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PART ONE

“Oh…oh…I’m almost…I’m gonna…AHHH…AHHHH…FUCK!”

Ron’s legs almost gave out as he spewed. They shook, they partially gave way, and his whole body locked into the moment of orgasm. “Fuck!” he whimpered.

He looked down, and couldn’t believe it.

Janice was holding his dick down so he spewed all over her tits.

“But…but…” he tried to speak, though it was difficult after such a violent cum. “You didn’t…swallow.”

His wife looked up at him, a twisted sort of a smirk on her face. She was a beautiful woman. Large breasts, a pear-shaped ass, a face that put Helen of Troy to shame. “Why would I do that?” she asked.

Ron gave a groan as his last bit of semen drizzled out. She wiped the head of his dick on her sumptuous breasts. Then she let go of his cock and began smoothing his semen onto her tits.

“Mmm. Lots of protein. Good for the skin.”

“But we talked about that! You agreed to swallow.”

She shook her head as she wiped his big load onto her breasts. Her nipples were large, excited, and she had yet to cum.

“Nope. I listen and you talked. I never agreed to swallow, you agreed with yourself that I should swallow.”

“But…that’s…you need to swallow!”

“Why? So I can call myself a woman?” She laughed. “It’s amazing the mythology guys build up to gauge the value of their woman.”

“I’m not judging your value. It’s just that in the game of sex women should swallow the man’s spunk.”

“Says who?”

“Says…says…it’s just the way it’s supposed to be.”

“Again…says who?”

Ron sat up as she finished massaging his batter onto her flesh. “Look, men squirt. It’s not considered a complete squirt unless it actually enters the woman. If I was fucking your pussy the semen goes inside. If I fuck your asshole then, again, the sperm is deposited. And if you blow me then the semen should be swallowed.”

“Sounds good in theory, but I’ll tell you the sad truth. If your semen tasted a little better I might consider it. But, my loving husband, your sperm is not the tasty treat you believe it is, therefore…I will not be swallowing it. Not now, and not in the foreseeable future.”

“But that’s not fair!”

Janice sat on the bed. She put her hand around the back of his head and pulled him towards her. “But that’s the way it is. So, my loving hubby…” She planted her lips against him. He kissed her, but he wanted it to end fast, and he tried to make it a peck instead of a plant.

She stared at him. “What?”

“Nothing.”

She nodded. You don’t want to even kiss me because I’ve had your cock in my mouth. Think how much worse it would be if I had allowed your little gift?”

“Stop it.”

But now she was getting irked.

“I got you off, with hands and with mouth. I expect the same from you.”

He shrugged her hand off his neck. “You didn’t swallow!”

“You expect me me to swallow, and you won’t eat me out.”

“I already got off,” he said, selfishly.

“So you’re done and the heck with me.”

“That’s…no.” He realized what a trap he had set for himself and he tried to get out of it. “Lay down, honey. I’ll get you off.”

But now Janice was officially pissed off. “No thanks. Don’t do me any favors. You don’t want to fuck me…so I don’t want you to fuck me.”

“Oh, crap. Look. I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have said that.”

“No. You shouldn’t have, and you should have cheerfully gone down on me and returned the favor. But, no. You want to be an asshole. You cum and you’re all done. And, on top of that you you want me to swallow, but… SHEESH!”

“Look, baby. I’m sorry. You’re right. Tell me what I can do to make up for it.”

She glared at him. The argument was done, but women are the more vicious of the species. She wasn’t done.

“Okay, my little Bozo Brain, you want to make up for your stupidity? Then you have to cum in me and then eat me out. Suck your own sperm from my pussy.”

“No, I mean really. What can I do?”

She gave him the gimlet eye. “That’s what you can do! Fuck me, eat me…and swallow!”

“You’re being unreasonable.”

“The fuck you say! You pull that ‘Rules for me but not for thee’ crap.”

He frowned up at her. He knew better than to start yelling; he didn’t want a fight, but there had to be some way out of this little war. He decided to try the ‘walk away’ gambit.

“Look. We’ll talk tomorrow. Right now we need to go to sleep.”

“So you start it, you don’t like it, and you try to cancel it out. That’s not the way this works, buddy.”

And now, the ‘walk away’ gambit having failed, he lay on his side and whispered, “Shut up.”

She reached across the bed and grabbed his shoulder and pulled. “What did you say?”

He snapped, “Shut up. Grow up. Before I throw up.”

Her eyes opened wide, and—somewhere in the back of her mind was a little voice telling her to back off, to go easy, but sometimes a person doesn’t pay attention to that little voice. She said, “If you don’t eat my pussy, right now, to a grand and glorious cum…then I’ll never let you in me again.”

He turned over, fluffed the pillow and ignored her.

“Did you hear me, Mr. Stinky Semen?”

He should have known better, but… “Stinky pussy.”

She grabbed her pillow and hit him.

He spun towards her, but it was too late. She was walking out of the room. She was carrying her pillow, and that meant she was going to grab a blanket out of the hall closet and sleep on the couch.

“Janice! Come on! Come back here and let’s talk!”

But it was too late for talking.

Janice awoke, and decided sleeping on the couch was a bad idea.  She had a couple of minor aches in her back. Heck, let him sleep on the couch. She giggled. She was over her anger. Still mildly irritated, and possessed of the desire to ‘get even’ with Ron, but…the day was too glorious to be really mad.

She stretched, sat up, and her big boobs needed a bra. That was the thing about being well endowed, you always needed a good bra.

She got up and padded back into the bedroom. Ron was still asleep, but he awoke while she was brushing her teeth. He came into the bathroom and hugged her from behind. “Sorry, baby.”

“That’s all right,” she said airily, “I’m going to get even.”

He grabbed her boobs and squeezed, then played with her nipples. “Wouldn’t you rather get off?”

“Nah.”

He blinked and stood back. He watched her eyes in the mirror. “A freebie, I work and you squirt.”

“Nah.”

Puzzled, he returned to the bedroom.

She came out a minute later, found a good bra and put it on. Then took it off. She found a half bra and put it on. Her boobs were really on display now. Her nipples were hard and poking out. She pulled on a tee shirt, thick enough to be opaque and thin enough to let her nips really show.

She turned so he couldn’t help but notice and wiggled a thong up her shapely legs. She snugged it into her crack, squeezed her now prominent mons, and smiled.

“Are you sure you don’t want to…” He had just cum the night before, but the sight of her presented so deliciously brought his peeny right back up.

“Nah.”

“Honey, we need to talk.”

She turned to him, gave him a full view of her stacked body, her thin waist, her pear shaped ass. “When I say that you always groan and say you don’t want to talk.”

“Well, this is different.”

She gave a loud groan and said, “I don’t want to talk about that.”

She was smiling, she was joking, but something was working inside her. She was liking this game.

The fact was that she had always been a prick teaser. She loved turning the boys on and watching them suffer. To revisit her fun loving high school personality was really a lot of fun.

She rolled some stockings up her legs, turning them this way and that, giving him a view of her stems and her not really concealed pussy. She looked up at him, smiled, and pulled on a pair of skin tight shorts.

He squeaked. Honestly, an actual squeak.

She sat down at her vanity and began decorating her face.

Ron was getting dressed, but he was slow. He kept looking at her and gulping.

She rolled on red lipstick, smacked her lips and looked directly at him. She said, “I call this color ‘blow job red.’ Unfortunately, it’s not ‘swallow red.’”

Then she stood up, slipped on a pair of high heels and sauntered past him. She slipped a hand around his cheek and blew him a kiss.

Ron stood for a moment, not moving, and felt like a moose that had just had a hand grenade go off in his antlers.

That was a fun day for Janice. They went to yard sales and looked for deals. She didn’t find anything, but she liked the attention she was getting from males. She made sure she talked to the ladies, she didn’t want to create a wave of bad feeling, and ignored the men.

Then they went to lunch. She ordered a Rueben, ate half and boxed the other half for later. One didn’t keep their svelte figure by overeating.

Ron ordered breakfast. He ate, and they chatted, and discussed yard sales, and he finally broke. “Honey? Are you still really mad at me?”

“Oh, no.”

“But I keep getting the feeling that you are, or that you are irritated, or something.”

She sipped her Coke through a straw, which made her red lips kissy. “Babe, I’m not angry or irritated or anything. I have realized, however, that I let you cum too much.”

That was a blinker, and Ron stared at her.

“I’ve decided that I’m going to change things up with you.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means that I’m not going to fuck you until you swallow cum.”

Another blink.

“I don’t…look, if you don’t fuck me then how could I ever, uh, deposit the semen I am supposed to eat?”

She pursed her lips and frowned. “That is a problem, but I have a solution.”

“What?”

“Simple. I’ll milk you, then you can swallow and fulfill your quality as a man.”

He shook his head, started to speak, cleared his throat, and was having a hard time with this idea. “Uh, look, I think…”

“Honey,” she said. “That is what I’ve decided, and so it is true.”

“But…this isn’t fair.”

“Why not?

“I want to have regular sex, like a man with his wife.”

She tapped her cheek with one red tipped finger. “Regular sex. Isn’t that an interesting phrase? What does it really mean?”

“It means we have sex on a regular basis, with normal and accepted acts.”

“Is that what that means?” She picked up her cell and asked, ‘Definition for ‘regular.’’’

Her phone said, ‘Arranged in a pattern.’

She smiled, “A pattern. It seems that you have added ‘accepted acts’ to your definition.”

“But, honey—“

“But even if we include ‘accepted acts’…accepted by who?”

“Well, by society.”

“Society isn’t in my bedroom. And accepted ‘to’ me means accepted ‘by’ me.”

He shook his head. He was irritated, but trying not to show it. “I’m supposed to accept milking, but you don’t accept swallowing.”

“When your semen is a little sweeter smelling then maybe I’ll accept swallowing.”

They drove home with him in a funk, and her cheerful. He pulled into the driveway and put the car in park.

Janice swiveled in the passenger seat and asked, “Would you like to have a milking?”

“No.” He was curt and he got out of the car and stomped towards the house.

Janice just smiled. He was angry now, but as the days passed, as the weeks and maybe even months passed, he would eventually be more horny than mad. And she would be dressed provocatively and acting indecent the whole while.

Ron cut the lawn that afternoon, then he came in and had a couple of beers while he watched the game. The weird thing was that he was so damned horny.

He had just cum the night before, but being refused makes a man hungry. And it didn’t help that Janice was bopping around the house in skin tight shorts, turning this way and that and showing off her boobs.

When half time came she came into the room, plopped herself on his lap, and went to work on his mouth.

Oh, Lord, she had lips, and she knew how to use them. She placed her arms on his shoulders and pressed her lips to his. He felt the heat and the curvature of her plump mouth. Her large breasts, with those stick up nipples, pressed into him, and he raised his hands and began feeling them.

She groaned as he rubbed her nipples softly.

His pecker, already half a chub, became a raging hard on. It pressed into her bottom and she wiggled on it and giggled.

The announcer on the TV said, “And they’re lining up for the kick off.”

She pulled her head back and looked into his grey eyes. “Want to dump a load?”

Now he was caught. Of course he did. But he wanted to fuck her, not get his asshole diddled until he squirted. Besides, he knew she was going to try and get him to eat her if she even did let him into her. “Nah,” he said.

But he didn’t say it as well, and with such light hearted abandon, as she had.

“Okey dokey. Enjoy the game,” and she walked out of the room.

He looked down at his pants. Fuck. His cock was fat and hard and ready to rocket.

He sighed, ignored his cock as best he could, and turned his attention to the game.

“And…there it goes. It’s a high kick, back to the goal post, and, they’re letting it bounce out of bounds. The line of scrimmage will be on the twenty and…”

The announcer’s voice faded to Ron when Janice returned to the room. She was naked, carrying a big towel and a small bag. She laid the towel on the floor in front of the TV. She sat down cross legged and watched the big screen as she reached into the bag.

Ron stared in fascination, then realized she was taking out first a butt plug, then a vibrator.

“What the fuck?” But it was more of a breathy whisper, not as loud as the announcer on TV, and Janice might have heard it, or might not.

The butt plug was a silver one with a blue diamond on base. She gripped the plug by the base and held it up. She began slathering lube on it. She turned and asked him over her shoulder, “I’ve got another one. Would you like to join me.”

His throat was dry. He shook his head, grabbed for a beer and wet his throat.

“Okay.” She rolled over on her side, got on all fours, and slipped the plug into her anus. “Oh, good Lard…that feels so damned heavenly. A good butt plug after not cumming the night before? I suggest you try it.”

Ron got up and tried not to stagger into a wall as he walked into the kitchen. He got out another beer. He opened the bottle and returned to the TV room.

Janice was sitting cross legged, weight on the plug, and wiggling. “God, I can really feel that. It’s making my pussy so hungry.”

Ron sat down and sucked beer and tried to watch the game.

Janice took her vibrator out of the bag and held it up. It was a big one with lots of horsepower. She crawled to the base of the TV, lifting up her butt so Ron couldn’t help but see the blue jewel winking at him, and plugged it in.

She sat back down and reached into the bag and pulled out a big dildo. It was big and long with big swirly ridges down the side. She turned to Ron. “I just love this big, old pecker. Don’t you?”

He shifted his eyes back up to the TV and gulped his beer loudly.

She placed the dildo at the entrance to her pussy and began rubbing it up along her slit. She pressed it to her clitoris.

“God,” she said. “Why have I been wasting my time with real cocks. I could have been having the good, the bad and the ugly this whole time.”

She inserted the monster into her pussy. She pushed it in, groaning and wiggling, until she was full. Keeping it in with one hand she grabbed the vibrator and turned it on. She pressed it against her pussy and began rubbing.

The sound of the vibrator undercut the sound of the game on TV, and Ron was trapped. He could see her from the rear, and he could see her reflection on the big screen.

His cock was out of control. It was so hard it hurt. From squirting his brains out the night before to desperately needing to cum, and all through the nefarious intentions of his bitch wife. Fuck!

Janice rubbed and rubbed. Then she took the vibrator out and smiled at him. “I was getting too close. One should always make these things last as long as possible. Right, Ron?”

Ron said nothing. He could only watch and feel his pecker trying to rip through his pants.

Janice went back to rubbing. Then she lowered the vibrator and placed it on her diamond butt plug. She actually gave a little jump and squealed.

Ron’s leg jerked. He had forgotten about his beer and his throat was dry. He had no idea what was going on with the game.

Janice laid back, giving him an even better view. She let go of the dildo, it lay on the floor and in her pussy, but it was long enough that it didn’t just pop out. She grabbed a nipple and began tweaking it, and she moaned as she worked the vibrator over her pussy.

Ron was now frozen. He had seen his wife masturbate before, but it was usually mutual masturbation for kicks.

And he had gone facetime with her when he was on a trip and they had gotten off separately but together.

But he had never seen such a wanton display of pure sexuality in his life. He could feel her heat, he was excited by her excitement.

She look up at him, her head upside down from her position on the floor but her eyes met his. “Oh, baby. This is for you.”

She suddenly arched her back in a big spasm. She groaned so loud it might have been a shout. Her legs shook and jerked, and her hips pumped once, twice…eight times. Then she lay there, gasping, the dildo still in her. She turned off the vibrator and took out the dildo. Then she took out the butt plug. She wrapped everything in the towel and left the room. She was smiling and looked tired.

Ron sat there, electrified and frozen. Heysoos Xristo. What a show! That was almost worth not cumming, just to see that.

Janice came back into the room. She was holding a butt plug. It was coated with lubricant. She put it down carefully on the end table and sat down next to him. She cuddled against him. She said, “I really want to give you a thrill.”

He could hardly talk, he was so excited, but he managed to mumble, “I’ve tried out plugs before.”

“I know, honey,” she said, stroking his pants and feeling his hard cock. “But you’ve got me so hot and horny and I really, really want to put that little choo choo up the poo poo.”

On retrospect, Ron didn’t stand a chance. She kept playing with his cock through his pants. She unzipped him. She cuddled and kissed and even begged, and finally he gave in.

He wanted some of that crazy sexy attitude that she was emoting.

She pulled his pants down, then his underwear. He stood up and she gently inserted the plug.

“Honey,” she said, “I should probably tell you.”

“What?” He grunted as the thing seated and warm feelings began going through him. For a second it felt like he had to pee, then he just felt good.

“This is not really a butt plug.”

“Sure feels like one.”

“It’s a prostate massager.”

“What’s the difference?”

“It rubs the prostate, it’s going to make you hornier and hornier, and you’re going to love it. You’ll probably be dripping before long, and it’s going to drive you crazy.”

“Fuck,” he wheezed, sitting down and feeling the anal intruder massage his insides.

“Nah,” she said.

Surprisingly, with the massager up his rectum, Ron found himself laughing with her.

Being horny all the time is an interesting experience. Ron found himself pumping his hips at odd times, and he kept adjusting his crotch, and he felt the little thing in his butt rubbing his prostate endlessly. Just sitting was an experience, but walking caused it to move back and forth.

He took it out at bedtime, but when the next morning rolled around Janice smiled, made out with him for a while, then got him to insert the plug again.

“Wear it at work?” he objected.

“It will make the day more fun.”

And it did that. All morning he squirmed at his desk. He talked to people, other department heads, secretaries, vendors, whoever, and he was always aware that his butt was turned on, and that he was slightly flushed.

“Are you feeling all right, Ron?” asked his secretary, then she even insisted on feeling his forehead. “You do feel a little warm.”

“But not hot,” he said, totally aware of the double entendre.

He continued working.

And realized, at eleven in the morning, that he had a wet patch on the front of his slacks. He was leaking! That damned butt plug was making him leak pre-cum, or semen, or whatever.

For a moment he almost ran to the bathroom to take it out. Then he grabbed his cell and called Janice.

“Honey, I’ve got to take this thing out. I’m leaking all over the place.”

“That’s why I packed you an extra ‘sandwich.’”

He frowned and looked down at his briefcase.

“Make sure you open it when there’s a lot of people around.”

That was code to warn him he’d better not open it when there were people around. There wasn’t anybody around right then so he flipped the briefcase open.

“Oh, fuck,” he whispered.

She laughed on the other end of the line.

Tucked in against his folders was a feminine pad.

“Just put that in your panties and you’ll be fine.”

“Honey, can’t I just take the thingie out?”

“What? Don’t you like to be horny?”

“Well, yeah…”

“Then keep it in. Maybe I can stir it around a little when you get home. Give you a real thrill.”

He was silent.

And here was the crux of the matter.

He did like being horny. Yes, he wanted to cum, and being a man he liked just wham, bam thank you ma’am, but, once started, he loved living in the excitation phase of sex.

Not that he did it very often, his wife used to keep him horny a lot when they first met, she had actually been sort of a prick teaser back then. But…man, did he like being horny. He felt the blood surge in his groin. His nipples were erect and excited just by the cloth in his shirt, and…he looked at the pad.

“Fuck,” he whispered. Then he slipped the pad into his pocket and headed out of his office and towards the men’s room.

The pad was easy to put on. He simply lowered his tighty whiteys and slapped the thing in place. He didn’t feel it at all, and in his loose slacks there wasn’t any bulge.

He returned to his office, free to leak and not worry about it. A half hour later the wet spot on his slacks was dry and there was no trace that it had ever been.

At home, Janice hung up the phone and laughed. The thought of him walking around al horny got her so horny that she had a session with the vibrator.

Man, she hadn’t had this much sex since college. And why the hell not? She loved it!

And, truth, he loved it.

So it was time to play games.

Ron made it through the day. There were a few moments when his thoughts wandered, but it was worth it. He felt so sexy, and he did have to hide his cock a bit when he walked, it was so damned hard, but…it was worth it.

Five o’clock and he was out of there.

Normally he was lackadaisical about getting off work. Normally he would drive along, listen to the radio, and just soft of think. It was ‘alone’ time, and he liked it.

But not when he was sexually excited.

He zipped along, feeling his boner, and was home in a jiffy. He walked into the house.

“Honey! I’m home!”

“Back here!” she called from the bedroom.

He walked back, entered the bedroom, and stopped.

Janice was standing next to the bed, wearing just panties and a bra, and smiling.

On the bed was a big towel.

“Honey, I know what you want.”

Ron was paralyzed. She was going to milk him. And there was nothing he could do about it.

The other night they had had an argument, and it had only taken her a couple of days to bring him to complete compliance. He wasn’t about to say no.

He had been milked before, and it was pleasurable, but it always left him hornier than before he had been drained, and harder than a brick, but unable to cum for a few days.

“What’s this?” he asked inanely.

“Climb up, honey.” She patted the bed. “I want you on all fours…I am going to make you so happy.”

He moved slowly, almost as if in a dream, but he couldn’t stop himself. His dick was doing the thinking. His dick had taken over and all he could do was obey the dictates of his dick.

“Oh, fuck,” he whispered as he undid his pants and stepped out of them.

She smiled.

He tugged his tighty whiteys off, the feminine pad was soaked.

“Turn around. I’ll take your little friend out.”

He turned, was unbuttoning his shirt, and she began wiggling his butt plug.

“Oh, fuck!” he bent over the bed.

She moved it in and out, moved it side to side, angled it so it pressed directly on his prostate. Suddenly it felt like he had to pee.

“Let me go pee first.”

“Nope. That’s not pee. That’s semen trying to come out.”

He couldn’t argue, and she got him up on the bed. He was still wearing his shoes, and he looked clunky, but he was so horny he didn’t care.

Gently, very gently, she pulled the prostate massager out. His ring clung to it, then it slipped through and he groaned.

“You miss your little friend?” she cooed.

He nodded and gulped.

“Now relax, honey, this is a little bigger, but it’s really going to do the job.”

When Ron had come into the bedroom he had seen a little dildo on the bed. Only a six inches. He could handle that. He didn’t see Janice reached behind the lamp and pick up an eight incher.

She took her time, lubed him up good, and worked the big dong carefully.

To Ron it felt huge, but he just figured it was the fact that he was not used to taking things up the butt. In truth, the dildo was just big.

But it finally went in. And it went in with large amounts of pleasure and moaning.

Ron lay there, his hands gripping the sheets, and Janice pumped him. In and out, around and around, then she pulled it most of the way out and angled it down so it would work directly on his prostate.

Ron was now moving his hips, pushing back, trying to feel the tip of the dildo going over his prostate.

“Relax more,” she whispered in his ear, holding his balls and working him. “Let it happen.”

Finally, he began to drool. Sperm came out of his penis in a long stream, and Janice collected it in a cup.

It took about three minutes to empty him completely, and during that time he felt looser and looser. It was a delicious feeling. Sort of like the aftermath of an orgasm, but without the sharp explosion. It was like an orgasm, but without the orgasm.

Finally, Janice extracted the dildo and put it on the side table. It was shiny with lubricant and juices. She helped Ron around until he was sitting.

He was relaxed and even feeling a bit goofy.

She held the cup in front of his face.

He stared at it and suddenly wasn’t so lackadaisical.

“Okay, honey. It’s feeding time.”

He clamped his lips shut and and shook his head.

She didn’t argue. “That’s fine. We’ve got plenty of time. By the way, I bought you a present.”

His eyebrows lowered slightly.

“Would you like your present now?”

He blinked, then nodded.

“Okay. Just sit there. I’ll put this away and get your present. Be right back.”

Janice went to the kitchen, grinning. If not now…when? She put the cup of his semen into the freezer. She then took a small box out of her purse and returned to the bedroom.

“Here you go, honey. I think you’ll find it a good fit.” She handed him the box.

Ron opened the box, he was smiling. He had gotten out of swallowing. But when he saw what was in the box his eyes went wide. He looked up at her and said, “What the fuck?”


PART TWO

“It’s a chastity tube.”

“I figured that out, but why?”

“Because I like you horny. You’re so nice and polite. You’re like a nasty, little boy being forced to be polite.”

Ron was horny right then. Even though, and probably because, he’d been drained…he was horny.

World class horny.

But his dick hadn’t started to get hard yet. It would Give it a few minutes and he would have a raging hard on that demanded all his attention.

“But I’m already horny.”

“Honey, I know. And I want you to stay that way. This little device will insure that.”

“How?”

“You won’t be able to masturbate.”

“But…but…you masturbate!”

“This is you we’re talking about. Honey, trust me. You want to try this out. Give it a few days, and if you really don’t like it we can forget about it. But…for me…try it.”

Again, he didn’t stand a chance. She was kissing him, holding his balls, and…he gave in.

“Okay.”

A look of glee on her face she dumped the contents of the box on the bed. She picked up a ring and opened it. It was shaped funny, sort of triangular, and she put it around his whole package and closed the ring.

He stared down at his cock. It was limp. But he could already feel his cock’s interest. A little perkiness inside. A ‘what was that?’ feeling.

She took out the tube, it was only a little bigger than his limp cock, and she slipped it onto him. She hooked the tube to the ring, then slipped a lock through the loop.

CLICK!

Ron stared at his penis in wonder. He was encased. Enclosed. Imprisoned. Man, talk about weird. And he was supposed to enjoy this?

Then his cock started to jerk a little. He felt the blood rushing in, and his cock started to stand up.

And stopped.

His eyes widened. It hurt, but only a little, and…it felt really fucking good!

In an odd way it was a powerful feeling, and emasculating, all at the same time. He had a cock, but couldn’t use it. What a fucking twist!

“Heysoos,” he muttered.

Janice giggled, then she went to her knees and massaged his balls. His balls felt very exposed and vulnerable under his caged cock.

She took his cage into her mouth and sucked on him.

It was bizarre and surreal and the horniest thing he had ever experienced in his life.

She reached up and fingered his butt. She looked up with a grin. “Where’s your butt plug?”

“My, oh…it’s…”

But she had found it. She ran into the bathroom and washed it off, then she greased it up and brought it back to him.

“Turn around,” she commanded as she pulled his body around. “Bend over.”

It was like he was in a state of shock. He bent, and she inserted the prostate massager.

Oh, man. Now he was full, and contained, all at the same time.

She turned him back around and faced him, her hands on his biceps. “Oh, honey. We’re going to have so much fun!”

He nodded dumbly, he was like an animal in a trap, but the trap was his own exploding emotions and sensations.

“What now?” he asked.

“What now? What now?” She gave him an incredulous look. “Now we go shopping!”

Actually, they only went grocery shopping, but it was a grocery shopping unlike any grocery shopping that Ron had ever experienced.

Janice drove. Ron didn’t think he could. His butt was shattered, his mind was broken, and his horniness was climbing to the stars.

They walked across the parking lot and Janice held his arm, kept looking up at him and giggling.

He felt awkward. His cock wasn’t able to hang down between his legs, it actually was supported by the cage and stuck up a bit, giving him a nice looking bulge.

When he walked he was getting so much sensation from the plug that he felt totally uncoordinated.

Every step was a stroke of a super hornicized cock. Every time he bent over to look at a can or pick up a potato, his butthole exploded with ecstasy. Sometimes he even had involuntary shivers, and once Janice had to grab his arm and steady him.

“Fuck,” he whispered. “I can’t do this.”

But he was doing it, and it felt so good that he wanted to keep doing it.

They went through the check out and Ron was so distracted he didn’t even know when people talked to him. They walked across the parking lot, Janice laughing out loud at him.

“You are so fucked,” she chuckled. “The look on your face, you can hardly walk. How does that old pecker feel now?”

“It won’t stop trying to get hard,” Ron worked his mouth into a gulp. Fuck, he was so messed up he wasn’t even able to let involuntary muscle actions happen.

“Think you can sleep like that?”

“I don’t think so.”

She nodded. “And we have to have you able to work tomorrow. I’ll take out the massager, but the chastity is there to stay.”

He nodded. He was okay with that. God, did it feel good. It was like a big hand was clutching his cock at all times. Controlling him, keeping him from getting erect.

They pulled into the driveway and Janice got out of the car. He was struggling to move with the plug in his hole, and she leaned back into the car. “Bring the groceries in, slave boy.”

She laughed at the blinking look on his face and went into the house.

Ron unloaded the groceries, took a couple of trips back and forth, and enjoyed the way his fanny felt. God, he had never felt so good. He placed the bags on the counter, then realized he was going to have to put things away. Janice wasn’t here.

Oddly, he didn’t think about calling to Janice and demand help, he was just having too much fun. Every step or twist or turn he took was a joy.

He put the cans away, loving it when he had to stretch up a little to reach the top shelf in the cupboard.

He put the ice cream away, almost fainting from pleasure when he bent over and arranged space for it in the freezer.

When he folded up the bags and put them behind the garbage can he groaned and actually had trouble standing back up.

He walked down the hallway to the bedroom. Janice was sitting at her vanity table. She was wearing a gown and her half bra. Her pussy was exposed and it was obvious that she had just shaved it.

She watched him in the mirror, giggling at his every step. “How’s it hanging, honey?”

“Oh, God.” He lay on the bed and stared at the ceiling.

Janice got up and came to the bed. She undid his pants, his shirt, undressed him. Leaning over him, her lips close to his, her breasts brushing his chest, “You have choices.”

He focused on her. “I do?”

“You can eat me out or wear the strap on. Which would you rather?”

He was having a hard time thinking, but he knew he preferred using his penis over his mouth. The trouble was, it wouldn’t be his own penis that he was using. Still, he mumbled. “Strap on.”

She got the strap on out of the lowest dresser drawer and helped him put it around his waist. She was so horny she didn’t wait for him to make a move. She just hopped up on the bed and crouched over his plastic peter.

“Oh, honey, you don’t know what this is…oh, fuck….doing to me!”

She went all the way down. She could feel his cage on her ass. She could even feel his little peeny wiggling, trying to get out.

“Oh, damn,” he whined. It was surreal. He wasn’t in her. And he was.

And the look of lust on her face. She grabbed her breasts and squeezed. Her face was flushed and she wiggled her pussy on him.

He began to hump her. He was more excited than if he had been using his own weenie.

Suddenly he flipped her over and drove into her.

She gasped with pleasure and held on.

Now he was crazy, unable to stop, driving in and pulling out. His mind was a haze of sex. It didn’t matter that he wasn’t getting any real sex, he was getting it all in his own mind.

It didn’t take long with this kind of sex, and Janice started moaning and groaning. She twisted her hips and took the plastic peter all the way. She reached under Ron’s butt and grabbed his balls.

They kissed, voraciously, like two animals eating the same piece of meat.

“GAH…AHHH…FUUU!” She blew like a champagne bottle and kept bubbling over for a minute afterwards.

Ron didn’t want to stop, he almost couldn’t stop, but he managed to.

She pushed him off and lay there, slack, fucked into stupid.

“Heysoos,” she muttered. “Heysoos.”

And, in her mind, I’m not going to let him out of chastity. Ever!

The next morning Ron got up. He was bleary and weary. He had woken up several times during the night, and then had had to run for the bathroom from the pain of a morning woodie.

Janice got up and got dressed. Put on sexy clothes, kissed Ron passionately, and said, “I want you to wear something for me.”

He was mind dead, and he asked, “What?”

She handed him pink panties.

He looked at them. He stared at them. He wondered what he was supposed to do about them. And he put them on.

A week previously he would have resisted. But now, sexy crazed as he was, he just went along with the program.

“Wait a minute,” Janice said.

“What?”

She bent him over, pulled the panties to the side and put in his prostate massager.

“I don’t think I can do this.”

“Hah,” she said, giving the plug a big wiggle to make sure it was solidly set. He twitched and jumped, and sagged.

She turned him around. “Do you want to take a day off?”

“I want to take a week off. I need to sleep.”

“Nonsense. Sleep is over rated. Besides, you need to support your wife in the manner to which she has become accustomed.”

And, it is true, sleep is over rated. By the time Ron had had breakfast he was awake. He wasn’t quick and smart, but he would improve during the day.

So he went to work, his balls now aching, super extra horny from being drained and making love to his wife without cumming, and, of course, his little butthole was singing praises to his plug.

And the day went well, although he was a little uncomfortable with the women’s panties on. They weren’t quite big enough, and the way the chastity tube held his cock his balls needed a bit of extra room. Instead, they hung out and he had to keep rearranging them.

Still, he made it through the day, and, oddly, though he was sometimes distracted, sometimes he was laser sharp. That was the first hint he had that men could work better if their orgasms were controlled.

The next day dawned. Ron awoke tired, but not as tired. As a matter of fact, he was not as tired because he was wired. He felt like he had a line of energy shooting up the center of his chest. The energy made him like a live wire at work, and it helped that he was wearing not just his plug and his cage, but panties and nylons.

Yep. Janice had put him in nylons. She had tolled him to shave his legs when they awoke, and in the morning she rolled panties up his legs.

Ron stared at his legs. Man, that was sexy. They were sleek and tight and…sexy.

He kissed Janice good bye, and she noted his energy, and headed off for work.

Halfway through the day he sent her an email that consisted of one word. ‘Milking?’

At home she chuckled. He was tumbling faster than a drunken clown. She wrote back. ‘Play. Milk this week end. If you’re a good boy.’

He wrote back, ‘I will be.’

And that was it for the day. Except for the wonderful, delicious, awesome feelings in his groin, his butt, and his whole body.

And, that evening, they played. She played with his groin, with his plug, sat on his mouth and made him get her off.

Later, taking a quick shower, Janice thought about their situation. She was getting more sex than she ever had, and he was getting no orgasms.

He was getting lots of sex, but…no orgasms.

And he was building up in his balls. The weekend was coming and she wondered how much squirt she would get out of him.

The weekend arrived.

Ron went to sleep late, he was wired and filled with energy, and he woke up wired and filled with energy.

But, God, was he horny. He tried to keep busy, and at work that was no problem. At home he didn’t have a lot to keep him occupied, so if he wasn’t careful he’d end up humping a doorframe.

And even that felt good.

Janice made him wear a sweat shirt that day, and a bra underneath.

Funny, she had sort of fallen into the feminization, something to do while she made him horny, but she loved it. To see her man in lingerie was turning her on more than she ever would have imagined.

They did their usual yard sale circuit, and he was sort of hunched, and looking around, and trying to make sure his bra straps didn’t show.

Again, Janice was driving. When they finished the yard sales she went to the trunk and pulled out two breast forms. As she got into the car she tossed them to him. “Put them in.”

He stared at them. They were in a convertible. But if he slumped then nobody would be able to tell.

And it was exciting. He was excited by the cage and plug and the underwear. In fact, he was starting to stare at Janice when she put on her make up and wonder.

What would it feel like to put make up on?

But he knew that was crazy.

In fact, in his logical mind he knew this whole thing was crazy. But it was too exciting to stop.

He looked up at her, then, almost defiantly, he slipped the breast forms under his sweat shirt and into his cups. In seconds he was…stacked.

He had a pair of boobs that would make any woman envious, and they looked totally natural under the sweat shirt.

She watched him, eyes agleam, and she said, “You need a wig. I’m going to buy you a wig.”

And he, blown out by all the sensations he was experiencing, said, “Bring it on.”

He wasn’t so confident, however, when she stopped at a drive in restaurant on the way home. His eyes went wide, and he ended up slumped over, mumbling and looking in the glove box to hide his boobs as the girl came to the window for their orders.

Another afternoon of playing with each other, then, that night, Janice had him on all fours on the bed. She fucked him with the dildo, and when she was done she showed him how big it was.

“Holy crap!” His eyes were wide.

But he had taken it, and it had felt good, so there wasn’t much he could say.

She, however, had something to say. “Would you like me get a bigger one?”

He shook his head, actually a little worried. Good feelings were one thing, but having an asshole wide enough for a wheel barrow was another.

Then she held up the cup she had used to catch his semen. It was two loads now. “Would you like to partake?”

Again, he clamped his mouth shut.

Another week passed. And another. And another and another.

At the end of two months, eight drainings, Janice called him into the kitchen.

He entered, listening to his feet go click, click, click. Feeling his wig brushing his neck. Thinking about the piercing she was threatening to get him.

“Hey, honey, what’s up?”

She indicated he should sit. When he did she fixed him a drink, and herself, and sat down across from him.

They sat comfortably for a minute.

“Starting tomorrow you’re going to go full make up.”

His eyes went a little wide. They usually did make up on the weekend. During the week he had work.

Oh, he could claim he was transitioning or something. The kind of work he did nobody gave a royal shit.

But…he had his own mind to deal with.

“I don’t think that’s a good idea.”

“Yep. I want you living as a woman full time. You almost are, so this isn’t that big a step. I want you with lipstick and nails and everything.”

She pushed a lipstick across the table and eyed him.

He eyed the lipstick. He picked it up, turned the base, watched the pillar of red rise.

She waited.

He sighed. He couldn’t resist. He rolled the substance on his lips.

“You see?”

He nodded. “I’m addicted.”

“Yes, you are, and that leaves us with a real problem. Something much more serious than you just wearing make up.”

He sipped his bourbon and Coke, studied the red lip print he left on the rim.

“Should I have another drink?”

“Several.”

He nodded. He finished his drink with a couple of gulps, then got up and made two more. He placed them in front of himself. Janice still had half her first drink in front of her.

They talked for a minute, filling space, and he finished the second drink.

He said, “Old oriental saying. The man drinks the first drink, the first drink drinks the second drink, and the third drink drinks the man.”

He was drinking fast and there was already a bit of a slur to his words.

“Okay,” he said. “What’s your big problem.”

“Well, honey, I’m fucking you. And it’s fun, but I’m not getting fucked.”

“I’m using the dildo on you all the time!” he protested.

“And it’s good, but it’s not enough. I would like a little flesh in my diet.”

He smiled. “I’ll use my flesh on you.”

She didn’t smile. “Not until you swallow.”

He sobered, as much as he could with two and a half drinks in him, and said, “Can’t we get over that?”

“Nope. You disrespected me. You have a double standard that I can’t abide. Now I’ve been draining you for eight weeks. And I’ve been saving it.”

He knew that. He had seen the cup of sperm next to the ice cream.

“You are going to drink that cup of sperm, or…”

“Or what?” His voice was low, and there was a bit fear in it.

“Or I’m going to go out and get myself a bit of flesh.”

His breath caught. His arms trembled.

“Honey, I…I can’t. The idea…I have thought about it, I even try to make myself, but when it comes time…I just can’t.”

“So you’re going to make me go out and get my flesh somewhere else?”

“Honey,” he was begging. “It’s just too much. If you could just disguise the smell, then I could do it. Even drunk. I’m half drunk now, and I can’t bring myself to…to…”

He hung his head miserably.

Janice watched him. Actually, she didn’t want to fuck somebody else. But she had to make this final point. Him drinking cum was what had started everything, and she had to make him do it.

“Then I will go out tomorrow night, and when I come home you will either eat me out, or I will go out again. I will go out and fuck somebody as many times as it takes.

Ron was no longer the manly stud. He lowered his head and tears fell from his eyes onto the table.

Janice was shocked. He was actually crying!

She reached forward, put her hand over his. “Ron, honey, it’s simple. Hold your nose and drink. You won’t smell anything, you won’t taste anything.”

“The texture. It’ll be like sucking slugs!” More tears fell. His back was rippling a bit as he cried.

Now Janice was caught. Push had come to shove. She sighed. “Ron. You have until tomorrow night. Tomorrow night I’ll fix myself up and head for a singles bar. Some other man will be taking what should rightfully be yours. All you have to do is close your eyes and drink.”

“I can’t…I can’t.” He was sobbing freely now. Big tears all over the table top. A puddle.

Janice had no more options. She stood up and walked out of the room.

That night she didn’t drain him. He got ready, looked at her hopefully, as hopefully as he could with his face drawn and worried.

“Honey? Aren’t you going to drain me?”

She shook her head. “I want you full to bursting when I go out tomorrow. Then, when I come back, if you clean my pussy with your tongue, I’ll drain you.”

“And if I don’t?”

“Then I won’t even drain you.”

He drew in breath, was stunned.

“Ron, if you don’t swallow you will live a life without sex. We will live a normal life, I don’t intend to do without hugs and cuddles, but your weenie will stay locked up, and you will not get sex. At all.”

Ron was back to crying.

“Now, put your chemise on. I want to go to bed.

All that night Ron cuddled with Janice. Sometimes they slept, sometimes they didn’t.

He felt her breasts, her pussy. He felt his own fake breasts. Janice had insisted he sleep with them, and she had even told him that she wanted him to get breast implants.

He didn’t mind that.

He didn’t even mind the idea of going without sex. His mind was on a plateau of pleasure all the time anyway.

But he did mind the idea of her fucking another man.

They woke up, and he was in a funk all day. He tried to smile, but he couldn’t. She smiled, but it was a heartbroken smile.

What could she do? She didn’t want to fuck somebody else? Where else could she get somebody with a pink side? Somebody who would wear what she told him, who would let himself be feminized and love it?

Yet, Ron…he wouldn’t take the final step.

Then she had an idea.

It was six o’clock, time for dinner, and Janice threw in some TV dinners. She didn’t feel like cooking.

They ate, and he kept looking up at her, hopeful, like puppy dog.

She kept a straight face.

After dinner she said, I’m going to fix myself up. Wait here.”

He did. He had a drink, cried a little, and waited.

She returned looking better than a mere movie star.

Her breasts were high  and tight, and semi revealed by a porthole dress. Her hem was high and her sexy legs clicked along in black, patent leather high heels. Her face as made up immaculately. Her hair was coiffed, French style, and a strand of tiny diamonds hung from each ear.

She asked, “Are you going to swallow?”

His mouth moved, sounds came out, but…he couldn’t do it.

“Well, okay then.”

She walked to the refrigerator and took out the ice cream. “A little desert and I’m on my way.”

The look on his face, like he had lost his best friend.

She scooped a bowl out for him. She scooped a scoop out for herself.

She watched him.

Sobbing, he nibbled at the frozen treat. He kept looking up, and she just watched him.

Finally, he was done. He looked at her scoop in her bowl. His eyes narrowed. He sniffled, “Aren’t you going to eat your ice cream.”

“That was ice cream mixed with cum.”

Everything stopped for Ron. He looked at the bowl, he looked up, he opened his mouth, nothing came out.

“I let the ice cream and the cum thaw a little, then I mixed them together and put them back in the freezer.”

“But…but…”

“You gave me the idea the other night. You said if only I could disguise the taste. Well, I did.”

She stood up. She held out her hand. “I only want to fuck you.”

He took her hand and she led him back to the bedroom. She took the chastity key off the chain around her neck and opened the lock. In two seconds he had a burgeoning boner, getting harder by the second.

He started crying. But this time they were tears of happiness.

She lay down, a beautiful woman, and spread her legs.

“I’m not wear panties, slick. Get to work.”

He did. He literally jumped on her. He pushed his cock in her He tried not to be rough, but he was so starved he couldn’t help himself.

That was all right with Janice. She didn’t mind a little rough, as long as she got to be rough back.

He didn’t last long. And she expected that, and it was all right with her. After all, this was his cum, and she would get hers later.

He suddenly arched and his squirt began. A week of pent up juices, two months of desire for the real thing.

She held her hips up and kissed his face and let him squirt and squirt and squirt.

When he was done they lay there, him still in her but shrinking.

“Thank you, honey,” he said.

“You’re welcome.”

Then he slipped out of her, shimmied down her body, and ate her out.

END
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“What the fuck!”

I roused myself from a deep and very deserved sleep, only to see Roscoe standing next to the bed, looking down at his feet and cursing.

“Wha…” I mumbled, pulling the covers over me and trying to look like I was still asleep. In truth, though I was tired, I was as awake as I had ever been.

“Did you do this?” His voice was going up. “Is this your idea of a joke?”

“Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!”

“No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?”

“Do what?” and I finally rolled over and made my eyes sleepy and tired.

Oh, baby, was I acting. And I was acting in front of the fellow who had created a half a dozen Best Actor Oscar winners. This was going to take all my prowess to pull off.

“My toes! Look at my toes.”

I blinked, and edged towards the side of the bed so I could look down to where he was pointing. And I exulted. He had felt he had to explain that it was his toes, so he was just working off emotion and blaming whoever was closest. He didn’t have any clue as to why his toes were red.

“What the fuck!” I opened my eyes wide and stared at his tootsies.

“Why’d you do this?”

I looked up at him and put a tiny edge of anger in my voice. “I didn’t do that! Why the hell would I paint my sissy husband’s toes red?” Very important to get the word sissy into the conversation as quickly as possible. “Do I look like I’m the kind of girl who’d marry a sissy?”

He kept trying to look fierce, but I could tell that my arrows had hit the mark. In some odd, almost invisible way he shriveled. He withdrew slightly into himself. I had met the challenge and acted my way out of being the culprit.

“Okay, okay,” then he tried again. “You did this because I jacked off on you the other day.”

“First, I just said I didn’t do that!” I pointed at his toes. “And, I already got you back, and, husband of mine, practical jokes aren’t my forte.” At least they usually weren’t. I was enjoying this; I was thinking of a career change. Sandy Tannenbaum, Practical Joker Extraordinaire!

“So who did this?”

Now I looked at him suspiciously. “There’s only two people in this room.”

He sputtered in outrage, so I kept up the attack. “So why did you paint your toe nails red?”

“I didn’t!”

“There’s nobody else here!” I was pushing him now. I had been accused unfairly (he thought) so I had to act the outrage. I narrowed my eyes. “Are you going pervert on me?”

“I didn’t do this!” he wailed.

“Well I didn’t, and I didn’t figure on waking up next to Bruce Jenner.”

Oh, Jesus!” he almost ran to my make up station and started looking for polish remover. “Where is it!?”

I got out of bed, and went to him. I didn’t want him making a mess, so I handed him a bottle of polish remover. He grabbed at it like a sailor grabs a life preserver after jumping off the Titanic. He sat down and lifted his foot up to the edge of the chair.

“Hold on,” I said. I took the remover out of his hands. “I don’t want you making a mess. Come here.”

I led him into the bathroom. “Put your foot here,” I pointed to the john. He placed his foot on the toilet and I sat cross legged in front of it. I giggled.

“What?” he groused.

“It is sort of cute. Hubbie gives himself a peddie. Make a good TV series.”

He let his breath out in disgust. “I’m a man’s man, not a girly man.”              

Yeah, that’s right, you like to get young girl’s pregnant. how manly. But I didn’t say that, I just thought it, and kept manipulating him.

“Well, you might say so, but Roscoe Junior says otherwise.”

Now, truth, he wasn’t really all that hard, just sort of a morning half woodie, but I reached up and grabbed his meat and in a second he was throbbing in my hand.

“Hey!” he said. But he wasn’t really protesting. What man would object to a pair of sexy hands fondling his man pole? “Take the polish off.”

“Oh, okay.” but the damage was done. He was now erect, and associating that erection with nail polish. Manly man. Huh!

So I hummed a tune and stripped the polish off and returned his toes to their ‘manly’ state.

“Okay,” he said. Standing and looking down at his repaired manhood, uh, nails.

“Not even a thanks?”

“Thank you,” and he did sound abashed. “But I have no idea how…somebody must have broken in and done it.”

“While you slept? They painted your nails and you didn’t even wake up?”

“Well, I was pretty drunk.”

I’ll say.

“Not that drunk,” I lied. “You never get that drunk.”

“Well, yeah. But somebody did it.” We left the bathroom then and re-entered the bedroom. He walked over to the double windows, which led out to a small patio. He tried the doors. “See! they’re open!”

“We’re on the second floor.”

“He had a ladder.”

“He?”

“Well, you don’t think a woman did this?”

“Those nails were done pretty well. Men don’t know how to apply polish that well.” Then I cocked my head and it was obvious what I was thinking.

“Don’t look at me that way! I didn’t polish my own nails.”

I shrugged. “Okay. So Spiderman left off fighting crime for one day so he could paint your nails.”

He made a grimace.

“Or maybe somebody just walked in because our door is unlocked.” I swung the bedroom door opened.

“Well, I don’t…”

“Forget it, Roscoe.” I use his name when I am angry with him, or irritated, and he took notice of that. “just admit that you did some sleep walking.” Then I giggled, “Or sleep toenail painting.”

“Oh, shut up.” he brushed past me and headed down the stairs. It was a mark of how irritated and upset he was that he had forgotten to get dressed.

“Ahem!” I cleared my throat.

He turned at the top of the stairs and looked at me. Oh, the look on his face. Irritated, confused. Priceless.

I looked at his groin, placed an elbow in a palm and wiggled my index finger in the air.

He looked down at himself, mumbled a curse word I dasn’t dare repeat, and stomped back into the bedroom.

This has been an excerpt from

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!
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