
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Super Rabbit Sex Pills 

	An adventure in over sexualization! 

	  by Grace Mansfield

	 

	

 

	  

	 

	  

	  

	PART ONE 

	  

	 

	“Oh! Oh!” Jackson thrust his hips a final time, and I felt the splattering of semen in my vaginal canal come to an end. 

	“Oh, wow!” He rolled off me and laid on his back, staring at the ceiling. 

	And I felt…empty. 

	“Hey,” I said. 

	“That was good, wasn’t it?” he whispered to me. He was already starting to drift off. 

	I rolled on my side and shoved him. 

	“What?” He blinked, and I could tell that he was irritated. Man cum. Man go sleep. Grrr. 

	“I didn’t cum!” 

	“So…go ahead and cum.” He closed his eyes and tried to drift off again. 

	I shook him. “With your dick. Hello…I need your stiff rod.” 

	He smiled dreamily. “So sorry, rigid was a few minutes ago. Time for noodle to take over.” 

	“Noodle isn’t worth a damn!” 

	He was trying to ignore me. “I know…but I’m…tired.” 

	He snored. 

	I lay back on my back and sighed in frustration. Man cums, has his big orgasm, and the hell with women. And it seems that was always the way it was. At least that’s the way it had been for every man I had been with. 

	Damn! 

	So I reached my fingers down and started to scratch my itch. And got a big, slippery hunk of goo for my troubles. 

	Crap! I wiped my fingers on the bed spread. Just once…just once I would like to be the one that came, and left him all gooey. Let him clean up his mess, sleep in the wet spot. I’d like to see how happy he was then! 

	His snores picked up in volume. I pulled a pillow over my head and held it tight. I could still hear the snores. 

	I rolled over, turned away from him. 

	Maybe if men could experience what it was like to be left all frustrated, then they wouldn’t be so willing to turn over and snore. Maybe then they’d show a little consideration and…and…something was nibbling at my consciousness. Something about men cumming, and ejaculating. They squirted fast and they rolled over. But what if women squirted and rolled over. How would they like that? 

	And. I started thinking about it. 

	Men. Women. The difference between. And that little piece of something that had been nibbling at my awareness finally came into view. 

	Men cum. Lots of sperm. 

	But women actually cum, too. Just not as much. So what if I could shift the balance? What if I could make it so it was the other way around? 

	Hmmm. 

	Suddenly I wasn’t dozing. I was thinking. 

	  

	  

	It didn’t take much for me to get my bosses on board. Of course, there was good reason for them to want to be on board. 

	First, clinical studies get good government grants. Anything that smacked of women’s rights and the government bent over and spread their legs. 

	Second, my bosses are women. Sure, there was my official pitch, which they listened to politely. And they read my research paper on the possibilities, but the real clincher was when they talked to me outside official channels. They would run into me while I was going to my car, or riding the elevator, or even in the bathroom. 

	“What are the real ramifications for your project, just between you and me.” 

	And I would say something like, “Don’t you ever get tired of sleeping in the wet spot?” Which worked fine except for Martha Vanes. She was gay, no wet spot for her. But, being gay, she was on board anyway. 

	Go gay! 

	Anyway, I got my funding and began the heavy lifting. 

	First, ten tons of paper. Lots of letter writing, setting up physical trials, contacting various. agencies. But I had been to school, I knew about paper shuffling. I was good at paper shuffling. 

	Jackson was interested. I wasn’t talking much, which created a mystery, but he knew large amounts of money was coming through my department, I was having weekly talks and meetings with the bigwigs, and he overheard bits and pieces from his perch in front of the TV. 

	“You’re going to reverse what?” 

	I went glib, even to my man, who I trusted more than anybody. “It’s more of a balancing act. Leveling the playing field between men and women.” 

	He yawned, “Say what?” 

	“If we can increase the amount of fluid in the female bladder it will self-cleanse. This benefits men, as it will…” blather, blather, blather. 

	I watched him carefully to make sure he was properly lulled. 

	I loved Jackson, but he was eye candy, and boy toy, and booty call, and I was tired of him rolling over and leaving me high and dry. 

	“So if we can reduce the amount of prolactin and oxytocin in the male system, which will relieve stress, boost the immune system and protect against heart disease, then he will last longer in bed and…” which meant that he wouldn’t be able to cum so easy, and would last longer and finally please me. 

	“Then the female ejaculate won’t be re-absorbed and women will experience relief from headaches, menstrual cramps, back pain and…” which meant that women will cum faster, and they will put out more ejaculate…for his wet spot. 

	Snore. Jackson gave up trying to understand and slept right through two MMA matches on the TV. 

	 

	 

	It took a year. Eleven months of getting the funding and filling out the paperwork, then a month of actual experimentation. 

	Lord, we killed a lot bunnies, but it was all in the name of science, and it was obvious that it was all going to work…so a single year and we had a pill. Man, I couldn’t wait to try it out. 

	Actually, we had had two pills, and, being cute, we made one pink and one blue. 

	And, since we had had such success with bunnies, I took a pair of pills home to Jackson. 

	I fixed him a big steak dinner. A ton of mashed potatoes on the side, and Moose Tracks ice cream for desert. Man, he was in hog heaven. 

	Then I fixed him a big drink. Then another one and another one. 

	Finally he was fat and happy. 

	“Man,” he belched, “That was one good dinner! What’s the occasion,” he asked. 

	I smiled. “I’m glad you asked. 

	His eyes were wandering a little bit, so I knew I better keep the explanations to a minimum. I didn’t want him sleeping before I got him to take the pill. That would sure be a colossal waste of Moose Tracks.  

	“I picked up some, uh, multi-vitamins this afternoon. We need to have a healthier lifestyle. You want to live to be old, right?” 

	“Oh, yeah,” he yawned. 

	Fuck, too much Coke and bourbon. 

	“Here. Here’s your vitamin.” I handed him the blue pill. 

	He took it, looked at it, and yawned. “I don’t know…I’m pretty healthy right now. Do I really need another vitamin? What if I get too healthy?” 

	Argh! Bone-headed males! 

	“Here, let me suck on your penis for a while.” 

	He perked right up. 

	I extracted his slack weenie and got it hard. I began to slurp on it, and in between slurps I encouraged him. 

	“Come on, Jackson. Eat your vitamin. It’ll be good for you.” 

	“Uh…oh…yeah! That feels good.” 

	“It’ll feel better if you take your pill.” 

	“Ummm….ooh. Fuck!” 

	I was deliberately going slow, drawing it out, hoping to put the pressure on him. But he didn’t seem to be getting it. He bent down, he was going to lift me up, throw me down and fuck me. 

	Fuck! 

	So when he lifted, for a moment his mouth was open, and I popped the pill into his mouth. 

	He blinked as the pill hit the back of his throat. Then he convulsively gulped and the pill rolled right down his throat and splashed into his belly. 

	“Wha…what was…” 

	“Oh, shut up,” and I kissed him. And kissed him, and totally distracted him from the pill episode. 

	He fell back on the couch and I crawled over him. Now that he had taken the pill, now that I had achieved my goal, I could admit to a certain degree of horniness. Though, to be honest, I wasn’t sure if I was horny because I was horny, or because I had managed to get Jackson to take the pill, and was looking forward to a lifetime of no wet spots, his reduced ejaculation, and my increased ejaculation. 

	I mounted him and felt for his dick. Good, nice and hard, and the tip felt so good. I placed it between my labia and started to slide down his shaft. 

	Oh, God! It felt good! That big head opening me up, feeling the veins ripple along my vaginal walls, and when I bounced off those balls he grunted, and I almost came right there. 

	Except that Jackson spurted when I hit his balls. So he spurted, and I almost spurted, and once again I was left with a wet spot. 

	Son of a bitch! 

	But, it wasn’t too bad. Since I was on top, when he fell out all the gism plopped down on him. He he! 

	  

	 

	Later, getting ready for bed, I thought of all the wonderful changes. He would be harder for longer, and he would be desperate to cum, and that would make him fuck harder. I would get orgasms, maybe even lots of orgasms, and I could, for once, leave him high and dry. 

	I sat on the toilet and peed and dreamed of all the great cums I would have, and I reached over for my pink pill. Jackson got blue and I got pink. I would squirt sooner and he would squirt later, finally a balance achieved. 

	I opened my pill box and took out my pill and—stop. Fuck. Oh, no! 

	OH…FUCKING…NO! 

	I was holding the blue pill. That’s right, Jackson had taken the pink one. He had taken the wrong pill. That stupid… 

	I jumped up, then sat down. I wasn’t done peeing and the seat was splattered. Imagine that, me peeing on the seat. 

	As the last dribbles came out my mind was working furiously. 

	I swapped chemical formulas in my mind. I reversed formulas and applied them to opposing DNAs. 

	What if he began to squirt even faster? And what if I got even slower? That would be a disaster of biblical proportions. 

	But, wait a minute, most of the chemicals were the same, it was just a few things, and a variance in amounts, so it should work…but I couldn’t take a chance. 

	I jumped up and ran into the bedroom. 

	Jackson was already snoring. Fuck! 

	I jumped on his belly and he oofed and sat up. “What the fuck?” he gasped. 

	“You’ve got to…you’ve got to…” I grabbed the back of his head and stuck my fingers down his throat. 

	“GAAA!” a huge glop of steak and Moose Tracks hurled at me. The ice cream was mixed with stomach fluids, and the steak came out in chunks, and I looked at myself in disgust. I was covered with the vile goop. 

	“What the fuck!” he sputtered as he spit out bits and pieces. “What are you doing?” 

	“Look at me!” My front was coated with his disgusting dinner, and the smell was terrible. 

	“Fuck. Look at me!” He was similarly covered with vomit. “What the fuck did you—“ 

	“Quick, do you see the pill on me?” I began digging my fingers through the upchuck that covered us. It was like combing through skunk stew. 

	“What…what are you…” 

	“The pill! You took the wrong one! Do you see it on me?” 

	I was combing his front, and he finally figured it out and began combing his fingers through my front. 

	For a long minute we examined the puke. We put the bits of steak in one pile, no pill there. We scooped the soupy stuff off and examined that. No pill. 

	“Oh, fuck!” I whispered. 

	He looked at me, his face white, “What’s going to happen to me?” 

	I blinked, then tried on a rueful grin. “Probably nothing.” I mean, it’s just a vitamin, right?” 

	“Then…then why did you stick your fist halfway down my throat?” 

	“I, uh…I love you?” 

	“Heysoos Xristo, Judith! Look at me! Look at this mess?” 

	“Well, I’m sorry, I just thought…I was a little worried…but…” 

	So I took the wrong pill and you reach down and pull the contents out of my stomach. And for what? I don’t get it!” 

	He got out of bed, picked up the sheets and walked them through the house and into the garage. He returned, trying not to drip vomit on the floor, and went into the shower. 

	I stood there and thought about what I had done. 

	So what if I had given him a rather strong female pill. It wasn’t like he would turn into a woman or anything, right? 

	The most that would happen is that his sexual activities might jump, or wane, or something, for a while. Right?” 

	By the time he got out of the shower I had convinced myself that everything was all right, and I even smiled at him as I went to get into the shower. 

	And, as I soaped myself and rinsed all of his accident off me I was pretty sure that there would be no bad effects. Everything was going to be all right. 

	  

	Which is not to say that I didn’t look into the effects of the male sex taking the wrong pill. 

	I quickly lined up a few rabbit cages in a corner of the lab and selected a half a dozen male rabbits. Then I injected them with the essence of the pink pills. 

	Nothing happened. 

	But I held off on taking my own pill. After all, I wanted to be sure, and better to be safe than sorry. 

	The day passed, and I kept checking on the rabbits. They humped each other, but that was normal for bunnies. They hump anything and everything. So no alarm there. 

	By end of day I was convinced that it had all been a false alarm. No change to the bunnies, so there would be no change to Jackson. 

	I sighed with relief as I turned off the lights and went home. 

	  

	 

	I kept a low profile for the next few days. Jackson was pretty pissed off about how I’d fisted his throat, and he grumped mightily about having to wash his vomit covered sheets. Well, I wasn’t going to wash them! It had been his vomit, after all. 

	But, men get angry, then they get horny, then they get over angry. By that weekend he was feeling randy, so I would let him make love to me, and I didn’t even think about him leaving me a wet spot. I was too busy thinking about how to get him to take the right pill. 

	“Honey,” he said, rolling over and poking me in the backside with his maleness, “I think we should, uh…you know?” 

	Good. No anger, and maybe I could sneak a pill into him. 

	I roll over and grabbed his weenie, and my hand slipped right off it. 

	I looked down and it was small. 

	But he didn’t notice. He was too horny to notice anything. I looked at him and covered up my surprise. 

	He was shrunken. Was this an effect of the pink pill? Was he going to notice? And, more important, was he going to get all upset and blame me? 

	Gosh I didn’t want any male drama. I didn’t want to hear him bitching and whining about how I made him take the pill. It’s a free country, after all. 

	I kissed him, and managed to hold his teeny weenie, and I started thinking. If he had a teeny weenie, maybe he would have less sperm. It made sense, and there was only one way to find out. 

	He kissed me back, then went for my chest. 

	I have a healthy set of lungs and it felt good to have him fondle and suckle. 

	But I had to find out about that weenie. 

	He started to reach down for his dick and I stopped him. I didn’t want him noticing how small he was. 

	“Let me,” I said. 

	He lay on his back, a big grin on his face, and I mounted him. I sat astride him and held his dick firmly. Fortunately, it was hard. Harder, in fact. It was hard as a button. 

	Carefully, I sat down, slipped his weeny into me, and…it was less than thrilling. I’ve never been a size queen, but a girl’s got to have some heft to her invader, right? 

	But he didn’t notice. He just started pumping. Really fast. 

	REALLY fast. 

	A crazed look came into his eyes, then he flipped me over, keeping himself pressed hard against me, and he kept pumping. 

	I could hardly feel his member, it was like a finger, but he could feel it. His eyes went blank and he started drooling and his hips moved like they were jet propelled, little jerks, ten times a second, rapid, frantic, and I couldn’t even move. I couldn’t respond, he was too fast. He was to… 

	“Eeeh….Iiiiii….eeeewww!” 

	He began to squirt, huge gouts of male batter. I could feel him filling my hole, then the stuff was overflowing, getting all over everything, and still he made squeaking sounds and kept spewing that obnoxious stuff out. 

	I pushed him off and rolled away, I slipped off the bed and stared at him. 

	“EEEEEEE! IIIIII!” Such a high voice, and that tiny weeny was squirting and squirting, I had never seen so much cum in my life! It was like that tiny weeny was a full sized garden hose. The bed was a mess, goo was dripping off the mattress and onto the floor, and he was still jerking his hips. Then he was slowing down, his spasmodic hips slowed down, and the sperm came to a trickle, then it ended. 

	He was unconscious. Laying there in a puddle of his own squirtem. 

	“Jackson!” I shrieked. 

	I went to him, almost slipped in the mess pooling around the bed, and felt his pulse. It was there, in fact it was hard and fast. Really fast, but he was…he was…SLEEPING! 

	He had squirted a stupendous load then simply fallen asleep! So fast…and I won’t even talk about the fact that I felt nothing. I was so less than satisfied…oh my God! 

	“Jackson! Wake up!” I shook him hard. 

	Slowly, his eyes opened. He looked dazed and…and happy! Supremely happy. Sublimely happy.  

	“Oh, man, that was good. Was it good for you?” 

	“You son of a bitch!” I cried. I pulled him off the bed, and now we both slipped in the goo and fell on our asses. 

	Still, he was not completely aware. He was just confused, and he had this dopey look on his face. 

	“What’s the matter. What’s…” 

	I pushed him towards the shower. A minute later he was singing lustily in the shower, happy as a clam that hasn’t been shelled. 

	I looked at the mess he had made of my bedroom. Cum covering the bed, dripping off the sides like icing off a cake. The floor was a huge puddle around the bed. And there were splatters on the ceiling and the wall next to the bed. 

	Holy fuck! I thought. And I realized, The pink pill! 

	The pink pill had gone into effect. It had made him squirt more, like it was supposed to make a woman have more ejaculate. but the amount of time…and I figured it out. His hips had been moving so fast, faster than one of the rabbits in my experiment. How many hip thrusts does a man have during sex…a hundred? But he must have had a thousand thrusts, just at a high rate of speed, so it had taken him longer to cum. His body had adapted, but…it must have adapted to more speed so he would time to cum before the woman gave out. 

	At that I was sore down there. The front of my body hurt where he had slammed into it, and I had managed to escape halfway through. 

	Fuck! 

	The shower door slammed, he came into the room rubbing his body with a towel. I got a good look at his penis. It had been 7 inches. Now it was about three, and it was still hard! 

	He looked at the bed and his mouth opened and shut. “Holy fuck! What happened?” 

	“You happened!” I said, suddenly weary. 

	He looked at me then. I was covered in sperm. It was caked all over my front, on my face, in my hair, I was covered like I had been dipped in the stuff. 

	“Oh, my God! Are you all right?” 

	Angrily, I brushed past him and headed for the shower. Just as I was stepping into it he screamed. 

	“EEEEEEEE!” 

	I ran back into the bedroom, he had finally noticed his penis. 

	“What the fuck!” His voice was high pitched and frantic. “What happened to my dick.” 

	“It’s okay…it’s all right!” 

	“Fuck you say! Somebody stole my dick! It’s never going to be all right!” 

	“Well, he kept yelling and carrying on, I finally stepped up and slapped him in the face. 

	He blinked and held his cheek and stared at me, then he started crying. He sobbed and sobbed, and cried and cried. He cried just like…like a little girl. 

	  

	 

	That Saturday was a mess. 

	First he cried about his weenie, then he cried that I hit him, and it was like he was having hormones or something. 

	To make matters worse, he was worthless at cleaning up his mess. I mean it was his sperm, right? So he should have been the one to wash his sheets and clean the carpet. 

	But he was so busy wailing and howling that I had to put it in the wash, and I had to go rent a carpet cleaner. 

	Then, when I finally got everything cleaned up, he had the nerve to ask me for dinner. 

	Crap! I had worked all day, I was tired, and now he wanted me to fix dinner? 

	So I started to fix dinner, and he came in and stood behind me at the sink. 

	“What?” I asked, a little peeved at the way this day had gone. 

	“I…uh….” 

	He sounded contrite, and I sighed. 

	“I’m…uh…” 

	I reached for a towel, which meant I had to bend over a little more, and suddenly he was on me. I was trapped against the sink, his weight held me, and it was like he was trying to get his little weenie inside me., but he was wearing clothes. 

	He began humping me, his hips jerking back and forth at that frantic ten times a second pace. 

	Oh, fuck! 

	I tried to yell, but he was pummeling me and I couldn’t g et a breath. I mean, it wasn’t like I was getting raped, his weenie wasn’t long enough for that, but I was pinned in place, and I could feel his weenie rubbing between my buns. Back and forth, frantic, desperate, moving like a hummingbird’s wing. 

	“Sto…sto…stop!” 

	But he wasn’t stopping. He was like a maniac! 

	I saw his face in the window reflection, his eyes were glazed and there was not a trace of intelligence. He was just an out of control fucking machine! 

	“Eeeh…eeeh…eeeh…eeeh…” he made that funny, high pitched sound, like he was moaning, but in fast time. Unbelievably fast time. 

	Finally, he started quirting. His hips locked for a split second, pumped, locked again, pumped. 

	I managed to push back and get him off me. I turned around and stared at him. 

	He was staggering back against the stove, his pants were turning wet and I could see little bulges in his crotch, again and again, and I knew he was spurting. 

	“Heysoos Xristo!” I blurted. “Are you crazy?” 

	He didn’t hear me, he just slid down the front of the stove, his hips jerking and locking, jerking and locking, and the cum was seeping through his pants, getting all over the floor.  

	He began to slow down, just twitches, then he was done. He was laying on his side and snoring deeply. 

	I stared down at my mess of a hubby. Wtf! Wtf! 

	Snore. Snore. Deep gasps of sleep that showed how much he had exhausted himself. 

	That was the moment that I realized that I might have a wee bit of a problem. 

	  

	 

	“Okay, that should do you.” 

	“But, honey?” He stared up at me. 

	He was laying on my freshly made bed. He was wearing a garbage bag around his midsection. I had cut holes and taped it on him and I figured that would keep his slime in his own pants. 

	“Do we have to do this?” 

	I had put handcuffs on him, and the handcuffs were looped over a chain, which chain was around one of the bedposts. 

	“We do this until you get a little self control. Have you looked at yourself lately?” 

	“But I can’t help it! I don’t know what’s wrong! I just start to feel horny, and then everything blanks out until I wake up and find out that I’ve…I’ve…” 

	“You’ve made a mess, and I can’t have any more of that.” 

	He started to cry, and I started to think that the pink pill had loosed a torrent of hormones. 

	I lay down next to him, my back to him, I wasn’t too happy with my cum crazy husband, and went to sleep. 

	Snore. Snore. 

	RING RING! 

	What the fu—? I came out of a deep sleep and looked around. 

	Jackson was still sleeping. the pillow was over his head so he hadn’t heard the phone. 

	I slipped out of bed and lurched across the room. I picked up my phone and answered it in a soft voice as I left the room. 

	“Judith?” 

	I recognized the voice of my lab assistant. 

	“Yeah?” 

	“You need to get down here.” 

	“What happened? What’s going on.” 

	“I can’t tell you. You just need to get down here.” 

	Man, she sounded disturbed. I hung up the phone and went back into the bedroom. Quickly, I pulled on clothes. Jackson heard me and stirred. 

	“Judith?” he mumbled. 

	“It’s okay,” I said. “I have to go to work.” 

	“Can’t we make love before you go?” 

	Crap. It had only been a few hours and he was ready to go again. 

	“No time now. Maybe when I get back,” not. 

	“I need…I need…” 

	I stared down at my bone-head hubbie. He was awake now, and his hips were moving back and forth slowly. Shit. It wouldn’t be long until they were moving back and forth frantically. Well, no help for it. 

	I leaned over and gave him a kiss, “Work emergency. I’ll be back in an hour.” I hoped. 

	“But…I need it. I need love. I’ve got to…” 

	“Just control yourself,” I turned the light off and headed out the door. 

	I heard him calling for me, but I was in a hurry. I went out the door and was shortly speeding down the street. I was biting my lip and wondering what had happened. I had never received a call in the middle of the night before, it must be some hellacious emergency. 

	I wheeled my Miata into the parking lot and into my space. I grabbed my purse and hurried for the door. I slid my card through the reader, pushed through the door, and waved at the security guards who had suddenly woken up. 

	“It’s just me…” 

	I don’t know if they knew me, but I was in too much of a hurry to waste time by chatting with them. 

	Through the double doors, down the hall and through the main lab.  

	“I’m back here, Judith!” 

	I hurried through the lab to the bunny room. I stepped in and stopped. 

	In a far corner of the room six cages were open and the bunnies were lying on the floor. They were covered in white fluid and were dead, their eyes glazed and unseeing. 

	“What the hell happened?” 

	Sandy, my assistant was lifting the last rabbit down to the floor. As I approached I could see the rabbit’s penis.  

	Normally a rabbit’s penis is small and covered with fur. This one was smaller than normal, but the fur had been rubbed off, and the skin was rubbed off, too. 

	“They started…humping. But they didn’t have anything to hump so they just humped their door latches. That’s the only projection in the cage. They humped and I couldn’t stop them. 

	That one there humped so hard he broke his door. He fell on the floor and kept jerking and twitching, then he just…died! 

	I took the bunny from her hands. Yes. The penis was half size, and the rabbit had rubbed through the skin. There was blood, but there was also semen, bunny semen, all over it. 

	“Did they…do they all have this amount of ejaculate?” 

	“Yes. And it’s a lot. I measured bunny J, he didn’t break out of his cage and the …the bunny sperm stayed mostly in the cage. There’s a half a cup of sperm on the floor of his cage. 

	I looked into bunny Js, cage. He was gone, dead on the floor, but the cup Sandy had used to measure was still in there, slightly over half a cup of semen, We were using Eastern cottontails, and they weighed about 2.5 pounds. A half a cup weighed four ounces. Holy Heysoos in leaky galoshes! the bunny had ejaculated 10% of his total weight! That was…that was…impossible! 

	And it was no wonder the rabbits had died. 

	In a back portion of my mind I started doing calculations, translating bunnies to humans. Jackson weighed 160 pounds. He had cum an easy cup, probably more. But 16 ounces to 160 pounds, translate liquid measure to body weigh, carry the 10, multiply…my eyes opened. 

	“Jackson!” I yelped. “Oh, my God!” 

	Judith stared at me. “What?” 

	“Jackson! I gave him the…he’s cumming too much…he’s…oh, my God!” and I ran out the door.

	
  

	 

	 

	 

	  

	PART TWO 

	  

	 

	I skidded to a stop in the driveway, nearly taking out the mail box on the way in. I ran into the house, slamming open the door. 

	“Jackson!” I yelled 

	From the back of the house I heard that weird rabbity orgasm sound. “Eeeee….ug….Eeeee!” 

	I sprinted down the hallway and into the bedroom. 

	Jack was on the bed, right where I had left him. He was stretched out, on his back and shooting cum. Gallons of cum. Cum on the ceiling, cum on the walls, and his little pecker was squirting up in the air like a geyser. He had broken through the black garbage bag and was really letting loose! 

	“Jackson!” I screamed. I leaped on the bed and looked down. He was out of it. He was making sounds, squirting like it was his last cum (and it might well be) and his eyes were open and vacant. He wasn’t even aware of what he was doing. 

	I slapped him. I didn’t know what else to do. 

	He didn’t notice. Another mighty squirt of semen. 

	I punched him in the gut, and that made him twitch, but his groin erupted yet again. 

	So I did the only thing I could think of, I grabbed his package in my hand and twisted. 

	“OW!” And his eyes blinked. 

	I twisted so hard I was afraid I would twist them right off. 

	His eyes opened more, the semen squirt was less, and he started to look at me. 

	“Judith? Judith? Ow!” 

	I let go and got the key to the handcuffs off the side table and unlocked him. 

	“Oh, Jackson!” I hugged him. 

	“Why do my nuts hurt?” he asked. 

	“Because you came too much!” I cried. 

	“Oh. It was feeling good for a while. What happened? Why is this happening to me?” 

	“The pink pill you took last week.” 

	“The pink…but I thought I threw it up?” 

	“Apparently you didn’t” 

	He was hugging me back now, and coming to himself more and more. 

	“What can I do?” 

	Ah, that was the question now, wasn’t it? 

	  

	 

	We sat at the kitchen table drinking Coke and bourbon. He needed fluids of any kind. He actually looked wan, like he had lost so much liquid that his cheeks were hollow. 

	I needed a drink because it is a well known fact that drinking helps your thinking. 

	“So it’s the pink pill that’s making me cum so much…and it shrank my dick.” 

	He was wearing a robe and he looked down at his once mighty member. 

	“Yes,” I responded in a low voice. This was not my proudest moment. “I just wanted to slow you down a bit so I could cum.” 

	“And to make me squirt less so you wouldn’t have to sleep in a wet spot.” 

	I nodded. “The pink pill was for women. Faster orgasm and less ejaculate. But you took that one in the dark.” 

	“But why am I humping out of control?” 

	“Because I used rabbits for my experiments. Apparently the results were a bit skewed for rabbits.” 

	“So I fuck like a bunny and cum all over the place. Crap.” 

	“You can say that again.” 

	“Crap.” 

	I didn’t even bother to tell him to shut up. 

	We sat there and sipped. 

	Suddenly he brightened up, raised his head and chirped, “Want to have some sex?” 

	I reached across the table and slapped him. 

	“OW! What was that for?” 

	“You were getting horny.” 

	“I was? Oh, no!” 

	And a few minutes later, he started to get that bright look in his eyes. “You want to make love?” 

	I stomped on his foot. 

	“OW! What was that for?” 

	“You were getting horny.” 

	“Oh, fuck!” 

	Oh, fuck, indeed. I couldn’t go through life abusing my husband every time he got horny. Well, I could, but I didn’t want to. Heck, I liked screwing! 

	But if he screwed and shot his load he might shoot himself to death. 

	“What are we going to do?” he asked. 

	“Well, there is one possibility.” 

	“What?” 

	“Take the blue pill.” I looked at him balefully. 

	“But I don’t like this pill thing. The last one…look how well it worked out!” 

	“Well, it’s that or we tie your weenie to a pole and beat it.” 

	“Beat me off?” he said, and I didn’t notice how he was starting to cheer up. 

	“Just beat it. Or maybe I could hook up an electric shocker of some kind, shoot a thousand volts through your dick when you get amorous.” 

	“Amorous. I like that word. Want to fuck?” 

	I looked at him, saw the gleam in his eye. Oh, crap.” I leaned across and shoved a knuckle into his eyeball. 

	“OW! What was that for?” Then: “Oh. Was I getting…” 

	“You were.” 

	He started to cry. “I can’t live like this.” 

	“Oh, shut up,” I snapped. “You think it’s any fun for me? I just wanted a kinder, more considerate man, and look what I got…Johnny Fuckemfaster.” 

	He blinked. “I’m who?” 

	I slapped him again. He wasn’t horny, but it was preventative…and I sort of felt like it. 

	“Okay,” I said. 

	“What?” 

	“Do you think you can keep your dick in check until I get back?” 

	“No! Where are going? I don’t think so. I want to fuck right now in the worst possible way!” 

	I stomped his foot quickly. “I need to go get a blue pill.” 

	“But what will it do to me?” 

	“Hopefully it will reverse the effects of the pink pill, but, honestly, I don’t know.” 

	“Well, I guess you can go…if you have to.” 

	“Okay.” I slapped him again for good measure, then grabbed my keys.  

	I made it to my car, then I heard that sound again. 

	“Eeeee!” 

	I rushed back into the house. He was just starting to squirt. Just standing there, legs spread, his little cock shooting out a stream. 

	I swung my leg and kicked him between the legs. I felt his balls all squooshy, then he collapsed on the floor. 

	“Thanks,” he said. “I needed that.” 

	“Well, crap.” I said, sitting down. 

	“Yeah,” he snuffled miserably, then crawled up on his own chair. “What are we going to do? 

	“Well, there’s nothing else except…” 

	“What?” 

	“I’m going to have to take you with me.” 

	“To work?” 

	“Where else? Yes, to work.” 

	“Oh.” 

	“I can’t leave you alone, you’d probably just cum your brains out.” 

	“Cum on my brains?” the idea looked vaguely interesting to him. I got ready to slap him again. 

	“Come on.” 

	“Cum on?” his eyes were dazed, but he stood up. 

	I walked him out to the car and got him into the passenger seat. 

	“Where are we going?” 

	“To work.” 

	“Wee! Take your husband to work day! Want to do a little of the old in and—OW!” 

	I had slammed the door on his hand, and not entirely by accident. Let the big goof think about that all the way to work. 

	We drove down the street, him sucking his fingers, and we only made it a couple of blocks. He took his fingers out of his mouth and asked, “Say, have we done it in a car lately?” 

	“Do you see that car over there?” 

	“Yes.” 

	“Point at it.” 

	He stuck his hand out the window and I raised the window. 

	“OW! OW!” 

	I rolled the window down and said, “Keep pointing. I may need to do this again.” And again and again. 

	A few window roll ups later we turned into my company parking lot. 

	It was Saturday morning now, and the parking lot was empty, except for Martha Vanes’ car and a couple of others. Now what the hell was that idiot doing here? 

	I got out of the car and went around to Jackson’s side. I helped him out of the car. 

	He was getting weaker, and he was gleefully giddy. I was delivering more and more pain, and he was wanting sex more and faster. 

	God, wouldn’t it be terrible if there was a correlation between sex and pain? Like what if me giving him a shot every time he got horny transfigured him? Made him want pain in place of an orgasm? 

	Well, hell. 

	“Hold your robe closed,” I said, as I took his arm and began the walk to the front door. 

	He did, but I noticed that he was leaking. He was apparently building up quite a surplus of semen, and it was just drooling out of little clitoris-sized cock. 

	Curious, I reached into his robe and felt his balls. God! They were gigantic! I squeezed one experimentally and he squirted a big glob of semen out the front of his robe. 

	“Oh, fuck!” I whispered. 

	“That felt good.” He looked at me. “You want to fuck?” 

	I made a fist and punched his balls. He squirted, but he also groaned in pain. “Shut up!” I hissed. 

	We were on the front walk now, just in front of the door, and the security guard was standing behind his station, staring at us with an open mouth. 

	I needed both hands to get my key card out of my purse, so I let go of Jackson. He was so dazed he kept walking. He splatted up against the window and raised both hands against the glass. 

	The guard blinked and was muttering something. He had apparently never seen a man, robe hanging open, spread eagled and naked and leaking cum against his front window. 

	I slid my card and pushed the door open , grabbed Jackson and we marched in. 

	“Mrs…Mrs…” the guard was so stunned he couldn’t think of my name. 

	“Just a little after hours work.” 

	“But…but…” 

	Suddenly, Martha Vanes stood up, and Jackson and I came close enough to see what was happening. 

	The guard’s pants were down, his big shlong was sticking out, and Martha had been down on her knees slurping the thing. 

	“Judith?” she said hungrily. 

	Hungrily? What the fuck! 

	She came around the security desk and followed us down the hall to my lab. All the while she babbled, “I needed some…I needed…and the guard was there…but he’s a man and I don’t like men. Do you think we could…” 

	I whirled on her. “Did you take the pink pill?” 

	“Uh…I thought…it would help me…do you want to screw? Let me eat you? I give good orgasms.” 

	She was close to me now and I punched her. 

	“OW! What was that for?” 

	Jackson looked up, “Hey…you want to make—“ 

	“OW! What was that for?” 

	I grabbed both of their wrists and dragged down towards the lab. 

	  

	 

	I entered the lab, and Sandy was there, peering into a microscope. She looked up in surprise, “Judith?” 

	“Martha was leaning around behind me and pulled Jackson’s robe apart. 

	“Ooh! A clit! Now this is a man I could love!” 

	“What’s happening?” 

	“The pink pill. I gave it to the rabbits. And stupid Jackson took one, and apparently so did Martha.” 

	“But…why? Don’t they know how dangerous untested drugs can be?” 

	“Well, they’re pretty stupid. Anyway, they’re both horned out, and you have to fix them.” 

	“I do?” 

	“Yes. Give them each a blue pill.” 

	“But…but…” 

	“That should counter the effects of the pink pill, and maybe they’ll return to normal.” I glanced at them. Martha was down on her knees, sucking on Jackson’s clit-sized peeny. “Whatever normal is.” 

	Sandy went to the other lab and shorty returned with two blue pills. She gave me one and we pulled Martha and Jackson apart and made them swallow the pills. 

	“Now what?” 

	“Now we punch them if they start trying to fuck.” 

	“Punch them?” 

	“Yes, we need to keep them apart. I don’t know about Martha, but Jackson cums so much he gets weak and…and he might hurt himself.” 

	“Oh.” 

	So we sat down and began the watch. 

	First we had to bop Jackson. 

	Then, a short while later, we had to kick Martha. 

	Back and forth we went, discouraging their horniness as it arose. 

	“How long did it take for the pills to effect the rabbits?” 

	“An hour.” 

	“Of course, a rabbit is faster than a man,” I mused. 

	I left Sandy in charge of the horny people and powered up a computer. A quick search told me that a rabbit can run up to 45 MPH, and a man can run about 8 MPH. 

	“Hmmm,” I stared into space. That meant a rabbit was five, almost six times faster than a human. So the blue pill should take effect in either six hours or ten minutes. Since they were both already on pills that might speed it up or slow it down appropriately. Hmmm. 

	“Eeeeee!” 

	I looked up.  

	Sandy came running back from the bathroom. 

	Jackson had Martha down and was humping her pussy, as well as he was able to with his short dick, and she was loving it and…and I kicked him off her. 

	“OW! What was that for?” 

	“I’m sorry! I just went to the bathroom.” 

	I glared at my assistant. “Next time just piss in your panties.” 

	“I’m sorry.” 

	We got the two horn bunnies up and sitting apart from each other. They gave each other loving looks and I felt like barfing. 

	We sat there and I watched the clock. 

	Tick tick. For a bunny that would be 12 ticks for every 2 human ticks. When, oh when, was the blue pill going to take effect? 

	“This is sort of cool,” Martha blurted, at one point. 

	“What’s cool?” Sandy asked. I didn’t care. 

	“Being all horny like this, and he’s like the first man I ever met with the right sized dick.” 

	“Oh,” said Sandy. 

	I grunted. 

	“Unnhhh!” I looked over at Jackson. He was bent over. 

	“What’s happening, Jackson?” 

	“I don’t…know…I just feel…my balls.” 

	“I think it’s working,” I whispered. 

	Martha: “What’s working?” 

	“Shut up,” I said. 

	Jackson fell on the floor, curled up on his side and held his little mini-weenie. “Oh…this hurts. Ow!” 

	We watched, and Jackson writhed and twisted, but at least he wasn’t horny. And the droolings of semen stopped. His hands held himself and there was not a trace of his baby batter. 

	“What’s happening?” asked Martha. “Can he fuck?” 

	“Shut up,” I snapped. 

	“What about you?” she turned to Sandy. “Do you want to fuck? I eat a mean snatch!” 

	“Ew!” blurted Sandy. “Shut up!” 

	Martha looked at me hopefully, but one look from me and she shut up. 

	On the floor Jackson was huddled onto his face. He was all bent over and holding himself. 

	“Turn over, Jackson.” 

	He stopped moving. 

	I jumped out of my chair and ran to him. I pushed his butt and he fell over. I moved his limbs out so he was laying spread-eagled. I put my ear to his chest. 

	Thup…thup…thup…his heart beat was normal. 

	I looked up and grinned, then stopped with the grin. Sandy had a horrified look on her face and she pointed at his groin. “LOOK!” 

	I looked at Jackson’s crotch and blinked. His cock had returned to normal, and then some! 

	It was big and red and ugly, maybe eight inches long, and fat like dog that has been overfed. 

	“Oh…” he groaned. 

	Then his eyes opened, and his dick started to get hard. 

	Oh, fuck! It just grew and grew and grew! It was like a baseball bat! It was a monster! And his balls, they got big, too! 

	“Wha’s happening?” He moaned, looking around. 

	“Oh, baby. You’re happening!” 

	Martha pushed Sandy and myself to the side and jumped on Jackson. 

	I scrambled up and stared. 

	Old Martha the asshole was firmly impaled on Jackson’s monster dick! 

	“Oh, yeah! Baby! This is better than pussy!” She moaned and began ripping her clothes off. 

	“Hey!” I tried to pull her off, but she was stuck to Jackson as if glued, and she waved her arms and brushed me off. Apparently the blue pill had given her a bit of male strength, and a male’s appetite for sex. 

	“Holy fuck!” gulped Sandy. “What do you want to do.” 

	I got up from where I had been so easily tossed and stared at the rutting duo. 

	Jackson lay there, not understanding, but at least not cumming out his ears. Martha rode his big pole, up and down, around and around, a gleeful expression on her old face. 

	“I don’t know,” I said.  

	“Maybe we should just leave them?” 

	“Maybe,” I said, walking around and studying them. 

	Martha had her clothes off now, and she was pulling on her saggy tits, elongating the nipple. 

	Under her, Jackson writhed, but it looked like he was trying to get her off his body. Apparently he was tired of sex. 

	But was that the effect of recovering from his rabbit-like state, or was it the effect of the pills? 

	After all, the purpose of the pills was to slow him down a bit, and he definitely looked slowed. 

	Had I succeeded? Had I made a man who didn’t squirt as fast and didn’t have much cum? 

	It certainly appeared that way, though I would have to wait and measure his cum output. Which, the way he was looking around and trying to push Martha off, might be a while. 

	But Martha, she was still acting a bit rabbity. Did that mean—Jackson had taken ten minutes for the blue pill to take effect, Martha was still the same—would it take Martha hours to return to normal? 

	Then I had a dour thought. What if the blue pill only returned her so far. What if she was already imbalanced, being gay was actually an imbalance, and it only returned her to…what if she was, this was…normal for her? 

	What if her finally lusting after Jackson was what would have been normal behavior for her, after the pill had its effect? 

	“Quick,” I snapped, “Get the camera set up.” 

	“What are you going to do?” 

	“This is a scientific experiment. We need to record it. We need an accurate recounting of what is happening.” 

	Quickly, Sandy set up the camera and began videoing the happy, lusting couple. 

	Well, she was happy. Jackson was sort of squirming and trying to figure out how to get out from under. 

	Sandy and I sat down in chairs with clipboards and we began taking notes. 

	“You know,” I remarked at one point, “There is vast potential here.” 

	“There is?” 

	“Of course. We can cure gay people.” 

	“I didn’t know they were sick.” 

	“Oh, that doesn’t matter, we can return them to what is considered normal.” 

	“Whatever normal is,” she observed. 

	“Yes,” I agreed. 

	On the floor Jackson was trying to push backwards, but he just kept banging his head into walls and tables and things. On top of him Martha had pulled her breasts until they were pink and swollen. They might be a bit bruised from her pulls, but they looked like they were just hot and horny. She moaned and slammed her box on his giant cock. 

	“Please…please…” begged Jackson. But he was part of a scientific experiment, and outside of making him sign a release form I just observed him. 

	“Sort of hot,” said Sandy. 

	Her eyes were glazed as she stared at the endless rutting. 

	“Hey!” I slapped her. 

	She yelped and rubbed her cheek, and at least had the decency to look a little embarrassed. 

	“I guess seeing all that fucking…it’s sort of like a contact high.” 

	“Hmm, we should look into that.” 

	“What?” 

	“Contact highs. Let’s say we get Jackson all horned up, and he has nowhere where to go. We could increase his pheromone level, excite the women around him. Maybe even give them a taste of the…the…Hey! What should we call our pills?” 

	We were silent for a moment, then Sandy came up with, “Super Rabbit Sex Pills.” 

	“Sure. Give them a rabbit pill and they fuck like bunnies.” I nodded thoughtfully. 

	“Of course we’re going to have to adjust doses.” 

	“And we’re going to have to figure out the specifics of a man taking a pink pill to counter the blue one, or a woman taking a blue one to counter the pink one.” 

	“We could cure people who don’t like sex…” 

	“Or maybe cure people who like sex too much…” 

	“Maybe there’s a market for human semen.” 

	“You mean like selling it in gallons in the supermarket? Super good and healthy, vitamin enriched man milk?” 

	“Exactly!” 

	We sat there and thought, coming up with idea after idea. Food products, medicine, over the counter on the blackmarket through the dark web…the possibilities for marketing were endless. 

	“The good thing…” 

	“Yes?” Sandy looked at me. 

	“The good thing is that it is…people want to keep taking it.” 

	“It’s addictive…” 

	“Well, I’d be careful with that word, it’s a bit negative for marketing.” 

	“Oh.” 

	“But people will want to take it and take it, and when they need to come down we can sell them the fast acting counter.” 

	“Addiction…and a counter addiction!” 

	“Exactly! And we can charge people a dollar for the first pill, but a hundred dollars for the second pill.” 

	“Wow! Sex really does sell, doesn’t it!” 

	“You betcha.” 

	On the floor it looked like Jackson was going to squirt. Martha was pounding away on him, Jackson had lurched his hips a couple of times, and I nudged Sandy. “Look, he’s going to blow.” 

	We watched silently as Jackson gave another couple of hip lurches, then he grunted, made a long wailing kind of grunt, and squirted. 

	“Quick! We need to measure him.” 

	Working together we were able to dislodge Martha and knock her off Jackson. 

	Jackson groaned mightily, and I stared at his penis. 

	For a second I was worried. After all, when his penis was miniature he had shot gallons of jizz. What if he still shot gallons, and more gallons because his dick was even bigger! 

	Heck, if he shot a cup of jizz under the influence of the pink pill, he might shoot ten times that under the blue pill. And that would be all the blood in his body! 

	Jackson might die if he came! 

	Then Jackson pulsed his dick and squirted a single drop of semen. 

	Nothing more. 

	He was empty, and I sighed a sigh of relief. 

	Over in the corner Sandy kept hitting Martha, keeping her back so she couldn’t jump on Jackson again.  

	So she might have lots of ejaculate, but it would take a while to find out. Apparently the blue pills were working, and Martha was now a slow comer. 

	“It’s okay,” I said, moving back from Jackson. “I got his measurement, now we need to get hers.” 

	Sandy stepped back, stopped kicking Martha, and the old bat shot towards Jackson like a bat out of hell. 

	“No! No!” screamed Jackson, but it was too late. Martha was on him, clutching his dick, stuffing it into her dried up old pussy. I was really anxious to see how much ejaculate she would produce. 

	I made sure the camera was working and settled down for a long wait. 

	  

	 

	“Hello, honey, are you ready?” 

	Jackson was chained to a bed in the garage. It was his time of month. He stared at me with hungry eyes, he was drooling, from both mouth and cock. 

	I was wearing my flimsiest negligee. All made up. Pretty. 

	Not that it mattered to horny Jackson.  

	But I liked to look good. Girls always like to feel a little sexy. 

	We had finally settled on a once a month pill. Once a month he would get that good, old uncontrollable pecker. A big one, not like that shrunken weenie he had had during his initial pink pill. 

	For a few hours he would be filled with lust, ready to service, everything a sexed up woman could want. 

	I had taken my pill, and it was time to do my monthly duty. 

	Quite honestly, I wasn’t all that interested in sex. I was making train loads of money from my line of pills, and I was interested in money. 

	But I gave Jackson a stipend, and he got to drive around in a fancy sports car, and do what he wanted while I made money. 

	And I didn’t have to worry about him cheating because…he was on the pill. No interest in sex, especially with his limp and shrunken weenie, until I gave him his once a month pill.  

	Then he would get excited, uncontrollable, and I hoped once a month was enough for him because I sure didn’t want to have to put out twice a month. 

	In fact, I was thinking of once every three months. 

	Standing in the garage, watching him pull at the chains, I loved him like this. 

	I walked over and stared down at him. 

	“Come on…come on!” He begged, rattling his manacles. 

	I through a leg over him and squatted, perched over his penis and spreading my labia. 

	“Uh! Uh! Come on!” 

	I lowered myself, and felt the delicious expansion of my hole as his giant cock filled it. 

	“Oh, fuck!” I whimpered. I think I’m addicted to big cocks. 

	I began to ride him then, and he thrust his pelvis up and tried to get more and more of me. 

	But he was so big I could only fit half the beautiful beast into me. 

	Up and down I went, slapping his chest and pulling on his nipples. 

	“Oh, yeah! Give it to me!” He howled. 

	But I could only give him half. 

	Still, it was enough for me. A few minutes later I sighed, crescendoed, and fell forward. My tits smashed into his face, but I was off that big, beautiful cock. Hell, if I had fallen straight down, and taken that thing all the way, I would be destroyed. 

	“Huh! Huh! Fuck me!” He was piteous, begging, whining, trying to get me back on him again. 

	But I had had enough, and there was a huge glob of female ejaculate on his groin to prove it. 

	I stared at the mess on him, that was the reason I fucked him out here, in the garage. He would have a month to clean the mattress, or just get a new one, and the one in my bedroom would be fresh and unstained. 

	“Please, Judith! Get me off!” 

	I was feeling a bit sorry for the slob, or maybe just a little perverse, so I hooked up the electronic jacker to him. It was a tube that engulfed him, that went up and down and even gave little shocks to his balls. An hour of this and he would finally cum. 

	Yes, I had his dose down pretty good. He took a long time to cum, and when he did…just a drop.  

	The machine began to rattle and hum and clank, and I watched the tube go up and down on poor Jackson’s over-sized cock. I smiled and placed the key to his hand cuffs on the chain around his neck. 

	He would cum, and start to be able to think, find the key and let himself loose. 

	And I would be free to spend a few hours talking with my lawyers and investment counselors. 

	I got dressed and walked out of the garage and out to my car. 

	Martha was waiting for me, she held the door open. “Good morning, ma’am.” 

	Ah, yes. Sweet Martha was now my valet. The bitch who fucked my husband. The cunt who took my pill and transformed herself into a sex hungry monster and…fucked my husband. 

	Can you imagine that? Taking a pill for sex? 

	Who in their right mind would do that? 
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