink pill.

“What is it?”

“See, there you go again! Asking questions when you should be following our advice. Now open your mouth…”

He did, and she popped the pill onto his tongue.

“What’s it going to do?”

Wendy laughed. “He just doesn’t get it, does he?”

“But—“

“It’s called Lupron. It will help balance your hormones.”

Barry frowned. He had never heard of Lupron.

Finally, the girls were done, and they stood back and told Barry to stand up.

Barry looked at himself in the mirror, and he was stunned.

He no longer looked like a male.

He was a female. His hair, his face…his whole body. It looked like he was a real woman.

“I…uh…”

“Now I hope this ends your little rebellion against your wife.”

“But—“

“She really loves you, and she has done all this just for you.”

“But I look like a woman!”

The three ladies looked at each other sighed, shook their heads.

Wendy spoke up. “Barry. You’re going to live a long time now. Now that you’ve put this silly idea of cumming aside.”

“But I want to cum! I like to cum!”

Jen, Barbara and Wendy shook their heads in dismay.

“Well, you may like to, but you won’t be cumming for the next year.”

“What?”

“That’s what Lupron does. No longer will you be begging for sex.”

“You’ll still want it,” put in Wendy.

“But you won’t be able to get it up.”

“What?” His voice was a high pitched squeak.

“Oh, goody. Speak like that all the time!”

Barry was now officially speechless.

He was a woman.

And he wasn’t going to have an orgasm.

“You can have Lexie take off that chastity device now. You won’t be needing it.”

Barry ran into the bathroom and stuck a finger down his throat. He barfed, but there was no sign of the pink pill. It had had enough time to dissolve.

The girls followed him, were amused by his antics.

He straightened up. “Oh, my God!”

“Do you still feel your little weenie?”

He looked down. He was bumpless in his skirt. “No.”

“Works pretty fast.”

“But…but…” and he began to cry.

The girls took him out for a celebration that night. Once again they went to Charley Coyote’s and they had drinks and steaks, and they ordered Barry a salad.

“A salad?” he whimpered.

“You’ve got to watch your figure.”

“But you girls are eating steaks!”

“We already watched our figures. Now eat your salad like a good, little girl.”

He nibbled at the lettuce.

The good news was that he was allowed as much whiskey as he wanted. So he ordered bourbon and Coke after bourbon and Coke. Within an hour he was properly sloshed.

The girls ignored his rude ways and chatted and giggled, and every once in a while glanced at Barry.

Finally, Lexie asked him, “Are you ready for your cum?”

Barry looked at her dourly. “I think you’ve fixed that.”

“Oh, no. I promised you an cum, and I intend to deliver. Girls? Are you ready to head for home?”

“What? You’re going to let them watch?”

“Of course. They’ve been so helpful. If it wasn’t for them I never would have been able to get you to this point.”

“Well, I guess it won’t matter. After all, my weenie is pretty limp.”

The girls all chuckled.

Lexie held out the key to his chastity tube.

In spite of the fact that his dick was limp, Barry ran for the bathroom. He came out a minute later, the chastity tube left behind in the trash can.

He sat down, and his face showed a mix of emotions. Relief at having the tube off. Sadness, because his peeny wasn’t trying to get hard anymore.

“Aw, poor Barry,” and the girls all snickered.

They returned to Barry’s house and entered the bedroom.

Wendy mixed some more drinks, and Barry sat on the bed. He lifted his skirt and pulled down his panties and gazed at his limp dong.

“Cheer up, Barry. You’re about to cum.”

“I don’t see how.” He said sadly.

“Oh, Barry. You silly girl. Of course you can cum.”

“How? With this?” He held his weenie towards the girls.

“Like this,” they said, and they lifted their dresses. They had been wearing dresses that weren’t tight, that billowed out, and now Barry saw why they were billowing.

They were wearing strap ons. They had each tied a plastic prick to their legs. They undid the little ties and the pricks stood up in a row.

Wendy came in with the drinks. “Hey! You’re not starting without me!” She handed the tray of drinks to Barry and lifted her own dress and revealed her own penis.

Barry sat, his mouth open, then he picked up a drink and drank it. the whole thing. Fast.

Lexie took the tray away from him. “Easy honey. You don’t want to get so drunk you miss out on all the fun.”

“But I don’t want to!” His voice made a high pitched wail.

“Now honey, relax. You’re going to like this. And you will release your semen.”

“Of course it won’t be like a male orgasm, but that’s okay.”

Gently, the girls maneuvered him, pushed him back on the bed and pulled his panties down.

Barry was burbling nonsense. things like, ‘I’m a man!’ And, ‘Women aren’t supposed to fuck men!’

Wendy perched on his stomach and began playing with his tits.

Barbara went to the other side of the bed and kissed him. Jen moved between his legs as Lexie greased him up.

“Please…I don’t…you can’t…OH!”

Barry’s eyes opened and he stared at the ceiling.

“That’s just the head honey.”

Barry gulped.

Lexie grabbed his cock and held it up. It was a limp, little worm in her warm hand.

“But…you…”

Jen pushed in slowly.

Barry grunted and arched his back. He felt himself opening up. He felt that wonderful sensation of pooping, but in reverse. And it was double wonderful going into him like that.

The girls swarmed his boobs, chewed on his mouth, and the big penis went in and out, and he stopped resisting.

This felt…GOOD!

And the girls took turns, loving him, introducing him to womanhood, and somewhere in there his limp dick began to release semen. Long drools of shiny strands. And he began to feel so good, so loosy goosy, and he wondered why nobody told him about this before.


EPILOGUE

Barry sat on the couch, his legs crossed at the thigh, reading a fashion magazine. He was wearing a dress and full make up. He was getting very good at applying his own make up.

Suddenly Lexie rushed in. She was holding a book.

“Honey!”

“Yes, dear?”

“Guess what I just read!”

“What?”

“I came across this book that holds that women can extend their lives by having more sex. The more times I orgasm the longer I’ll live!”

“Oh, uh…great.” He looked down at his pud. No sign of a bump. And wouldn’t be for another eleven months. And then he might get another shot. After all, he liked sex. “But…what about…I’m so limp.”

Lexie frowned. “I guess I’ll have to get a surrogate.”

“A surrogate lover? Somebody to take my place?”

“Well, if you can’t do it…” she shrugged.

Barry frowned, twisted his mouth in a moue. Then he said, “Do you think you can get one for me, too?”

END
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PROLOGUE

My husband likes jokes. Bad jokes. And everybody hates his bad jokes. But he keeps doing them. Why does he keep doing them? Because his name is Roscoe Tannenbaum. That’s right, ‘that’ Roscoe Tannenbaum. Hollywood producer, jet setter, man about town…joker.

My name is Sandy Tannenbaum. Wife to the big man. And, believe me, that is a mixed bag of benefits and curses.

On one hand, I get to go to all the parties, I am held up as an important woman, and, I don’t mind saying, I am genetically blessed.

What? You thought Roscoe would pick a shlump for a wife?

No way. I won several beauty contests when I was younger, and I decided, then and there, that being beautiful was the way to get ahead in the world. So I dedicated myself to improving myself. I spend more time at gyms than the owners. And I spent a LOT of time and money getting facials and learning the latest methods for staying beautiful. And, I hate to say it, but I am a friend of botox, silicon, and a lot of other chemical and surgical enhancers.

No way I am going to turn into an old rag and get tossed out by my asshole husband.

I know, you wonder how I can call him an asshole, especially just for a few bad jokes. Well, read on, and when you have heard me out then maybe you’ll understand how revenge can be sweet, and whether the punishment fits the crime.

Ready? Then let’s rock!

CHAPTER ONE

The day it all came apart, the day my husband made a date for his comeuppance, started out typically. The night before had been late and wild. We had gone to a party, everybody got sloshed, harder drugs made their appearance, and we were the last dogs to be hung.

Well, at least Roscoe was.

I’m careful. I always have a drink, but usually I only sip, and then only until I can find a way to replace my whiskey with a Pepsi. This is just one of the ways that I preserve my appearance.

Roscoe, on the other hand, drank from every bottle, smoked from every joint, and took every pill. The amazing thing about this was that he was always the last one standing.

So last night he was in typical high spirits, literally, and when the wee hours hit I helped him to the car, pushed him into the back, then drove home.

Oddly, it was a relaxing time. Him absent from the world, the world wound down to the few people getting the really early start to work, and me enjoying the drive to our Beverly Hills mansion.

I waited for the gate to open, then drove up the long drive. I pulled the car up to the entrance, then set about getting Roscoe upstairs.

Tugging a body pretty near dead to the world out of a car is not easy. The body to be moved snorts and grunts, rolls and flings its arms and legs out, and is generally resistant to the idea of being transferred to a nice, comfy bed.

I struggled for several minutes, got him half out of the car, and thought about leaving him there.

If he had been all the way in the car I would have done it. He hates waking up to find himself in the back of the car, but the wages of sin, you know.

I thought about getting him all the way out and then just throwing a blanket over him, but that seemed a bit much.

So, sighing, I went into the house and knocked on Juanita’s bedroom door.

“Juanita?”

A moment while I heard the squeak of bedsprings and the rustle of clothes being put on, then the door opened.

Juanita came over the border illegally, and we hired her. When the SHTF and people started looking around for illegals to deport, we realized that Juanita was worth her weight in gold, and we found a good lawyer to help her get legal.

“Si, senorita Sandy?”

“I’m sorry, I need help getting Roscoe upstairs.”

Juanita smiled ruefully. “Senor Roscoe,” and she shook her head. “Let me get the shoes on.”

I waited, and within 20 seconds we were hurrying back out to the car.

“Senor Roscoe, he need take care of heemself.”

“You’re telling me.”

We managed to get him out of the car, then, blessing of blessings, Roscoe woke half up.

“Hey! I’m being kidnapped by beautiful girls!” We supported him, and we walked him up to the front door.

He stumbled and rolled, but managed to stay on his feet.

“It’s Juanita! Are you taking me to Mehico?”

That’s my rotten, husband. The bad side of good is that he flirts with every woman in the world. Of course, he protests that he is just friendly, that that is the Hollywood way. But I always suspicion…but I never found any evidence. Lots of rumors, but rumors are cheap fare in Hollywood. It’s how actors and actresses get famous, and to pay attention to loose lips is to sink rowboats.

So we walked/dragged my stumblebum, drunken man through the foyer, up the long, winding stairway, and down the hall to our bedroom.

“Hee getting heavier,” Juanita puffed. She was a chunky girl, not in great shape, but I was in great shape, and I was puffing, too.

“Don’t feed him so much,” I grunted.

She giggled. “I just put plate out. He keep eating and eating.”

We reached the bed and pushed him onto it. We had done this before, and we knew that a big push might get him all the way onto the bed. If we were lucky.

We were lucky, and Roscoe landed, rolled, and snored.

“Okay, Senorita Sandee?”

“Thank you, Juanita. Sorry to have disturbed your sleep.”

Again, she giggled. “Thee more I do thees the bigger Senor Roscoe pay me at Christmas.”

I shook my head ruefully. The good side of bad. Roscoe had more money than God after a tax return and he did like to share. He paid people who worked for him well, which was good, because they had to put up with his bad jokes.

“Get what you can, Juanita, and more power to you.”

She giggled, she was a giggling girl, and left the room.

I took off his shoes, then his socks. Pew. He must have forgot to wash his feet. He was always in such a hurry, making deals, producing movies and TV series, that he sometimes passed right by personal hygiene.

When I complained he was abashed, but how could I blame him? He was in a hurry to make a billion dollars. Well, to be honest, a trillion. He often joked about being the first trillionaire on earth. It was a joke, but behind the joke was a serious hard charger.

I worked his body around and got his jacket off, then his shirt, then his undershirt. I pulled  his pants down, he wasn’t wearing underwear, and my hubbie was officially naked.

I stared at Roscoe. He was a handsome man. A few years and I was sure his hard living would catch up to him. But right now he was slender, well cut, and only a trace of the ‘heaviness’ that Juanita had observed could be seen. Of course his eyes were a bit puffy.

Sometimes, after a hard night of partying his eyes were so puffy that I had to put make up on them.

Oh, not mascara and eye shadow and all that, but a light foundation type of cream to disguise the shadows. He had to appear happy and healthy, and not drunk as a dog, if he was going to keep making those million dollar deals.

Though, to be honest, the bad side of my good, I often thought about making his eyes up the feminine way, and not letting him know. That would serve him right.

I stared at his manhood. It was big, and it just laid there, a sleeping slug. The good side of bad, when that slug engorged it was a monster. It filled my hand, and my pussy, and made me cry and moan and scratch his back.

But now, after a long night, I stood there and watched it sleep.

I was horny. I wanted a little pleasure. I had had a long night of flirting, it’s what we do in Hollywood, with young stars and starlets, and my pussy itched. Hell, I was downright wet.

I leaned forward and placed my hand under the slug. I lifted it up, shook it. Damn, if it had woken up I would have jumped him, asleep or not.

But it was not to be.

So I took off my own clothes, put some blinders on so the sun wouldn’t wake me, and crawled into bed. Within seconds I was snoring. Ladylike snores, of course. But snores, nevertheless.

And that was how the day began, the day that started the ‘unravelment’ of my dear husband. When we awoke things were going to get interesting, and even more interesting as the day progressed, and good things and bad were going to come to light, and the devil would get his due. My husband, the rich and fabulously wealthy power player known as Roscoe Tannenbaum, was about to get his just rewards.


CHAPTER TWO

I was tired, it was still earlier, and I was lazing, half in and half out, occupying the twilight zone of barely asleep but hearing bits and pieces of the world.

I heard Roscoe stir. He placed a hand on my hip. He pulled lightly. He wanted some.

But I felt like I had barely gotten to sleep, and it was his fault. No way I was going to rouse myself and do the good and happy in and out. “Go way,” I grumped.

I heard him say something. A return grump, no doubt. Then I felt the bed rustle.

I was going back to full sleep. I needed it. It was beauty sleep, after all, and I was addicted to being beautiful.

The bed shook a little bit more. I was half dreaming now, and I imagined myself in an earthquake, running down the street, the street shaking and buildings falling down. I was carrying something…a bundle, like groceries, like…like…A BABY?

I was carrying a baby in my dream running away from an earthquake, and suddenly somebody stepped out and shot me in the back. I lurched forward and found myself lying asprawl on my bed, blood dripping down my back, blood…BLOOD!

I snapped fully awake then, and I knew what had happened.

Roscoe rolled out of bed and padded towards the bathroom. After a night of carousing he was chipper and bright. “Good morning, love!” And he laughed.

I sat up and felt my back. Yuck! He had squirted on me! All over my hair! My gown! Mother fucker!

“You son of a bitch!” I yelled after him.

He laughed merrily. “Never say no to The Man!”

I climbed out of bed and staggered into the bathroom. I was not like him, I was not chipper after a night of carousing.

I stepped into his roaring shower and mumbled, “Wash my back, you son of a bitch.”

So he did. And he worked shampoo into my hair and washed that, too. And then he soaped my goddamn breasts.

Ah, gad! I leaned against the tiles. The man was hornier than a goat playing a slide trombone. I felt my nipples perk up, I felt the electricity head towards my groin, and I knew that son of a bitch was going to get his way. He was going to get to climb into my cockpit and fly. After squirting his seed all over me!

“You just came,” I complained.

“So? Maybe I can cum again. And if I can’t, at least I can say I’ve been to see God this morning.”

“Jesus,” I moaned. I was wet. Of course I was wet. I was in the shower. But I was wet down there, with my own juices.

“I’ll see him, too, my sweet, little pussy pie.”

“You are so fucking…” I didn’t finish as I was busy latching on to his lips, sucking his tongue like I was going to eat it.

“Oh, baby,” he moaned.

Then I was down on my knees. Could he cum twice? It had happened before. Maybe, if I…then I got an evil idea.

I sucked and I sucked. I rolled his balls in my hands. Then I leaned back and spread my legs and he moved into me. He thrust his hips forward and slid his monster half into my vagina.

“Ahhh,” he groaned. It was an awkward position, and he could only get halfway into me. He tried and tried, lurching and tilting his hips, but I kept a careful position and all he could do was get the head and an inch or two into me.

“Come on, baby,” he was pleading, but I don’t think he really knew how I was controlling the situation.

He was in, the head was in paradise, but he couldn’t get in far enough to do the old in and out. He just kept pushing and pushing, his face turning all red, and just when it looked like he was going to pop, I tilted my hips away and pushed his chest.

“Wha—“ he looked confused.

“Thanks, lover, got to go.” I stepped out of the shower.

Oh, he roared. “You…you…BITCH!”

But I was laughing, and I knew he would laugh when he thought about it. That’s the good side of his bad, he didn’t mind a joke being played on him.

Of course, my joke wasn’t over.

In the bedroom I laid on the bed, legs spread, and played with myself. I placed a dildo into my pussy and played the clitoris with a vibrator. A few minutes passed and he stepped out of the bathroom…just as I let loose.

“AHHHH!” My hips jerked and my eyes were glazed, but I could see his jaw drop.

I surged and moaned and bucked. I actually sprayed a bit of fluid.

Through my half slitted eyes I could see him standing so forlorn, his pecker standing up like a pirate about to board, all eager and dripping.

Then, when the spasms faded and I was left panting and loose and spread out like a flower that had been trampled, I said, “You can squirt all over my hair anytime you want, big boy.”

A rueful grin flitted across his face—I told you he liked a good joke—and he said, “I should have known better.”

“Ah, but you didn’t,” I rolled out of bed and came to him. I kissed him soundly, stroked his mighty machine, then pushed him away. “See you tonight, lover. Maybe.”

He laughed.

Then we both got dressed and began our days. Him making million dollar deals, and me…I had to look beautiful. It was my job, after all.

While he put the screws to money men, and hired and fired camera crews and make up artists and went over scripts with producers, I went to the gym.

While he snarled and bellowed, and ended up with a good deal for all involved, I went spinning, and rode twenty miles without moving an inch.

While he went to a fancy dining car and tossed down martini’s and joked with his lawyers, I went to a cozy, little salad bar and sipped smoothies and talked with my girl friend.

My girlfriend—not sexual, you dirty minded pervert—was Tina Garfield.

Tina was brunette to my blonde. Like me she liked to wear her hair long, with abundant tresses curling this way and that. She was into fitness, too, and she liked nothing better than looking good.

In fact, we liked nothing better than to look good. I tell ya, there is no higher feeling than strolling down the walk, heels clicking, feeling the male heads snapping around to take in our voluptuous curves, our outstanding mammary glands, our red, juicy lips.

But don’t believe me, just follow me around some day and see for yourself. Giggle.

Anyway, we were sitting at a table in a corner talking girl stuff.

Girl stuff is a broad subject, no pun there, and it includes everything from the color of your lipstick to who’s dating Shiela. Whoever Shiela happened to be at the moment.

And I told Tina all about the morning. And we giggled and laughed at how I had handled rough and tough Roscoe, and then we talked about her boyfriend, a hunk who worked as a lifeguard at—a shadow darkened our table.

“I’m sorry,” a voice stuttered.

The woman was standing with her back to the sun and I lowered my sunglasses to better see her.

She was maybe 25, and a delightful, little thing. She had a darned good body, a pretty face, but her clothes weren’t the best. Of course, I’m sort of a clothes snob, so…

I said: “Sorry for what?” My eyes got used to the sun and I saw that she was holding a bundle.

Across from me Tina was watched with a tilted head, her eyes all quizzical and puzzled.

“I didn’t know what to do.”

A bundle like a bag, a bag full of groceries…

“I didn’t know who else to turn to.”

…not a bag…a baby.

“Marsha, I told you you couldn’t come here when Mrs. Tannenbaum was here.” It was Pierre, whose real name was Roger, or something. He was our waiter and he took care of us personally. Now he hovered, and tried to get in front of the woman with the baby.

A baby. I may be into fitness and beauty, but, like any woman, I am a sucker for a baby. Durn things fill their diapers and do their little baby barf thing…and I just love ‘em.

“I didn’t know what to do!” She was actually crying now. Big tears. The kind that don’t just mess up the make up, but wash it entirely away.

“I’m sorry, but you can’t disturb our customers and—“

“Pierre,” I spoke sweetly, “Please shut.”

Pierre opened his mouth, considered me, knew that he had overstepped, and back away.

“The plot thickens,” murmured Tina.

“Sit down,” I offered.

The woman, Pierre had called her Marsha, didn’t sit. She just stood there and sobbed. Cried all over her baby.

Tina stood up and pushed a chair under Marsha. Now she was sitting, gasping and trying to control her tears. Might as well try to control Niagra Falls.

We sat for a long minute, then Tina offered, “Can I take the baby?”

Wordless, sniffling, Marsha handed the baby to Tina.

“What’s his name? Or is it her?”

“Charley,” sniffed Marsha. She had the look of somebody who has held a baby for a month straight, and now that somebody else was holding him she looked lost.

“Would you like something to eat?” I asked.

“No…I don’t—“

I waved to Pierre, who was there instanter.

“Pierre, Marsha would like…?” I looked at Marsha.

Timidly, Marsha whispered. “Could I have a hamburger?”

Huh. Younger than 25.

“Yes, ma’am,” he said. Now that the young lady was adopted by us she was a customer, and would receive all the respect that an upper crust establishment has to offer.

“Oh,” I said. “That sounds delish. Can you change my order to a burger? Fries and a Coke, of course.”

“Me, too,” said Tina, cradling the baby and rocking him gently. She had one of those goofy smiles that women get when they fall in love with a baby.

Pierre nodded and whisked himself away.

“Now then,” I said, shoving my untouched glass of water in front Marsha. “Please tell us everything.”

And darned if Marsha didn’t start crying all over again.

Marsha nibbled on French Fries. She had demolished that burger like it was the last burger on earth, or the first burger she had had in years.

“So I mismanaged everything. I thought I had the part sewn up, I was told I did, then the production company went broke, and then I found myself pregnant, and…”

She told us the tale of woe that is not all that common, but does happen, in Hollywood. Yes, young starlets come to town, but then they end up getting real jobs, or just return to Podunk, Nebraska to raise a family.

But this one hadn’t gone home. This one had stayed and tried to make it, baby and all.

You had to admire her courage. Maybe not her smarts, but certainly her drive to make something better of herself.

“So you were slated for the lead in a series produced by…what was that production company again?”

“Starbright.” She spoke like she had a secret and didn’t want to say it. Of course.

“My husband had dealings with that production company,” I said.

“Yes, I know.”

And there it was. The dawn’s light. The thought that bursts. The curse that ruins your life.

At that moment I knew it. And, female intuition, Tina knew it. And that was Marsha’s secret.

So for a full 30 seconds nobody said anything.

Tina stopped rocking the baby, as he was asleep and making adorable, little baby sounds.

I stared, put my sunglasses back in place so I could stare from behind shields.

Marsha kept looking up, then looking down, nibbling a fry, looking up, looking down…

“I would like a paternity test.”

Yet we all knew the results.

“I’m sorry, I don’t—“

“Stop being sorry,” interjected Tina.

“Yes, no more of this ‘sorry’ shit.”

“But I don’t know you, and I come here and…”

“And there was nowhere else to go.”

“No. I have no family. I was an orphan, and—“

“So, here’s what we’re going to do.” I spoke with the confidence of a woman who has made up her mind. Lord knows my confidence was shattered beyond all repair. “First, we’re going to put you up in a swank hotel. No charge to you. And while you’re getting room service and massages we will get the paternity test done. If everything works out, we will confront my husband.”

“Confront…Roscoe Tan—“ She couldn’t even finish his name. He was a powerful figure, she was a failed starlet. What she hadn’t grasped, yet, was that she had his bloodline.

“Yes. We will confront. We will make a plan. And if you really are in possession of Roscoe Tannenbaum’s child, then you will never want again.”

Marsha started crying again.

I said to Tina, “Hey, baby hog, give me the squirt.”

Tina handed me the sleeping baby and I cradled him, and my heart felt warmer than toes over a fire.

Roscoe Tannenbaum’s future looked up at me and smiled a toothless grin.


CHAPTER THREE

I had dreamed of a baby in my waking dream that morning. Intuition? Some weird sort of prescience? Probably. Being in California I get accused of being part of the loony tune, peace and love, save the planet cult, but that doesn’t mean these things don’t happen.

And, to be honest, while I don’t spend my millions on gurus in spandex selling tea leaf theory, I do believe there are things of the human spirit that should be explored, and definitely not denied.

So, to explore the fact that my husband had a baby by another woman.

The baby was two months old. So Roscoe had boffed little Miss Marsha some 11 months previous. We had been married 23 months. So he was a cheater, and a bastard, and a lot of other bad names.

What do you call it when a woman is cuckolded? I know. Cuckolding is when the wife steps out. But what do you call it when a man steps out?

As we drove away from the restaurant I glanced at the other ladies.

Tina was in the back seat, arms spread out and sitting like the Queen of the May. The top was down on my Maserati, and she did so love the way the wind whipped her hair in the wind.

Marsha sat in the front seat, rocking Charley and cooing to him, and nervous as a cat on a hot solar panel. Hell, the woman had been preyed upon, found herself on the streets, and had just had her first meal in what was likely ages.

And it was a miracle baby Charley hadn’t suckled all the milk out of her skinny, little breasts. (Well, once they were big, and she still had the shape, but you know how gluttonous little babies can be, right? Suck the nipples right off the tit if it was left up to them.)

“Siri,” I asked my dash mounted cell phone, “what is the female equivalent of a cuckold?”

Siri, stupid as always, asked if that was the correct address. I said no, and the bitch actually asked me if I wanted directions or to make a phone call.

Tina laughed outright, and even Marsha tittered.

“Well, do better, bitches,” I commanded caustically.

Tina, of course, rose to the challenge. She opened her cell phone and googled, then told me the answer.

“It’s a cuckquean. It’s supposed to be a fetish.”

“I’ve got your fetish right here,” I groused.

“Sounds like it’s more of an everybody knows kind of thing, the husband seems to control it, the wife has to ask permission to be involved, that sort of thing. So what are you going to do?”

“Huh,” I grunted. Truth, I felt like driving my precious, little Maserati into a light pole and handing Roscoe the bill, and laughing in his face. There were several things stopping me, however.

First, the price of a Maserati isn’t much to a tycoon like Roscoe. Pocket change, if you get my drift.

Second, it was my car, and I loved it, and what was the point in hurting myself? It was Roscoe that needed the hurting.

We pulled up to my doctor’s office and we strolled into the veddy expensive clinic like we owned the place, which, if you consider how many friends I had sent there for plastic surgery, we did.

“Is the Doc in?” I asked the nurse at the front.

She smiled professionally, recognized me, and immediately picked up the phone and pressed a button. “Dr. Patterson? Mrs Tannenbaum is here. Uh, huh.” Hung up and said, “He’ll just be three minutes. Would you like coffee, tea, or…?” she arched her eyebrows in question.

“No, thanks. We’ll just lurk a bit.”

I led my two girls and brat over to the door leading to the back area. I nodded for Marsha to sit. Tina folded her arms and leaned against the wall facing me. I folded my arms and leaned against the wall.

Behind us, at the counter, the nurse kept glancing us. Our behavior was out of the norm, but she managed to contain her curiosity and  pretend she was ignoring us.

“So, girlfriend. What’s the haps?” asked Tina.

I smiled. It was the kind of smile that could freeze boiling lava in under second.

“Anything exciting been happening lately?”

I lowered an eyebrow and frosted her again.

She laughed. “Would you like to purchase a gun? Fully automatic? Guaranteed for 50,000 rounds?”

“Now you’re talking,” I muttered.

She grew sober. “Seriously, what are your plans for dealing with this little imbroglio?”

“You mean beyond an enema with a ten foot railroad spike?”

Tina grew silent and watched me. I had started talking, all she had to do was give me the silence and I would be forthcoming.

I sighed. “So I find out my loving hubbie has been making babies without my permission. What should I do?”

Tina shrugged. She waited. She was a wise girl.

Sighing again, trying to calm myself down, I said, “At first, all I wanted to do was make him suffer. But how do you make a guy richer than God suffer? I could divorce him, but, I hate to say this, I love him.”

I didn’t say anything for a moment. Then: “If only I could make him feel the hurt I feel. How it feels to be betrayed. How it feels like to be a woman…” I stopped. Little lights going off in the back of my mind. Little avalanches sliding around inside my head. Thoughts ganging up on me and forcibly opening my mind.

“What?”

“If only,” I started again. “If only I could make him understand what it is to be a woman, and to…” My mind sort of short circuited at that moment. I had said it. I had pronounced sentence on the cheating bastard. I just had to figure it out. My half statement, if taken as whole, to make him feel, to understand, what it was like to be a woman…then…then….

Then the door opened and Doctor Patterson smiled out. “Mrs. Tannenbaum! How wonderful to see you! Come in!”

Quickly we trailed after him to his office. Me, then Tina, then Marsha and the swaddling babe.

His office was stylish, done in green clothe with nary a sign of a medical instrument. This was where the close was done. This was where he sold the tricks of his trade. Very professional.

He made sure we were comfortably seated, then sat down himself. He sat down behind an acre of polished hardwood. Not a pencil nor basket upon the thing. Just a sheen that reflected faces accurately.

“What can I do for you today?”

“This is Marsha Carson. I would like you to do a paternity test on her.”

A blank shield dropped around the doctor, and I knew what had happened. I was the client, but my husband paid the bills, and he and my husband, dear old Roscoe, were part of the ‘old boys’ club.

But I, of course, was a member of a bigger club. I was part of the females of the world, biggest damn club in the world, and I had a cause.

Heck, I had a mission, and possibly a jihad. And he, wise, old doctor, could read that in my oh so beautiful face.

He regarded me, framed his words, sighed, framed more words, then simply gave up.

“And the presumed father?”

“Roscoe.” I said it flatly.

He sighed yet again, then he tried. “There are laws concerning the revealing of medical information…”

I slid in, as if with a knife. I leaned forward slightly and, as coldly as I could: “I need the results today. I don’t need a copy. This can all be off the books. Nobody need ever know that you even gave the test.”

I watched his throat work very slowly. It was a gulp. A slow motion gulp that revealed that he didn’t like being the subject of my broadsides.

“Yes, but—“

“Furthermore, while you are quick walking the test to a conclusion, I will be going to the bank and taking out $5,000 cash. I presume that will be enough for this service?”

“It…I don’t…you must understand…” he faded away. He gave his final sigh.

I waited.

Slowly, as if by pixels, he seemed to relax. He had come to a conclusion regarding my dastardly request. He looked at Marsha, “If I can have a look at this little charmer.”

And, as the good doctor bounced Charley on his knee, a nurse was called to begin the test, and it was the beginning of the end for Roscoe Tannenbaum.

That afternoon we sat around the pool and sipped Margaritas. Real Margaritas made by Jaunita.

Well, Tina and I drank. Marsha sipped a Coke. She worried about the effect of alcohol on her baby milk. It was obvious that she was a good mother. Yes, she had fallen on hard times, and her story indicated that she hadn’t been the sharpest Ginsu in the drawer, but she had a good heart and was trying.

“So, what you going to do?”

“I want to change him into a woman.”

Tina spit out half a gulp of good Margarita. “You what?”

“I want him to know what it feels like to be a woman.”

“Roscoe T? The Man himself?”

“Maybe it’s time ‘The Man’ learned what is like to be ‘The Woman.’”

“Jesus. You’re serious.”

“As serious as a castration.”

Tina gave a mock shiver. “Please don’t say that word. I like my men to have all their parts.”

At that moment Juanita came out with another tray of Margaritas. She placed them on the wrought iron table we were sitting around and started to leave, but I said, “Juanita, could you please have a seat?”

Tina blinked. I could see she was having trouble with my bringing the servants into this.

Hesitantly, Juanita sat down. I pushed one of the Margaritas towards her. “Drink, girl, we have some serious business to discuss.”

Juanita gripped the glass, her hand tight around the stem, and lifted it to her mouth. She looked at me for a moment, and then, perhaps because she needed to imbibe a little to enable herself to deal with things out of the ordinary, she took a big gulp.

“I’m going to change my husband into a woman,” I said. “And there are going to be times when I will need your help.”

Juanita’s dark, Mexican eyes grew round and liquid. “Muxe?” she blurted.

“If you mean a man who becomes a woman, then, yes.”

The woman had a fit, without moving, right in front of me. I half expected her to make the sign of the cross and running screaming from my home.

But I should have known better. This was an old Mexican lady who had seen good times and hard, who had raised children, and put up with the peccadillos and felonies of the opposite sex.

Juanita, who had helped me drag my drunken husband to bed, was built of stern stuff. After the gulping and wide eyes and the heavy breathing and looking around as if to see who was listening, she giggled. Actually giggled.

Tina laughed.

Marsha smiled wanly. She was a good girl, and she didn’t know how mean and vicious high class people like myself could be.

“What do I need to do?”

So we began talking about clothes and make up, methods for forcing the transition, how to deal with Roscoe’s temper tantrums, and other bits and pieces of the coming production.

And the pool man showed up. A studly, Greek God sort of fellow,  a little middle-aged, but still rippling with muscles, a surfer’s haircut, and the look in his eyes that told us he was a struggling actor.

Of course. Everybody in Southern California wants to be an actor. Why would he be different?

“Hey! What’s your name?” I called out.

He stood there, festooned with long poles and hoses, and said, “Dick.”

“Oooh, I like that name,” bubbled Tina.

“Well, Dick, come over here and have a Margarita. I need your advice on matters of world importance.”

Dick came and sat down next to Tina. Well, actually, he sat down on the chair next to Tina, and then my girlfriend sort of crawled into his lap and started licking his face.

Now, truth be told, we were getting sloshed. Juanita had kept up the flow of world class Margaritas, our favorite liquor store, the Pink Dot, was keeping us supplied with endless bottles, and I was starting to slur my words.

Well, truth be known, I needed this. Not only had I been betrayed, but I hadn’t partied like this for years. Maybe a decade. I had been too preoccupied with how I looked to have a truly good time. So I was having a good time.

Tina: “Hi, DICK! I love your name. DICK. Do you think you could do your name to me?”

And Dick said the funniest thing I had ever heard. “Actually, I’m gay.”

We all laughed hysterically. And Tina cursed. Then Tina said: “I’m going to convert you.” And we all ooohed and awwwed and pitied the DICK.

“So what is this problem you need my advice on?”

In his defense, he wasn’t drunk, and so was still serious.

“My husband cheated on me so I want to make him into a girl.”

“Cool,” he nodded thoughtfully, not put off a blink, even though he was sober, by my outlandish statement. “Where do we start?”

And so the afternoon went. More and more people showed up. More and more bottles showed up. More and more Margaritas disappeared. by the time Roscoe arrived home, fashionably late, I might add, there were 40 or 50 people in the house and overflowing the pool area. The sound system was working at full pitch and The Doors were telling everybody it was ‘The End.’ Neighbors came to complain about the noise and were absorbed by the frivolity and festivity. Cops came to issue citations, so we called the mayor who called the police chief who called…and the cops disappeared. Or went off duty and joined the party.

And, I might interject, Marsha and Charley had been whisked away to the Beverly Hills Hotel, where they were enjoying a sedate and sober, and relieved, night.

Anyway, to get back to the story, all the people who were at the party, close friends or passersby, were asked their advice, and help, on the production dealing with turning Roscoe Tannenbaum into a woman.

And they all had sage wisdom and good ideas to add to the mix. And they all laughed and said it was a good idea. And…I want to make a point here.

Some of you dear readers may be wondering how I expected to be able to pull off this absolutely stupendous practical joke. And it was becoming known as a great joke. Heck, even though I talked about Roscoe as a cheater, and even seemed a bit vindictive, everybody automatically classified it as just one more practical joke.

To be truthful, they probably had to. To consider my plan as nothing but the projection of a jilted female would have resulted in people walking away, and nobody wanted to walk away. So it was classified as, accepted as, a practical joke.

And why didn’t they want to walk away? Because they had all, close friends and passsersby alike, been the victim of my husband’s practical jokes.

The mail man had reached into the mail box and put his hand in a pile of dog doo.

Our neighbors woke up to find their lawn painted purple.

DICK had been cleaning our pool, and found out that his cleaner had been replaced with soap, very sudsy soap.

Everybody…EVERYBODY…had felt the bite of my overzealous husband’s sick and twisted sense of humor.

So they were all willing.

And here is the crux…if I had asked everybody to keep a secret,  everybody would have told. They would have giggled and blurted, and called the local news, and written emails and twitters and committed every other sort of communication to the world at large. Roscoe would have found out about my plans long before he ever arrived home.

But in telling people that it was all just a practical joke, NOBODY said a word. Nobody could have dragged the truth out of them, not even with Budweiser horses.

EVERYBODY wanted to be part of the grandest practical joke of all time…EVERYBODY wanted a little revenge for the constant trickery Roscoe had subjected them to.

And, by the time most of them sobered up, most of them had forgotten the conversations. They just figured it was drunk talk and life went on and that was that.

Heh. Heh.

This has been the first two chapters from
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