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PART ONE

“Okay, honey, are you ready?”

Jackson wasn’t ready. He wasn’t sure what was happening. He just knew that Lisa had promised him a month of the most incredible sex he had ever had in his entire life.

“Not really,” he answered honestly.

“Well, just relax then, and I’ll get you ready.”

“Uh, okay.”

Jackson was on all fours on the bed, his butt pointed out towards his wife.

Lisa unscrewed a large jar and scooped her fingers into it. She pulled out a heaping helping of lubricant and smiled.

“Are you sure you know what—Aiee!”

Jackson lurched forward at the feeling of Lisa pushing the lubricant onto his asshole, right into his asshole.

Lisa kept him from flattening out, or. somehow getting away, by holding on to his balls.

Jackson felt skin stretch, he felt a brief spurt of pain, and he stopped further motion.

“What the fuck!” he complained.

“Oh, that didn’t hurt. In fact, if you think about it, it felt pretty good. Go on, think about it.”

Jackson did think about it, and…he agreed It didn’t hurt, it just surprised him. He wasn’t used to anal play, and the cool slap of vaseline  on his rectum was just a bit of a shock.

“Now just relax and let me make you feel good.”

Jackson tried, and he actually succeeded. Her long fingers gently playing with his anus felt good. Real good. His dick was twitching now, and his hips were actually spasming .

“Fuck,” he whimpered.

“Ha! Told you so.” She inserted a finger into his butt and he stiffened up, then forced himself to relax.

Lisa ran her long digit into his canal, pushing and pulling, hooking her finger slightly to tantalize he prostate.

“What are you doing?” he gasped.

“Loosening you up, stimulating your prostate, getting you ready.

“For what?”

She slipped two fingers into him. He could feel it, and he had never expected to have two fingers up his butt, but it felt good. Again he forced himself to relax, and it was getting easier and easier for him to make his rectal muscles open up and accept what was happening.

“For a while,” she giggled.

“Honey, I’m a little worried about this!”

“Why? Because it feels too good? Because you might like it and turn gay?”

Jackson shut his mouth on that one. He was somewhat of a homophobe and he didn’t even want to think about what she was implying.

She slid three fingers into him. She swirled them around, rimming his hole and making him feel so good his arms and legs were weak. He actually wanted to just lay down and let her ravage his asshole now.

“Where did you get this idea?” he asked.

“I read it in a book by Grace Mansfield.”

“Whofield?”

“Grace. Now shush up and enjoy.”

Four fingers slid in and out of his bunghole now. Four stiff fingers opening him up, the thumb pointing at right angles like she was hitch hiking.

“Fuck,” he whined. “When do I get to cum.”

“Give me a minute here and I’ll let you know.”

Her four fingers pushed deep inside him. Her knuckles were rubbing his prostate She knew he was going out of his mind from the sheer pleasure.

He groaned, his asshole was completely relaxed now, and his hips were trying to push back, but she wouldn’t let him. She kept a firm hold on his cock, held him in place, and did him with her hand.

“Okay, honey, one more step and we’ll be ready for the grand finale.”

Jackson didn’t care. He felt like he was going to cum, he was getting closer and closer.

Lisa pulled in her thumb, put the tips of her fingers together and inserted her hand.

It burst upon Jackson that he was getting fisted. He felt all her knuckles passing his ring, he felt her make a fist inside him, then she was gently punching his insides, driving him crazy, making him cry out.

For a long minute she fisted him, then she pulled her hand out.

He groaned and tried to see straight, then she put something into him.

“Oh, fuck!” he cried. “What did you do?”

Lisa backed off the bed. She walked into the bathroom and washed her hands.

Jackson turned on his side. He moved slowly, careful of whatever it was she had put in him.

Lisa came to the bathroom door wiping her hands dry.

Jackson stared at her. He could feel something inside him. He could feel it moving around. Not exactly sloshing, but just slipping, as if searching for a way out.

“What is this?”

“Well, honey, for your birthday—“

“It’s not my birthday! Not for a month!”

“For your birthday, which comes in a month, I bought you the delux, self charging, constant cum anal device. It’s called the Anal One, or the A-1.”

“A what?”

She came and sat down on the bed next to him.

He was wiggling around, feeling the thing moving inside his butt, adjusting to his position, to his every move.

“It’s a super butt plug. Marcie got one for her husband, and man, the fun he had…”

“But I don’t want anything up my butt!”
“Oh, nonsense. Every man wants something up his butt!”

He was twisting and turning and his whole attention was going to his asshole.

Lisa reached out and grabbed his cock and held him still. “Stop wiggling, it takes a moment for the A-1 to seat.”

“Take it out!”

“Actually, I can’t. Once inserted it stays in place for one month.”

“What’s it doing?” Tears were on his face as his ass tried to wiggle. She held his cock in the clamp of death and wouldn’t let him move.

“What it does is form to your anal passage. It was eventually slide into a specific spot where it won’t move. At that point it will stimulate you.”

The thing was moving around inside his butt slower and slower. It almost felt like it was homing in on something.

“Stimulate me?”

“Yes. It works a couple of ways…stop wiggling and I’ll tell you.”

Jackson forced himself to hold still. It was like something was tickling him way up inside and he wanted to move desperately. Between Lisa’s exhortations and fist on his cock, however, he managed not to move. “Tell me,” he whispered.

“Okay. First, it is self charging. Ever time you take a step something inside the A-1 moves and causes it to recharge. Second, I’ve got a fob. I’ll get it out later, after you’ve had a chance to relax. Third, there is an automatic sensing mechanism that causes it to send electrical pulses to your prostate. Believe me, honey, in a very short while you are going to be on the edge of the best orgasm of your life. And the really cool thing is that you’ll stay that way for a month! A whole month of being edged! And the double, super neat, cool thing is that when you please me the A-1 will stop you from having an orgasm!”

“What…does…that…mean,” he was going crazy from the feel of the thing shifting inside his butt. The terrible truth was that as he calmed down he felt more and more pleasure.

“It means that you will be able to fuck me without cumming, no more gooey mess, no more squirt and go limp. Honey! This is going to be the best thing you’ve ever done!”

And, at that precise moment he felt the A-1 go CLICK!             

`Well, not really a click, but a moment when the insidious device locked into place. The curvature of the thing matched the anal walls perfectly, the electrical pulses inside the body connected to the machine, and…the A-1 was now fully functional.

“Oh!” said Jackson, blinking.

“What happened?”

“It sort of…stopped moving. I think.”

“Can you still feel it?”

“I…not really. How will I be able to poop?”

“Like you normally would. The device is built of a non stick teflon type of substance.”

Jackson was blinking and squirming, but not squirming because of the device, rather squirming because he was trying to feel it.

He said, “What makes the teflon stick to the pan?”

Lisa giggled. “I don’t know. But it looks like the same sort of principle here.  Want to fuck?”

Jackson looked down at his dick. The whole time the A-1 was fixing itself in place his cock had been hard. It was still hard. In fact, it felt gloriously hard.

“Well, uh…”

“Come on. Let’s take it for a test drive.”

He looked at his wife and licked his lips.

Lisa was wearing clothes, and she moved quickly to remedy that. She pulled off her blouse, right over her head and the hell with the buttons.

Jackson eyed her large breasts. The bra accentuated them, and his boner was pulsing harder.

“Go on, stroke yourself while I get ready,” Lisa grinned while she reached behind herself and undid her bra.

Jackson gulped as her boobs flopped out. He had a hold of his cock now, and he started stroking.

Lisa stood up and shimmied out of her shorts, then her panties.

“Do you feel it at all?” she asked, crawling on the bed and pushing him back.

Jackson shook his head. He was suddenly so horny he was having a hard time talking. He didn’t remember ever being this horny in his life.

“I told you,” she crowed, as she squatted over his penis.

She sank down with a sigh. “God, you actually feel bigger.”

“I do?” he croaked.

“Oh, yes.”

She began to bump and grind on him, twisting and writhing and squeezing every last bit of sensation she could out of the act.

Jackson lay back and felt her tits. He hefted his palms under them, ran his thumbs over her nipples.

Lisa shivered, and began tilting her hips and pulling them up.

“Oh, fuck!” Jackson whimpered.

“Oh, God!” she moaned, then, “I’m going to cum!”

“So soon? But I’m not there, yet!”

“And you won’t be,” Lisa gave a loud groan and began to cum. The orgasm was big and powerful. It was like a wave that lifted her ten feet off the sand then threw her down. Splat, shivers of spasms ran through her body, her mind turned white hot until there was almost no connection with reality.

Jackson stared up in astonishment. He had never seen Lisa cum so hard in her life.

Then it was over, except for her lying on him, gulping, trying to recover. “Oh, fuck,” she breathed.

Jackson was stunned, but he also wasn’t done. She had done the major motion of fucking, but now that she was done he took over. He began pushing up into her.

“Oh, fuck,” she cried out, becoming aware of his motions.

He flipped her over, was now desperate. He was on the edge, just a little bit more…just a little bit more…

Lisa came again. She normally wasn’t multi-orgasmic, but his fervor, his desperation, pushed her into a second orgasm, then, incredibly, a third.

And Jackson couldn’t stop. He was so close…and he couldn’t stop…and—

“Get off!”

Lisa was weak from all her cumming, but she managed to push him up, then she reached down and grabbed his balls and twisted.

“OW!”

She slid out from underneath him.

“What’d you do that for?”

“Because you were out of control.”

Jackson sat on the edge of the bed. His cock was slimy with her juices, it was dripping pre-cum, and the look in his eyes…he wanted to keep fucking.

She smiled wanly, but kept an eye on him that he didn’t try to jump on her again.

“But I haven’t cum!”

“That’s the way it’s supposed to be,” she murmured. She looked around for her panties, then realized she needed a shower.

“But I need to cum!”

“Of course you do,” she grinned now, then she headed for the shower. A moment later she was soaping and rinsing, lathering he hair and…Jackson opened the door and stepped into the shower.

Well, his cock stepped in, and he followed it.

He was grinning maniacally. “Come on, honey, I’m not done.”

Lisa laughed. “Yes, you are. Now stand in the corner and let me rinse off.

Jackson tried to stand in the corner, he really did, but he couldn’t resist. He reached out for Lisa.

Fortunately, Lisa had read a lot of the reviews for the A-1, and she knew exactly how to handle an over amorous horn dog.

She moved into his arms, and when he started to hug her she raised a knee. Hard.

“OW!” Jackson fell to his knees and held himself and groaned. And his cock was still as stiff as an iron bar.

Lisa finished rinsing and stepped out of the shower.

She dried off and began dressing. Having just cum so hard and often she felt sexy, and she put on her half bra, a sweat shirt through which poked her pebble hard nipples. She then pulled on shorts—the reviews had all recommended that she be careful wearing dresses, the men were always a little crazy—and a pair of high heels.

She looked at herself in the mirror. She loved high heels. They made her butt pooch out a bit, which made her tits thrust out, and she felt so fucking sexy!

Jackson crawled out of the bathroom. Literally, on all fours. He was holding his package, which included his still hard cock. “Why’d you do that?”

His face was a little white and he looked like he might have puked.

“Because you were out of control, honey.” She helped him stand up and she held him at arm’s length. “Now pay attention. I know it’s hard for you to think, but for the next month you’re going to be very, very horny, and you’re going to have to behave yourself. Did you know that when the A-1 was first introduced some women were actually raped by their husbands?”

“I wouldn’t…I…” then he was brushing past her arms, holding her, trying to kiss her.

Lisa reached down and gave his cock a big twist.

“OW!”

She let go as he fell to his knees.

“Get dressed, honey. It’s time to go out for a little breakfast.”

He didn’t want to get dressed. He wanted to fuck his wife, but she was already out of the room and into the kitchen.

Jackson sighed, looked down at his trembling cock, and realized that he was going to have to get dressed. Lisa was in another part of the house, he had to be with her. Just being close to her would help, wouldn’t it?

Jackson pulled on some shorts and a tee shirt. He pulled on some shoes and went in search of his wife.

She was tapping on an iPad when he found her and she looked up at him.

He didn’t know what to do. He wanted to be with her. He wanted to pull out his big, hard dick and…but they were dressed, and suddenly everything seemed awkward.

“How’s Big Dick?” she asked with a smile.

“It’s so big it hurts! I had to fold it double to get it into my pants. Are you sure we can’t go back in the bedroom and, uh…”

“No, honey. Right now I’d like you to go get the car out. I’ll be right there.”

Having something to do cured the awkwardness. He picked up his keys and went out to back the car out.

He was sitting in the driver’s seat, tapping on the wheel with one finger, feeling his pecker scrunched up in his pants. Heysoos! That hurt so much…felt good so much…that his nipples were on fire!

Lisa stepped out of the front door and sashayed down the walk.

He couldn’t take his eyes off her. The way her breasts swayed, her sexy, red lipped smile. His dick bonered up even harder.

She walked around to his side and opened the door.

“What?” he asked, licking his lips and staring at her chest.

“I’m driving.”

He complained, “But I always—AHHH!”

The pulse hit his groin like a fire engine running into a wall. SMACK! and his dick felt like it was going to explode.

It didn’t, of course, but it felt like it was going to.

He bent over the wheel and actually tapped the horn with his chest. The quick blast made him sit up. “What’d you do?”

Lisa held up a little fob. She smiled. She pressed it.

“AHHH!” pleasure flooded his nethers. His cock pressed against his pants so hard that if he had been standing up he would have ripped through the material.

“This is the fob for the A-1. Works pretty good, doesn’t it.”

“Please…no…”

“Hop out and get in the passenger side.”

Jackson slid out quickly. Oddly, Lisa stepped back. Several feet back, as if she was afraid he’d touch her.

He gave her an odd look, but went around the car and got into the passenger side.

Lisa got in, and she was holding the fob on the left side of her body.

“Something you should know, honey.”

“What?”

“I can touch the fob, but you can’t.” She held the fob up and moved it towards him.

He immediately felt like his balls were swelling up with sperm. He groaned.

She took the fob away. The sensation went away.

She moved the fob towards him, and the intense sexual pleasure exploded in his groin again.

“You see?” She moved the fob back. “Only I can touch this fob.”

“But how come?”

“Because when it gets to be too much you will try to steal it, hide it, even throw it away.”

Jackson said something that was smart, but misguided. “But it’s only sex, why would I want to be…why…”

“Because with this fob a little is a lot. Can you feel the A-1 in your butt?”

He paused and blinked, and realized he couldn't. He shook his head.

“Excellent.” Keeping the fob in a little space in the side door, and therefore far away from him, she started up the car.

Jackson moved towards her a little bit, then gave a moan as his pants began rhythmically pulsing. He backed away and sighed, then he moved towards and groaned.

“What are you doing?” she asked.

“I’m seeing how close I can get to the fob.”

She laughed.

“I mean, it feels good, and then it’s too much, but I feel like if I could get just the right distance then I might be able to cum. Honey…I really need to cum.”

She smiled. “Oh, I know. Isn’t it wonderful?”

“For you, maybe.”

“For both of us, honey. Just wait, you’ll see.”

“I’ll see what?”

“It’ll get better and better. You’ll learn to love your A-1.”

Jackson didn’t think so, but he sat in the passenger seat and eventually pushed up against the side door. She was right, the fob was too much.

They arrived at the Tin Can and Lisa parked the car.

In public Jackson was able to withhold himself a bit. He still wanted to grab his wife and hug her and press his aching groin up against her, but he managed to just hold her hand as they walked into the restaurant.

Sitting in a booth they looked at the menu.

“The Eggs Benedict…Mmmm.” Lisa licked her lips.

Jackson stared at the menu, and Lisa noticed that he was just…sitting there.

“What’s happening, honey?”

Jackson looked at her. His eyes focused, and he said, “I want to go home and make love.”

“I’m going to have to order for you, aren’t I?”

He started to say something, then nodded. “I can hardly read the menu.”

“Aw, poor Jackson.” She grinned and pressed the fob.

Jackson’s eyes widened. “Oh…oh…” his hips started moving on the bench seat.

Lisa giggled and stopped pressing.

Jackson put his hands on the table. He wanted to moan in pleasure, but there were people around them. People with kids!

Lisa quick pressed the fob a couple of times and Jackson grunted and twitched.

“May I help you?”

The waiter was  a young girl, Mexican. Chi chi grande.

“I’ll have the Eggs Bendict, and , let’s see, my husband will have the…do you have mushrooms and porridge?”

The girl blinked.

Jackson stared at Lisa.

“Hmmm, no. Jackson tends to fart too much when he has mushrooms.”

The girl giggled. Jackson turned red.

“Oh, heck. I guess just bacon and eggs, over hard, home fries.”

“White, wheat or a biscuit?”

“Biscuit. Maybe I should make him eat mushrooms.”

The girl giggled again.

“Oh, look, dear!” Lisa pointed at a sign next to the door. ‘No pets allowed!’ “If I gave you mushrooms they’d probably kick you out.” She turned to the Mexican girl and whispered in an aside, “He gets so-o-o stinky.”

Again, the Mexican girl laughed, then she trotted off to see to their order.

Jackson sat there, face totally red. Yet, he couldn’t get mad. His big, hard cock wouldn’t let him.

Lisa held up the fob and smiled. “Now here is the real test. “Don’t make a sound.”

She pressed for five seconds.

Jackson’s lips started trembling and his eyes grew dazed.

She lifted her finger.

He slumped a little.

She laughed, waited ten seconds, and when he looked up at her she gave it to him again.

He grunted and his hips twitched. “Please…stop,” he whispered.

“Honey! You’re actually turning sex down?”

“I don’t want to cum in my pants.”

“Oh, is that all you’re worried about! You silly, the A-1 won’t let you cum. Not unless I push this button here…” she held up the fob and lifted a finger over a button.

Jackson’s eyes went wide and he put his hands up. “No! No!”

She relinquished, and their food arrived.

Jackson actually had a hard time eating. He couldn’t stop thinking about the way his cock kept pulsing. It appeared that the more Lisa used the fob the more the after effects lingered.

Still, he couldn’t cum.

Right about then he wanted to, wouldn’t even have cared if his pants were all cum soaked.

But he couldn’t. He was on the edge, but couldn’t get over.

“Eat, honey.” She was half finished with her eggs Benedict.

He opened his mouth to explain how he was too horny to think about eating, but she lifted the fob and raised her eyebrows.

He nodded and shoveled food into his mouth. He didn’t taste it, he was just complying.

Lisa smirked. “This sure is fun. Isn’t it fun?”

Jackson gave a sickly smile and kept eating.

“Well, that was the best breakfast I’ve had in a while. How was yours?”

“It was good,” yet Jackson’s voice indicated that he wasn’t fully there.

She fobbed him.

“OH!”

“Pay attention, Mr. Big Load. Just because you’re horny doesn’t mean you can ignore me.”

“I wasn’t…” he stopped talking as she held up the fob.

“Yes. You were. You were thinking about your dick instead of me. The A-1 Reviews said that usually happens, and you know what I’m supposed to do when that happens?”

“What?”

She clicked the fob and he moaned and curled up in the passenger seat.

“Every time you think of anything other than me I’m supposed to give you a jolt. What do you think of that?”

“I…I…I…” he was afraid to take his eyes off her.

“That’s a good boy.” She praised him for his attentiveness. “What do you think, shall we go for a swim?”

“But we didn’t bring our swim suits.”

“We’ll go out to Playa Desnuda.”

He looked blank at her Spanish.

“Naked Beach, silly.”

“I can’t go there!”

“Why not?”

“Not…not like this…with a big, old boner!”

“Why not? We’ve been there before, people walk around with boners all the time.”

“But…please. Don’t make me go there. Not now.”

“Ha! If not now…when?”

She wheeled the car around and headed for a secluded beach up the coast.

The beach was between two bluffs. It wasn’t big, but it had a fair number of people on it. Mostly, there were sun worshippers out getting their tans, playing volley ball or splashing in the waves. But there were also quite a few men with big boners strutting around.

Lisa stepped out of the car and stretched. Her breasts were never more enticing looking and Jackson gave a big gulp.

“Come on, babe, time to get down and dirty.” She grabbed his hand and started walking him towards the fence that surrounded the nude beach. They passed through the gate and stood on a small platform. To the side was a large tent with an attendant. Lisa walked in and greeted the young man and began taking off her clothes. Shortly she was standing bucked nekkid, and she had the body that could do it.

Jackson stood in a corner and dithered with his shirt, looked around, wanted to be out of there.

“Come on, honey,” Lisa pressed the fob, and Jackson jumped. His cock twitched and got extra hard, and he began pulling clothes off.

Lisa stood next to the attendant. “He’s a little embarrassed. I haven’t let him cum for a month and his dick just won’t go down.”

The attendant laughed. “Lucky guy. Hey’s it’s pretty good sized.”

“You should see it when it’s hard,” quipped Lisa.

Jackson stood, his hands in front of his groin, his face bright red.

“Come on, honey,” she took his hand pulled him. For a second he resisted, then she said, “Or else.”

Jackson let himself be led down the flight of steps to the beach. His cock bobbed up and down with every step and he was gulping and looking around frantically.

They walked across the sands, around the volleyball game, and people smiled at them. And a few women glanced down at Jackson’s throbbing penis and grinned.

Jackson’s penis was drooling pre-cum. A thin line, with a couple of small chunks, dripped on the sand.

“Shall we lay down and put some sunscreen on?” Lisa asked.

Jackson gulped and nodded.

“Okay, over there by that big rock.”

She led him to the rock, and around it, and suddenly they had relative space. Two couples were under the over hang of rock. They were moving up and down and hugging and kissing. Lisa smiled as she watched the coupling.

She spread the car blanket on the sand and said, “Just stand there and I’ll do you.”

Jackson stood and she spread sun screen on him. Her hands felt like angels wings brushing on him, and his cock got harder and harder.

He shivered and she laughed. “Oh, honey, if you could see yourself…”

Jackson just gulped some more.

She went around his body, covered every square inch, then she began slathering the goo on his cock and balls.

Jackson’s hips began to go back and forth. He couldn’t help himself. Tears started coming from his eyes, but he still couldn’t stop.

Lisa stroked him, pinched his nipples, and said, “Go ahead and cum.”

He tried. God, he tried. But the closer he got…it was like the further away he was. And the hornier he was.

The couples under the rocks stopped fucking and watched him moan and cry.

“Damn,” said one of the girls. “Look at him drip!”

Lisa looked over and said, “Cock emergency! I need extra hands!”

Both girls laughed, and they both stood up and came to the blanket.

“Can you girls help me out.”

“Why isn’t he cumming?” asked one of the girls, a buxom blonde with ripe lips.

“I plugged up his asshole.” Lisa deliberately spoke crudely and the girls laughed. “No, I bought him a butt plug. It’s called the Anal One. The A-1. It stops him from cumming, but it keeps him on edge.”

“Really?”

The girls began stroking Jackson, and fondling his balls, and pinching his nipples, and all the time they asked about the A-1.

“So he really can’t have an orgasm?”

“Nope.”

“Wow. Not even for pussy?”

“Not even.”

The other girl, a red head with small tits, freckles an an impish grin, said, “I’ll bet you a hundred dollars I can make him cum.”

Lisa blinked.

Jackson could hardly think. He heard the words, but they didn’t register. He was intent on fucking the blonde girl’s hand.

The redhead’s boyfriend had been listening, and he said, “You’ll lose. Shiela is the best fuck I’ve ever had. She could make a monk come with a kiss.”

Lisa was thinking. She could do this. If Jackson didn’t cum then it wouldn’t be sex, right? And he wouldn’t’ object. What man would?

“You realize you’re going up against science? The gizmo is guaranteed not to let him cum. It changes frequencies and does all sorts of things so he can’t cum.

The red headed girl grinned. “Afraid?”

She shouldn’t have said that. Lisa wasn’t afraid of anything. “Double or nothing.”

Two hundred dollars!

“I want some of that,” said the blonde’s boyfriend.

“Okay. How do you want him?”

“I’ll start off with cowgirl facing him. I’m going to go through a few positions, so he better get ready to cum.”

“Jackson. Lay down.”

Jackson could hardly think, and the girls actually had to pull his cock and make him lay down. The redheaded girl, Shiela, didn’t waste any time. She plopped right down on his dick.

She was good. There was no denying that. She was a bit slender and had flexibility. She began twisting and grinding, and she reached forward and gripped Jackson’s nipples.

Jackson didn’t really understand what was happening. This wasn’t just a ride in the car, this was a sexual frenzy on a nude beach.

“He’s good,” murmured Shiela with a smile. “But watch this…” She turned on him and began spanking his balls.

Jackson cried out, but not in pain. In a mix of pleasure and pain that, had life been normal, would have over whelmed him and made him squirt quickly.

Lisa laughed. Jackson was thrashing on the blanket, crying out, and another couple came around the edge of the rock to see what was happening. When they saw the red headed girl spanking Jackson’s balls they came all the way around and stood next to the blanket and watched.

“Shiela’s gonna make him cum, or it’s two hundred bucks,” said the blonde.

Jackson looked up at his wife, and his face was a study in exquisite torment. Pleasure highlighted by suffering. He was sliding into a subspace where there was nothing but his cock and his desire to cum.

Then the red head got up.

“Give up?”

“Round two,” she said. “This is the knock out round.”

She pulled Jackson up and made him get on all fours.

“Hey, penny, suck him off while I do him.”

The blonde dove under Jackson. She lay on her back and put her delicious mouth over his cock.

Jackson groaned and made movements like he was cumming, but nothing came out. The people around the blanket gave little cheers. The guys thought he was going to cum, and they wanted him to. The girls, perversely, didn’t want him to.

Jackson didn’t know what he wanted. He was gone. He was a living cock, and there was nothing else in his world.

Another couple came around the big rock and joined the crowd.

“Hey, lady?” asked a brunette with nice jugs and sunglasses moved next to Lisa, “If she can’t make him cum, can I try?”

“Hundred bucks to get in on it. Right now we’re at two hundred dollars.”

“You’d pay me three hundred if I make him cum?”

“I would, but I’ll tell you what I told everybody else. He’s got an A-1 up his heinie, and I think it’s scientifically guaranteed that he’s not going to cum.

“He’s got an A-1?”

“Yep. Just put it in this morning.”

“Oh, man. Here’s my hundred. I’ve always wondered about the A-1.

The blonde spoke up. “I want to try.”

Another couple came around the big rock and stopped and watched in fascination.

Jackson was on all fours, his cock was being sucked, and the red head was pushing her hand into his ass. “This always works,” she grunted with a fixed look of concentration.

Her boyfriend said, “It doesn’t seem to be working. What are you going to do if you can’t make him cum?”

Shiela grinned up at him. “Buy one for you.”

People in the circle made quips and laughed, and the redhead’s boyfriend said, “Man, I don’t know. Look at him.”

Everybody looked at Jackson.

He was grunting and straining, trying to cum. The girl under him was swallowing copious amounts of pre-cum.

“Hey, baby?” the boyfriend called to Shiela, “I think you’d better make him cum. I don’t want to end up fuck stupid.”

Everybody laughed.


PART TWO

Shiela tossed the little bag full of money on the bed.

Jackson staggered into the bedroom. He was totally fucked out. His legs were like noodles and his eyes were glazed.

“Wow! You made me almost a thousand dollars!”

Jackson whispered, “Can I cum?”

“Hell, no! In fact, we might go back to that beach again. I like being a rich bitch!”

Jackson groaned and flopped down on the bed. “Oh, please.”

Lisa emptied the bag and counted the money. “Eleven hundred and twenty dollars. Where the fuck did that twenty come from?”

Jackson reached down and undid his pants. He shimmied out and crawled onto the bed. He was beaten, exhausted, ground down to a nubbin…but he wanted to fuck.

“Honey?”

Lisa grinned at the way his cock was so purple and hard. It was also caked with dried pussy juices.

“It’s late, honey. Just go to sleep. We’ll start again in the morning.”

“Oh, no! I can’t go to sleep!”

“Yes, you can.”

“But all I can think about is sex!”

“I can fix that.”

“How?”

“Like this.” She pressed the fob and instantly all sensation to his cock stopped. His cock went limp and he stared at it. And yawned.

“I can turn your cock off, or turn it on.” She touched the fob again and he groaned as his cock grew big.

“Now, would you like a night’s sleep? Or should I leave you turned on?”

“Sleep!” he said, grabbing his cock and stroking it.

“Sleep it is.” She touched the fob, he went limp, and she pushed him onto the bed. She barely got him onto his side before he was asleep.

Lisa grinned and watched Jackson for a moment. His face was so innocent, he was such a wonderful man…and she wondered what else she could do for him.

Jackson gave a deep snore.

She knew he was out for the night. But she wasn’t. He had fucked all day, and she had just played around and collected money. She was actually a bit wired.

Sighing, she placed the fob on the dresser next to the drawer. That would ensure he didn’t go wandering through the house, and that gave her some time for herself.

She went to the computer room and powered up the computer and began searching for new and unusual things to do with her hubby.

It wasn’t long before she was giggling and making plans.

“Rise and shine, honey,” Lisa pressed the fob.

Jackson jerked awake. Normally he would have laid there and lazed away, taking his time to wake up. But the pulse to his prostrate caused his cock to stand up and shout, and he sat up with wide eyes.

Lisa laughed. “That sure worked well. I think we’ve invented a new alarm clock.

“Oh, fuck,” whimpered Jackson, realizing what she had done.

“Oh, fuck? Ha! For you it’s no fuck. Didn’t you get enough pussy yesterday?”

“But I didn’t cum!” he cried.

“And you won’t for a month.”

“You can’t keep me like this for a month! My balls will explode.”

“Oh, goodie. I’ve always wanted a eunuch.”

Jackson lay back down on the bed with a groan. Suddenly something slapped him in the face. He opened his eyes.

“Put that on.”

“What?” He squeaked. The object that had landed on his face was a tummy shaper. “Why?”

“Because we’re going to up the game. I’ve been researching and I found out the one thing that makes men hornier than any other thing.”

“But I’m already horny!”

“Not as horny as you’re going to be. Put that tummy shaper on.”

Jackson stared at the stiff garment. It looked small and he didn’t know how he was going to fit into it. Especially with his boner.

“I won’t fit.”

“Don’t worry. You can bend your cock up or down and it’ll be fine.”

“But—“

Lisa pressed the fob and Jackson fell back on the bed again and his hips pumped in the air.

“Now, or I’ll leave the fob on all morning.”

“No!” He scrambled out of bed. He almost fell over trying to get the tummy shaper on, then he pulled it up tight.

It was tight on his hips and his cock was pressed up. It left a huge length of bulge in his shaper.

“What the fuck is this?”

“Put this on,” she handed him a bra.

His eyes bulged. He whispered, “What are you doing?”

“The horniest thing in the world for men. I’m making you into a girl.”

“But I don’t want to be a girl!”

“Oh, that’s silly. Of course you do. Tell me, Jackson. Do you want to be a girl?” She pressed the fob and he groaned and his cock pressed out against the stiff material.

“See? I ask the question and you get harder.”

He tried to explain that it was the fob that made him get harder, but she just smiled and ignored him.

He managed to get the bra on and she handed him breast forms. Big ones.

“What am I supposed to do with these?”

“Get stacked,” she answered calmly.

“Oh, fuck!” he whimpered as he shoved the breast forms into his bra.

Lisa was a little surprised at how shapely his figure had just become. He wasn’t a big, muscular man anyhow, but now, with big tits and a shapely bottom, he looked very girlish. At least in the body.

“All right. Here’s some nylons and a garter.”

She had to fob him again, but he gave in rather quickly—she thought he might actually be liking what she was doing—and he pulled the nylons up and attached them to the garter.

“Thank goodness you shave your hair,” she murmured, adjusting his bra straps and giving his garter a tug.

“Honey, you have to stop this.”

She handed him a tight sweater and smiled.

Moaning, it looked like the A-1 was working without the fob, he wiggled into the sweater.

Wow! He was really stacked! And it was impossible to tell that he was wearing falsies! Maybe she should look into hormones!

“Here go,” she handed him a skirt and watched as he stepped into it.

Perfect. The garments hid the line of his cock, and his body was really feminine!

“Okay, honey, let’s do your nails and make up.”

He groaned, and it took a few fobs, but he finally sat down in her vanity chair.

Lisa took her time. She prepared his nails, frowned at his feet, she really should have them first, and applied long ovals.

“Be careful wiping your ass,” she giggled.

“Har de har har,” he grumbled.

“And try to speak in a higher voice.”

“I will not!”

“Then everybody will know that you’re a man.”

“I am a man!”

“Honey, in a few minutes nobody will recognize you as a man. I suggest you spare yourself some embarrassment and get with the program.”

Jackson was almost crying as he stared at his now sexy digits. His fingers looked an inch longer, and not manlike at all.

“Okay, let’s get your face all pretty.”

Lisa began cleansing his pores, then she primed him.

Jackson watched as his face became pale, then colorful as she introduced blush and worked on his eyes.

Interestingly, her hands were now busy, but his cock was still throbbing.

It was the A-1. It was working on its own. Apparently when the fob wasn’t used for a while the A-1 began functioning.

He groaned, and felt his asshole suddenly throb.

His asshole? But it had been his dick!

He didn’t realize that the prostate was in the asshole, and while the initial stimulation had woken up his cock, now it was going deeper, and he could feel his prostate pulsing.

Jackson wore his hair long, but manly. Lisa fixed that. She layered it, put in highlights, and framed his face perfectly. “We need to pierce your ears, she said.

“No!”

“We’ll see.”

Jackson sighed heavily. This was totally out of control.

“Okay. Now you are officially beautiful.”

Jackson stared himself in the mirror. He didn’t recognize himself. He was a man…but he wasn’t.

“Come on, honey. Time for an adventure.”

He groaned. He didn’t want to. He was actually afraid to leave the house.

Lisa held up the fob and pressed it.

Jackson groaned: the more she pressed the fob the hornier he got.

Of course he did. He had no relief, there was nothing he could do, and the effects of sex were cumulative.

He realized that she was going to keep him this way for the entire month.

“Let’s go, honey.”

She fobbed him again.

Jackson tried then. He tried to resist. To just lay on the floor and put up with the sexual pulses running through him.

But he couldn’t. His hips just started ratcheting back and forth and he suddenly found himself on his feet.

On his high heels. Tottering.

“That’s a girl,” Lisa said, and she linked arms with him. She walked him through the house and out the front door. Whenever Jackson slowed she would press the fob and laugh as he staggered.

“That really is affecting you, isn’t it.”

He nodded glumly.

Again, she drove, and this time she went to the mall.

“No!” he whispered, his face ashen.

“Yep. We’re going to get those lobes decorated.”

Using the fob freely, she walked Jackson into the mall.

Jackson’s mind was pretty near shattered by now, but as he was walked through the mall he realized something: nobody was staring at him.

Well, a few guys were, but he just grabbed Lisa’s hand and held on and they lost interest. He guessed they figured him for a Lesbian.

They walked through the mall and arrived at the Piercing Pagoda. Lisa walked him in, made him select a pair of earrings, then held his hand when the girl pierced his ears.

“Beautiful,” murmured the girl, pleased with her work, and with Jackson’s look.

He was wearing triple ring danglies. Not too heavy, they tinkled against his neck.

They they headed out of the mall and Jackson sighed in relief. He thought it was over, but it wasn’t.

“Let’s go in here,” she led him into the Atomic Tattoo.

Jackson stared in horror.

He saw women getting tattoos. Men getting tattoos. He looked at the walls and saw dragons and sexy women and snakes and even battleships.

“Hey, honey, whacha need?” The girl was goth, chewing gum, and looked bored.

“I’d like his lips tattooed on my ass.”

Jackson, by now, was so fobbed up he could hardly see.

The girl tilted her head. “You want him to kiss it and have me fill it in? Or you just want me to use one of the classics?

Lisa giggled and opted for the real kiss and fill.

An hour later Jackson staggered out of the tattoo parlor. “I can’t…UNH!…believe you…UNH!…made me do…UNH!…that.”

Lisa kept pressing the fob. She had a huge grin on her face. “Come on, babe. You love kissing my ass. Besides, I’m the one who has to be careful how they sit for a week.”

Jackson almost fell down, but Lisa moved up and guided him towards their car.

Again, she drove, and he realized that he wasn’t going to be driving for a month.

“I can’t wait for this month to be over,” he muttered.

Lisa glanced at him and frowned. Suddenly she turned off the road.

“Where are we going?”

“We need to have a talk.”

Jackson groaned. He hated it when they ‘had to have a talk.’ It usually meant she was going to lay something on him, and he had no choice.

They drove around the lake to a small park. It was notorious as a lover’s lane, and they had even spent some time there themselves.

She stopped the car and got out. She walked to a bench behind a row of shrubs and sat on a picnic table.

Jackson got out and followed her. He managed to walk through the grass and on a gravel path without falling. He must be getting better at this high heeled thing. He sat on the bench right under her and she pulled him over and began rubbing his shoulders.

He was sore from having big tits all day, and it felt good.

She said, “Are you really upset by all the things we’re doing?”

“Well, uh…yeah. Sort of.”

“What do you mean sort of?”

“Well, there’s some things that are cool, but it’s hard to lose control of your sex. It’s like I have no control, and you have all the control.”

“Have you ever thought that that’s the way it should be?”

He looked over his shoulder at her.

“You have a dick, you are fixated on a target. Me. But I’m not fixated on anything. I can fuck or not. I can refuse you when I want to, I can make you buy things…let’s face it, honey, I’m already in control. The A-1 Butt Plug is just one more tool women can use to control men.”

Jackson was silent at that. The truth was that she was right. It didn’t make it any easier to lose control of his privates, but…that’s the way it was.

“And I have a confession to make.”

“What confession?” He turned and looked at her.

“Well, the A-1 is actually designed to last longer than a month.”

“Wait! What?”

“It’s rechargeable. It will continue to work until the day you die. In fact, I wouldn’t be surprised to see your dick get hard after you’re dead.”

She smiled. She pulled him around and began rubbing his shoulders again.

Jackson was stunned. He thought he would be out of this thing, or it would be out of him, in a month. But he was really into it for a life sentence?

He stood up and turned and opened his mouth.

He was going to yell at Lisa, and she wasn’t about to put up with that. She pressed the fob.

“Unh!” He almost fell down. He reached out and grabbed a tree and held on.

Lisa held the fob down for a good while, but eventually released it. “I did this for you,” she blurted. “Don’t you dare be mad at me for trying to do something for you!”

He opened his mouth to yell, and she fobbed him again.

For a half hour Jackson tried to yell, and was fobbed again and again. Finally, he was laying over the picnic table, gasping for breath.

“Are you done?” Lisa asked.

He nodded.

“Stay here.”

She got up and walked back to the car. She opened the trunk, then came back carrying a bag.

“I didn’t want to do this like this…I envisioned a beautiful supper, a bottle of wine, and then…”

“Then what?” He struggled to talk as she fobbed him again, and again, and again.

“Then I de-flower you.”

“What?” He tried to move, but she pressed the fob yet again.

She reached into the bag and took out a strap on. It was goodly sized, eight inches, and it was thick. It had veins on it and a pair of big balls.

She attached the strap on to her hips and the cock sprang out from her groin and looked quite natural.

“No!” He begged.

She fobbed him, and while he shuddered and spasmed helplessly she pushed him face down over the picnic bench.

“Stop!” He pleaded.

She raised his skirt and lowered his panties. “Honey, this is for your own good. You have to learn who the boss is in our marriage.”

“No! I don’t want you to—“

She slapped lubricant on his asshole, kept pressing the fob, and lubed him up.

Jackson tried to climb over the picnic bench, but she just held his balls and fobbed him.

“No!” he could hardly breath, and she pushed her big cock into him.

He jerked. He actually felt the tip of the penis run over the A-1, and he felt a series of shivers run through him.

“Stop!”

Then she was sawing in and out of him.

He held onto the edge of the picnic table and felt the big cock opening him up. He felt the veins running through his anal canal. And, terrible thing, it felt good!

The A-1 had done its job. It had stimulated his asshole so much that he wanted something up his butt. And he was so horny that, well, he wanted any kind of sex, and that included something up his butt.

“Oh, fuck!” he whimpered, then his hips started to respond. They began to push back against her big cock.

“Oh, yeah,” she whispered into his newly pierced ear. “You’re going to like this.”

And he was liking it. He grunted and pushed back. The big cock plumbed him deeply and he felt his cock pulsing, and his balls felt so full.

“Are you going to cum this way?” she whispered to him.

“Unh…unh…unh…”

“You can, you know. I just turned the fob off. If you really want to you can cum.”

“I…unh…don’t…unh…”

He was pushing back with all his might, gobbing her big cock with his asshole, trying to get more and more of it into his asshole.

“Go on, honey, show me that you want this.”

“I…don’t…I…”

But his body was proving him a liar. The way it was jerking and twitching, it was obvious that this was exactly what he wanted.

Suddenly he felt his cock twitch, and…it felt like he was peeing.

“Oh, fuck! I’m pissing!”

Lisa smiled. “No, you’re not.”

“But it feels like I’m pissing!”

“Your prostate has become so sensitive, and your balls are so full,  that your semen is being pushed out. That’s not piss. That’s sperm.”

“But I’m not having an orgasm!” He groaned, speaking over the overwhelmingly good feeling of being drained.

“Don’t you remember, honey? You don’t cum again. You get edged, and we can drain you, but you won’t cum again.”

“But I need to have an orgasm!”

“Why?”

And that question arrowed into his psyche.

Why? Why should a man cum? Why should he have an orgasm? Why should he be afforded pleasure? Why should he just shoot his load?

And, the other side of the equation: why shouldn’t he hold it in? Why shouldn’t he live with full balls and the desire to do anything he could just to please his woman?

If he could stay hard all the time then he could please a woman any time, and wasn’t that the point of a man? Wasn’t it more important to please who you loved than to soil them with white, gooey seed?

“But I want an orgasm!” He was sobbing now. He could feel the last of his sperm draining out of his cock.

“Don’t be selfish, honey. Woman create the race, you’re just the ‘by the way.’ So stop being so selfish and learn to give in. Learn how to be a man.”


EPILOGUE

It took several years, but eventually enough men were introduced to the A-1 Delux Anal Stimulator. Enough men began wearing dresses and delicate underthings and make up. Enough men were changed and began to understand their true place in the scheme of things.

Enough men voted, and the women’s votes were a done deal, and society changed.

Now there were no more wars.

Now disease had been handled.

Now there was peace on earth.

Except that women had started arguing over how men a woman could own.

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
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