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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


Author’s Note!

These are some of the most over the top stories I’ve ever written.

Mad scientists abound. Men are changed into women. Perverse contests that no sane man (or woman) would enter into.

But isn’t that what life is about?

Not the boring nine to five, but the moment of insanity that has us chuckling for years.

Not the grey people slouching about their jobs, but the wild and wooly ass hat that entertains us with their delusional reality.

Maybe I should have titled this collection ‘insane ass hats that make you laugh.’

Nah.

Have a great read and…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie

PS ~ Thanks to Alyce Thorndyke for letting me include ‘Frankendick.’


Dr. Frankendick

ALYCE THORNDYKE


CHAPTER ONE

KIDNAPPED

Jane Monroe took careful aim and let fly. The small, potted fern flew through the air and smashed against the door frame. Bits of dark earth and leaf struck Derrick’s shoulder, but most of the missile was wasted.

“Son of a bitch,” snarled Jane, rushing after her cheating boyfriend.

He had let his dick wander into the pussy of Jane’s best friend, and now she had lost a boyfriend and a BFF.

She rushed through the door and caught sight of the traitor’s head as he descended the stairs.

“Fuck you, you fuck!” Tears came from her eyes and her words echoed down the stairway. “I was tired of your short dick, anyway!” she screamed.

Doors down through the apartment were being opened to see what the latest ruckus was all about.

“That’s not what you said when he shoved it up your ass!” Darla was there! Waiting downstairs for her cheating, limp-dicked son of a bitch boyfriend!

“And you, you fucking slut! Your cunt stinks!”

Derrick hadn’t said a word when she had berated him in her apartment, but now he bleated, “Yeah, it stinks of my dick.”

Darla laughed. “Yeah, you hear that you dried up old excuse for a pussy! We’ll be thinking of you next time he porks me with that giant woody!”

On the landings people were poking their heads out and listening to the exchange.

“Fuck,” whined Jane, backing into her apartment and slamming the door. “Fuck,” she whispered her back to the door.

For a long minute her tears slid down her cheeks. Her mind was a black, cesspit whirlpool, obsessed with the idea that she had been dumped.

Finally, long minutes later, she bent and picked up the remains of her fern. She had bought it two years ago, and it had sat on her counter, an air freshening friend of no words, and now she had destroyed it. For what? A cheating, no good, short-dicked asshole.

Whimpering, she took the remains of her friend to the garbage and deposited it. Then she walked towards her bedroom, and stopped.

There she was, in the door mirror. She had curves and long hair, and everybody said her face was angelic. She turned slightly and studied the outline of her full breasts. She advanced closer to the mirror and studied her pretty face, now disfigured by tears and betrayal.

Fuck.

And from here on out…no fuck.

“That did it, my friend,” she spoke to herself in the mirror. “No more boyfriends for me.”

Then she fled to her bed, throwing herself facedown and sobbing. No boyfriend. And she didn’t want a girlfriend. So what did that leave her?

Alone.

She cried herself to sleep.

The next day Jane awoke at 8 o’clock in the AM. Feeling like shit that’s been steam pressed and hung out to dry, she struggled up from bed and out of her clothes. She took an extra long shower, hoping the hot liquid would sluice her soul as well as her body, but when she got out of the shower she felt just as depressed.

She pulled on some running tights and a short shirt for exercise. She tied the ends of the short shirt together in the front, which emphasized her ample and most bounteous breasts.

“How?” she asked of the mirror before leaving. She held up her tits to the mirror. They were large. “How could he fucking leave these?”

But there was no answer, and Jane crossed the living room, opened the front door and—

SPRITZ! Somebody in a hazmat suit advancing towards her, hand up with a sprayer in it.

The spray hit her in the face, making her blink before large tears welled up.

“Wha—“ she tried to speak as she backed away.

“Stop.”

And, unbelievably, she did. A mental fog descended upon her and she heard the invader speak again.

“Stop moving, stop talking. You will comply cheerfully.”

Standing in the middle of her living room, tears flowing freely, totally alarmed, she began to cheerfully comply.

“I want you to go to your room and pack for a long trip.” The voice was high, like a woman’s, but a bit gravelly, like an old woman’s.

“Okey, dokey,” agreed Jane. She walked into her bedroom, and took her rolly bag out of the closet. She then opened drawers and ransacked her dresser for underwear, and her closet for clothes. The hazmat intruder leaned against the door and watched. When Jane had sat upon the bag and zipped it tight, the intruder said, “Go get your make up from the bathroom.”

Jane cheerfully walked into the bathroom. She wondered how she could be so cheerful when somebody was upending her life.

She took out her little kit from under the sink, then filled it with lotions and creams and lipstick and eye curler and mascara and all the things a girl would need for a long trip. Finally, she was done.

“Okay, we’re going down to a van. If we see anybody on the way you will tell them you are going to visit a friend, won’t be back for a while. And don’t be so damned cheerful.”

“Okay,” answered Jane soberly. She followed the hazmat figure out of her apartment.

The figure  put a note on Jane’s door. ‘Out of town!’ She locked the door, then led the way down the stairs.

Inside her mind Jane was trying to figure out how to tell somebody she was being kidnapped, but nobody came out of any apartment, and shortly they were walking out the front door. A dark van sat next to the curb, the door yawningly wide, and the hazmat woman motioned Jane inside.

Jane sat down in the darkness.

“Stay there,” the mysterious figure commanded, then she slid the door shut.

A moment, then Jane could hear the front door opening, and the van settling under sitting weight. The motor roared, and the van slid into traffic.


CHAPTER TWO

MEETING MRS. FRANKENDICK

Jane sat in a cage and wondered what was going on. She had been drugged, by a spray, no less, and she was just starting to think again.

The van had taken her somewhere, but the windows being blocked out, and being commanded to not move, she had no idea where. There were no smells to give her a clue, no sounds, nothing but dank darkness and the bars of a cage.

The cage seemed to be in a basement, and there was only one light at the far end of the basement for light. There were a couple of windows high in the walls, but these had been boarded over.

Suddenly, the lights went on, and she was better able to inspect her surroundings.

Yes, a basement. A lot of boxes stared along one wall, and then the common bric a brac one might find in a basement. A child’s pink bicycle, an ancient record player, one with an over-sized spindle, a stack of kitchen chairs, spring mattresses stacked against a wall.

Jane’s attention was drawn away from her surroundings by the sound of footsteps on stairs. At the far end of the basement a pair of skinny legs descended, and grew into a skinny, old woman.

“Help,” croaked Jane. She swallowed quickly, got her throat used to working again, and said, “Help me!”

The skinny woman walked towards Jane. She was holding a bowl from which steam arose and a spoon stuck out.

“No use calling for help, dearie.” It was the hazmat figure! She wore a grey dress that covered her from ankle to chin, and she had no boobs to speak of, just little nipple spots on the front of her sack-like dress.

“Who are you?”

Up close the woman had a skinny face and pinched eyes. She looked like she liked kicking kittens for fun.

“My name is Martha Frankendick.” She placed the steaming bowl on a ledge just outside a small opening in the side of the cage, then stood back.

“Why am I here! Let me out!”

Mrs. Frankendick smiled a yellow grin. She was missing a tooth, and the smile was more like a grimace than a hearty greeting.

“Why don’t you eat your supper, and I will explain your situation.”

“I’m not hungry.”

Mrs. Frankendick held up the hand sprayer, “You can eat, or you can eat cheerfully.”

Jane was caught, and she knew it. She moved forward and took the bowl and sniffed it.

Delicious! Meaty with vegetables in a thick broth. Her look betrayed her and Mrs. Frankendick laughed. “What? You thought I was going to poison you? Why would I go to the trouble of kidnapping you and then poison you?”

Tentatively Jane sipped the broth. It was hot and she could feel the warmth of it penetrate to her bones. She thought about throwing it in the woman’s face, then thought again. She was in the cage, and the woman would just use the spray and still her ability to resist, or even make a plan. She  began eating.

Outside the cage Mrs. Frankendick pulled up a chair and began talking.

“I’ll start with the spray. It always make things easier to understand when the girls know what it is.”

Jane swallowed a marvelous piece of beef and thought: girls…I’m not the first.

“This is a Rohypnol spray Dr. Frankendick invented. Roofie in a mist. The date rape drug. It is just one of Dr. Frankendick’s many wonderful inventions.”

“I’m going to be raped.” Something was loosey goosey in Jane’s mind. It was like a haze had happened over her…and she didn’t care.

“Yes,” answered the woman, simply. “And you will love it.”

Jane looked at the bowl and realized the Rohypnol was in the broth.

“Continue eating,” Mrs. Frankendick commanded.

Jane slurped up some more broth.

“Yes, more roofie, if you will. You will obey all commands, but you may ask questions.”

“Why can’t I go home,” asked Jane, swallowing the delicious stew.

“Dr. Frankendick needs an heir. You really must understand, Dr. Frankendick has overcome the secrets of life and death. He, and I, have been alive for over three hundred years. In that time he has conquered diseases and elongated life. Unfortunately, he has had an accident, and he requires a youthful mate.”

“Myself.”

“Yes. I can’t have children, I went through menopause 250 years ago. But we need children. There have been side effects for poor Victor, his brain is starting to rot, and we need progeny to pick up where he is leaving off.

“Mind you, he is still able to think, he has the most marvelous brain in the history of mankind,” it was obvious in the way Mrs. Frankendick was talking that she was enthralled by Victor Frankendick’s mind. “But his thoughts are lacking vigor. He is able to maintain, but his creative phase is coming to an end. He needs a child, one with his type of mind, able to think outside the box.”

“So you need me.”

“Yes, dear. What I can’t do you will be able to.”

“When can I go home?”

Mrs. Frankendick just laughed, “The Rohypnol will fix that.”

Jane knew, with that statement, that they weren’t going to let her go home. She was going to have to figure a way out of this by herself.

“Now, are you ready to meet the good Doctor?”

Jane started to say ‘no,’ to shake her head in the negative, but Mrs. Frankendick merely raised a finger and bobbed it up and down. Jane found her own head bobbing up in down in time with the scrawny digit.


CHAPTER THREE

MEETING DR. FRANKENDICK

After commanding Jane not to try to escape, Mrs. Frankendick undid the lock on the cage.

In her heart, Jane wanted to rush forward, conk the old bitch on the head and make her escape. What happened in reality was she came docilely out of the cage and followed Mrs. Frankendick up the stairs.

The house was old. The staircase up from the basement was rickety and creaked alarmingly. The sink had an ancient faucet and the flooring was 100 year old linoleum. The walls were covered with ancient wallpaper.

Jane followed Mrs. Frankendick through the kitchen and down a hallway, then they ascended stairs to the second floor.

They passed a window and Jane caught a glimpse of the outside world. Treetops as far as the eye could see, no sign of another house. They were somewhere in the country. Even if Jane managed to escape, she would be lost in an endless forest.

Down the second floor hallway and into a bedroom. Jane was commanded to stop, so she did, and she had a moment to take in the room.

It was a bedroom, ancient trappings, including wallpaper and a round, threadbare carpet over a floor so old the boards rippled.

There was a window, but it was closed, the drapes drawn.

The bed was a big four poster affair. Curtains were drawn back to reveal a scrawny, old man half covered by a comforter and reclining like an odalisque. He was on his side and one arm supported his head. He had but fringes of tufted hair on an oversized head. His neck was skinny with folds of old skin. He was grinning like a 16 year old caught jacking off, and he eyed Jane like he was sizing up a steak at the supermarket.

Mrs. Frankendick commanded Jane: “Stand there until you are told to move.” Then, to the wheezed, old skeleton in the bed, “This is Jane, honey, your new girlfriend.”

“Thank you, Martha.” The old man’s rheumy eyes glittered hungrily.

“Jane, you love Dr. Frankendick, and you want nothing more than to satisfy him completely and utterly. Do you understand?”

Jane was frozen, wanting to run, but unable. In her heart she was revulsed. The grey folds of skin over a bony structure, the teeth crooked and yellow. And the hungry look in his eyes was enough to put anybody off.

Jane found her mouth answering: “Yes, ma’am.”

She was caught. She wanted to run, to scream, to be anywhere but in this terrible bedroom torture chamber. She stood quietly, praying for a way out, and following instructions exactly.

Martha frowned. She knew Jane was resisting. She snarled, “You will believe that you love Dr. Frankendick.”

Instantly, Jane’s revulsion yielded to a desire to go to the man, to embrace him and love him, to feel him, to fuck him.

Martha watched the expression on Jane’s face change from dislike to fascination. She smiled and stepped back. “She’s all yours, dear,” and. to Jane, “You can move now.”

Martha turned and exited the room, closing the door with a soft click.

Jane stood motionless, She wanted to go rape the old toad, in spite of the terrible feeling in her heart.

Dr. Frankendick studied her. “Ah, yes. You are quite beautiful, my dear. Hold up your tits.”

Jane placed hr palms under her mammaries and lifted them. She was proud of here full bosom, and now this pride undid her. She squeezed them and moaned and wanted to push them in the face of the old man. She wanted him to suckle her large, pointed nipples.

And, inside, she wanted to vomit.

“Blow kisses to me.”

Jane made kissing motions as she held her tits out.

“Tickle yourself with one hand.”

Somehow, Jane managed to lose her clothes, then she was massaging her pussy with one hand, holding her tit and squeezing the nipple with the other hand, and blowing kisses to the foul, old man.

Gleefully, Dr. Frankendick clapped his hands together. “Martha has really outdone herself this time. Do you want me to fuck you?”

Jane found herself moaning and saying, “I need your big dick plunged into my pussy. I’m wet, all wet, and your dick is the only cure.”

Dr. Frankendick sat up then, cross legged with his legs under the covers. “And you shall fuck me, long and hard. And you will eat my sperm and get pregnant and love every minute of it. But first…you need to see my dick.”

Jane was shivering now, wanting to dive forward and begin loving the man to death.

“You see, I had an accident. I was preparing dog food for my Poochie. I had reconstructed him out of dead bodies and he was the most lovable doggy. He was half Bulldog and half Shih Tzu which made him  a Bull Shit.…anyway, I was pushing body parts through the meat grinder…don’t want to waste all that good meat, right? Good enough for my little Poochie, right? And, somehow, my dick got caught. Before I could flick the switch the meat grinder ate my dick right up. Ground it into bits and pieces. It hurt an awful lot, and my Poochie didn’t realize what had happened, he thought everything coming out of the grinder was edible, so he ate my ground up dick right on the spot. “BUT…” Dr. Frankendick held up one finger. “My darling wifey has no doubt apprised you of my most marvelous abilities. I invented myself a new dick!”

Jane was now shaking with the desire to attack the old man, to lay waste to him and his reconstructed dick, even without knowing what that dick looked like.

“First, I scoured the world for appropriate parts. By that I mean it had to be appropriate to a human cunt. It had to fill all the spaces and rub the hot spots and all that. I examined elephant dicks, mosquito dicks, whale dicks, mouse dicks. Did you know that a sea turtle has a dick twice the length of his body? That’s right…if it is 6 feet long it has a 3 foot dick.

“Second, I had to choose the right material to construct the penis. It had to be not too hard, not too soft…just perfect so that it would shape to the contours of the cunt without being too rigid.

“Third, it had to have massive balls to hold the right amount of sperm to insure pregnancy. This meant I had to reconstruct my balls, which didn’t make it into the meat grinder.

“Fourth, I had to…well, don’t let me bore you with all the scientific foofaraw. Let me just say there was a fourth, fifth, sixth, and so on.

“But the point is this…” Dr. Frankendick leaned forward, his pale eyes bulging, a bit of drool dripping from his mouth, “…my dick is the best, largest, most massive, yet tenderest cunt filler in the universe.

“Well, maybe the world. Haven’t been off this planet, you know, but I simply can’t imagine even an alien species having a bigger and better cock than I.

Jane felt her whole body blushing with heat, the desire to launch herself on Dr. Frankendick. Inside her heart of hearts, she was terrified. She didn’t want some alien monstrosity of dick entering her, let alone impregnating her. But the Rohypnol developed by Dr. Frankendick was too much for her to resist.

“Can I…can I see?” She managed to sputter.

Slowly but proudly, Dr. Frankendick lowered the comforter and exposed his penis.

It came into view first as large as a baseball, but that was just the head. And the head had four segments, each with a piss slit.

“Don’t worry, you’ll be able to take the head,” Dr. Frankendick explained. “The reason there are four sides to the skull is I wanted to be able to spray the sides of the cunt equally, it’s the best way to make sure the little spermies have the best chance of swimming up your little cunnie.”

He lowered the comforter more, and the shaft of the beast was slowly revealed. It was thick as a baseball bat, but triple twined.

“The triple twine feature insures that my dick gets enough rubbing. Each part of the dick rubs against your walls, and against the other two pillars in the trunk. That afford me the best pleasure, and makes sure I won’t ever get bored fucking.”

He pushed the comforter aside and revealed the largest balls Jane had ever seen. They were massive, as big as softballs.

“They swell a bit, you’ll feel them, before I ejaculate, which gives my sperm a big shove up your canal. Do you want to see them up closer?”

Terrified within, Jane found her head nodding helplessly.

And, sad truth to tell, there was a part of Jane that was overcoming even her hidden revulsion. There isn’t a woman on the planet, not a one of the female species, that hasn’t wondered what a bigger cock feels like.

Just as 16 year old males can’t be kept from hiding in the bathroom and stroking themselves silly, there isn’t a woman alive who isn’t on the hunt for that big whammer slammer of a penis. What does that giant feel like? How much sperm is it going to squirt? Can my little pussy take it all?!

Jane moved closer to the bed. She bent down on her knees and got eyeball close to the massive Frankendick.

Up close it was even more impressive. The head was shiny and swollen and dripping with pre-cum. The three shafts writhed against one another, and she could feel the heat being generated. And the balls…Oh. My. God!

She reached forward a hand and touched one of the balls. The testicle pulsated in response to her touch, it was hungry to spew its batter, and the pulsing made the ball grow noticeably larger.

“Take them in both hands, my dear.”

Jane slid a hand under each ball and hefted them.

They were raw and red, filled with juices that swirled, and the veins on the outside rippled with waiting baby juice.

“Unnn!” moaned Dr. Frankendick.

Jane shifted her grip to the shaft. She felt the three individual poles twist tighter, then relax. She knew that if she stuck a finger between the rippling poles they would crush her finger.

“Gah hah!” drooled Dr. Frankendick. “Stroke…stroke!”

Using both hands, Jane stroked the triple pillar. Up and down went her hands, and the poles began to shorten then elongate. The three shafts, twined as they were, were like a massive spring. At one point Jane placed her palm over the head of Dr. Frankendick’s dick and pushed it. The dick gave way, shortened, then sprang outward.

“Hoo! Ah Ah!” Dr. Frankendick’s scrawny chest heaved and panted. the four sides of the head of his dick spurted a steady stream of pre-cum. Blood pulsed up the triple shaft, making the veins ripple and writhe against one another.

Jane leaned forward and licked up some of the pre-cum.

“Ahhhhahahah!” Dr. Frankendick responded to the feel of her tongue lapping at the head.

She licked up more, and swallowed greedily. It was obvious that Dr. Frankendick had made his pre-cum, and probably his sperm, delicious to the tongue.

Jane tried to get the head into her mouth, and, surprisingly, it slipped in!

“Ahhhh!” groaned Dr. Frankendick.

Jane realized that the substance of which the dick was constructed was soft on the outside and hard on the inside. It filled and touched everything in her mouth, yet she could feel, as she sucked, the bony structure inside the soft.

Dr. Frankendick was really moaning now, his hips were moving back and forth, and Jane sucked the head in deep, then spat it out. Sucked and spat, swallowing more and more of the delicious fluid spewing from the head.

“Gah gah gah!” Dr. Frankendick groaned, then, without warning, he came.

Sperm flooded Jane’s mouth, filled it completely. She tried to draw back, to not be drowned by the massive amount of ejaculate, but Dr. Frankendick had a hold of her head.

Thick, milky fluid spurted out the sides of Jane’s mouth, she gagged, but still the fluid kept coming. The dick was pulsing like a jackhammer, the balls had swollen and now were palpitating, and slowly, ever so slowly, growing smaller.

Now Jane’s whole face was covered with the creamy batter, and she realized: This is good!

But, all good things must come to an end, the stream of cum became a trickle, then a dribble, and finally ended.

Dr. Frankendick released her head and she drew back. Her eyes were wide as she wiped the massive amounts of sperm off her face.

“Pretty impressive, eh, my dear?” Dr. Frankendick grinned mightily.

Jane nodded, couldn’t keep her eyes off the giant headed triple column cunt fucker.

“Aren’t you worried that I might have shot my wad? No more? That you won’t get to sample my delightful but devious dick?”

Jane looked up at the ugly, little man with worry in her eyes.

Dr. Frankendick laughed. “Not to worry. I managed to give myself almost instantaneous powers of regeneration. Look!”

The doctor pointed between his legs, Jane looked and saw that the monster was already resurrecting.

“The secrets of life and death, my dear.”

Jane watched in awe as the massive member became larger and larger, maybe even larger than it had been before.

“Now, I’ll lie back and let you have your pleasure with me.”

Dr. Frankendick laid back and his dick popped upward, pointed towards the ceiling like a spaceship ready to blast off. In this position it was truly stupendous, red and veined, rippling and pulsing, the balls surging as they refilled.

“Come, my dear.”

Slowly, almost afraid, but too in love to resist herself, Jane stood up on the bed and put her feet on each side of Dr. Frankendick.

Slowly, cautiously, terrified but wanting it more than she had ever wanted anything in her life, Jane lowered herself until she felt the big ball of the head touch her thighs.

She used her hands to spread her labia. She pushed her pussy onto the big, baseball-sized head. It was so big, scarily big, but she already knew, from the blow job, that the outer part shrunk under pressure.

She grunted and lowered, and she felt the spongy head contract, slip into her pussy with a pop.

“Gah,” she muttered, scarcely believing that she had the whole head in her slit.

Then she began to descend on the shaft.

“Hunh hunh hunh,” she made guttural sounds of lust, feeling the springy triple pillar give way slightly, become spring loaded for the return trip.

And, most surprisingly, she could feel the triple columns grab her on the insides. Yes, they could have broken a finger, but when cushioned by the spongy outer covering, and compressed by the gentle walls of Jane’s canal, the sides of her pussy were squeezed and threaded, kneaded and palpated, and every nerve inside her sex was caught and explored.

“Huh, ga ga, hunh!” She moaned and whined, losing all thought and becoming receptive only to the unbelievable pleasure being twisted out of her innards.

“Ha ah hunh hunh!”

She bottomed out.

She was so filled, her every fiber so aflame, she wasn’t aware of Dr. Frankendick grunting in pleasure.

Then the fun really started.

Jane lifted slightly, and settled, and lifted and settled, and inside her the triple penis gave way, then shot forward. The sides of her cock holster were gripped and slipped, and the head began banging back and forth. Massive amounts of pre-cum aided the endeavor, and a frothy foam began expelling out of her pussy, squirting down the sides of the huge triple cock.

Unbelievably, Jane felt even more pleasure. She bounced and bounced, until the huge balls under Dr. Frankendick’s cock were filled to the max, then those balls became something for her to bounce upon.

Jane’s head began flopping back and forth, her big breasts bounced up and down.

Dr. Frankendick grabbed her tits with his bony hands and kneaded them.

Jane leaned forward and Dr. Frankendick placed his thin lips about the nipples and sucked hard.

Jane arched her back, which tilted her hips slightly and gave even more access to the huge dick pummeling her.

“Gah gah!” She shouted.

Underneath her, Dr. Frankendick was giving similar shouts of of pleasure.

“HUNH HUNH FUUUU!”

“AGH AGH FUUUUU!”

They came at the same time.

Jane just felt herself thrown aloft, across the blue sky and into the sun. Everything turned white hot and time stopped.

Dr. Frankendick shot his fluids deep into the beautiful woman riding him. Massive amounts of splooge squirted far into Jane’s rumpled slit skin.

For a long minute they were frozen, her wafting away on clouds of pleasure, him emptying his sizable gonads with great pulses of his giant and most pleasing dick. Then they were done. She collapsed on him, and he simply went to sleep. Didn’t even tell her to get off or clean himself up. Just went to sleep.


CHAPTER FOUR

SEX AND SLAVERY

And was rudely woken up.

“Get up!” hissed Martha Frankendick.

“But it’s only been a few—“

“Shut. Time to do your chores.”

Confused, dazed by the total and utter satiation of her every sexual desire, Jane followed the skinny witch.

In the kitchen Mrs. Frankendick told her to: clean the dishes, sweep and mop and wax the floors, clean the windows…and be quick about it.

Helpless under the influence of the Rohypnol, Jane began scrubbing dishes. The sink was piled high, a weeks worth of encrustation, and she had to put her whole weight and all the hot water the old sink was capable of into the task. By the end of an hour everything was sparkling, but her poor hands, once the envy of hand models everywhere, were raw and shaking.

Then came the floors. Sweeping was easy, and mopping wasn’t too bad, but the waxing was brutal. Jane had to strip the old wax, and then apply the new wax by hand (Mrs. Frankendick insisted it be done on hands and knees and by hand) and rub it until it shone.

Now exhausted, Jane cleaned the windows, and this, too, was done by old standards. Jane had to use vinegar and newspapers. By the time she was done she was sobbing with the scent of vinegar and her hands were a mess. Her nails were chipped and broken and the skin was raw and even bleeding in some places.

And, if that wasn’t enough, the old biddy came into the kitchen every half hour and inspected the work, demanding redo after redo after redo, even when to Jane’s senses the job was perfectly done.

At last, done and ready to die, Mrs Frankendick threw her a crust of bread and said, “Squat in the corner and eat. And don’t say a fucking word.”

Mrs. Frankendick then began to prepare lunch. She might be the skinny bitch from hell, but she knew how to cook. Shortly the kitchen was a cauldron of delicious aromas. Jane, finished with her crust of bread, stared at the old lady. Drool flowed freely from her mouth, and her eyes were filled with a look of hunger.

“Jesus,” muttered Martha at one point, “Can’t you control yourself?” She tossed Jane another crust.

Jane pounced upon the crust and jammed it into her mouth. She was starving, and all the pleasure jammed into her pussy by the bad Doctor was a memory.

Mrs. Frankendick placed dishes upon the table, then leaned out the kitchen door and bellowed, “Lunch is ready!”

A minute later Dr. Frankendick entered the room. He was wearing a tattered robe, fuzzy slippers, and a pair of boxers. The boxers looked over sized on his skinny frame, and his monster dick hung out the bottom of one leg.

“Mmmm,” smells good, my dear. Then, he noticed Jane squatting in the corner. “Who’s this?”

Jane blinked. It was obvious the doctor didn’t know who she was, didn’t remember that he had filled her pussy with love juices just a few hours previous.

“This is Jane, dear,” Mrs’ Fraendick spoke cheerfully, but cheerful for her was like running a rusty razor over one’s finer sensibilities. “She’s our new maid.”

“Well, hello,” Dr, Frankendick sat down and started eating.

For a few minutes there was nothing but the sound of Dr. Frankendick’s skinny, little lips smacking, then the meal was devoured. He had eaten half a pig, a rack of ribs, two steaks and a watermelon. And he was still skinny!

He stood up and smiled at his wife, “Thank you, dear.” Then he left the room.

Martha Frankendick had been leaning against the sink the whole time, her face revealing her sour outlook on life. Now she jerked her head at Jane. “Well, clean up this mess.”

Jane stood up and began cleaning the dishes off the table. Such a lot of dishes for such a skinny, little fart of a man. She began scrubbing the plates in the sink, and Martha stood to one side and watched her.

Finally, a half hour later, Jane was done. And she was tired and worn down. She had been kidnapped, raped by a monster dick, forced to be a slave, and she was tired.

“Smile,” said Mrs. Frankendick.

Jane smiled brightly.

Mrs. Frankendick nodded and was satisfied. “Sit at the table.”

Jane, smile stuck stuck across her puss, cheerfully sat at the old kitchen table. Mrs. Frankendick sat down opposite her.

“I don’t know why I bother talking to girls like you. Dirty sluts that can’t control their stupid pussies. I guess I just get lonely. The only time I’m out of this house is when I have to pick up a bitch like you. Oh, well. Go ahead. You’ve got questions?”

Jane couldn’t help it, questions poured out of her like sperm had poured out of her pussy a few hours ago. “Why me? How did you find me? How long do I have to do this? Doesn’t Dr. Frankendick really remember who I am? He just fucked me!…”

Jane poured out her questions for a long minute. Finally, Martha held up a hand to stop the outpouring.

“Okay, big mouth, my turn. I’m not going to answer all your questions, they’re too stupid for me to answer. But…no, Victor doesn’t remember who you are. One of the effects I noticed after he created his big dick was that it seemed to interfere with his memory. And the more he fucks the less he remembers. He’ll probably fuck himself into terminal stupidity.”

“But…but can’t you limit his fucking?”

“Not as long as I have stupid girls like you to do it for me. Believe me, you’ll eventually get tired of his big, super dick. I did. And, like I say, I’m too old for babies, anyway. No. As long as I can get girls like you I can keep him satisfied, and I get the added bonus of having a perfectly good maid.”

“You say other girls…why didn’t one of them have a baby?”

“Don’t know. Maybe when he invented his dick and reconstructed his balls he didn’t get something right. But we keep trying.” She shrugged.

Then Jane had an idea: “Maybe if he didn’t fuck so much he would be able to remember things!”

Martha Frankendick gave a big sigh. “Go get me some coffee.”

Jane went to the stove and poured a cup of coffee for the older woman, then sat back down.

Martha took a sip, smacked her thin lips, and said, “Bring me the sugar bowl.”

Jane did so, and watched while Martha poured a half a dozen spoonfuls of the sweet stuff into her cup and stirred.

“You certainly are stupid.” She shook her head in dismay. “When Victor became stupid it was like being released from slavery. Now I’m in charge. I just keep him rutting like a pig, he doesn’t remember anything, and I don’t have to put up with his maleness. Haven’t you figured out how stupid man is? Even when he was a genius Victor would get excited about the latest football score, want to play cards with other stupid men on Saturday night, and drink beer for breakfast. No. Men are stupid, and the stupider we can make them the more free we women are. Well, I am. You…you’re as stupid as Victor.”

Jane didn’t say anything for a few minutes. It was obvious that the old lady was suffering her own case of the stupids. The things she was saying didn’t always make sense. First she’s all about babies, then she just wants to get out of fucking, and the Doctor is a genius…but stupid, and Jane realized the truth of the matter: Martha Frankendick was just a power mad, fuckless fuck.

“Now, let me tell you how the afternoon is going to go.”

Jane paid attention.

“You’ve broken your fingernails, your hair is a mess, how do you ever think you’ll be able to keep a man interested?”

“But…but—“ Jane wanted to complain that it was her having to be a slave that had made her this way.

“Shut up.”

Jane shut.

“Across the front room there is a small room. There is a shower there, and everything you need to make yourself beautiful, and let me tell you this,” Martha leaned forward. “When you stop trying to be beautiful…when you lose interest in that big dick of my husband’s…when not even the Rohypnol will keep you interested, then you’ll go the way of the others.”

“What way is that?” asked Jane fearfully.

Martha leaned forward and snarled, “I planted them in the garden out back. You want to end up like that?”

Jane shook her head.

“Then do your work, stay happy, and enjoy bouncing on my husband’s cock. Got it?”

Jane nodded. “Yes.”

“Good. Now go make yourself presentable. Victor will be ready for his afternoon fuck pretty soon.”

Jane stood up and went towards the swinging door that led to the living room. Just before she reached it she managed to turn around. “Can I ask you something?”

“What?” Martha sipped on the dregs of her coffee and it was obvious she was just about out of patience and therefore answers.

“Why did you choose me? How did you find me?”

Jane lifted up a thin lip and showed a skinny smile. “We’ve got an ad on Craigslist. ‘Gonna dump your girlfriend? Let us help!’”

Martha didn’t say anything, just waited, grinning, for Jane to understand.

And Jane did understand, like lightening bolts make carcasses of old oaks. “Derrick.”

Martha chortled then, a wheezing sort of gasp that was her laughter. “That’s right. Your boyfriend did this to you.”

Martha laughed and laughed and laughed, actually turning a little red in the face. Jane merely turned and went through the swinging door.


CHAPTER FIVE

AN ENDLESS LOOP

For the next hour Jane tried to repair herself. She scrubbed herself clean in the shower and applied her make up, and all the while thought about the girls in the garden.

She had no reason to believe that Martha Frankendick wasn’t telling the truth, and that there wasn’t a variety of used up girls under the soil of the garden. And she had no reason to believe that she wouldn’t end up there herself.

What to do? What to do?

She thought of plans by the ton, but nothing seemed feasible.

The main point seemed to be the Rohypnol. So she thought about what she knew and searched for a way to overcome the drug.

That it worked she knew. She was forced to follow commands, and even alter her mood accordingly.

Martha had indicated that it would eventually wear off. And that she would be re-spritzed.

So the trick was to force herself to be cheerful and follow directions and try to take advantage prior to the re-spritzing.

But how long did it last?

Fortunately, the good news for her was that when she wasn’t working frantically, being forced to slave to the point of exhaustion, she could actually have her own thoughts. She could ponder, while she put on her makeup and slid into lingerie and sexy dress, on how to break free from her situation.

Finally, appropriately beautiful, wearing a dress that showed her large and delicious bosoms, Jane laid down on a bed and closed her eyes. There must have been something in  the mattress that alerted Mrs. Frankendick when she laid down, for the old biddy was into the room in a flash.

“Let’s go,” snarled the old harpy. “Time to get fucking.”

Cheerfully, as per command, but with a core of worry and dread hiding on the inside, Jane followed Martha up the stairs and down the hall to Dr. Frankendick’s bedroom. Then occurred one of the most happenings of the whole experience.

The bed was a big four poster affair. Curtains were drawn back to reveal a scrawny, old man half covered by a comforter and reclining like an odalisque. He was on his side and one arm supported his head. He had but fringes of tufted hair on an oversized head. His neck was skinny with folds of old skin. He was grinning like a 16 year old caught jacking off, and he eyed Jane like he was sizing up a steak at the supermarket.

Mrs. Frankendick commanded Jane: “Stand there until you are told to move.” Then, to the wheezed, old skeleton in the bed, “This is Jane, honey, your new girlfriend.”

“Thank you, Martha.” The old man’s rheumy eyes glittered hungrily.

“Jane, you love Dr. Frankendick, and you want nothing more than to satisfy him completely and utterly. Do you understand?”

Jane was frozen, wanting to run, but unable. In her heart she was revulsed. The grey folds of skin over a bony structure, the teeth crooked and yellow. And the hungry look in his eyes was enough to put anybody off.

Jane found her mouth answering: “Yes, ma’am.”

She was caught. She wanted to run, to scream, to be anywhere but in this terrible bedroom torture chamber. She stood quietly, praying for a way out, and following instructions exactly.

Martha frowned. She knew Jane was resisting. She snarled, “You will believe that you love Dr. Frankendick.”

Instantly, Jane’s revulsion yielded to a desire to go to the man, to embrace him and love him, to feel him, to fuck him.

Martha watched the expression on Jane’s face change from dislike to fascination. She smiled and stepped back. “She’s all yours, dear.”

Martha turned and exited the room, closing the door with a soft click.

Stunned, Jane realized that she had just repeated, exactly, word for word, move for move, her first introduction to Dr. Frankendick!

He really did forget, and he was meeting her all anew.

And, as the next few minutes to hour proved, everything was exactly the same as the first time.

It was like she was caught in a time loop!

And, after it was all over, she was woken up, as she had been before, and taken to the kitchen and given a list of tasks to do.

Thus, the days passed. Slave, fuck, slave fuck, day after day, week after week.

And, after about a month, Jane got sprayed with Rohypnol.

She was just starting to feel good, able to think, feeling the revulsion starting up as the Rohypnol wore off, and she got sprayed.

Desperately, she wondered why. What had she done? Or not done, that tipped off Mrs. Frankendick to administering the free will suppressing spray?

After much thought, she figured it out. After much thought and another month.

Mrs. Frankendick sprayed her on the first of the month. The old bitch didn’t even wait for the substance to wear off! She just sprayed and didn’t take chances.

Thus, the days passed. Slave, fuck, slave fuck, day after day, week after week, and Jane realized that she might have a chance.

The end of the month was when she got sprayed. That was when she would have the most free will, that was when she would have a chance.

The end of the month came. It was a 31 day month, and Jane summoned up all her wits and got ready for the monthly spritz.

The last couple of months the old bitch had sprayed her right after she had done the dishes. She had simply commanded Jane to turn around, and sprayed her right in the face.

The first arrived. Jane was doing the dishes, thinking, listening, and she heard a creak behind her.

“Turn around!”

Jane did, and got the Rohypnol right in the face!

She blinked…and held her breath. She knew she was still going to get some of the spray, and she did. It touched her eyeballs, she got some on her lips and tried not to lick her lips. But she didn’t breath it in.

Mrs. Frankendick smiled a mean, nasty smile. She folded her arms in satisfaction. “Go get yourself ready for fucking.”

Jane did so, and prayed that she had managed to limit the intake of Rohypnol and thus undo its effects.

She made herself pretty, taking her time, and inside was the worm of a victorious feeling. She actually felt a bit of herself wiggling around, trying to make itself felt.

She fucked Dr. Frankendick, for the first time, as usual. And she felt a deep revulsion working its way through her. The skinny, little fuck with the big balls and atomic dick was so stupid-ized from his dick, however, he didn’t notice anything.

She fell asleep, and almost instantly the skinny, old bitch roused her.

“Come along. Time to get the dishes done.” She had just spritzed Jane, and was confident, and that confidence was her undoing. As Jane followed her down the stairs she felt…exultation!

Without looking back Martha pointed at the sink full of dishes. “Do them, and be quick ab—“

Jane picked up a heavy metal skillet from the stove and smacked Martha Frankendick right in the eardrum.

The old bitch hit the floor like a sack of dead Frankendicks, but she wasn’t dead. She lay on the floor and held the side of her head. “Wha…ow…who…” But she was dazed to the point of being no problem.

Jane grabbed Martha by an ankle and dragged her to the basement stairs. She dragged her down the steps, counting the steps by the bump! Bump! Bump! of her head hitting the planks.

She dragged her to the cage and shoved her in. Mrs. Frankendick was just coming to as Jane snapped the lock.

“Wha—! What are you…” The skinny old fuckless shook the bars of the cage. “Let me out!”

Jane stood for a long moment, listened to the rantings of the crone. finally, when Martha dried up a bit: “I’m really going to fuck you up.”

Martha blinked, astonished at the rage in the beautiful girl’s voice.

Jane turned and left the basement.

Jane found the Rohypnol in a cupboard in the kitchen, and with finding the Rohypnol came a bonus.

In the cupboard was a gallon container with a handwritten label.

Pure Rohypnol:

dilute 1 to 10

Next to the gallon container was a small booklet, in which was the formula for making more.

Next to the booklet was the little spray bottle that Martha had used on Jane. There were a half dozen empty bottles next to the full one.

From the color in the full bottle it was obvious that the stuff was diluted, and that meant that it had been diluted for use on Jane!

But why?

Why had the old witch used a diluted form of the substance on Jane?

And Jane immediately knew, it was so obvious…because if she used the pure stuff on somebody it would make them…stupid!

Like Dr. Frankendick had been made stupid! Martha had used it on her husband in full form, and the result was an endless loop of stupidity!

Jane smiled, emptied out the small spray bottle and filled it with the pure Rohypnol.


CHAPTER SIX

JANE’S REVENGE

Dr. Frankendick was reclining like an odalisque, on his side with one arm supporting his head. If he hadn’t been so fucking ugly it would have been laughable.

He blinked. He only had enough awareness to understand that something was different, that a loop had been derailed, before Jane sprayed him right in the face. He blinked.

Jane said: “Stay here. Your wife is coming. Ugly is now beautiful, and you will fuck her senseless. After you fuck her you will spray her in the face with this bottle and say the following…” and Jane told the Doctor what to say. When she was done, and confident that the Doctor would do as told, she said, “Now resume waiting.”

Dr. Frankendick went back to his reclining position and waited for his ugly wife, who he now believed was forever beautiful.

Jane went down to the basement.

“When are you going to let me go?” snarled Martha, her face twisted into hate.

Jane spritzed her right in the face.

Martha knew what had been done to her, the knowledge was in her eyes, and the shock and the panic, right before Jane said, “Shut up.”

Martha Frankendick clamped her vile, twisted lips shut.

Jane unlocked the door. “Come with me.”

Jane lead the docile biddy up the stairs to the kitchen. She pointed her at the sink and said, “Do the dishes, then read the bottom of the sink.”

Jane sat back and watched as Martha did the dishes. She had herself a bologna sandwich while she was waiting. She didn’t bother checking the old crone’s work because the woman was so anal Jane knew she would pick her own self to death.

At last, the last dish washed and dried and put away, Martha leaned over the sink and read the words carved into the bottom. “Spray yourself in the face with pure Rohypnol and tell yourself you need to go fuck your husband.”

Jane had put a mirror on the cupboard and Martha took out the spray, sprayed herself in the face and told the mirror to: “Go fuck your husband.”

Jane followed Mrs. Frankendick up the stairs and down the hallway. She followed the skinny slattern into her husband’s bedroom.

Dr. Frankendick was waiting. “I want to make love to you, my beautiful wife.”

Jane watched while Martha took off her clothes and crawled into bed.

The old lady’s pussy was tight, probably hadn’t been used in 250 years, and the insertion of the giant Frankendick, in spite of the super lubricating pre-cum, was a painful affair.

“AH! NO! AH!”

Jane moved up and whispered in Martha’s ear. “You like pain.”

Instantly, the old shrivel changed the cries of pain into moans of lust. “Ahhh, yeah…okay!”

An hour later Dr. Frankendick was done. His emotions were spent, his cum had splattered everything for a yard around, and Mrs. Frankendick collapsed forward.

And, as previously ordered, Dr. Frankendick reached for a bottle of pure Rohypnol on the side stand. He grabbed Martha by the hair and raised her head and sprayed it directly into her face.

Martha blinked and sputtered, and Dr. Frankendick gave her her orders.

“You will sleep for two hours, and two hours only. You will arise and fix me a feast. then clean the house. Then retrieve my dirty dishes and wash them. Then read what is written in the bottom of the sink.”

Martha zonked out for her two hours of rest. Two hours, and then she would be back on the loop, rested enough so she didn’t die, but never rested enough to think her way out of the mess.

Jane smiled, then went back to ransacking the house.

Interestingly, there were some real prizes. In fact, she was going to have to get a van to move some of the stuff.

A coin collection that had been building for 200 years.

A stamp collection, again, 200 years.

A book collection. First editions for more than 200 years. Martha was a real reader. Well, was a reader. By the time she managed to break the Rohypnol loop she was going to be so stupid she didn’t even understand what a letter was!

Antique furniture in prime condition.

A safe. Fuck! A real safe, not one of those wall things that were good for fire resisting, barely, if that, but a huge six foot square monster made hundreds of years ago.

Jane went upstairs and interrupted Martha long enough to get the combination, then she put her back on the loop.

The safe was loaded, with a capital LOADED!

Money. Bonds. Deeds. All sorts of things. And all easily deeded to Jane. Just a little spritz here, a little spritz there, and Martha would be so elated that she had finally managed to get rid of all that nasty money!

Over the next couple of weeks Jane emptied out the old house of all valuables. When she was done there were only dishes, a bed, and a full bottle of Rohypnol.

Standing at the door, quite happy with herself, Jane knew that there was only one thing left to do. She gently closed the door and left the key under the mat.

Derrick and Darla were fucking. Some might call it making love, but, really, it was just animalistic, over the top fucking.

Thrust it in, pull it out, repeat until squirt.

Finally, exhausted, they lay on their backs and stared at the ceiling.

They loved each other, and that was obvious. They went to work, and at work all they could think of was getting home and fucking. So they returned home and fucked their brains out.

In truth, they were kindred spirits.

And they spent a lot of time laughing at how stupid Jane had been.

Jane, of course, found this out through the services of a sleazy security service. She had the couple followed for a month, and she knew when they fucked, how much they fucked, and what they even talked about before, during, and after fucking.

“So they think I’m stupid, eh?” Jane’s eyes narrowed as she finished reading the latest report. “Well, it’s time to find out how stupid.”

Derrick thrust forward, his dick widening Darla’s gaping hole, then pulled back.

Darla gasped at the sensations. She thrust her hips forward, trying to capture him, trying to make the impalement last.

Suddenly, they froze. They each felt it, a presence in the room.

Derrick spun over, hitting Darla in the chin with his shoulder, and stared at the dark figure outlined in the bedroom doorway.

“Who the fuck are you?” he snarled.

Jane waited. She was wearing a trench coat and a floppy brimmed hat. The hat was pulled low so he couldn’t see her face.

“Hi Derrick,” she spoke throatily, disguising her voice.

Derrick realized from the tone of the voice, and the shape of the shadow, that the intruder was a female. He climbed off Darla, who was rubbing her chin and trying to figure things out. He stomped across the bedroom towards the mysterious figure.

“I don’t know who the fuck you think you are, but—“

Jane raised her hat and smiled.

“You!” Derrick stopped, mouth opened in surprise, which was perfect because Jane…SPRITZED!

“Don’t move, lover,” Jane smiled sweetly. She walked past the now immobile figure and approached Darla, who had finally figured out that there was an intruder in her bedroom!

“Who the fuck are—“

Jane lifted her hat and smiled.

“You!” And, like her boyfriend before her, Darla opened her mouth and gaped.

SPRITZ!

They sat at the kitchen table, happy as three monkeys in a barrel. Derrick and Darla had been commanded to be happy at anything Jane told them.

“Tomorrow,” said Jane, “I want you to go to the address written on this piece of paper.” She shoved Dr. Frankendick’s address towards the grinning couple.

“Oh, goodie!” Darla clapped her hands.

“You will dig up all the bodies in the garden, then you will call the police and confess that you killed them all.”

“Fantastic!” Derrick rocked back and forth with joy.

“When the police don’t believe you, and they won’t once they get a close look at Dr. Frankendick and his wife, you will turn on each other, even growing violent, and do your best to convince them that you, Darla, know that Derrick killed all the girls, and Derrick, you will do your best to convince them that Darla killed them. Do you understand?”

In turn, Jane had them each explain what they were to do. Happy, bubbling with joy, they repeated their orders, so glad to be given something that was so much fun to do.

Finally, Jane gave them their last order. “You both love me. You will do anything for me. Because you love me so much you will never, ever even remember that I was involved in this at all.”

They especially loved this command. To be in love with such a wonderful, beautiful girl as Jane was a blessing beyond belief. They jumped for joy and laughed merrily and couldn’t wait for the morrow.

END
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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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Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.

The Feminization Games


Feminized by Gangsters!

Joe’s wife loves sex and money.

Joe is about to follow in her footsteps.

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Are you going to bring home a lot of money tonight?” Joe stared at his wife.

Brenda sat at her vanity and added the finishing touches to her spectacular face. To say that she was a beautiful woman would be an understatement. Her face was even and oval with good cheekbones. Her hair a luscious chestnut wave. Her brown eyes were perfectly made up and her lips were plump and soft.

But she wasn't just a face. She had perfect statistics, 38 by 24 by 36. Her breasts being slightly large, when she entered a room eyes blinked and smiles began.

And now, already perfect, she was making herself more perfect with immaculate and sexy make up.

Joe stared at her so hard his eyes almost hurt.

“I hope so,” she dabbed a bit of gloss on her lips and smacked.

“And you say you just play cards at this…this club you belong to.”

“Yep.”

“What kind of cards?”

She looked at him in the mirror and her lips twisted with a bit of humor. “Joe, are you going to pull the jealousy number on me?”

“No! No. I just…you’ve never shown any skill at cards, but now you’re coming home every week with hundreds of dollars. A couple of weeks ago you had near a thousand dollars!”

Brenda stood up and turned sideways for the mirror. She was incredibly beautiful and Joe’s heart ached. Could she be cheating?

She turned to him with a grin, which gave him an instant boner. Of course just being near her gave him a chub at all times, but that smile, those lips, that body…

“I know. As little as I know…the girls know less.”

She had an answer for everything. Except for what was going on at her club.

“And that’s all you do is play cards.”

“Oh, we talk about charity work. We’re all involved with our churches. You know.”

She patted his face and walked down the hallway.

Joe followed her, staring hungrily as her perfect globes swayed back and forth. He wasn’t about to let it go. This had been going on for months, all this extra money.

“But how come…” he paused.

“What?” she asked as her heels clicked on the foyer wood. She was wearing a skin tight dress. It was a bit much just to meet with a bunch of girls and play poker, or whatever game they played.

“How come you come back all horny?”

She turned to him, her face quizzical but filled with humor. “Joe? Are you serious? Are you complaining because I go out with a bunch of girls, we talk sassy between ourselves, and I then come home and want to jump that delicious bone of yours?”

“Well, ah…yeah.”

She stepped back to him, put her hands, her perfectly manicured hands, on his cheeks. She leaned into him and touched, very gently so as not to mess up her make up, her lips to his.

He about shot his load right then.

“Joe, I love you. But you really need to get a grip on yourself.”

“But…”

“I am out with a bunch of girls. We don’t talk to any men. I’m bringing home a chunk of change….and I am not using my body to do that. Joe…”she squeezed his cheeks together, “I am NOT cheating on you. NOT. Now, do I have to smack your bottom and rub your nose in it?”

“Well, uh, no.”

“Good.” She kissed him again, just a light peck, then continued into the kitchen. Her purse was on the counter and she checked inside, took out her keys, and turned back to him. She mused, “I bring all sorts of money to you, I come home and am sexually starved, and you accuse me of cheating? Heck. If I was cheating I’d be hiding that money, and I certainly wouldn’t want to be putting my pussy on that big dick of yours. Right?”

“Well, uh…” he shrugged helplessly. Put like that…

She kissed him a third time, still gently, but she had to brush a bit of lipstick off his lips. “Joe, I love you. Good bye.”

Laughing, she sashayed out of the kitchen. A moment later he heard her car door slam and the car starting up.

He went to the kitchen window and watched her back out. She saw him in the window and waved merrily. As she drove down the street he was left with burning questions.

Where did she really go every week?

What was she really doing to get so much money?

What was she hiding?

Joe went into the den and plopped down on a recliner. He turned the game on. He didn’t give a crap that some kid was running a hundred yard touchdown.

He went back to the kitchen and got down the bourbon. He poured a big, old bourbon and Coke and got out some chips. He returned to the den and tried to watch the game.

What was his wife doing.

“Joe!” He felt her hand touching his shoulder.

“Wha…”

“You fell asleep in the den. Come on, honey. Come to bed.”

He was still waking up when she pulled on his hand. He managed to lurch upright.

She was even more beautiful. It looked like she had freshened her make up for him, and now, instead of just being happy and glowing, she was glowing with lust. For him.

“Hi,” he said, blinking.

She planted a kiss on him. A real kiss. A movie star kiss. Her lips scorched his and her tongue explored him. He was awake now, and so was his dick!

“God! Are you a sexy, fucking man!”

He couldn’t help but grin as she reached into his pants, kissed him even more deeply, and started stroking him.

Seconds later she was pulling his cock down the hallway, and he was going happily along with it.

She stopped inside the bedroom door and gobbled him. Over the past few months she had been working on her deep throat skills, and she was getting good. She took his whole cock in her mouth, her lips nibbled right up against his pubic area, her tongue actually slipped out and tapped his balls.

“Fuck,” he whined.

“Don’t come yet, lover. Save all that sperm for mama.” She kissed him yet again, and started peeling his clothes off. She was frantic, like a sex fiend, as she unbuckled his pants, near ripped his zipper off, and pulled his pants down. She grabbed his underwear and almost tore it as she pulled it down. His dick, already out, was handled roughly, and he loved it.

She grabbed his balls in her hands and squeezed.

“Damn!” he yelped.

She pulled him to the bed, turned him around and pushed. He flew backwards, then scrambled to get all the way onto the bed.

She stood in front of him, her breath heaving, her bosom rising and falling, and undid the zipper on her dress. then she was shucking out of it, revealing her mammoth breasts.

She undid her bra and Joe looked at her breasts hungrily. She pulled off her panties.

She was in nylons and garters, very sexy, and she climbed on top of him and sat down.

She groaned in pleasure. She twisted her hips around and his cock was pulled around and her pussy slithered up and down.

She was like a rabbit in heat. A rabid, rapid rabbit. She fucked him like he was the last dick on earth. She moaned and pulled on her tit. She leaned over and jammed her nips in his mouth.

“Fuck me, Joe. Fuck me like a whore. Fuck me and use me and make me know what it is to be a woman.”

At this point he knew she had her edge off and wanted the deep plumb. He gripped her and surged up. He flipped her over and landed on her, driving his dick deep, deep, deep.”

“Fuck!” she cried. “Yes! Fuck me! Fuck me!”

Her voice was almost shouting, and he went to town. He banged his hips down on hers. He pushed her legs back for better angle, for better access.

“Fuck!” she screamed. She began to cum. She was a good cummer, a hard cummer, and her body went riot. Her hips spasmed, then locked up. Muscles quivered from the thighs to the belly, and she jerked her pussy at him.

He felt like his cock was being torn out by the roots, but in the best possible way. He felt her pussy muscles squeezing, and her rim tilted and slid the length of his cock, and it was too much. Her golden pussy had done its job, and he began to squirt.

“Yes…yes!” she sobbed, feeling him explode deep inside her.

And he was gasping uncontrollably as he emptied himself into her.

Finally, he collapsed, rolled off and laid next to her.

“God, you’re good,” she murmured.

He could hardly breath for his exertions.

She turned and placed an arm over his chest. She snuggled. “I made so much money for you, Joe. We’ll count it tomorrow. But…thanks.”

“For what?”

“For being my husband. For being the man I love. For being you. Now shut up and let me sleep.

Shortly she was breathing deep, and then she was snoring.

Joe extricated himself quietly and didn’t wake her up.

He sat on the edge of the bed for a long moment. Damn. She had really fucked the hell out of him.

He got up and went out to the kitchen. He sipped some water, let his breathing slow down. He saw her purse on the counter. It was chockfull of money. Mostly tens and twenties, but a couple of hundreds. He took the money out and counted it.

$1102!

Over a thousand dollars! What the hell had she done? What was she doing? How could she earn that much money?

And he certainly didn’t think it was poker. No matter how bad the other women were, people didn’t just lose this much money in a game week after week after week.

He stood by the counter, and even though she had just near fucked his dick off, he was jealous. What was she doing?

And the only thing he could think…the only explanation in his mind…was that she had to be selling her body. She was fucking people, and getting paid for it.

He had heard of housewives turning into hookers.

That had to be it.

Of course, her pussy wasn’t filled with sperm, but she probably had the men use condoms.

And she would fuck for a few hours, get super horny, and then need even more when she came home.

That had to be it.

What else could it be?

Joe’s hands were on the counter, his arms bracing his slumping shoulders, his head hanging.

She was fucking other men.

His wife.

And he determined, in those late hours of misery, that he was going to get to the bottom of this.

He had to.

She was his wife! Dammit!

The week went slowly. Brenda was loving, but not overly sexual. She had pretty much gotten her edge off that one night, and she was content with soft, slow loving.

She didn’t say much about the money, just gave him a hundred bucks for mad money and put the rest in a bank account she had opened.

Once, when she was out and about with her girlfriends, he had checked her bank account. Over $20,000! She had been going to these late night wive’s club meetings just over six months, and she had over $20 grand!

Joe had to work long hours and he was only at $10K in his account. what was she doing that was raking in such big bucks?

Well, he was going to find out.

He thought about putting a GPS tracker in her phone. But though she might not be good at cards, she was pretty savvy with her phone. Heck, she was on it enough, and she might notice something.

He thought about hiring a private detective. But…that was money. PIs charged around a hundred bucks an hour. And up. He certainly wasn’t going to pay that kind of money for something that he could do himself.

Yes, darn it. What was so difficult about following a person? You just get in your car, stay a few cars back, and…follow. What could be so hard about that?

A hundred dollars an hour. Hah!

So the week passed, and it came time for Brenda’s women’s club again.

Joe watched, eating his heart out, as she got dolled up. He stared at her lush body as she got out of the shower and dried off. She slathered herself with sweet smelling body cream, put on a sexy thong and a half bra.

Her tits overflowed, the nipples easy to see and totally erect.

She didn’t appear to be be feeling any kind of sexy, but she pulled on a slinky, red dress, adorned herself with jewelry, and made her face up.

He wanted to grab her, shake her, make her tell him where she was going. what she was doing.

Instead, he just watched, and as his heart pounded with jealousy it was compounded by the throbbing of his penis. Just watching her made him horny. And the idea that she was going to come home and fuck him till his dick fell off…it was too much.

He went into the kitchen and made a drink, brought it back and watched her some more.

She was almost done, and she smiled at him in the mirror. “Are you ready for tonight, Joe?”

“Oh, yes.” He was, and he wasn’t. He was terribly conflicted.

She stood up, touched her lips to his, and headed for the kitchen.

Once again he followed her through the house, his heart breaking.

“Okay, honey, wish me luck.”

“Luck,” he gave her a quavery smile. She just chuckled at his expression and headed out.

She had no sooner zipped down the street than Joe was on the trail. He sprinted out to his car, a snazzy Mustang, and squealed the tires as he backed out.

Her lights were already at the stop light at the far end of the street. He drove slowly, timed it, and only put his foot down when the light turned green.

She turned left and joined traffic.

Joe just made it, running an orange light and cutting off a car. He was too close, though, so he slowed down. The guy he cut off honked, then passed him, cut him off and pointed his middle finger towards the moon.

Joe chuckled. That kind of thing usually made him mad. This night the guy was in between him and Brenda, so he was actually doing him a favor.

They drove over to fourth street, he almost lost her at the light, but saw her eight cars ahead. He slowly closed in on her and fell in three cars back.

‘No lights…no lights…’ he prayed.

There weren’t any lights, and she took the turn for downtown.

Downtown? He couldn’t think of any buildings down there that might be good for a bunch of women playing cards.

So she wasn’t playing cards. Hmm.

She turned on Wilson and slowed down.

Joe turned in behind her, and pulled to the side, let her get ahead, but she didn’t get ahead. She turned into a parking garage.

Fuck!

He zoomed up the street and parked next to the parking garage.

She was driving an SUV, and he saw the top of it going up a ramp.

He jumped out and ran for the stairs at the corner of the building.

At every floor he peered out through a door for sign of her.

No sign. No sign. No sign.

On the top floor, the eighth floor, he saw her car. It was parked at the far corner of the parking lot with a lot of other cars. Some cars were mid-range, like hers. Some were fancy shmancy. Jags, Maseratis, Mercedes, and so on. The expensive cars were all black.

He opened the door and sauntered across the parking lot. At the far corner was the Bender Building. It was 16 stories high, and there had been some scandal attached to it. Most people didn’t know, but he had been talking with one of the city inspectors, and it turned out that there was serious mob money behind the building.

Mob money, in his little town. It seemed ludicrous. But it was probably money laundering, and he could just imagine all these mugs getting out of their fancy shmancy cars and gathering inside a big meeting hall on the top floor. Talking about who they were going to rub out. What business they were going to firebomb.

How much money their whores were making them.

Fuck!

He reached his wife’s car and placed a hand on the hood. Warm. He must have just missed her. In his mind’s eye he could see that statuesque body ambulating across the rooftop parking lot. Maybe greeting one of the gangsters. Maybe patting his cheek, like she did his, or even (choke) kissing him.

Then, into the building, up an elevator. Meeting some john in the penthouse. They went to a room with a view, he poured her a drink, they stood on the patio and looked out at the city. Maybe he talked about how many schmucks there were in the world, and he would consider Joe one of them as he took Brenda in his arms, bent her backward and nibbled her neck, put his filthy paws all over her tits, and his hand would creep down to her slit. He would feel her, and lift her dress, and she would help him, pull down her panties, then he would throw her down on a bed right there on the patio and…and…

Joe pounded his fist on the wall of the building in front of his wife’s SUV.

“You okay, fella?”

Joe spun around. Two big guys in a golf cart. Real big. And they looked like thugs. Low brows. Meat. Muscle.

“Who are you?” Joe managed to ask, though he was starting to feel a little weak in the knees.

“I’m Thug, he’s Basher. We’re security for the building. So why are you up here al alone and punching the building?

“I just…I…I don’t know.”

They were standing next to him. He felt like a shrimp next to them. They were both six inches taller than him, and their shoulders were twice as wide as his. He wasn’t a big muscular guy, sort of slender, actually, but they were ridiculous big compared to him.

“Well, maybe ya oughta go beat up some other poor building.”

The other mug grinned and let a slight snicker out.

“Uh, yeah.”

“You got a car around here?”

Joe shook his head.

“So you walked up here for what? A look around?”

The two guys were getting closer, made him feel smaller.

“I just wanted to see what the city looked like.”

One of then nodded. His big head went up and down.

The other one said, “Did you see it?”

“Yeah.”

“So you’ll be going now.”

“Yeah.”

And, like that, they parted. Very polite. Left him lots of room.

Joe passed between them, and he felt like a dinghy between two battleships. He imagined one of them conking him on the head with one ham fist, the other one kicking him when he was down. But they just let him go.

He walked across the parking lot, and he imagined a bullet catching him between the shoulder blades. Falling on the cement, then being put on the back of the golf cart and taken to a car where he was loaded into the trunk. To a shallow grave. Or maybe just weighed down with anchors and dropped into the ocean. Except they weren’t near the ocean. They were in a small burg in middle America. Thugs. Criminals. Mobsters. Gangsters.

He arrived at the stairs and glanced behind him. The two big guys just stared at him. He started trotting down the stairs, and was soon taking two at a time.

He arrived at the ground floor and stepped out on the sidewalk. His Mustang waited for him.

He looked up. Thug and Basher were leaning over the edge of the building, looking down on him.

He felt like flipping them off, but restrained himself. He got into his Mustang and peeled out.

Joe sat in the den, the TV on but with no sound. Colored TV light played over the room, and he held a drink and didn’t drink.

He was thinking.

What the fuck was Brenda doing?

And, more important, how was he going to get her out of it?

She probably didn’t even know they were gangsters. She just went and….and fucked…and…they were thugs. Murderers. Rapists.

Well, not rapists, they just paid a whore when they wanted some.

Je gulped. He wanted to cry, and he was outraged at the same time.

What was he going to do?

The difficult thing was that he couldn’t just go talk to Brenda.

Aside from the fact that he had no proof, he didn’t think she would appreciate him tailing her, getting involved in her business. No, he had to have proof. He was going to have to get in there, take pictures. He was going to have to find out who owned the building. And he had to do it without Thug and Basher catching him.

How to…how to…how to. How was he going to do it.

“Honey! I’m home!”

He turned up the TV a bit so she wouldn’t think anything was off. He acted like he was waking up, rubbing the sleep from his eyes.

“Hey, babe?” Act normal. Don’t go nuts. Don’t make her suspicious. “Have a good night?”

“Oh, yeah!” she grinned, but we can count it later. She advanced on him like Sherman marched through Georgia.

He stood up and she attacked him. She bent him back and kissed him. Then she was down on her knees, slurping like he was an ice cream sundae on the hottest day of summer. Then she was up on her feet again, chewing on his mouth, sucking on his lips and tongue. One hand went down and grabbed his prick.

He responded…how could he not? But inside he was thinking thoughts.

Who had she fucked tonight? How was he going to get her out of the grip of monsters?

She grabbed his dong, giggled insanely, and pulled him down the hallway.

He thought, who sucked on her tits tonight? Who put their penis in her?

Yet, in spite of these thoughts, or (choke) maybe because of them, his pecker was harder than ever.

No! He didn’t want to get hard because somebody else was fucking his wife!

She yanked him into the bedroom, threw him on the bed, began ripping off his clothes. She was a madwoman. She was as if imbued with ape-like strength, and she tore his clothes off and sucked on his cock and pulled on his nipples.

He had thoughts, bad thoughts, which made his dong long, and he gave as good as he got.

He ravished her. He grabbed her tits and squeezed them till she yelped.

He gripped her nips with his teeth and bit and pulled.

She pounded on his head.

He tried to control himself, but in his mind he could see some greasy-headed goon fold his dark suit on the back of a chair and crawl in between his wife’s legs.

Did she respond this way to…to whoever? Did she get excited and treat his balls like little punching bags? Did she put her fingers up his ass and get him off?

No, he did it to her. He pummeled her, punched her tits and her pussy and got her excited. She couldn’t cum with all that going on, but she brought all that abuse and excitement home to him.

She climbed all over his body, pulled on his dick till he yelled, grabbed his balls and said, fiercely, “These are mine! Do you hear me?”

And though voices were screaming in his head: She’s fucking mob hit men! She’s sucking Al Capone! he was harder than steel, and then he was inside her, holding her tits with his hands like claws, biting her lips. then he was down between her legs, poking his nose into her pussy with force. Sucking on those juicy lips like they were steaks and he was starved for meat.

Then, her pounding on his shoulders, he slithered up her body and jammed his penis into her. Roughly. Like he meant business. He slammed his hips into hers and she held on and bit his chest and clawed his back.

“Fuck!” she screamed. “Fuck me! Now!”

He did. He became like a jackhammer, pounding his spike into her core. Building a highway of sex between her legs.

She arched her back, bit her own hand, and began to spasm and twitch and jerk. Her eyes rolled back and she made a keening sound. She sounded like an animal howling. A female animal, howling for sex.

He felt his balls tighten up, he felt that twitch way down deep, and the surges started. He unloaded inside her. Big gobs and chunks of semen. And she took every gob, every chunk, and wanted more.

More.

More.

Joe lay on the bed. Eyes open. Cock upright. It had never gone down. Even after he fucked her and shot his seed. It just…stayed hard.

How could that be?

How could he be hard after what she had done?

She was fucking other men, and…that shouldn’t make him hard!

But he was like a thick nail, ready to be pounded all over again.

He got out of bed and walked to the kitchen, his cock leading the way.

Her purse was there, full of money, but he didn’t bother counting it. He just poured a glass of water and sipped. And thought.

His wife was in the clutches of the Mob.

He had to get her loose. He had to break her free. He had to get the goods and convince her how dangerous what she was doing was.

He put the glass down on the counter, bent his head, and big tears began to fall from his eyes.


PART TWO

A week passed, and Joe was in turmoil. On one hand he was hornier than he had ever been. Every time he looked at Brenda images flew across his mind. Men in dark suits pushing her up against a wall. Mob hit men bending her over and fucking her doggy style. And her loving it. Her face twisted in pleasure as her hole was scoured.

And she probably took on more than one. Maybe she fucked two, or three, or even more. And she gobbled their dicks, giving head until her belly was full.

And, on the other hand, he was revulsed. She was being untrue to him. She was cuckolding him. She was betraying him, letting other men screw her.

Yet, in this conflict of betrayal versus lust, he loved his wife more than ever. He loved her and he wanted to protect her, to pry her loose from the mob.

So he lived with his conflict, his anger and fear, and he kept everything under control. He didn’t let Brenda see any part of his emotional turmoil. He kept a straight face, he told her he loved her without hint of his shrieking repulsion. He laughed and joked, made sure he wasn’t too quiet, or in any way weird.

So the week passed, one excruciating day at a time. And the day approached when he was going to have to do something.

He researched the building at city hall, getting a copy of the blueprints from a friend and claiming he was just trying to figure out a template for a video game. It was such a weird excuse that it worked.

He drove past the building every chance he got. He even took pictures with his cell phone and loaded them into a special file on his computer.

He went into the building. He rode the elevator up to the 15th floor, and back down again.

The elevator only went to 15, then it required a special key. That had to be the room where the women were taken against their will.

Well, they had to be taken against their will! No housewife would willingly sell her body to the mob! And he conjured up all sorts of scenarios where they had something on her and were blackmailing her. Something from her past that he knew nothing about, but the mob had found out and now they were using it against her, using it to force her to fuck men. And his mind filled with images of her spreading her legs, pounding on the backs of men who were pumping her. And she had managed to make herself like it because…dammit…what else could she do?

He wandered around some of the other floors, even talking to a couple of people going to and from offices, and had a pretty good idea of how the building was set up.

Except for that 16th floor.

He had no idea how he was going to get up there.

He imagined himself hiring a helicopter and sliding down a rope. He thought about shooting a long rope with a grappling hook on it. He even thought about getting a hundred balloons filled with helium and floating to the top, then breaking through a door, or jumping to a patio, gun in hand and rescuing Brenda.

She would hug him, and he would keep the mugs covered as she clung to him and he walked her, the the others, out of the penthouse.

He would be the hero. The city would give him the keys. Brenda would realize that he had to do what he had done.

But…he couldn’t come up with a safe and sane way to get to the 16th floor.

So, he decided, he was going to have to wing it. Maybe get on the elevator with somebody else, sneak in, figure it out.

The week passed, and came the night of Brenda’s supposed poker game.

He watched her get in the shower, get out. He felt his heart pounding as she dried her hair and styled it.And he said, “Honey, since you’re going out tonight, I thought…there’s a movie I wanted to see. Down at the theater.”

“That’s wonderful! I don’t like the thought of you just sitting around here doing nothing. But you’ll be home in time for a little you know what?” She winked at him.

“Oh, yes. I can’t wait for tonight,” thinking of rescuing her from the mob.

“Then I guess you better go.”

“All right, thanks, and good luck tonight.”

“Thanks, Joe. I have a good feeling. I’m feeling pretty lucky.”

He kissed her a quick one, then grabbed his keys and headed out.

He drove fast, zipping through the traffic like he was on his way to a fire. He had an hour, but he wanted plenty of time to figure this out.

He arrived at the building, drove around it, then headed up to the top of the parking garage. Since it was past working hours the place was pretty empty. When he got to the seventh floor, however, he turned off. If he parked on the 8th floor Brenda would see him when she arrived. There was no way she wouldn’t recognize his Mustang. So he parked on the seventh floor, right next to a white van which was parked next to the stairs and an entrance to the building.

He got out and scouted around. No sign of Thug and Basher, and he could see, through the 7th floor entrance to the building, the elevator. He could see the numbers of the floors red lighted as the elevator went up and down.

Okay. He had a plan. He would wait for Brenda to arrive, then, after she had enough time to go up the elevator he would try the 7th floor entrance, get on the elevator and just ride it until somebody went to the 16th floor. He would just piggy back, and when he got to the top he would figure it out. Thug and Basher weren’t here, so he could probably just walk in, slip around and figure out the rest of his plan.

Mentally high fiving himself he went back to his Mustang and sat down. He had 45 minutes to wait, so he would just catch a nap, wake up refreshed and ready to go. He would get those gangsters…and get them good!

He leaned back, closed his eyes, and…

Click! Click!

His eyes opened and he turned his head. Oh, fuck! Thug and Basher! And one of them was tapping on his window with a key.

He rolled the window down a few inches. “Uh, hi. I’m just taking a nap.”

“I’d like you to get out of your car.”

“Hey, uh…I was going to go…” he looked in the rear view mirror. Their golf cart was parked right behind his car. He looked up at the two thugs. “Could you move your golf cart? I need to leave.”

“You need to get out of your car. Now.”

Thug was doing the speaking, and his voice was low and menacing.

“No, really, I need to go.”

“You need to get out before we drag you out.”

Joe was frightened, but he had had enough. He picked up his cell phone.

CRASH! Basher had smacked his window with one meaty fist. Shattered it with one blow. Glass showered him and hands reached in.

Thug pulled up the lock and they opened the door.

“Hey! What the fuck!”

Then they had him. Their big, gnarly hands were gripping his arm, his hair, and they yanked him out of the car like a dentist yanks a tooth.

“What the fu—oof!”

They pushed him against the wall. Thug held both his hands behind his back and Basher wrapped some zip ties around his wrist. They turned him around, patted him down, took out his wallet and went through it. Basher got his keys out of his car. They pushed him towards their golf cart and sat him in it.

“You guys better let me go. You let me go now I’ll forget about this. Otherwise I’m going to sue the fucking shit out of you.”

They ignored him.

Basher sat next to him on the golf cart, and the cart sank down under his weight.

Thug stood in front of him. “Okay, mutt. What’s the skinny. What you doin’ here?”

He sounded like a gangster. Maybe from New York or Chicago.

“Nothing.”

Thug slapped him in the face. CRACK! And Basher stopped him from falling out of the golf cart.

Interestingly, Thug showed no emotion. It was like he had just slapped a piece of meat down on a counter. That was how much he cared.

“Okay, mutt. We can do this the easy way or the hard way. The hard way is you play the role. I slap you around till my hand gets tired. You’ll tell us after a while. You’ll beg to tell us. But, bad news, by then you’ll be so messed up we’ll have to throw you off the building to make your body match your face.” He stared at Joe complacently, like he had no hurry in his life.

Basher: “Tell him the easy way.”

“Oh, yeah. The easy way. You spill, if we like what you say then you get in your car and vamoose and we never see you again. Not here, not in the supermarket, not in a bar in ten years.”

“Twenty years,” put in Basher.

Joe looked back and forth between the two gangsters. No emotion. Didn’t care. As soon rub him out as put on a pair of cufflinks. He gave a sigh.

“My wife comes here every week. I think she’s cheating on me. I want to…to…” he stopped. He wasn’t about to let them know the details of any of his fantasized rescues.

The two crooks watched him. Their eyes were like lizard eyes, blinking every once in a while.

Basher said, “It’s so stupid it could be.”

Thug scratched his ear. “Dames make guys do funny things.”

“Better just call it in.”

Thug nodded, then moved away from the golf cart and took out his cell phone.

Joe tried to listen. Thug was walking back and forth and he could only make out words half the time.

“Guy says his wife is one of the babes upstairs. He’s….” He was out of earshot, then he turned around and came back. “Yeah, the Mustang. He’s been casing the joint. I seen him on the street all week and….” Too far away, and Joe waited. “…that’s the name. Yeah, guy says he’ll leave.” Thug listened, and stopped walking right in front of Joe. He started to grin. He stared at Joe and his big, thick teeth were laughing. “You’re…yeah…oh, God! that’s…sure. Okay. We’re on the way.”

He closed his phone, put it away, grinned at Basher. “Zelda says to bring him in.”

“Really?”

“Yup.”

Thug got into the golf cart and started driving.

“Hey! Aren’t you going to let me go?”

“You wanted to find out what your wife is doing, right?”

“Well, yeah.”

“And we’re going to show you.”

Basher: “Really?”

“Yup.”

“Is he going to…” the big mug’s face showed open astonishment.

“Yup.”

And Basher started to chuckle, then laugh, then laugh loudly. If gangsters could go into hysterics, that was Basher.

They parked the golf cart and entered the building. On the elevator Thug pressed 15. Heck. He didn’t have to go to the top. He could have just gone to the 15th floor.

Next to him, standing like skyscrapers with an outhouse squeezed in between them, Thug and Basher waited patiently while the floors passed.

DING!

The door opened and they walked him out. His hands were still tied. They went down a long hallway and into the last door on the left.

They were in a wardrobe room. There were racks of clothes here, there and everywhere. One wall was a long make up table. There were closets filled with wigs, high heeled shoes, every sort of female accouterment.

A woman was down at the far end of the room talking on a phone. She waved to them to bring Joe in, then continued talking for a minute.

“What is this place?” asked Joe.

“It’s for the babes. Make themselves look pretty.” Basher spoke solemnly, then snickered.

Thug spoke to Basher. “Shut up.” then he snickered.

The woman had hung up her phone and approached. She was good looking, quite good looking. Tall, redhead, big bosoms. “This him?”

“Yup.”

The woman stopped ten feet away and frowned at Joe. “Hunh. Took two of you, eh?”

“Well, he was pretty tough.”

“Yeah, I can see your broken arms.”

Joe could tell they were funning each other. That was good. People who made jokes didn’t bury other people in shallow graves. Right?

“Well, I think we can do this. His body is right. Tammy is coming in to help me. Yeah.” She looked at Joe. “What do you think?”

Joe answered honestly. “I think I’d rather go home.”

The woman laughed. “Well, Joe, let me explain a few things. First, my name is Zelda. I’m in charge of the festivities here. I hire the girls, get them ready, and take care of them. Nobody’s died yet, so I must be doing a pretty good job.”

Thug’s lips mashed and he made a sound. Then, “Sorry, ma’am.”

She didn’t bother chastising Thug. “So here’s the straight goods. You stepped into a mess, and we can’t let you go. We can’t have you talking. Normally, a situation like that and we’d have to put you in a boat, give you cement overshoes, and…” she shrugged.

“Howsomever, since you rubes didn’t see fit to put an ocean out here in the middle of America, we have to try another option. And that option is simple. You have something on us, and we have to have something on you. Everything cancels out. Capisce?”

Joe’s eyebrows were slowly lowering. “I think so.”

“So we’re going to have you do what your wife does. We’ll have something on you, you’ll never spill your guts, and everybody goes home happy. So, are you ready to get made up like a woman and find out what your wife does?”

Joe blurted. “I’m not going to kill anybody!”

Thug and Basher lost it then. Even Zelda cracked a grin. She reached up and patted his cheek. “You’d be surprised, honey.” Which made Thug and Basher howl even louder.

When everybody had quieted Zelda said, “So, Thug is going to be here in case you change your mind. Thug, show him your gat.”

Thug lifted a jacket and Joe saw the steely blue of a gun.

“Now Thug doesn’t like to shoot his gun. Do you, Thug?”

“Hurts my ears,” the brute admitted.

“And I know you don’t want to hurt poor Thug’s ears, right?”

“Uh, no.”

“Then I suggest you do exactly what I say. Thug will be at the door playing solitaire on his cell phone. If I raise my eyebrows, however, he will hear it, and he will either a) club you over the head until you’re ugly and compliable, or b) take out his gun and shoot you four or five times. Do we understand each other?”

Joe had no choice. He nodded, gulped, and said, “Okay.”

“All right. We got a party going on then. Thug, go over to the door and have a seat. I’ll call you if a I need a bullet. And, Joe, strip.”

Joe’s mouth opened.

Thug pulled his jacket back to expose his gun. Zelda waited.

Slowly, he began to take off his shirt. “Everything?” his voice cracked.

“Everything but your dick,” Zelda agreed. “You can leave that on.”

Joe took off his shirt. He was slender and Zelda nodded approvingly. “At last, a guy without the muscles of you,” she said to Thug.

“He sure is scrawny.”

“Not scrawny, ya lug. He’s got a feminine body. Tits will fit nicely, clothes will hang just…what are you still doing here?”

“Oh, sorry,” and Thug headed for the door.

“That Thug, honestly. Men have no sense, right honey?”

Joe blinked, she was already speaking to him as if he was a woman.

“Now the pants. The shoes. Lose it all.”

Turning a bright red, unused to stripping in front of strange women, Joe complied.

“Okay, let’s put some lotion on you.” She slathered a whitish goo all over his body. Up his legs, around his chest, and she paid special attention to his balls.

“Geez,” he muttered, trying to hold still.

“Not used to strange woman playing with your balls, eh?”

“Not exactly.”

“Well, get over it. Okay. Stand there.”

Joe stood, and after a few minutes he asked, “What are we waiting for?”

“Chemical and biological reaction. Shush now.”

Puzzled, joe stood and waited. After about ten minutes his skin started to itch, then burn.

“Hey! This is getting hot!”

“Goodie. There’s a shower in that corner room. Go for it.”

Joe ran across the room found the shower and began to soap and rinse. The burning sensation left quickly, but so did his hair! Aghast, he stared at his hair washed right off his body and down the drain. But, nothing to do, he continued washing.

He stepped out of the washer and Zelda was waiting with a big, fluffy towel.

“What happened to my hair?”

“You’ve been depilated. Nair. How’s it feel.”

“How am I going to explain this to my wife?”

Zelda just grinned.

“Okay, Tammi is here, so let’s hop.”

She led him into another of the rooms off the main room. A blonde with big boobs, apparently no other kind of woman was allowed here, was waiting.

“Sit there,” she indicated a chair that was like a dentist’s chair.

He lay down and looked around.

“How you want me to handle this?”

“Give him a pussy.”

Joe: “What?”

“Jack him off first, then stuff his dong back between his legs. You don’t have to worry about him peeing, but…well, maybe you can let his head stick out a bit, just in case.”

Joe’s mouth was open and Zelda said, “This way you’ll be able to at least sit down to pee. The latex will come off eventually, but why should you suffer while you’re waiting for it. Right?”

Joe’s head swiveled back and forth. The women were grinning. Then Tammi opened a box and pulled out a latex pussy. Then she grabbed his penis and started jacking.

Joe didn’t want to squirt. He had been looking forward to squirting in his wife later, but…he didn’t have much choice. Tammie slapped his balls, sucked his head, and stroked his shaft.

Zelda got impatient and started pinching his nipples. “Come on, Joe. You know you want to.”

“UNH!” he ejaculated. Hard. Tammi stepped back and slapped a towel onto his groin.

“Fuck!” he whined. He might not have wanted to cum, but he really didn’t want a ruined orgasm. But his penis just kept squirting, no stimulation, and the orgasm died a sad death.

Zelda was watching with a twisted smile. “Don’t you hate it when that happens?”

“Me bad,” quipped Tammi, wiping his groin with the towel. “Okay, here we go.”

She picked up the fake pussy and fit it to his shrinking cock. She pulled his penis through so the head stuck out the other side. It looked just like a little clitoris.

She held the pussy in place, had Zelda hold the edges up, and squirted a heaping helping of glue between the latex and his skin.

Joe gulped. “Is it going to come off?”

“It’ll wear off. Don’t worry about it.”

Five minutes later the glue was dry, and Joe had never felt so weird in his life. He looked down and saw a pussy. Complete with a landing strip and a very sensitive clitoris.

“Oh, fuck,” he whimpered.

“Not for a while,” said Zelda. “Until the glue dissolves it’s going to be the same as being in a chastity tube.

Joe felt like crying.

“Okay. He’s a pussy,” Tammi laughed. “You want the full nine yards?”

“The works. He’s got to fool some pretty important people. She looked at Joe. “I’ll be serious here, Joe. If you can’t convince some powerful fellows that you’re just another pussy…it is not inconceivable that they would pull out a gun and puncturize you.

“Just a little bit,” Tammi kept a straight face.

“So you go with this as if your life depended on it. You got that?”

Joe was convinced.

“Okay, Tam. Go for it.

Tammi started with some basic clothes. She had him pull on nylons and crotchless panties. Then she glued a pair of large breasts to his chest and put him in a bra.

Joe was in shock, he stared at the mountains on his chest and swallowed.

“Pretty cool having titties, eh? You’ll be the envy of suburbia.”

He didn’t say anything.

She put him in a corselet, pulled it tight, and he suddenly had a female waist. And his hips flared, as did his boobs.”

She handed him a dress and watched as he pulled it over his head.

The dress didn’t provide for cleavage, but it made his fake boobs look really real. It was so short that if he so much as bent an inch his fake pussy would be exposed.

“Okay, Joe, have a seat, and let’s finish you up.”

Joe sat, and Tammi plucked his eyebrows, cleansed and primed his face, and began putting on make up.

Joe watched in the mirror. His arched eyebrows, the color of his eyes, the red lipstick, he looked like a woman now. In fact, not even he could tell that he was a man.

“I put lipstain on you, so don’t worry about it wearing off,” said Tami.

That confused Joe. Why would he worry about his lipstick coming off? He was going to wipe it off as soon as he could, anyway.

She attached extensions to his hair. He already wore long hair, but now it was down below his shoulders, long, wavy locks. One more example of femininity gone wild.

She pierced his ears and put some semi-long earrings in his lobes.

“I thought about piercing your nose, but not everybody likes that look. I do, but…meh.”

She put high heels on his feet and helped him out of the chair.

Joe could hardly stand up. His ankles wobbled and he almost fell down with every step. Tammi took him out and presented him to Zelda.

Zelda and Thug walked him out to the hallway and down to the elevators.

DING!

Joe heard voices, and he shrunk back, and it was well he did. Brenda got off the elevator! She was with two other girls, and none of them even glanced at him. they continued down the hallway and Joe was ushered onto the elevator.

The 16th floor.

Zelda steadied Joe, and they walked around a large room with a round table and a sunken floor. They came to a bunch of little machines all lined up against the far wall.

Zelda picked up a joystick and worked it. One of the machines zipped out of line and came to them.

It was shaped like a box, but tilted. It was see through, except for the bottom which held the motor.

“Hop in, Joe.”

Confused, Joe stepped forward and put his knees over the lip. He slowly lowered himself to a slanted cushion. His body was tilted forward, his head held slightly back. His chin fit onto a small platform and his face was presented out the front and on top of the machine.

“What is this?”

Zelda lowered the top of the machine. It pushed Joe’s head forward firmly, and he was suddenly unable to move his head. His body could wiggle, but only a little bit. His arms were in small tubes, and his legs were straddling a hump up the middle of the machine. His dress had risen up and his pussy was plain to see. Seen from the backside his ass was easy to see, too. His chest hung down and looked enormous.

But it was his face that was front and center. One of the walls was made of mirrors and he could see himself easily. He looked like a woman in a weird go kart.             

At that moment the elevator arrived again, and women, chatting and laughing, entered the room. They went to the little machines, got into them, and helped each other get themselves adjusted and lowered the tops.

Zelda knelt in front of him. “Normally, these go buggies are self steering, but as this is your first time I’ll do the driving.” She held up the joy stick.

“What’s happening?”

“What’s happening, dear Joe, is that you are going to find out what your wife does. Open your mouth.”

He didn’t.

“Thug, put your fist up his ass if he doesn’t open his mouth.”

Joe opened.

Zelda pushed a stuff rubber circle into his mouth. It was out of the way  and behind his teeth. It held his mouth open.

“Uhmmmssutt!” Joe tried.

“Don’t bother trying to talk, Joe. Now this,” she held up a spray can, “is a little solution that will numb your gag reflex. Nobody likes to vomit, right?”

Joe’s eyes went back and forth wildly.

She put a straw on the top of the spray can. She pushed the straw back into his throat until he gagged, and she sprayed. The cool spray stopped his gag reflex instantly. The back of his throat became totally numb. He could still taste, and feel, but the back of his throat would no longer gag.

“Now then, Joe. We’ll be filming this, so we’ll have something on you. If you ever feel like telling tales, think about the world seeing you as you are now.”

Zelda smiled, turned and walked off.

More women came up and took their places. None of them tried to talk to him, or him to them, because with the contraption in his mouth he couldn’t be understood.

Finally, all the go buggies were filled with semi naked, beautiful women. Joe had never seen so many tits and asses in one place. He had never seen so much pussy, but it did him no good. His dick was unable to erect in the latex pussy, and the tip just became more and more sensitive.

Suddenly a door behind the big, circular table opened and men began coming into the room. They were a mix. Some ugly, some handsome, bit they all had one thing in common. None of them wore pants.

And Joe had never seen so many swinging dicks in one place. And all the dicks were big and hard.

The men sat down at the table and big screen TVs on the walls showed the tables.

Cards were dealt, and as the men turned their cards over there were shouts of excitement or groans.

Suddenly Joe’s go buggy lurched into motion. It went smoothly cross the sunken floor, avoided other buggies, and aimed for a little ‘dock’ under the curve of the table.

Joe was terrified, and then he was more terrified. His buggy was aiming directly for a dock, and a hairy pair of legs, and a big, hard cock!

“AHHHTTKK!” He yelled. Which sound became “Muuummmm,” as the cock went right into his mouth and back into his throat.

Deep throat.

He would have gagged, except that he had no gag reflex.

The man whose cock he was impaled on grunted and murmured. “Oh, that’s good.”

The machine started to whir, and a plate behind Joe’s head started pushing his head forward, then it retreated and his head moved back, then forward, then back.

“Fuck! No fair! She’s going to get me off.”

Other men laughed. “To bad, short fuse.”

For a long minute the machine pushed Joe’s head into the blow job. He felt the head of the cock pushing against the walls of his throat. He could taste the groin-y odor of the man’s package. It tasted like the man had just pissed before he came out, and he hadn’t shaken himself off!

While Joe was giving head the card game was pursued. Men shouted out bets, men cursed. And men came.

“FUUU!”

“OH, GOD!”

“YOU BITCH!”

Then Joe felt it. A blast of pre-cum, then the penis in his mouth started to pulse. A big glob of jism shot down his throat. He could feel it, taste it, and he had to swallow. He had no gag reflex. He had no way of puking. Shot after shot went down his throat. He could feel the slime gathering deep in his belly.

Suddenly the man whose cock he had just sucked put a hand down and stuffed a hundred dollar bill into a slot in the top of the machine. The man growled. “You cost me money, bitch, but you were worth every cent.”

Joe’s buggy lurched backwards, out from under the circular table, and he groaned in relief. Done!

His buggy backed up and stopped and he could watch what was happening.

He wasn’t sure how they played cards, special rules, undoubtedly, and everything was complicated by side bets.

On top of everything, the sooner a man came the sooner he was out of the game.

Some men lost money. Some men made money, a lot of money. And most of the women made money. They gobbled and drank and men shoved bills into their carts.

Suddenly Joe’s cart lurched into motion. Trying to yell again, his buggy slid under the table and into a dock, and another man’s cock filled his mouth. It was bigger than the last one, and it stretched his throat, but…no gag reflex.

This man was more active. He reached down and pinched Joe’s nose. Joe couldn’t breath, which made his mouth gasp more, which gave better head.

Suddenly the man yelled. “Hey Hank! You’re right! Number 47 is good!”

Then a stream of slimy cum shot down his throat. And dribbled out his lips and down his front. Balls slapped against chin as the man tried to get every last drop out.

Then money was put into his cart and the buggy zoomed back.

Joe was crying, his mascara was smudged, and his buggy zoomed forward again.

Again and again.

Some carts stopped moving, were backed up to the side wall and their occupants were helped out. They collected their money and went to the front of the room to watch for a while, then they left.

Joe was called again and again. He was number 47, and he became wildly popular. Men were offering each other money to get number 47.

After a couple of hours there were only half a dozen buggies in operation. Most of the gamblers had run out of money, and the big winners were getting pretty intense. The money went from trying to get Joe, to trying to get Joe for somebody else.

Joe was dazed. His belly was bloated with all the semen he had ingested. His make up was smeared, except for his red lips. those had been stained.

His cart zoomed again and again.

Then there was only one other cart.

And, finally, a last squirt of cum down his throat, the game was over. His buggy went back to the side wall and parked.

The woman in the other cart got out and stretched. Joe, being prisoner, couldn’t get out. He had to wait for Zelda to take mercy on him.

The other woman stretched, and Zelda appeared.

“Hey, Brenda, somebody finally beat you.”

“Damn,” his wife said. “I had a good run, how in hell did she beat me? I thought I was queen of the blow jobs!”

“Well, I wouldn’t take it personal, if I were you.”

“What do you mean?”

Zelda guided Brenda in front of Joe’s buggy. “Brenda, meet Joe. Joe…Brenda.”

Joe stared his wife. His heart was stopped, tears came from his eyes, and she stared at him.

She looked past the shaped eyebrows, the red lips. She glanced down at his body, and her face opened up in shock. “Joe?”

“Joe was doing a little spying. Seems he didn’t entirely trust you. But I guess he will now, eh?”

Brenda was speechless. She gazed at her husband in shock. She tried to speak, but couldn’t.

“Unh huh!” Joe tried.

“Sorry about that, Joe, let me take that thing out of your—“

“Hold it.”

Zelda turned to Brenda.

“Come here.”

Brenda pulled Zelda to the side and spoke urgently into her ear. Zelda listened, nodded, glanced at Joe, then nodded again. Then Brenda walked off to the elevator and Zelda came back to Joe.

“Well, Joe, it looks like we have a little imbroglio here.”

She took the thing out of his mouth. He worked his mouth for sore muscles, but didn’t have to worry about his mouth being dry. He certainly didn’t have to worry about that.

“Was she mad?”

“Of course she was. After all, you made more money than her! She’s been top dog for months now, and you just knocked her off her perch. Of course, she’s mad.”

“But what about the other stuff? Me following her, me being suspicious.”

“Oh, that. I don’t know. You’ll have to figure that out for yourselves.”

“Oh, crap. Well, get me out of here and—“

“Uh…”

“What?”

“Well, we’re not going to set you free just yet.”

“Why not? I did it! You have to let me loose!”

Thug entered the room. “Brenda said you needed me?”

“Yes, Thug. “I’d like Joe with handcuffs behind his back.”

“Sure.”

Thug lifted the top of the buggy. He kept one of Joe’s arms in the tube it was in and pulled the other out. He kept a hand on Joe’s back so he couldn’t struggle and hand cuffed one hand. Then he handcuffed the other hand. He helped Joe out of the buggy and Joe stood, wobbly in his high heels.

“Okay, Thug. I’m going to fix Joe’s make up, then I’m going to drive Joe home in his car. You want to follow and give me a ride?”

“Sure.

Joe sat in the passenger seat of his Mustang and Zelda zipped through the streets. His window had been repaired and there was no sign that it had ever been broken.

“Nice ride, Joe. Hope you don’t mind if I use up some of your tires.” She popped the clutch and smoked his tires for a hundred yards.

“Damn! This is fun! No wonder you did so well in the buggy.”

Joe just sat there, cuffed, and looked out the. front window.

He was going home in handcuffs. Brenda had arranged it. What was going to happen?

Zelda pulled into his driveway, came around and helped him out, then shoved him up the walk.

“Geez, Joe. This is a first for me. I hope your wife doesn’t beat you too bad.” She laughed, rang the bell, and walked back to where Thug was waiting.

Joe stood there and shivered. His knees were weak. He was helpless, and he had betrayed his wife. He had not trusted her. He knew she was going to be furious.

Click. Click. Click. The sound of his wife’s heels coming across the foyer.

The door opened.

Brenda stood there in a  negligee, and she was never more beautiful. Her boobs were high and tight, over flowing. Her make up was perfect and her hair long and flowing.

“Why, Joe! How nice to see you!”

“Please, honey, I’m sorry.”

She linked her arm with his and helped him over the step.

“Nothing to be sorry for. Come on, I have a surprise for you in the bedroom.”

He walked with her, him wobbly and her coordinated.

“I didn’t mean to spy on you. It’s just that it got to be too much. And I love you so much and I just had to be sure and…”

Joe blithered and blathered and spouted his concerns, and Brenda just held his arm and guided him. Kept him from falling and breaking his neck.

In the bedroom she walked him across to the bed.

“So will you forgive me?”

She pushed him back on the bed and he sat and stared at here.

She went to the dresser and took something down, she strapped it on, she turned to him.

The plastic penis sprouted out from her juncture. It was large, long, and she stepped in front of him.

Joe’s mouth was open in shock, but when the penis got closer he closed it and looked up. “What is this?”

“Joe, I’ve been the queen cock sucker for months, and you beat me. But I’m not mad, I just want to know how you did it. So you show me how you were a better cock sucker than me.

She grabbed his hair and pulled his head forward. If Joe didn’t open his mouth she was going to shove it right up his nose, so he opened his mouth.

The penis slid right in, and he didn’t gag. Either he was used to sucking cock, or the gag spray was still working. At any rate, her balls were banging on his chin and she was thrusting in and out and Joe was sucking helplessly.

Brenda fucked his face remorselessly, and she smiled and said, “Joe, believe it or not, I’ve always dreamed of this. And, you know, we’re going to make so much money down there. That’s right, I signed you up for next week. Zelda’s always looking for good cock suckers.

Joe tried to speak, but he couldn’t. And his hands cuffed behind himself, he couldn’t fight back.

And Brenda said, “And, you know, you being a better cock sucker than me…when we’re done here I’m going to turn you over and find out if you’re a better cock fucker than me.

“What do you say, Joe? Sound good?”

Joe just blinked, and tears came out of his eyes, and the bobbing of his head on her cock looked very much like he was nodding.

END
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The Stepforth Husband


Jack’s Feminization Day!

Caught, Feminized, ridden out of town on a…what?

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

He was playing poker with three women.

Janice, his wife, was blonde and had a body that wouldn’t quit. Her blue eyes were scintillating and seemed to look right through him.

Her sister, Maggie, was brunette with green eyes. She had a great body, real hourglass, and heavy on the top. Sigh.

The third woman was named Susie, and they called her Susie Q. after the song. She was perhaps the most dazzling of the three women. She had dark hair and blue eyes. Pale blue eyes, ‘gunfighter eyes’ some people referred to them as.

All of them were smiling at him right then.

“You gonna bet, Jack?”

Jack was a slender fellow, handsome enough, and right then he was being put upon.

“I don’t…” he contemplated his cards. Eight, nine, ten, jack. And a four of spades. But the first four cards were all hearts. He almost had a straight flush. And he had a queen of hearts up his sleeve. For real.

“Bawk, bawk!” Janice teased.

He frowned at her.

“I thought you said your hubby had a pair.”

He frowned at Maggie, who was grinning at him.

“Easy girls. He just can’t make up his mind. Sort of like a man.” Susie Q laughed at him and the others chuckled.

He looked at the backs of their hands and wished he could see through the cards. Still, he had an idea what they were holding. Maggie was betting like she had three of a kind.

Susie Q was trying to round out a straight.

His wife…he didn’t know. She knew him too well and she kept her face straight.

But he had a gut feeling she had nothing.

He sighed. There was a chunk of change on the table, but he was almost tapped out. If he bet this hand and got something good, they would raise him right out of the game.

Or would they?

It was all calculations, but they might settle for breaking him, taking all his money and not just making him fold.

Still, he almost thought about folding right then, but…he kept thinking about the queen up his sleeve.

He was good with his hands. He practiced magic tricks on the side. He was positive he could replace whatever they gave him with a queen. He was guaranteed a straight flush no matter what.

Of course he was cheating, but…but he was greedy.

Normally he was an honest person, but poker brought out the worst in him.

He could do it. And if he felt bad he could fess up and call it a joke.

Yeah, that’s what he would do.

“I’m in,” he said, and pushed a few chips into the pot. He had almost nothing left, but…they would keep it down. Or he would fold. But they weren’t going to let him fold. He was sure of it.

Janice dealt the cards.

Jack looked at his card, four of hearts. Fuck. Okay, he was going to do it.

Thinking his way through it, watching the girls study their cards, he switched the cards, and he suddenly had a straight flush.

Yee haw! He was going to be the winner.

Of course he should probably tell them. Give the money back. But right then…he had to be the winner.

“What are your bets?”

Jack didn’t even wait. He blurted, “This is all I’ve got.”

They looked at him, a couple of smirks and a chuckle.

“You gonna fold?”

“I’ve got a good hand. It’ll beat you all.”

“Yeah, right,” Janice snickered. “You’re just trying to bluff us.”

“Nope. I’ve got a hand that will win, and I don’t want you to make me fold by betting too high.”

“So if you’ve got such a good hand we should make you fold.”

“Yeah.”

Jack sat back and smiled, “Then you’ll never know how badly I’ve got you beat.”

The girls looked at each other.

“He’s messing with us,” said Susie Q.

“Doing a good job of it.” interjected Maggie.

Jack was pretty sure he had them then. He had appealed to their curiosity, and curiosity could kill a cat.

“I don’t know,” said Janice. “He’s got that look in his eyes.”

They commenced to arguing about the worth of his hand, and Jack suddenly said, “Bawk, bawk!”

His sister laughed. “Oh, you asshole.”

The other two girls chuckled, and Susie Q gave in. “Okay, he’s got what three blues and a red…that’s what I’m betting.”

Jack kept the smile off his face.

Maggie sighed. “All right. I’ll pay, but if he doesn’t have something good somebody’s going to owe me big time.” She pushed some chips onto the table.

That left his wife, and he was sure what she would do. She hemmed, she hawed, but she gave in. “Okay.” She pushed her chips in.

“Okay, Maggie, show us your hand.”

Maggie flipped it over, and she had a pair of kings. “I should have dropped out.”

Janice turned her cards over. Full house. Lotta meat there, but Jack had it beat.

“Okay, Jack, you’re next. Let’s find out what we bought.”

Jack flipped his cards over one by one and counted: “eight, nine, ten, jack and…queen! All hearts.” The table erupted in laughter and groans.

“No!”

“I was sure he was bluffing!”

Susie Q just looked at his cards and frowned.

“Well, if it’s okay with you girls…” he reached out his arms to rake in the pot.

Susie Q cleared her throat. Everybody looked at her.

“I’ve got you beat.”

Jack’s heart dropped. He had a straight flush! Nobody was beating that! “No,” he blurted.

“Yep. Are you ready for the bad news?”

Jack sat back, the other girls leaned forward.

Susie Q flipped a card over. A nine. A nine. A nine. She had two cards left, but even if she had a full house or four of a kind, a straight flush was higher. He frowned at her confidence.

She flipped over a deuce.

Everybody was confused now, and she said, “Jack, my next card isn’t a deuce, or four of a kind, but I guarantee I’ve got you beat.”

“Nah,” he scoffed. Yet she was studying him with a determined grin.

“Is there anything you want to say before I show you the winning card?

“Nope.” He gulped. He didn’t know what was going to happen, but…he was feeling hemmed in.

“Okay, then. Here is the winning card.” She flipped her last card over and everybody stared at it.

It was the queen of hearts.

Janice didn’t get it for a second, neither did Maggie, then the light came into her eyes. “He’s got a queen of hearts.”

They all looked at him.

Jack got a sickly look on his face. Busted. And he hadn’t had time to tell them it was a joke.

“Look, I can explain. It was a—“

Susie Q launched herself at him. Maggie was a split second behind her.

He thought he could beat either of the women, but not both of them, though the simple fact was that either woman could take him down. They both were trained MMA fighters.

Janice just sat with her mouth open.

Jack tried to wiggle out, chairs were flying, cards were in the air, chips everywhere, but suddenly his arm was being stretched out and a leg was over his throat.

“You got something to tie him up with?”

Janice stirred. “Yes. We actually have a set of handcuffs.”

“Go get them.”

Jack tried to tell his wife not to, but he was having trouble breathing, and his arm was stretching out of the socket.

A few seconds later Janice brought in the handcuffs. They actually had four pairs of cuffs. They had them for a little fun and games on their poster bed.

Quickly they handcuffed his arms behind him, then they lifted him into a chair and handcuffed his ankles to the chair legs. It was a sturdy chair, and he was caught.

Jack sat and was a confusion of emotions. He had been manhandled by a bunch of girls. Actually, only two girls. His wife had just stood and watched.

His wife hadn’t gone to bat for him. Of course she had a big grin on her face.

He had cheated and been caught. But he was only joking, but…he knew he was caught and it was getting a bit late to claim he had only been joking.

The girls righted the card table and the chairs. They picked up the money and the chips and the cards, and they sat down.

Jack faced them. “Look, I apologize, but…I really didn’t mean to keep the money. I just wanted to see the look on your faces when I pulled a straight flush.

Maggie asked, “How do I look?” She crossed her eyes and stuck her tongue out the corner of her mouth.

The other girls laughed, but Jack groaned.

Still, there were smiles on the other girls’ faces. There was hope. Hopefully.

“What we got here,” Janice quipped, “is a failure to communicate.” It was a line from ‘Cool Hand Luke,’ one of Jack’s favorite movies. Luke, in the end of the movie, is not treated favorably.

“You know, he’s pretty good. I never saw the switch.”

“Jack likes to do magic tricks. He’s got fast hands.”

“Yeah, I screwed up. I can see that what I did wasn’t all that funny. But you can let me go now.”

They ignored me and went to talking about themselves.

“You know, in the real world we would take a bozo who cheated and dangle him out a window. At least four stories. And see how long we could could hold him before our hands gave out.”

“That might make the sidewalk a wee bit messy.”

“Or, we could take him out in the country and bury him up to his neck. Just leave him for the critters to come pee on.

Janice giggled.

“Oh, come on,” Jack begged. “This is just a penny ante poker game. I didn’t even want to play, if you recall.”

“You know, the problem is that he’s married to Janice.”

“I know. If it wasn’t for that I’d take him up to the fifth floor right now.” Susie Q held her hand up as if she was holding something, then she lowered her hand, “Sweeee…SPLAT!” She opened her hand as if it exploded.

Janice bit her lip and managed not to laugh.

“Honey? Can you get me out of this? I really didn’t mean to hurt anybody’s feelings.”

“Jack,” she held out her hands as if she was helpless, “I’ve told you before that your little jokes aren’t that funny.”

Maggie: “So he’s done this kind of thing before?”

“Oh, yes. Jack is renowned for his poor sense of humor.”

“Okay….yeah. Sometimes I go overboard, but this…this is false imprisonment.”

Susie Q tapped a too with one fingernail, “It’s funny that he brings up prison. I wonder what the guys in prison would do to him if they caught him cheating.

“Oh, Lord. His asshole would be instantly enlarged.”

The girls were silent then, still smiling, but considering.

Susie Q turned to Janice. “Do you mind if we make his asshole a little larger?”

“Jack’s asshole? Hmmm. Leet me think…”

“Guys…guys…this is going too far.  Just because I played a joke that didn’t go over well.”

“Once,” Janice said, “He put a picture of Yoda in the toilet. Stupid, but it actually scared the crap out of me when I lifted the lid.”

They all snickered.

“But you’re laughing now! So it wasn’t that bad!”

“And one time, we were at the country club for a dance, he put a pair of pants on the toilet leading to a pair of shoes. Looked like somebody was in the stall. Guys were coming out and pissing in the bushes.”

Maggie muffled a spurt of laughter.

“See!” Jack yelled. “You’re laughing!”

“So…Jack’s asshole. I suppose you could do anything you wanted to it and he’d appreciate the humor. Right, Jack?”

Jack look desperately at Janice. “Please, honey. Help me out here.”

Janice turned to the other two girls and asked in a most insincere voice, “Please don’t treat my husband the way he treats everybody.”

Jack groaned. Janice wasn’t helping him out at all.

“Okay, okay.” Susie Q stated. “We know we can’t drop Jack on his his head, even though that probably wouldn’t hurt him. But there’s got to be something that we can do that will put the fear of Loki into him.”

Loki was the God of Mischief.

Jack looked around desperately. He pulled on the cuffs, but they were tight. He thought about trying to upset the chair and whether it would break. But even if he did the girls would just wrestle him down and put him in a stronger chair.

“You know, I have an idea,” Janice spoke casually.

“Out with it, girlfriend.”

“It’s sort of nasty and appropriate at the same time.”

She had their attention now.

“I hate to admit it, but Jack likes porn.”

“No!” The other two girls mocked up being aghast, as if the whole world didn’t love porn.

“Yes, he’s one of those perverted types. Never pleases his wife, denies her his boner, stays in his little cubby hole and plays with his little penis.”

“Janice!” Jack was turning red.

“That’s terrible!”

“You poor thing!”

“Yes, I am quite put upon. But…” She gave a couple of phony sniffs, “I bear up under the abuse.”

Everybody looked at Jack, and Maggie said, “Bad Jack!”

“But,” Janice continued, the point is this. “He watches videos of women being abused, and I do mean abused. I checked his history once and he goes to some pretty weird sites. And what I’m thinking,” she paused dramatically, “Is that we go through his history and find the last three really kinky things and do them to him.”

They looked at Jack, and the light was in their eyes.

“No!” said Jack. He tried to remember what the last things he saw on the net were. Mostly it was big boobed girls getting fucked. But he did go off exploring sometimes. So what had he last seen that might be…dangerous?

“Ooh. I like it.”

“Of course we couldn’t just bring a hooker and have him fuck her.”

“No. No. But we could go back through his history and eliminate simple fucks, and things like that.”

“We could look for things that might compromise him, embarrass him.”

Susie Q turned to Janice. “You know, this is dangerous ground for you.”

Janice just smiled. “I know Jack. Inside his perverted heart he wants this stuff, or he wouldn’t be looking at it in the first place.”

“Wait a minute!” Jack had been stunned, listening in astonishment. He couldn’t believe they were actually considering this. “You can’t do something like this! What if I was just curious? What if I went somewhere by accident?”

“Well, Jack,” answered Maggie, “Then whatever we do to you is because we are curious.”

Susie Q: “Or just an accident.”

“But…you can’t! This is wrong! It’s immoral!”

“Says the guy watching porn,” and they all laughed.

“Okay, let’s get started. Maggie, you go get the liquor. Janice, you get his laptop.”

“But what will you do?” asked Jack’s wife.

Susie Q smiled. She was the diabolical one here. “I will get a very sharp knife and removed Jack’s clothes.”

You would have thought Susie Q had just told the funniest joke in history. The girls laughed hysterically, and Janice said, “Just what you’ve always wanted, Jack. Three sexy women all to yourself!”

Janice got up and went back to the computer room and got the laptop. She brought it out and placed it on the table and powered it up.

Maggie went to the kitchen and filled three glasses with ice cubes. She brought the glasses, a six pack of Coke, and a bottle of bourbon back to the game room and set everything on the table.

Susie Q reached into her purse and took out a pocket knife. She pressed a button and it sprang open, and it was long and narrow and glinted in the light. It looked very sharp.

Maggie poured a bit of bourbon and Coke into each glass and handed them out.

“Mmm,” murmured Maggie, taking a sip. “This is good stuff.”

Susie Q sawed up a pant leg and reached the groin. She looked at Jack with an evil grin. “Careful, Jack. I don’t want to cut too deeply.”

Jack shivered at the look in her eyes and held himself very still.

“Ah, here we go…Jack’s history.”

Susie Q’s ears perked up as she cut past Jack’s package, then she blurted, “Holy shit! He’s commando!”

It was true. Jack’s cock and balls were fully exposed. His cock was erect, red, and bobbing.

“Jack! Did you really forget to wear your underwear tonight?” His wife chuckled.

“He’s got a pretty good package,” appreciated Maggie.

“It’s okay. Of course he spends too much time practicing onanism and not enough time with his wife.” Janice sniffed.

“Men,” snorted Susie Q, slicing down the other pant leg. In a moment she ripped the mangled jeans off Jack’s frame.

Maggie: “Do you think he’s erect because he loves us?”

Janice answered, “Jack loves anything to do with his balls and cock. He’s a pretty one track mind.

“That’s great. He’ll really love what we do to him tonight. What’s on his history?”

While Susie Q cut off his shirt Maggie and Janice perused the list of Jack’s filthy interests.

“Let’s see. He obviously like big boobs.”

“I can testify to that,” Janice chimed in, and they all laughed.

“And he seems to like…anal. Un oh, Jack. You might be in trouble here. You don’t mind if we fuck his asshole, do you?”

Janice was already feeling the alcohol. “Nope.”

“Honey! You can’t mean that!”

She turned to him, “How many times have you tried to fuck my asshole?”

“But…but…”

Susie Q quipped. “He’s agreeing. He wants to Butt…butt…”

“No!”

“What’s next?”

Well, let’s see, there’s different positions. Something called the Amazon. Oh, it’s just the woman stands inside the man’s legs and fucks him. Full insertion, but she’s in the male dominant position.

“Jack!” Janice looked at him. “So that’s what you were doing the other night!” She shut up and her face got red, but she was smiling. The other two girls were laughing.

“Here’s a section on horror porn.” Susie Q was done with Jack’s clothing. He sat, naked, throbbing, and even dripping, and she went around to see what the girls were looking at.

“Ew! Gross! Somebody throws mud on themselves, puts on a halloween mask and…that doesn’t even look fun!”

“I don’t know,” said Susie Q. “Look at the dildo’s they use.”

On the videos they were using big dildos designed in the weirdest shapes. There were pig dildos, horse dildos, snake dildos…”

“Do snakes have penises?” asked Maggie.

“They lay eggs, I thought,” muttered Susie Q.

“We could stuff a bunch of hard boiled eggs up his ass and make him lay them.” They all cackled at the thought of Jack squatting, red-faced, and shitting out eggs.

“What if one went in too far? Maybe got stuck?”

“Then we would have to hang him upside down and bounce him till it came out his mouth.”

Again, they cackled. Jack was not cackling.

“This is enough,” he stated intently. “You guys have to let me go.”

They ignored him and kept talking amongst themselves. “Okay, we have somebody shove eggs up his ass, or use a big dildo on his butt.”

Two hands went up, and his butt won.

Jack groaned.

“Okay, we need something else. What else is in his history?”

“Here’s a section on amputee sex.”

His wife looked at him. “That’s not even sexy, Jack.” She was serious. She frowned and looked back at his history.

“Gangbangs…we could all do him.”

“Sloppy seconds with that asshole? You have no idea where it’s been.”

They were back to giggling, and they poured some more liquor into their glasses.

“You want a drink, Jack? It might help when we start playing our practical joke on you.”

“Yeah,” he muttered.

Janice held the bottle to his lips and he took a big glug. No ice and Coke for him.

He choked, sputtered, and felt the fire descending to his belly. Fuck, he needed more. It hurt, but what they were planning to do to him…

“More?”

Janice gave him another glug, and he managed to sneak out an extra gulp before she took the bottle away.

“Now, now, Jack. We don’t want you sloppy drunk when you get your comeuppance.”

“Honey, I’m sorry! Please forgive me! I’m your husband, you have to help me out.”

Janice pursed her lips, considered him, then turned to the other two girls, who were listening with amused expressions. “What’s next on his history?”

“ARGH!” Jack groaned.

“Let’s see, horror porn, disgusting, and, uh…more big tits.”

“Muscular women.”

“That’s us,” quipped Susie Q, flexing a bicep.

Then Janice gasped.

“What?” the other two focused on the screen.

They were looking at the website for ‘The House of Gord.’

“Oh, my God!”

“Look at her!”

“That’s impossible.”

In shock, the girls sat back.

Jack turned white. The House of Gord. He didn’t know what they were looking at, but with the House of Gord it couldn’t be good.

“Do you think…”

And Janice dropped the bomb. “He made one of these. He actually has the motor and…and the dildo…and everything!”

“Does it work?”

“Oh, yes. He has been trying to get me to do it for years. He hooked it up to an old lawn mower. He doesn’t talk about it much, he knows it is way beyond simple kink, but…when he’s drunk he tries to convince me to do it.

Susie and Janice faced him.

Susie Q said, “Is that true, Jack? Do you have one of these? Did you actually try to get your wife to…to let you…do this to her?”

“Hey…no. It’s like the ace of spades. It’s a joke.”

Janice laughed. “It’s a pretty serious joke. Give me the bottle. Let’s get him a little drunk and he’ll tell us all about it.

The bottle was handed to her and she held it so Jack could glug. And glug and glug.

“Oh, fuck!” he whispered. Alcohol was dribbling down his bare skin.

Susie Q moved closer and took his cock in her hand. She began stroking. Janice had a twisted smile on her face. She didn’t mind that somebody was stroking her husband, except to caution, “Don’t let him cum.”

“Not a chance.”

Suddenly Maggie gasped. Janice and Susie Q turned to her.

“You’ve got to look at this.”

The two girls rejoined her at the card table and stared at the computer. Their mouths slowly dropped.

“Really?”

“You can’t be serious!”

“But look how much time he spends on this stuff.”

Maggie pressed the back button again and again.

“Hold it, let me look at this website.”

“What are you looking at? What website?” Jack craned his neck as if he could stretch it six feet, turn it around, and see what they were looking at.

“Holy crap! This is real!”

“Not only real…it’s a lifestyle. We do this to him and…it’s going to last longer than a night.”

Janice straightened up and considered her husband. “You know, that would be the cure for his practical joking. I figured, once we started talking about the house of Gord, that we would be here all weekend. But, you’re right. This is just the start. We do this and…and he’s in it for good. This is a major lifestyle change.”             

Susie Q straightened up and joined Janice in staring at Jack.

“Are you ready for such a thing?”

“Tell the truth? I think it’s sort of hot. In fact, not just sorta. It’s damned hot. To do that stuff…and then…of course…yeah…yeah. I’m interested in pursuing this.”

Maggie straightened up and closed the computer. She poured some more drinks, then held the bottle for Jack. The bottle was almost empty.

“We’re going to need some help.”

“I think the whole neighborhood would help. Jack has been playing his stupid jokes for years. I doubt if he has a friend left in this neighborhood.

Jack was getting a trifle woozy from all the alcohol. “What are you bozos planning?”

“Oh, ho! He calls us bozos.”

“Yeah. Bozos. You gotta let me go. This is cruel and unusual. I’ll take you to court.”

“I think he’s talking about you,” Maggie said to Janice.

“What do I care. Community property.”

They all giggled. Jack glowered. The liquor was getting to him.

“I’m warning you guys…”

Susie Q snorted. “I’m a little tired of his mouth.  Shush, Jack.”

“You shush.” Yes, he was drunk. It had hit him fast, but he was tired of being tied up and threatened.

Maggie suddenly bent over, reached up under her dress and started wiggling. Everybody watched her. She pulled her panties down, stepped out of them and held them up. There was a bit of moisture where her pussy had touched.

“Here, Jack.”

She stepped forward and grabbed the back of his head.

Jack struggled. He clamped his mouth shut.

Susie Q joined in and helped hold his head and clamped his nose shut.

Jack was caught, as if his head was in a vice. Air began to become precious, and he felt his blood pounding in his head and he became dizzy. At last, he could hold it no more. He opened his mouth and  inhaled, and as air was drawn into his mouth so were Maggie’s panties.

Jack breathed, but his mouth was stuffed with smelly material. He could taste Maggie’s pussy. It was a strong odor that filled his senses. He tried to spit out the panties, but Janice opened a drawer, pulled out some duc tape and tossed it to Susie Q. Susie ripped off a strip and slapped it over his mouth.

Drunk, pissed, naked, his mouth full of dirty panties, Jack glared at the girls.

Janice picked up the phone and said, “Okay, girls. His machine is in the basement, we need to go to a sex store to get some stuff, and…I’ll call some neighbors and find out if they’re interested in helping us out.

Jack glared, and stared, and wanted to scream, to tell these girls off. But, too bad, so sad, his mouth was full of panties.


PART TWO

“Wow, Jack. You really fucked up.”

Tom Jefferson sat at the table and looked at Jack.

“Mummphum!” Jack tried to speak past the dirty panties in his mouth but was having no luck.

“Did you really cheat at cards?”

Jack shook his head, wanted to tell his neighbor, Susie Q’s husband, that he had just been joking.

“He said he was joking,” offered Janice.

“Hunh! In poker you don’t ever joke about cheating.”

Jack sighed.

Tom turned to the girls. “Okay, girls, I’m in. What did you have in mind?”

“We’d like to use your truck, honey.” She took him into the next room and explained the plan. Jack tried to listen, but he couldn’t hear what they were plotting.

Tom started to laugh when she showed him the model for their device on the House of Gord.

“Are you serious?”

“Sure. It’ll be fun.”

Tom considered, “Well, it’s not a problem, but, uh…let me make a phone call.”

Tom went back into the kitchen and the girls listened while he spoke into his cell. “Hey, Reggie, is the chief gone tomorrow? A convention in Dallas? Great. Now, listen, we’re going to have a parade tomorrow, but no kids are allowed. We’ll do it early in the morning and I want you to call all…” he went on talking, and the girls stared at him in astonishment.

“I assume you can do this, then?” Susie Q asked drily.

“Oh, it’ll take me a couple of hours, but it’s simple dimple.  Reggie is on his way over here right now. He’s got some tools I’ll need, but…no prob. What else can I do for you.”

“Don’t you know David, uh…David….I forget his last name but you go jetskiing with him every summer.

“David Jenner. Yeah. He runs the sex store over in Sand Hill.”

“Okay, can you give him a call and…” Susie Q stopped and looked at Jack. “Let’s go in the other room. We want this to be a surprise for Jack.”

Tom and Susie Q went into the next room and their voices could be heard whispering, but no words could be made out.

Suddenly Maggie ran into the room. “I got some prosthetics. Janie Simpson is bringing them over.

“What about…”

And the plans went on. It had started small, but it was gaining steam. No matter who they called, help was offered, and Jack was suddenly sorry he had ever played a practical joke.

Janice sat down next to him, she reached into his lap and stroked him.

“Unh!” He moaned. This whole time his pecker had been as hard as a baseball bat.

“Why, Jack,” murmured Janice. “I didn’t know this kind of thing excited you so much.”

Jack tried to talk, tried to convey with his eyes that he needed to be let go.

“I’m sorry, Jack, but I can’t quite make out what you’re saying. Could you speak a little clearer, please?”

The people standing nearby chuckled at that.

Janie Simpson ran in with a big shopping bag. People looked into the bag and oohed and awed.

“I don’t have any glue, however.”

“Don’t worry about that,” said Tom, coming back into the room. “I’ve got some binary glue for construction projects. Of course, we won’t be able to dissolve it, but Jack won’t care, right Jack?”

Jack mumbled through the panties frantically, but everybody just laughed.

Don Haroldson, who had shown up out of nowhere, just saw the cars gathered in front of Jack’s house and figured there was a party, said, “Did I ever tell you about the time Jack put an air horn under the toilet at work? Everybody who sat down got a blast up the butt.”

Everybody chuckled.

Janice said, “That’s nothing. One day he managed to replace the peas and carrots in a pot pie with skittles.”

A couple of people clapped Jack on the back for that one.

Suddenly a big horn blasted out in front of the house, a second later a rotund fellow with a red face, a beard, and a big grin entered the room.

“Hey, dude!” Tom shoulder bumped him.

“I got my tools in the truck. Where’s this machine you want to hook up?” Hr grinned at the sight of Jack sitting so helpless.

“Down in the basement,” said Janice. “Right through that door.”

The two men descended into the dark of the basement and could be heard discussing motors and mounting.

In the kitchen Maggie said, “One time Jack painted a couple of bars of soap with nail lacquer. Jerry and I couldn’t figure out why there was no lather. Jerry almost took them back to the store.

There were a few rueful chuckles, and more tales of Jack’s practical jokes were told.

Suddenly they heard a rattle coming up the basement stairs.

“One way! One way!” Tom and Reggie struggled through the doorway. They were both strong, but the machine was awkward. When they got the machine straightened out and lugged it through the kitchen everybody was silent. Then Maggie turned to Jack and said, “You were really going to use that on your wife?”

Jack just closed his eyes and a tear squeezed out.

“Well, it’s only right that it will be used on you.”

“Mummmphmuudddle.”

“Sorry, Jack. I left my hearing aid at home.”

Ernie Forrest and his wife, Mabel, showed up. Ernie brought over a couple of cases of beer and four bottles of bourbon. They ran out of Coke pretty fast, so people starting making boiler makers. They poured a bit of beer out, added bourbon to replace it, and whistled when they glugged.

“Damn,” muttered Susie Q. “I feel like I’m in college again.”

Janice said, “One time Jack unscrewed the aerator on the faucet and put a red food dye tablet in it. I was terrified we were all going to get sick, and Jack…well, he had me going all day on that one.”

More laughs, a couple of cheers.

The sound of machinery started up in the front yard. Tom had pulled his truck right onto the lawn and was taking off the winch. Ernie went out to help them, and Billy Foster from down the street sauntered up.

Jack, meanwhile was thoroughly cowed. He was naked, the women kept coming up and stroking his weenie, laughing, then letting go. He was starting to feel like he might cum, if they would only continue for a little while.

“Well, girls, it’s probably time to get to work. The boys will be a couple of hours working on the truck. Shall we?”

A chorus of voices lifted up and all were agreed.

“Okay, first things first, let’s get rid of his hair.”

Maggie brought over a bag of stuff and pulled out a couple of spray cans. She handed one to Janie and they started spraying Jack. Thick foam covered his legs, his thighs, and finally his groin. They took a five minute break and waited for the solution to heat up, then they wiped it off. Hair left Jack’s body quickly and easily. Then they did his chest, back and arms.

Waiting for that to heat up and work, Susie Q asked, “Can we do his head?”

Jack’s eyes widened and he shook his head.

“Sure,” said Janice.

So they put a couple of pieces of tape over his eyebrows and foamed his scalp. A few minutes later Jack was butt bald over his whole body, except for his eyebrows. But his eyebrows didn’t escape unscathed. Maggie began plucking them. She made delicate arches, quite feminine over his eyes. Jack would have struggled but she grabbed his nose and held his head firm.

“Okay, what’s next?”

“Nails,” was the shout, and the ladies began prepping toenails and fingernails. They sanded and shaped and pushed the cuticles back.

At first Jack tried to wiggle his fingers and toes, but Janie and another girl held needles next to each toe, each finger, and Jack was forced to hold still. It took longer, but that was okay. They had all night.

“Should we give him long claws?”

“Yes!”

Inch long ovals were glued to his real nails, and Jack shuddered when he saw the kind of glue they were using. It was construction glue, and he didn’t have any solvent. These suckers were on for the duration.

They painted his nails bright red, taking their time and putting on three coats, blowing on his nails, then a thick coat of lacquer. He now had long, shiny talons. he stared at them like he was in shock.

“Okay, girls, let’s do his face.”

“Better put his tits on first,” suggest Janice.

Jack stared at his wife like she was a traitor, but she had been victim to so many of his practical jokes that his glare rolled right off her back.

Janie Simpson brought out a humungous pair of boobs and Susie Q went out for more glue. They slathered the glue on his chest, and on the back of the boobs, then they pressed the boobs firmly onto his pectorals. Five minutes later he was the proud possessor of monster boobs. They had to be 40 Fs, at least.

“Okay, girls, he’s going to need a bra for those puppies, and here’s the best I could find.” Janie pulled out a sturdy bra. The material was fairly thick, but his nipples could be seen jutting through the material.

“You know, Jack, this bra was originally worn by a lady who weighed 300 pounds. “

Jack groaned.

“Okay, corset time. Who brought the corset?”

A girl named Tina tossed a corset into the group, and Susie Q caught it, stretched with her hands and grinned. “Nice and tight.” She turned to Jack. “You like things that are nice and tight, right, Jack?”

Jack made sounds, but not very loud. He was giving up, no way he could fight this…this situation.

Maggie and Susie Q wrapped the corset around him, fastened the hooks, and began pulling the ties. Jack was gasping with every pull.

“Hey, he’s having trouble breathing.”

“Ha!” muttere Susie Q.

“No, I mean really. Take a break. Let’s give him a better gag, then you can finish tightening him up.

So the girls took a break, sat around, leaned against counters, and sipped beer and drank whiskey. There were now a full ten gals in the small kitchen, and they chatted happily.

Janice took out the gag. “If you scream it goes back in. So be careful, Jack.”

“I will, he rasped. His throat was very dry.

She gave him a sip of whiskey and Coke.

“You got to get me out of this, babe,” he tried.

“No, Jack. Not this time. This time you pay the piper.”

“But I’ll do anything! Just get me out of this!”

Janice shook her head. “You want the gag back in?”

“No.”

Janice bit her thumb briefly, then said, “Two things, Jack. First, you did pull that stupid card trick. I know…” she held up her hands, “it was supposed to be a joke. But you should have known better. You don’t joke with poker players in that manner. Second, you are a kinky boy. You’re always trying to get me to do stuff. Well, now the shoe is on the other foot, so—“

“But it’s my asshole we’re talking about!”

“So? We’ve played with your asshole before, and as I recall,” she smiled, “You like it. A lot. So just shut your mouth, then open your mouth so I can pour some more whiskey in it, and go along for the ride.” She snickered. “It’s not like you have much choice, right?”

About that time the chatting stopped and the girls decided to get back to work. Maggie and Susie Q finished pulling the corset tight, and Jack could barely breath.

“Take shallow breaths,” offered Janie. “It’ll help.

Jack did, and it helped.

Suddenly a bright light started flickering through the kitchen window. Janice took a look, then said, “They’re welding the thing on the front. Another hour for them. And it will be light in two hours. We better get going.”

The girls worked on his face quickly. One or two would cleanse his pores, then they would step back and or two would prime his face, removing all imperfections. Slowly he became more ladylike. Even with just the foundation on his face it was softer and more feminine.

“You know, Janice, we should have done this before.”

“Yeah,” put in another girl, “Look how nice his skin is. It really takes to make up.”

“I have a feeling he’s going to be wearing a lot of make up from now on,” Susie Q said drily.

They all giggled and chatted, and Maggie and Janie went to work on his eyes. Soon his face was a gorgeous little picture of femininity.

A wig appeared, and they glued it directly to his bald head. When it was dry Maggie pulled on it and it wasn’t coming loose.

Jack was now the proud possessor of a world class set of auburn curls.

“Why don’t you pierce his ears?” Janice offered when they all stood back and inspected Jack.

“No!” groaned Jack. “You traitor!”

“Quiet, Jack, or I’ll have them pierce your nose.”

Jack shut right up.

Outside the sound of noise died down, then they heard the sound of a small motor whirring. Susie Q looked out the window and remarked,“Boys are almost done, we’d better finish up in here.”

His ears were pierced and a pair of huge, rainbow colored earrings were hung on his lobes.

“Okay, finishing touches here,” Susie Q started to paint his lips.

For whatever reason, maybe it was just ‘the last straw,’ Jack started to wiggle his head and resist.

Several girls grabbed his head and held it still.

Susie Q cleaned his mouth then took out a different tube of lipstick. “Jack,” she said, “You just cost yourself. That was lipstick, would have wiped right off. This is lipstain. It stains your lips and won’t come off for a week, maybe two.”

Jack’s eyes rolled in panic, but there was nothing he could do.

“Okay. What else?”

“That’s it,” responded Maggie.

“Aren’t we going to put a dress on him or something?”

Then ensued a big discussion. Several of the girls wanted less clothes, they wanted him naked. Other girls wanted a dress of some sort on him.

“But he’s already got a corset, and his boobs will look a little fake, people will be able to see where flesh meets plastic.

Finally, it was decided that he would wear a short skirt, which would flap in the wind and yet not cover his face, and a super tight sweater.

The dress was easy, loosen one leg, pull the skirt up, then fasten the leg back down and do the other leg. After a minute Jack stared down at a short skirt sadly. It was black, and his cock was poking out obscenely.

The sweater was harder. They called one of the boys in and he held a loosened arm and the sweater was, arm by arm and then by head, put on, and Jack was secured again.

He looked ridiculous, clothing wise, which was fine. He looked female with his face and hair and nails and everything.

Janice called out the kitchen window, “How’s it going out there?”

“We’re ready for him.”

By now there were a dozen men in the front yard, and six of them were bikers. Big bikers. With tats and muscles and long hair and muscles and muscles and muscles. They didn’t bother with worrying about Jack escaping. They just picked up the chair he was secured in and carried it out to the truck.

The original apparatus that Jack had tried to get Janice to try out looked like a sled on rails, but it didn’t move, the motor at the end of the sled moved, it moved a big dildo on a stick back and forth. The idea was that Janice would lie down, her legs would be spread, and the dildo would go back and forth, in and out of her pussy.

Tom’s truck had a specially made grill. It was heavy iron and could push a diesel truck, should he ever want to push a diesel truck.

The boys had bent the rails a bit and welded and bolted Jack’s invention to the front grill of Tom’s truck. It was upside down, and a shoulder harness had been rigged.

A dozen hands took Jack out of his chair, didn’t put up with any struggles, and put him against the sled. He was hanging upside down, his shoulders slightly bent forward and his weight was perfectly supported. They used truck straps and ratcheted him until he couldn’t move. At the top of the thing the rails had been split and Jack’s legs were spread out and duc tapped so they couldn’t move. The dress fell down to his waist, his cock stuck up in the air, and his boobs looked huge. His face was slanted, but everybody could see him, even they might not recognize his upside down feminized features. His cock waggled in the air directly over his face. Directly over his asshole was perched a dildo on a rod. It was aimed directly at Jack’s asshole.

Once Jack was secured everybody stood back and cheered.

“What are you going to do to me?” yelled Jack.

Everybody just laughed, and One fellow observed that whatever happened it was too good for people who pulled aces out of their sleeves. He was drunk and didn’t know it had been a queen that Jack had switched during the card game.

Janice, Maggie and Susie Q got up in the bed of the truck and leaned over the cab. In short order they pulled off their shirts, then took off their bras. Several cases of beer were placed in the back of the truck, and the parade started.

A couple of convertibles led the way, top down and good old boys and their babes drinking beer, honking and cheering.

Then came the truck. Bare boobed girls cheering and hoisting their beer cans.

Then a dozen other vehicles, including half a dozen roaring Harleys, their riders grinning through their bushy beards.

One of the bikers peeled off. He had a blue tooth in his ear and was hooked to Tom. He was scouting, making sure there were no kids or cops.

The line of cars and bikes snaked through an industrial district and into the outskirts of downtown. Honking, yelling, cheering, and making as much racket as they could, the parade snaked along.

It was early, but there were a surprising number of people out. They were out because the girls had called half the town and let them know what was going to be happening. Kids were kept away, adults gathered and started partying.

They drove past the high school, where a bunch of teachers had set up lawn chairs. A couple of them had squirt guns and they ran into the street to squirt Jack and the big boobed ladies watching over him.  They got too close to the side of the truck, lured by the immense mountains fo flesh in the back of the truck, and the girls poured beer over them.

They went past the police station, and the lone cop in town came out with his ticket book. The chief was out of town, and the man left on duty stopped the trucks and everybody looked down as if they were ashamed. The cop wrote Jack a ticket for ‘riding upside down and naked in a lewd manner.’ He didn’t sign the ticket, and when he stepped back and grinned and swept his arm through to indicate the parade should continue everybody cheered.

Into the downtown proper. It wasn’t a large town, but a large number of people were on the sidewalks, screaming and yelling and having a good time.

Tom flipped a remote switch, and Jack watched in horror as the dildo lowered towards his ass.

The dildo was slathered with lube, and Jack’s ass had had lube pushed into it. The dildo slowly inserted. Jack gulped, squeaked, but the dildo went in and out smoothly.

Tom got back into the truck and drove down Main Street.

People’s jaws dropped when they saw Jack being penetrated. The dildo sliding in then pulling up. Jack’s legs were pushed out whenever the dildo came down, and they moved a bit closer together when it came out.

He wiggled, he had no choice, he had to make sure everything worked smoothly or he might get hurt.

Horns honking, legs spreading, dildo pumping, the parade continued down Main Street.

People came out into the street to cheer. They poured beer on Jack.

The girls leaned over the cab, their wares on display, and they jumped up and down so they bounced and jiggled.

Motorcycles circled the procession, bikers giving thumbs up and being cheered.

Down through town they went, and Jack suddenly realized something. He was red-faced, slightly dizzy from being upside down, and his ass…his ass was starting to feel good.

He groaned, unheard by anybody, as the dildo opened him up and jerked around inside him before it drew up.

Tom reached the end of Main Street and turned left. The road turned a little bumpy, and Jack was bounced up and down, and the dildo motor bounced up and down, and the dildo kept pumping into his ass, the feeling enhanced by every bump in the road.

“Fuck!” wheezed Jack, he was starting to feel very horny now. He was always horny, and being on display all night was exciting, but getting boned in the butt was driving him over the top. He tried to wiggle, to get more dildo into his fanny. His cock was straight out above him, pointing down towards his face.

They turned up a fire trail, and now the jouncing and bouncing of the truck into ruts in the road increased Jack’s dilemma.

He was getting close. He was going to squirt if this didn’t stop. And that was something he knew he would never live down.

They rounded a small lake and drove into a big meadow. At the water’s edge were swings and other playground apparatus, and the truck pulled up and stopped.

Cars pulled up, and bikes, and people got out and more beer was poured. Bottles of hard liquor made their appearance.

People gathered in front of Jack and congratulated him for being a good sport. The dildo kept going in and out and he was gasping.

He gritted his teeth and tried to nod his head, but the truck was idling, and that made the prick in his man pussy even worse. The idling throb set up a rhythmic sensation that was vibrating his prostate.

He could feel his balls churning. He could feel the semen roiling. The trigger within was starting to click.

He tried to relax, or to get rigid, or to somehow stop what was becoming more and more inevitable.

Somebody asked for pictures, and Janice stood next to Jack and put an arm around his upside down waist.

And Jack couldn’t handle it anymore. With a groan, a loud groan that everybody could hear, his cock let loose.

“Oh, fuck!” he cried, and semen bubbled out of his cock. It sprayed, it squirted, but Jack’s cock was pointed down, towards his mouth, and everybody gawped as he came and came and came…right into his own mouth!

Then the cheers started. People screaming and laughing. Jack, dazed and dizzy and feeling loosy goosy, didn’t understand. He just looked around at all the upside down people.

He had gism all over his face, and without really understanding what he was doing he licked his lips.

More cheers.

Then Susie Q and Tom stood up on the truck and called for silence. The crowd hushed and listened.

“Okay,,” yelled Tom. “I’m going to leave this rig on my truck, so if any of you guys or gals feel like pulling aces out of your asses, just remember what will be going back into your asses.

Hoots and gibes filled the air.

Susie Q raised her hands and called for silence. “Okay, we have one last present to give to Jack. Janice?”

Janice stepped forth, and somebody put a small stoop on the ground for her to stand on. She was standing right next to Jack, whose legs were waving feebly. His dick was now limp and hanging down.

“We all chipped in and decided that Jack needed a little more discipline. We bought him this!”

She held up a little tube with a ring on it. There was a lock built into the ring.

Everybody stared, then they understood, and the cheers were louder than ever.

Janice put the chastity tube on Jack’s cock, secured the ring to it, and the thing snapped together.

Jack blinked and stared up at the gizmo on his dick.

Janice held her hands up again. “Now, we’ve had so much fun today, we’ve all decided to have a yearly ‘Jack Dawkins’ Day. Every year Jack will be given a ride like this, and he will be reminded that nobody should ever cheat at cards.”

Cheers, and a few boos for Jack.

Janice turned to Tom. “Tom? Do you have the key to Jack’s happiness?”

“I sure do, and you can be sure I’ll hold on to it for a year.”

“Not even if I ask for it!”

“Not even.”

Everybody cheered, and guys started yelling that when she got horny they would help her out…to which she grinned and nodded and gave big double thumbs up.

The party really started at that point. Big crates of eggs and dozens of packages of bacon made their appearance. Fires were started and skillets started heating up. Most of the women in the gathering were topless now, and a few of the men were bottomless, and everybody was drunk and happy.

After a couple of hours Jack was finally released. He was brought to the center of the celebration, given food and drink, and he sat down next to his wife and ate. Guys and gals kept interrupting him to pat him on the back and tell him what a good sport he was.

Janice had her arm over his shoulder smiled at everybody who came up to offer their appreciation for the new holiday.

Jack was drunk, and his cock was trying to get hard, and he was embarrassed, and yet…he felt…good.

Most important, his asshole felt good. It was still excited by all the stimulation it had received, and that was contributing to his horniness.

“Well, Jack,” Janice said, when they had a moment to themselves, “it looks like you’re going to have juicy, red lips, long hair and big tits for a while, so I’m going to keep you dressed up for a while. That okay with you?”

Jack nodded, sipped from a bottle of bourbon.

“And it looks like your cock is going to be locked up for a year, but don’t think that’s going to get you out of your marital duties. You’re going to be putting those red lips of yours to work on a regular basis. A more than regular basis. Seeing you all decked out like this has really got me horny.

Jack nodded, and sighed.

“What’s the matter, Jack? Sorry you cheated at cards?”

Jack’s mouth twisted a bit, “Do you think…”

“What?”

“Do you think that if I cheated next time we played…they’d do this to me again?”

Janice just laughed, reached down to his lap and shook his caged cock.

END
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 Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.

This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, gender transformation, pegging and breast growth.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


The Great Shoot Out!

That ain’t guns they’re shooting!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“My man has the biggest orgasms in the world.” Tammi was drunk as a skunk. She was a sexy blonde with big boobs and an ass that would make a swing set envious. “When Tom cums he starts at the toes, they curl up like bacon on a grill, then his legs shake, then he starts howling.

“Aw, that’s nothing,” laughed Jenny. She was a brunette with slightly smaller boobs, but a waist so slender it made her boobs look bigger. She, too, was drunk, and her green eyes were glazed over. When Johnny gets going his balls start pulling up and his asshole squinches, and then his big cock pulses out a huge bucket of squirt!”

“You two girls are pikers!” hooted Sarah. She was a redhead with slightly under sized knockers, but her nipples were big as shot glasses. “When Sam starts squirting his whole body spasms and then he shoots so hard he can knock your wig off!”

The three girls pounded on the table and screamed out their laughter.  They had been left alone while their men went on a hunting trip, and the empty bottle of bourbon in front of them testified to their good humor.

“Tom can knock a bird off a branch with one good squirt!”

“Johnny can fill a ten gallon hat with his baby batter!”

Sarah leaned forward. Her eyes looked like an owl’s and she beckoned the others to come closer to hear what she had to say. “One time Sam and I ran out of gas. He jacked off in the tank and we drove another twenty miles.

The girls all roared and slapped the table and each others backs.

Then, as drunken get togethers will, they were all silent, thinking, cogitating the wild fancies of drunks. And Tammi said, “We oughta have a contest.”

“A who test?” asked Sarah blearily.

Jenny got it, though. “Not a contest, a cum-test.”

“Oh,” blurted Sarah. “You mean like who can cum the biggest.”

“And the furthest and the mostest,” chortled Jenny.

And, again, they lapsed into silence, their soggy minds trying to come to grips with such a thing.

“It’d be a manly cum-test.”

“Yeah, a cum-test that separates the men from the whiney little boys.”

“Everybody’s an asshole.” This made no sense, but they were thinking so hard about the cum-test that they didn’t argue, or even remember who had said it.

“So what are the rules?”

“We have ‘em stand on the porch and they jack off and see who squirts the furtherest.”

“But they gotta be measured for velum. Uh. Volume.”

We’ll lay out a roll of linoleum. They miss the line of leum…the illiem…the…uh, whacha ma call it…”

The linoleum.”

“Yeah, that stuff. Whoever misses it is kicked out.”

“Objectified.”

“No…not objectified…uh…disqualified.”

“Yeah. Kicked out.”

“So we see who squirts the most and the furtherest.”

Sarah added, “And fastest. We get a stop watch and see who’s squirt goes the fastest. Right out of the pecker.”

“We could do that.” Jenny was trying to shake more booze out of the bottle. She held it upside down and nothing came out, so she twisted her head under the neck and stuck her tongue up the hole.

Jenny giggled. “You look like you’re lickin’ a asshole.

“Takes one to know one.”

“So how we gonna get the guys to agree?”

“We jack ‘em off.”

“But if we jack ‘em off we can’t measure ‘em.”

“Well, I don’t about you bitches…” Jenny said, wavering in her seat.

“That’s Miss Bitch to you, bitch.”

“Yeah. But I got my own method. I’m gonna work my man up until his balls are fuller than a dump truck, and when I pull the lever he’s gonna beat the sperm outa your guys.

Sarah huffed in disgust. “I got my own methods. Secret methods registered in the library of cum-gress…”

They howled at that, then Sarah finished her thought.

“I’m gonna work my methods on Johnny and when he lets fly he’s gonna knock the birds right off the scarecrow.”

“And get ‘em pregnant, too,” murmured Tammi. She reached between her legs and scratched. All this horny talk was making her horny.

Suddenly she perked up. “I’m going to get Tommy so jacked he paints the side of the barn white!”

“Ha! He couldn’t hit the side of a barn if he was under it.”

“In it?”

“I don’t know.”

“Is there another bottle here somewhere?”

Jenny got out the other bottle and the girls continued their imbibing. They imbibed through the night, boasting of how far, fast and much their men were going to squirt.

When dawn arrived the three women were blotto.

Jenny was laying face down on a couch, one arm draped to the floor, the other stuck between the cushions. Her ass was hunched over a pillow and looked positively enormous.

Tammi was laying on her back with her legs propped up the wall. Her dress was down and one hand had gone to sleep mid-pussy scratch. Before she could even cum.

Sarah was sitting at the table, her upper body sprawled across the formica, her face resting on one arm, and snoring so loud that the empty bottles on the table rattled and very slowly vibrated across the table towards the edge.

BEEP BEEP! None of them looked up as their men drove into the yard.

Tommy, Johnny and Sam were brothers. They could have been triplets, but they weren’t. They were large men with big biceps and round bellies. They had big beards and different sized cocks. So much for the triplets being the same theory.

They pushed open the kitchen door and staggered in. They staggered because the were carrying heavy haunches of meat. They were also staggering because they had drunk more booze than a septic tank had turds. They looked around the kitchen, saw the girls slumbering, and laughed.

Sam grabbed Sarah’s chair and tilted it back until she lay on the floor. They all threw their haunches of meat on the table.

“I still say that was Bigfoot,” stated Johnny.

“Maybe, I sure would have liked a shot at him.”

“How big a dick does Bigfoot have?”

The brothers commenced to argue then.

“If a reg’lar man is six foot tall and has a six inch dick, and Biggie is 8 feet tall, then he has eight inches.

“Yeah but a horse is eight foot long and he has a 30 inch Willy. So I say Biggie is 30 inches.”

“Damn,” he’s almost as long as me.”

Johnny and Tommy hooted at Sam.

Since the girls were drunk and passed out the boys had to cut the meat themselves. Sam took the left side of the sink and Tommy took the right. Johnny tossed them each haunches and big butcher knives rose and fell. Every once in a while Johnny would sneak a hand under a descending blade and grab a bit of meat for packaging. Once packaged the meat went into the freezer.

“You be careful with that bear meat,” said Tommy to his brothers. Then he turned to Sam and chided him, “You only needed one shot to grease Bambi.”

“Hey! That was an accident. I didn’t know I had my gun on fully auto.”

The other two brothers snickered. Johnny said, “That makes you sound really stupid, baby brother.”

Sam frowned. “I’m older than you, Tommy’s the baby brother.”

They were quiet for the moment then, and they thought about who was older and how that came about.

“Ohhh.” Jenny groaned and held her head.

“Sleeping beauty awakes.”

Jenny struggled to her feet and looked around. “When’d you assholes get home?”

“Yesterday, woman. You oughta learn to hold your liquor.”

Sarah moaned and looked around. “What the fuck? Who’s got a 30 inch dick? I heard somebody say something about a 30 inch dick.”

Sarah started to ripple up her body.

“Oh, shit, woman, don’t you go upchucking while we’re cutting meat.”

Tammi started to rub her pussy, then realized that the others were looking at her. She groaned and got to her feet.

Jenny let loose. She was standing right behind Tommy and she sprayed puke on his back, over his back, and all over the haunch of meat he was cutting.

“Damn, woman. Control yourself.” He ran the meat under the faucet, chopped it, and tossed it to Sam.

“Fuck you,” said Jenny. “You ain’t my husband.” She looked up at him with red eyes. “Are you?”

The brothers all chuckled.

“Man, you girls got swizzled last night.”

By now the girls were sitting in chairs around the table. Sarah was spitting the last of her vomit on the floor.

“We not only got swizzled, we got you fellows in a cum-test.”

“A who what?” blurted Johnny.

“A cum-test. We’re gonna jack you off and see who squirts the fastest, longest and mostest.”

The three brothers stopped chopping meat and looked at each other with surprise on their faces.

“Damn, we ain’t had a good jack off contest since…since…”

“I can’t remember when.”

“Whenever it was,” said Sam, “I was the winner.”

“With that little pecker of yours?”

“It’s small but mighty. Just the other day Sarah was sucking me off. She didn’t want to swallow that particular night—don’t know what is wrong with that woman—“

“Your spunk is a skunk. That’s why.”

“—but she aimed it off to the side and knocked a glass off the counter.”

“He did,” Sarah nodded. “And we wasn’t even tryin’. He just shot out like a shotgun and bang! That damn glass fell into the sink and broke. You can still see some shards there.

“That’s nothing,” laughed Jenny. “We was fucking the other night and I didn’t want to get pregnant. I was doin’ the ridin’ and I jumped off and Johnny’s spooge shot right up and hit the light bulb. I was picking shards out of his beard for an hour.

Johnny frowned and smoothed a hand over his beard.

“Ha!” Chortled Tammi. “That’s nothing. Tommy and I were fucking out in the yard and he was taking me doggy style. I fell over when he came, his first shot knocked me right on my face. But his second shot went over my butt and broke the truck windshield.”

They were all silent after that. Broke the damned windshield. That was a damned shame.

Then Sam said, “So what’s this shit about a ‘cum-test?’”

“We’re gonna roll out that old roll of linoleum. From the porch right down the driveway. We’ll set up some bottles and things for you boys to knock over, and we’ll get a stop watch and a tape measure and we’ll see which one of you boys has the real stuff.

The boys nodded. They were finishing up the meat so they opened a six pack and the three couples sat at the table and on the counter and thought about the cum-test.

“You boys oughta give up right now,” murmured Johnny. “I got the biggest pecker so you ain’t got a chance.

Johnny laughed, “You’ll waste all your squirt just getting to the end of your hog. Then it’ll just dribble and flop.”

“Does squirt flop?” asked Tammi.

“You two are gonna come out on the short end,” stated Sam. “My dick is small, but I got the same amount of muscle packed in ‘er. I think we should have a cock fight.”

The girls looked askance.

Johnny explained. “When we was young we used to face off. We’d be ten paces apart, slappin’ the meat, and we would see who could shoot each other in the eyeballs.

The girls nodded, the Sarah said, “Maybe some other time. Right now we aren’t concerned with accuracy, we want to see who can fling the most the furthest and the fastest.”

The first round of beers done, Tommy and Sam smacked their empty cans against their foreheads and threw the squashed aluminum into the sink.

Johnny, for a joke, smashed his beer can on the back of his wife’s head.

“Hey!” yelped Jenny.

Everybody laughed as Johnny tossed his flattened can into the sink.

“Okay, then, shall we go out and shoot our peckers?”

“NO!” the three girls all yelled together.

“What? Why not?”

“Because we got to put you in training! This is gonna be the Oly-impics of masturbationism, so we got to train you, and prepare you and do everything right.

“Well, we been huntin’ all weekends, and I was sorta lookin’ forward to squirtin’ my brains out right now.”

The other two brothers nodded.

“Not a fucking chance!” blurted Tammi.

“Not a chance of fucking,” agreed Jenny.

“And we don’t even want you to even think of jackin’ off.”

The brothers looked at each other. Tommy grumbled to Sam, “And you wouldn’t let us jack off in the truck on the way home.”

“I didn’t want to have to clean all that shit off the windshield,” Sam muttered.

“Fuck that. You can’t tell me when to cum, woman.”

Jenny raised a foot and stomped it right between Johnny’s legs. She felt the comfortable sensation of balls deflating, and he went over backwards and hit the floor. “Don’t you talk that way to me!”

“Shit, woman!” Johnny held his nuts and rolled on the floor. His face was white and it looked like he might puke for a minute.

The other brothers grinned and pushed their chairs back to protect their own nuts.

Tammi glared at Tommy. “This here cum-test is starting, and you better do exactly what I say. I don’t mind losing fair and square, but if I lose because you can’t keep your hands off your Willy…well, you better sleep light.”

Sarah reached forward and grabbed Sam’s plaid shirt by the front and pulled him close. She snarled right into his eyeballs. “Don’t you even think about touching your pecker!”

Sam pawed at her hands and said, “Okay, honey lumpkins.”

Sarah let go of Sam’s shirt and pushed him back.

The Great Cock Shoot Out had officially begun.

Johnny and Jenny headed home in his battered, old Jeep. Johnny was feeling sort of glum. He had himself a big, old boner and he wanted to exercise it. He had been hunting for a week and he wanted to stick that old dinger right up his wife’s pussy and fill it full of baby suds.

“I got plans, honey lamb,” said Jenny.

They pulled into the scabby front lawn of their shack. The dogs came out from under the porch wagging their tales. Except for Balls, who had lost his tail in a hunting accident. He had been chasing deer and run across Johnny’s sights and Johnny had cursed and cursed. And never taken him hunting again. And now that the dog had lost the only thing obscuring sight from his sexual organs they had taken to calling him ‘Balls.’

“I don’t know about this,” whined Johnny. “I ain’t cum in a week and I’m stored up something awful.

“You’re going to be stored up something more than awful. I only got a month to get you ready.”

“A month of not cumming?” Johnny was truly miserable.

“Shut up. You’re lucky it isn’t two months. I really want to win this contest.”

“But it isn’t your spooge. What the fuck you care?”

“Your my man, and that means your dick, and everything that comes out of it, is mine. Now get out of this truck and get into the bedroom.”

“We’re going to fuck?” he grinned.

“We’re going to fuck,” she confirmed with a smile.

“Then I get one last load off before…for the month?”

“Not exactly?”

“What do you mean ‘not exactly?’”

Jenny didn’t answer her husband. She just came around the truck and pulled him out of the vehicle. Once he was out she grabbed his pants and unbuttoned them. She grabbed his medium-sized pecker, it was only eight inches, and hauled him towards the house.

“Hey!” Johnny was up on tip toes as he tried to keep up. He jumped up the steps and hoped she didn’t pull his dang ding dong off.

“You get your asshole up here,” she led him through the living room, past his gun collection, down the hall past the targets hanging on the walls showing off his best shots, and into the bedroom.

“Fuck, woman!”

She threw him on the bed. “Just lay there.”

He frowned, his cock was sticking up and was pretty red from being manhandled, but he lay there.

Jenny came out of the bathroom.

First, she raised up a rattle can and shook it, then she sprayed the stuff all over his cock and balls.

“What’s that?”

“It’s called Lidocaine. I stole it from the hospital because I figured we might need it some time. And now the time has come.”

“What’s it do?”

She grinned, and he could swear there was a bit of evil in her look.

Second, she unwrapped a rubber and put it on his cock.

“Hey!”

She unwrapped another rubber and rolled it down his shaft.

His cock was only eight inches long, but those rubbers were tight, and he…he blinked.

“Hey? I don’t feel nothing?”

“That’s right, my little alligator dick. The lidocaine stuff numbs everything up. Then the rubber stops you from feeling further…” she rolled a third condom onto his dick.

“But…but…” he started to sit up.

Jenny pushed him back. “Honey beaver, I am going to win this cum-test, and that means you can’t cum for a month. But it doesn’t stop there. I need to prime the pump, so to speak. I need to build up your balls. I need to make it so you want to cum.”

“But I want to cum right now!” he wailed.

“Not bad enough.” She climbed onto the bed and straddled him.

“Honey…baby…we need to rethink this.”

“Nope.” She sank down on his shaft. She plopped down so hard his balls didn’t even bounce her back, but just got all squashed.

Johnny groaned and hunched a little bit.

Jenny grabbed his beard and used it to hang on to. She didn’t want to fall off while she got him ready.

He couldn’t feel her through the rubbers and the numbing spray. He knew his pecker was in her, he knew because she was suddenly looking intent and her eyes were half crossed. She always half crossed her eyes when they fucked, and she fully crossed them when she came.

Johnny lay there, was bounced up and down as she fucked him.

“Yeah, baby. You ain’t never felt so big!”

“I got three raincoats on,” he complained.

“Yeah, if they feel this big then next time we’re going for six.

Johnny groaned in frustration.

Jenny bounced, and grabbed her nipples and pulled, then she stopped bouncing and leaned forward. “Suck my big fun bags, you asshole.”

Johnny couldn’t help himself. He put his mouth on her big nipples and began sucking for all he was worth.

Jenny moaned and arched her back in pleasure. “Fuck, yeah!”

Even though he couldn’t feel anything, his dick might just as well have been a wooden dildo, the feel of his wife, the taste of her big tits, Johnny couldn’t resist.

He began humping, trying to get some sensation down there.

He flipped her over and began pounding her with his weight. “Damn!” he kept saying. He figured that if he could fuck her hard enough maybe he would feel something.

Jenny loved it. She opened her legs wide and accepted him into her depths. Fuck m! Fuck me!”

“I’m trying!” He grunted.

For a half hour Johnny kept pushing into her.

Jenny, however, was having her own problems. She wanted to cum, but there was something about feeling all that rubber that didn’t quite set her off.

Oh, she felt it, but she wanted bareback. She wanted the feel of flesh. But she knew she couldn’t let him fuck her with bare skin. That lidocaine stuff might work pretty good, but she still didn’t want to take a chance on bare flesh.

But, finally, she began to feel that little urge start to splurge. She felt that big, old ocean rising up from somewhere and nibbling at her toes, then gulping her feet and, finally, it reached her pussy.

“GAAHHHH!” she screamed, her hips going spastic.

“FUUCCCKKK!” she cried out so loud that Johnny would be hard of hearing for a week.

“SSHHIIIITTT!” And she slumped. Man, making his dick numb worked. She was going to have to do this a lot more. And, laying on him, she grinned. She was going to get to do this for a month. Then she would let him squirt—and he better be goddamned good at squirting—and maybe then they could work up another cum-test.

Tammi and Tommy drove home in his battered Ford pick up. It was built in the fifties and Tommy kept it running with baling wire and duc tape. It wasn’t like these newfangled trucks that broke down every ten years or so. His was good for life.

“Honey,” he said, weaving around the potholes on his driveway. “I can cum tonight and then we can start preparing for the contest.”

“I didn’t ask your opinion, numb nuts,” she snapped. “Besides, I know you’re out of control. If I let you fuck me tonight then you’ll want to fuck me tomorrow night, and the next night…no. The only way this is gonna work is that I need to make sure you don’t cum.”

“At all?” he whined.

“You can cum in a month,” she said, “And you better win that fucking cum-test.”

“But there’s a sort of regular cycle, or rhythm, or something to how a man cums.”

She looked at him as he pulled onto the lawn and stopped. “What cycle?”

Their mangy, one-eyed hound came staggering off the porch, nearly fell over, wagging his tail like he could actually see them. He had run into a barbed wire fence with one eye, and the other one, having to work twice as hard, just wore out. He didn’t have but a couple of good years left, but he was the love of their life.

“Well, I ain’t read up on it recent, but a guy cums, then there’s some kind of refraction time or something. I think they call it a period, but that’s a woman thing, so…” he glanced at her, saw he had her squint-eyed attention, so he continued.

“So iffen a man cums he’s empty for a while, can’t shoot nothing. Then he starts to rebuild. So he has to cum, then he has to time himself to the next peak of his cummability.”

“Cummability,” she sniffed.

“I’m not kidding, honey. Look it up. If you don’t let me cum then I’m not going to be empty and then I won’t fill up and…and you’ll lose.”

She reached into his lap and grabbed his boner and balls. His eyes opened wide and she said, “I better not lose that fucking cum-test! I’ll look up this fraction thing, and if you’re lying then I’ll slap your balls until they’re green.”

He gulped. Green balls didn’t sound healthy.

But he risked, “So we should fuck right now and make sure.”

“Make sure of what? Numbnuts! Get outa the fuckin’ truck and into the house. And I want you near me at all times! I know you can’t keep your grubby mitts off your Willy, so you stay close to me and I’ll look up this dick cycle shit.”

They got out of the truck, took a minute to love and hug their one-eyed mutt, then they headed into the house.

They kept a computer in a side room. It was an old one, but it still worked, and Tammi sat down and turned the thing on.

It fizzled and spit and there were a few electric sparks, but the screen went on and she began searching. She kept Tommy next to her and rubbed his cock so he wouldn’t go away.

About an hour later she sat back. “You weren’t lyin’. You weren’t all the way right, but…” she frowned, bit her lip, and took her hands off his wanger.

Tommy tried to sneak out of the room, but she grabbed his belt and pulled him back. “Hold on there, Slick. You ain’t gonna sneak into the outhouse and paddle your boat until it doesn’t float.

He sighed and was sad. Very sad.

Then she sighed and she said, “I been thinking about something for a few months, and I guess it’s time. If a cum-test ain’t the right time…there ain’t no right time.”

“What are you talking about?”

She turned to him and studied him.

“Honey, you cum too much. And there’s only one way to be sure of this empty/full refraction thing. I got to put you in chastity.”

“Say who?”

“I figured just to tone you down a bit, make it so I could occasionally get a good night’s sleep without you poking your meat tween my legs or buns. But you being in chastity is gonna not only give me a good night’s sleep, but it oughta go a long way towards refractionalizing you. After all, you came last week, before you went hunting, so you were empty then. So the longer I keep you from cumming the longer you’ll have to fractionalize your dick. You’ll be so built up, your balls will be so full…you’ll win that cum-test easy.”

“But…what is this ‘chased titty’ thing?”

“Chastity. And I’ll show you.”

Tammi took him to their bedroom and opened the bottom dresser drawer. She took out a small box and opened it.

“Take your clothes off and lay down.”

“We gonna fuck?” he asked hopefully.

“Ha!” she said.

She waited while he got undressed, which didn’t take long. He tended not to wear underwear and that always makes getting undressed faster.

A minute later he was laying back on the bed, his arms folded behind his head, a grin showing through his black beard. He still thought he was going to get a fuck.

“Okay, Tommy. Get limp.”

He blinked. “Say who?”

“Get limp. Shrink. Shrivel. I want your dick looking like it does when you get out after swimming for a few hours. I want to see it look like a raisin.”

“But honey…”

“I ain’t gonna wait all day. You either get limp or I’ll make you.”

“But, Tammi, dicks ain’t like that! They have to go down on their own. They got to get fucked, or jacked, and then they get limp.”

“You’re lying.”

“I’m not!”

“Are so,” and she punched him in the balls. Hard. Hard enough to make his eyes bulge, his face turn white, until he looked like the Doughberry Pill Boy, or whatever that asshole was named in Ghostbusters.

His dick, of course, went down faster than jet aimed at the ground.

Tammi took a ring out of the little box, slapped his hands away from his groin, and put the ring around his package.

Tommy groaned and wheezed and tried to breath.

She took out the little tube and pushed it over his dick. It didn’t fit very well, his dick being so big, but she kept shoving and pushing and managed to shoehorn the thing into the tube.

She then put a padlock through the loop and CLICK!

A few minutes later Tommy managed to speak. “What is that? What’d you do to me?”

“I put you in chastity. You ain’t cummin’ till I let you out.

“But it’s so small!”

“It’s supposed to be. It’s supposed to keep your dick so small it can’t even think of cumming. Then all the sperm is gonna build up in your balls. I tell ya, when I finally shoot you off you’re going to win the cum-test.

“If I don’t die, first,” he moaned.

She grabbed his plaid shirt and snarled into his face. “If you even think of dying before you win the cum-test I’ll kill ya!”

“Oh, fuck,” he groaned.

“Now then, just because you can’t get your rocks off doesn’t mean I can’t.”

“What?” He stared at her.

“I bought this thing called a strap on. It’s for guys who can’t get it up, and you certainly aren’t going to be getting it up.”

She reached into her bottom dresser drawer again and pulled out a mess of straps and a big dildo.

She untangled the straps and fit them around his hips. He looked down and saw a dick almost as big as his own sticking out. But it wasn’t a real dick. It was a fake dick. It was as fake as an election! But Tammi was smiling.

“Now then, the proof is in the pudding. Lay down.” She pushed him back and climbed on top of him.”

“What the fuck?”

She sank down with a satisfied sigh. “Damn, this is almost as good as you. ‘Course it ain’t alive, but that’s okay.”

She began to shift her hips back and forth.

Tommy’s dick tried to get hard, and ran right into the walls of the chastity tube.

“Fuck!” he cried out, feeling the pain.

“Yeah!” She bounced on him. His balls were all scrunched up under the chastity tube and she landed on them hard.

He gasped, and she bounced again. And again and again.

Tommy was in pain. He couldn’t sit up, he couldn’t wiggle out, all he could do was take the pressure of her body bouncing on his testicles.

“Yeah, baby! We shoulda done this long ago!”

She reached under and grabbed his battered balls and squeezed.

“EEEE!”

Realizing that perhaps this was too much, Tammy let go of his balls.

She leaned down, let her big breasts press against his chest, and kissed him. “Honey? Did I hurt your big balls?”

“Yes!” he whimpered.

“Then take me doggy style. I like that position.”

She climbed off him, got on all fours and waggled her butt.

It took a moment for Tommy to get up on his knees, but he managed it. He moved his fake pecker forward.

“Stick it in, baby!” she crowed.

He did. She groaned and pushed her butt back.

And, out from under the pain, horny as all get out, ensconced in his wife’s pussy, Tommy began to get excited.

Every time his dick surged and tried to get hard it excited him. He had never imagined that pain could be such a wonderful and intoxicating device for sexual excitement, but it was.

He began to ram his hips forward, driving his fake dick into her.

He was removed from the action, she was moaning and crying and wiggling her ass back into him.

He rammed her again and again and again.

But Tammi, like her sister before her, was realizing that fake dicks are never as good as real ones. She craved the bare back contact of skin to skin. She wanted to feel the sweat of his penis lubricating their junction as he slid in and out of her.

It made her less able to cum, and she reached under him and pulled on his balls, the better to help him ram it into her.

“Fuck!” wheezed Tommy, but, regardless of pain (which was  starting to feel sort of good) he began pumping harder, running that big fake dick into her cunnie. He felt like the up and down of those hammering heads on oil wells.

Damn! It was fun fucking with a fake dick!

And, a half hour later Tammy groaned, arched, spasmed, and the big O washed over her. She grabbed onto his beard and pulled and he yelled, but it didn’t matter. She was cumming, and that was all that mattered.

That and winning the cum-test.

Sam and Sarah sat in the kitchen and thought their separate thoughts.

Sam was thinking about how he could persuade Sarah to lay down and spread for him.

Sarah was thinking about various methods of curtailing Sam’s tendency to cum whenever and wherever he could.

She knew her man. He was a horn dog. He wasn’t as big as his brothers—Tommy had ten inches, Johnny had eight inches, and Sam only had six inches. A midget in the world of manly cocks.

Not that it bothered her. Any cock in a storm was her motto. And he did squirt a lot, and he did jet it out to unusual distances, but…but he was the low man on the totem pole here.

So how could she make him cum more than Behometh and Gargantuan?

Their trusty old dog staggered into the kitchen. He had lost his tail, one eye, and one leg, but he was the lovingest mutt in the world.

They hugged their offspring. They scratched his ears, rubbed his Jimmy spot until his back legs spayed and his front leg lost balance and he face planted on the floor. Then they chuckled and Sam picked up the dog and carried him into the bedroom. He placed the dog in the middle of their bed, they always slept around him, and turned to Tammy.

He was about to ask her about the cum-test, to give her his opinion, maybe even to lay down the law. Though laying down the law to his wife had proved to be quite hazardous in the past.

He opened his mouth to speak, and she kicked him right in the apples.

Sam folded like a sheet about to go in the closet. He slumped so fast his face hit the floor. He grabbed his groin and began puking. His face was white, he couldn’t breath, his eyes were bulging, he even felt his bowls trying to loose.

Sarah didn’t wait for him to stop puking. She grabbed his barf stained beard and pulled on it to roll him over.

“You listen to me, you little shit. We’re going to win that cum-test…or else I’ll kick your balls right through the damned goal posts.

Gah…gah…gah…” Sam stuttered.

“Now, here is the way it is going to go. I’m going to jerk you off, and every time you get close I’ll punch you in the jewels. We’re going to do this every day, multiple times a day, and when a month rolls around you are going to be so full and ready to squirt that we’re going to win that cum-test easier than a drunk falls down.”

“But…but…”

Sarah grabbed his cock and started stroking it. Now Sam was caught between the pain of being punched in the nuts and his favorite game, getting his cock stroked.

He wheezed and tried to breath even as his cock got harder and harder.

“That’s it, baby.” Sarah took him in her mouth and began sucking him.

The pain slowly receded and his cock grew harder. He began to feel like cumming. He wanted to cum. It had been a week, and…and…

BAM! Tammi punched his testicles.

He felt his innards lurch and he spit up a bit of puke.

Tammi waited, wiped his puke off her hair, and started jacking him again.

Sam felt sick, very sick. His innards were in knots, but he couldn’t stop the pleasure from starting up. Soon his cock was hard and he felt the familiar sensation of heat, the surge of urge, the desire to cum. He began to move his hips, to fuck her hand, or her mouth when she used that. He was almost there…it was…it was…

BAM!

He curled up around her fist and cried. He retched.

Sarah smiled as she watched her man overcome his pain.

“You’re a real man, darling,” she murmured, stroking his penis slowly. “Not many men can do what you do.”

He thought: What? Get punched in the balls?

“Please…stop…”

But Sarah was determined to win the cum-test. She stroked him, and even fondled his balls a little, though that seemed to bring as much pain as pleasure.

She sucked on his head and he moaned and sobbed, but he couldn’t stop. The desire to cum just rejuvenated so fast, and he needed to..he needed to…

BAM!

He groaned and rolled over and actually passed out for a while.

He woke when Sarah slapped his face with a wet rag.

“Honey, wake up.”

He opened his eyes and gazed at his wife. He was pretty stupefied by the kind of sex he was receiving.

“Honey, all this foreplay has really gotten me excited. You’re going to have to do me!”

Sam grinned. be it a sickly grin.

She helped him onto his back, she spread his legs Amazon style, her legs on the inside, and she slipped her pussy over his cock.

“Oh, fuck,” he groaned. It hurt, but…he couldn’t deny the pleasure. This was real pussy. This was the real thing.

Sarah fucked him like a man fucks a woman, but he didn’t mind. He just wanted the pain to end and the orgasm to begin. They were in such a position that maybe he could…maybe…

He grabbed her arms and groaned and moved his hips. He couldn’t move them much, but…

She came. A righteous slamming of the hips that drove her up and over the edge. She gasped, her eyes glazed, and then she happened to look down.

Sam was right on the edge. He was starting to surge. He was going to shoot! He was—

Sarah threw his legs down and gave him a mighty knee right in the gonads.

“AHhhhuhhuuu…” Sam wilted like a flower in winter.

Sarah smiled. Damn. They were going to win the cum-test easy!


PART TWO

FOUR WEEKS PASSED…

Johnny and Jenny were in hard training. Jenny often said that if she had a nickel for every condom she put on Johnny she’d be richer than Scrooge McDuck.

“I think that’s ‘Screwed’ McDuck,” whimpered Johnny.

Every day, once upon waking, once after lunch, and once after dinner, Jenny sprayed him with lidocaine and rolled on the rubbers. His dick had actually taken on a different texture. It had no sensation and it was rubbery.

But that was okay, Jenny realized. Once Johnny shot his wad and won the cum-test they’d be the big winners.

“Honey, I think I’m going really numb down there. Can’t we do a regular fuck, no rubbers and no numbing spray?”

“Are you kidding? We are so close…and we’re going to win. You’re going to be so proud when you are the acknowledged biggest and best dick of all time. Able to squirt further than any man alive. Loosing tons of cum. You’re going to make me so happy.”

Of course she was already pretty happy. She was using her pussy every day. Every day, three times a day, she was getting filled up with man meat. It was any woman’s dream. She was having multiple orgasms multiple times a day. She was in orgasm heaven.

In fact, she didn’t want to stop. When the cum-test was over she was planning on making this their only way of love making. She smiled and dreamed of Johnny only fucking her with a numb dick wrapped in layers of condoms. It was alike having the fun of a real dick…without having the problems of a real dick. It was the best of both worlds.

Finally, Saturday morning came, the day chosen for the big shoot out. Jenny got dressed, wore her best outfit, and tried to look as sexy as possible. She had a half bra that left her big hangers protruding in the most delightful manner possible. Her nipples pushed out her blouse, and she wore pants so tight her monkey knuckle was on display.

She took Johnny by the hand and walked him out to the car.

Johnny staggered along. After a month of relentless but unsatisfying sex he was about done for. Sex using a dildo, and having your own cock trapped, was less than desirable.

 His balls were full, but he wondered if he would ever feel his dick again.

Well, one good thing. Once this cum-test was over he would never have to put a rubber around his nerve dead cock again as long as he lived.

They got into Johnny’s truck and headed down the road for Sam and Sarah’s house.

Tommy and Tammi headed out of their house and got into Tommy’s truck.

Tammi was dressed to the nines. New nylons, thong, tight dress, and she was wearing a bra with the nipples cut out, and she had her piercings in. Anybody who happened to glance at her chest would get the kick of their life.

Tommy was dull-eyed, his nuts ached so much he couldn’t think straight. His beard was turning grey and wispy. His belly was shrinking. His cock had stopped aching and looked a little dark in his chastity tube.

“Honey, you are going to shoot a mile. We are going to win this cum-test hands down.

Tommy nodded. “Yes, dear.” He wondered what day of the week it was. He felt like a very, old man.

“Now, when we get there I’ll unlock you. All your size is going to be a little daunting to those shrimpy brothers of yours, and you can walk around and swagger and act the rooster. You got that?

“Yes, dear.” He yawned and she frowned at him.

Why was he acting so lackadaisical when he was about to become the biggest swinging dick this side of dickville?

Then she smiled. She thought back over his four weeks of training. Him wearing a chastity tube was actually pretty cool. Heck, if he kept wearing that chastity tube she would never have to sleep in another white mess as long as she lived.

And, she liked the plastic peter. She had bought a couple more peckers, could have any size or shape she wanted, and…that was really a blessing.

Every woman should be able to choose the implement of her love making. Why be stuck with one size, one shape? Heck, she had even bought weird shaped ones, like pig dicks, and dog dicks. And just this morning the mail man had delivered a long package. Long enough for long stemmed roses, but she knew what it contained. A real horse’s dick. Thirty inches of pleasure, good for front or back.

She smiled wider, and Tommy headed down the road.

Sarah got up that morning and grinned. She was going to rub her sisters’ faces in the dirt. Or the cum. And she giggled.

Sam snored next to her, and mumbled ominous sounding phrases. Things like, ‘Don’t hit me no more,’ and ‘I’ll never cum again.’

But he was going to cum again. Heck his balls were all swole up and looked ready to pop. He was going to squirt a mile this afternoon.

And, besides, she wasn’t going to give up punching him in the jewels.

She liked hitting him between the legs. He was just so adorable when he was bent over, laying on the floor, gulping and gasping and puking. It made her feel like a queen to affect a man like that.

She slid out from under the covers and began prettying herself up. First, she decided to go with a rope bra.

A rope bra was the latest thing. She wrapped a cord around one boob, over the neck, and then around the other boob. This held her boobs—which were big already—up, and pushed them out, and even her nipples pointed out like the big, old shot glasses they were.

After tying her boobs up so they were big and fat and inviting, she pulled on a simple dress. It wasn’t new, but that was good. Thin dresses tended to show the goods so much better than dresses with new material.

Nylons, high heels, all the face paint she could manage, and she was ready.

“Sam!” She yelled. “Wake up!”

Sam sputtered and opened an eye, and cringed. Usually she woke him up with a punch to the groin.

“Take your hands away, I ain’t gonna punch ya today.”

Sam thought about it, realized it made sense, at least it didn’t make sense to punch him in the groin before he was supposed to squirt.

He sat up and shivered.

Being punched in the groin had made his balls big, and his cock all mottled and swollen, but it had also drained his vitality. His belly was almost gone, his beard looked more like a Van Dyke, and his eyes were lackluster.

But that was okay. Today was the day. The end of getting punched in the groin. Though he did like the edging that came along with that activity.

Man, he was going to wear a metal athletic protector from here on out. And he was going to learn Karate so he could defend himself. He didn’t want to be kicked in the groin ever again. Not no matter what.

“Get dressed,” Sarah snapped, hanging earrings from her ears.

“Okay.” He stumbled out of bed, bent over to pick up his pants, and had a hard time. Being physically beaten in the groin every day had had an effect on his whole body.

He felt like a very, very old man.

He pulled on his pants, rested for a minute, and tried to zip up.

His balls were so swollen the zipper wouldn’t go all the way up.

“Here, let me help.”

Sarah pushed on his puffy groin and he pulled the zipper and everything came together.

Of course, his groin looked like a fat lady stuffed into a sausage skin, but…he was dressed.

He put on a shirt, elected to go without shoes—it was too hard to bend over and tie them—and headed out to the kitchen.

Tommy and Tammi arrived at ten ‘clock, and not more than a half minute later Jenny and Johnny pulled up behind them.

The two couples got out of their vehicles, hugs and chest bumps were exchanged, and the girls all went into the kitchen.

The three brothers looked at each other.

They were drawn, pale, shaky, and their eyes were uncertain.

“Man, I’m done with this,” whispered Johnny. He tended to whisper a lot these days.

“You can have your cum-test,” breathed Tommy, his voice even softer and less confident than Johnny’s.

Sam could hardly speak, but he managed. “I give up.”

The three men headed for the porch. Sam kept a fridge just for beer out there, and they each grabbed a Golden Monkey, popped a top, and began to drink. They sat down on a swinging bench, the beams above the swing creaking ominously.

“She’s been spraying my dick with lidocaine and making me wear rubbers.” Johnny could barely be heard over the happy chatter coming from the kitchen.

Tommy: “She put a chastity thing on me. I haven’t even touched my dick in a month.

Sam just gave a light sob and looked down. His pants were swollen and his brothers looked at his groin with worry.

Sarah, Jenny and Tammi stepped out of the kitchen and faced the men. “Gentlemen, we want to make sure everything is on the up and up, so we have invited witnesses to see The Great Shoot Out.”

“Shouldn’t that be ‘shoot off?” giggled Jenny.

All three girls chortled happily.

The morning passed. Telephone calls were made, and neighbors started showing up.

There was Titus McReady, the banker, who looked at the men and made jokes about making timely deposits.

There was Rufus Skinner, who owned ‘Rufus Auto Repair.’ He glanced at the brothers and said, “I think you boys need a tune up.”

Martha Flanders showed up. A prim looking women with an endless collection of print dresses. She didn’t like men, so she just sniffed at the brothers.

And there were others. There were guys from the mill, girls from the bar, and even a contingent from the old folk’s home.

The brothers watched people arrive, park their cars on the lawn—nobody was allowed in the driveway—and saunter up asking for beer.

The brothers at least had the presence of mind to hide their Golden Monkey, and the new comers had to make do with Schlitz and Bud light and other suds that were good only for taking taking bubble gum off the bottoms of tables.

Finally, everybody who was of any consequence was there, and the cum-test was set to begin.

The girls, wanting their men to rest, carried out the big roll of linoleum and unrolled it from the porch steps. It went right down the driveway, slick as snot on teflon.

Twenty yards, at the end of the linoleum the crowd set up a coffee table with three stands of bottles.

The three brothers stared at the goings on like they weren’t interested. And, truth, they weren’t.

Billy Goforth arrived with his band and set up on the lawn.

A clown appeared. A fucking clown! From who knew where. He passed out ballons in the shape of animals and shook hands using a buzzer.

Everybody was getting drunk and they thought the clown hilarious.

And, finally, Sarah stepped up to the iron triangle at the end of the porch and started clanging. Everybody stopped what they were doing and  moved up to the porch.

“Okay, folks. We’re about to have the greatest cum-test in the history of cum-tests. Those three boys settin’ on the porch swing are about to measure their manhood. Any opinions on who gets to go first?”

Martha Flanders, tight lipped and prim, commented in acid tones, “We should see their equipment before we go opinionating or making bets.”

Everybody perked up. There had been a few bets, but the gambling hadn’t really started yet.

“Okay, boys,” yelled Tammi. “Drop them drawers!”

Tommy, Johnny and Sam stood up and began fumbling with their belts and zippers.

Sam, though he was swollen he was the smallest, got his dick out first. Six inches wasn’t much, not in these parts, but everybody nodded respectfully.

Johnny got his tool out next, and everybody smiled. Eight inches. Now that was respectable.

“I’ll bet a sawbuck,” yelled Rufus.

Everybody chided him for betting too early, but he was adamant, if not too smart, and he held to his opinion, and to the bet.

Finally, Tommy dropped his drawers, and the crowd gasped. Tammi had taken off his chastity tube and his cock unfurled. It was a little blackened, but so darn sizable that nobody said anything.

Ten inches was more than respectable, it was…awesome! Most people in the region topped off at nine, and here Tommy was all of ten inches!

Now Titus McReady, there never was a banker who loved gambling as much as him, began to make his bets.

There was much argument as to who would shoot the furthest and the mostest, but a guy with a big dick obviously had an edge, right?

Oh, there was people who said it wasn’t the size of the dick, but the size of the balls.

And there was people who said he had too much meat to go through, and that was going to slow the flow of the ejaculation.

And there was even one fellow, George Tenders, who insisted on betting on Sam. He was a retard, and didn’t have money, but there was more than enough money to swoop down on his ill advised bet.

“Okay, folks!” yelled Tammi from the porch. “Whyn’t you all stand back and give ‘em room. Tommy, you’re the biggest, so you’re going first.”

There was some foo fa rah over that, Tommy being married to Tammi, but since it didn’t matter much in the end, Tommy struggled out of the swinging bench and took his place on the edge of the porch.

The crowd stood on the lawn, to the sides of the strip of linoleum, and watched as Tommy lifted his cock and pointed it down the linoleum.

Rufus held a stop watch and was ready to time how fast it squirted.

Titus held the end of a fifty foot tape measure down the linoleum, and hoped that would be enough. He certainly didn’t want to get any squirt on his good banking suit.

Sarah was waiting with a scale and a bowl and a spatula. When the squirt landed it was up to her to scrape up enough of the cum to measure the weight.

“Okay, Tommy!”

“Go, boy!”

“Let fly!”

Tom began stroking. His cock was tender, the flesh feeling overly sensitive, and his cock head super sensitive.

Still, the feeling of stroking his cock, after all this time…it felt good.

He began to move his hand faster, then faster. He eyed the bottles on the table at the end of linoleum. He could do it. He could do it. He had done it before. Heck he had squirted that far when he was a kid. Now that he was all growed up he could certainly shoot that far.

He felt the feeling building. His balls were a bit tender, and he grimaced every once in a while when his hand banged into them, but he was close…he was close…he was… “Unh….unh…Unh……..GAH!”

The first squirt actually touched the table with the bottles on it. But it didn’t break any bottles, or even get them all messy.

The second squirt hit the ground right in front of the table. The remaining ten shots were respectable, but they trailed off until he was only ten feet in front of the porch.

He stood, swaying, exhausted, then he fell forward, down three feet of steps, and onto the linoleum.

They turned him over and carried him to the side. Jenny held his hand. She smiled, but she was worried. She thought he could do better.

“Okay, folks,” announced Tammi, a minute later. The results are in. We’re giving points for every foot of every drop, more points for the time it took the first squirt to reach and table, and even more squirts for the amount of jism expended.

The crowd hung on her every word.

“Tommy gets 430 points for distance of drops. He gets a bonus of 20 for reaching the table. His speed of squirt, which we got figured out by Brandon, our one and only college kid, was 30 MPH for 300 points. And the weight of his squirt, about three tablespoons, comes to an ounce and a half, which is good for another 300 points. Tommy’s in first place—“

“And last place,” shouted some wag, which everybody chuckled at.

Tammi ignored the idjit and said, “With a grand total of 1030 points.”

The crowd cheered, Tommy managed a wan smile, and it was Johnny’s turn.

Johnny took his place at the edge of the steps. He began stroking.

Trouble, he couldn’t feel his cock. He beat and he beat and he beat…but nothing was happening.

Jenny came up beside him, “What’s wrong, honey?”

“I don’t know,” he grunted, his hand flying back and forth faster than a hummingbird’s wings. “I think…I’m still numb.”

The crowd was getting impatient now. There were a few hoots, a few complaints, and people frowned. They didn’t come to see a shoot out  just to have a wash out.

Jenny frowned mightily. She must have used too much numbing spray. Or, maybe, there was just a cumulative effect.

Still, there had to be a way.

“I think I can fix it,” she muttered.

She grabbed one of his arms and used the other hand to slap his balls.

“GAH!…FUCK!…UNH!”

Sperm shout out of Johnny’s numb dick. Because Jenny had jerked his arm the semen went shooting up and out and a little to the side.

The first shot actually went past the table, but off to the side. It struck Marsha and she looked at the semen on her dress in disgust.

Then a series of shots just in front of the table. And a final dribble right in front of the porch.

The crowd cheered and the measurements began. In a minute the results were in.

Tammi yelled, 480 points for distance. 40 points for going past the table,” Pause. “And speed of squirt was 32 miles per hour, 320 points.” the crowd elbowed one another. this was looking good. “However, the sum of the cum…he only shot 10 drops that was in fair territory. He gets two table spoons, 200 points.”

The crowd struggled with the math, and Tammi yelled out, “1000 points! Tommy is second place! Johnny is still in first.”

“Wait a minute,” yelled Titus, “There’s been some rules broken.”

“What rules?”

“Jenny slapped his balls! That’s illegal.”

“He’s right.”

“That’s interference.”

“Okay, hold on, we’ll have a meeting over this.”

Everybody crowded up on the porch to get in on the meeting. Johnny walked to the swing and sat down. He was drizzled and drained and didn’t have an ounce of gumption left in him.

Next to him Sam sat, looking down. Despondent. Wanting to go to sleep for about a year. His balls were swollen, he had the smallest dick, and he just wanted to be somewhere else.

The meeting went on for some time, seemed like everybody had two opinions, and people argued and argued, and finally Tammi had had enough.

“You folks, he lost anyway, so what do we care if his wife played with his beach balls?”

There was a lot of head nodding at that, and the people went back out to the lawn.

“Okay, our last cum-testant…Sam!”

The crowd was ready now. They had bet and argued and they were ready for the deal to be settled.

Sam stood up. He moved slowly across the porch. He shuffled like an old man. He stepped to the edge of the porch.

His balls hurt. Seemed like they had never hurt so much in his life.

He took his cock in hand and gave it a desultory pump.

The crowd watched raptly.

“Stroke it, Sam!”

His wife stood behind him and encouraged him. “Get it off, Sam. You do it now, or I’ll never let you in my pussy again as long as you live.”

Honestly, Sam didn’t care. He had had enough. He just wanted out.

He stroked a couple of more times.

“Dammit!” yelled Sarah. She stepped forward and reached around and grabbed his cock and started jacking.

Sam didn’t care. He was done. His balls were nothing but a mass of pain and hurt.

The crowd started booing.

“He’s a piker!”

“She can’t jack him!”

“That’s cheating!”

Sarah yelled back, “You shut your stupid mouth!”

“Boo!”

“BOO!”

“BOO!”

Sarah blew her top. After a month of playing with Sam, of jacking him and putting his cock in her mouth, of his whining and complaints…she had had enough.

“You son of a bitch!”

She drew back her fist and punched him…right in the asshole.

Sarah had developed quite a punch over the last month. Her knuckles traveled up his rectal passage and struck his prostate. His prostate was impacted, and squeezed his tube, and, suddenly, his dick straightened out and he shot his load!

The first shot went between two bottles and hit Titus McReady right in the eyeball. He fell back, screaming and wiping at his eyeball.

The second shot took out a bottle. Broke it clean.

The third shot took out a bottle, knocked it over, as did the fourth shot. Then drops splattered on the table, a full dozen drops, but Sam wasn’t done. Drops started falling in the crowd, splattering people’s faces, ruining their suits and dresses. And, finally, Sam just oozed. A long, slimy string of cum, lots of chunks, on the ground in front of the porch. He fell to his knees, then he reached out with his hands and collapsed face first in the puddle of cum at the bottom of the steps.


EPILOGUE

They didn’t bother measuring Sam’s output. They didn’t weigh it or time it or anything. There was simply no point, he was so far ahead there was no arguing.

Jenny and Tammi were sullen and angry for days. They eventually got over it, unless some other party brought up the cum-test. Then they got a little snappy.

Johnny gave up sex and became a Buddhist. Sometime Jenny begs him, but he’s had enough.

Likewise, Tommy didn’t want to squirt anymore. A hulk of what he once was, a studly man with a mighty fine dick, he now slinks through the town, though some people have said they have seen him with his hand in his pants, but their accounts are usually held up as lies, or simply wishful thinking.

Sam has retired from cum-petitions. He spends his days on the porch, on the swing bench drinking whiskey and ignoring his wife.

And, as for Sam’s wife, Sarah…she putters around the house, doing dishes and laundry, and thinking about the day her husband won the Great Shoot Out.

Sometimes she goes up to Sam and opens her mouth, prepares to talk, wants to ask him to cum-pete again.

Sam, however, eyes, her, raises a finger and wags it, and goes back to drinking whiskey.

END
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‘Girlism!’

PART ONE

“Your grades are falling.” Danny’s mother was peeling potatoes and she was not happy.

Danny stood, hang dog, called on the carpet, and wished he were elsewhere.

“What do you have to say for yourself, young man?”

“Uh…” Danny replied.

Danny’s sister, Elize was at the kitchen table working on her computer. She concealed a snicker, but not very well.

His mother turned to him, paring knife in hand, and eyed him narrowly. Your grades are falling, you were in a fight last month and got suspended for three days, and you are not doing your chores around the house.

“Sorry,” he muttered. He wished the lecture would end so he could go play video games.

“Your attitude, young man, needs adjustment.”

Danny just stood there, waiting for it to end.

“What am I going to do with you?”

Petticoat punishment,” blurted Elize.

Danny and his mother both turned their heads.

“What did you say?”

Elize sighed and turned in her chair to face her mother. “Petticoat punishment. It’s the latest craze for raising rude children.”

“And how, exactly, does petticoat punishment work?”

“You can find it all over the net,” Elize said. She was a little worried about jumping into this conversation. Even though she was a straight A student and quite popular and never got in fights it was unwise to jump in  between Danny and her mother.

Elizabeth Montgomery, a single mother, put down the paring knife and walked over to the table and sat down. “Okay, young lady, you will tell me what this petticoat punishment is right now. No obfuscation. Start.”

“Obfuscation?” asked Danny, now confused.

“Concealing facts with blather,” his mother snapped.

“I don’t—“

Elizabeth held up a finger to stop him and glared at Elize.

Elize sighed. She started typing and said, “When a young man is recalcitrant—“

“What?” asked Danny?

“Obstinate!” snapped his mother.

Danny opened his mouth to ask ‘what’ again, but decided he better just shut and listen. His future was being decided.

“Go on, Elize.”

Elize turned her laptop around and pushed it across the table.

Elizabeth stared at the screen. She opened her mouth to speak, then shut it. She began scrolling.

Elize sighed and got up to finish peeling the potatoes.

Elizabeth scrolled, and started visiting sites, and she murmured, “So many sites! Good Lord. And look, there’s Roosevelt in petticoats.

Danny moved up next to his sister and hissed, “What did you do to me?”

“Made you a better behaved person, you little hooligan.”

“What’s a hooligan.”

Elize just sighed. Her brother spent so much time on video games, shooting people and cheering, he had neglected his basic education and vocabulary.

“Elize. Why don’t you finish dinner.” Elizabeth picked up the laptop and walked into the other room.

“Oh, goodie,” Elize smiled. “I get to burn your meatloaf.”

“Oh, crap.”

“Language,” Elize stated haughtily.

They ate dinner, and Elize didn’t burn his meat loaf, but Danny didn’t taste anything anyway. His mother was buried in the laptop in the living room. She was reading and reading, scrolling and mumbling things.

“I cook, you wash.”

Danny growled at her.

“Okay, give Mom more ammunition.”

“What the hell is this petticoat stuff?” he begged.

“You’ll find out,” she grinned, then left the room.

Danny was stuck. He hated doing dishes, but he’d better do them because his Mom was acting weird, and he was a little worried about this petticoating thing. Weren’t petticoats some sort of female thing? What the hell?

He dug in, be it miserably, and washed the dishes. He had just finished and had started the washing machine when he heard the voice of doom.

“Danny?”

Danny walked into the living room. His mother was sitting on the couch, the laptop closed, her arms folded under her breasts. One leg was crossed over the other at the thigh and her foot bobbed up and down.

“Yeah?”

“First of all, it’s ‘Yes, mother.’”

“Whatever.”

Her eyes slitted and she took a deep breath. “You are a perfect candidate for petticoat punishment. However, I wish to give you one, last chance.”

“I don’t get it,” Danny said. “What is this petticoat punishment stuff?”

“When a boy is behaving like a stubborn jackass the mother, or female in charge, should dress him in petticoats.”

“What are petticoats.”

“Petticoats refers to a type of dress. When a boy is not capable of acting like a human being he wears female clothes, dresses, bras, Mary Jane shoes, even a touch of make up.”

“Whoa! Wait a minute!” He took a step back. “There’s no way you’re going to get me to dress up like a girl!” He put his hands out and shook his head.

“That will depend on you. I get one more bad report and I will dress you in petticoats. Period. If your grades don’t improve you will be in petticoats. If you don’t pitch in and do your fair share around the house…” she glared at him.

“I…I think I should go to my room.”

He headed upstairs, and felt like monsters were about to jump on his neck. Wearing girl’s stuff? He had never heard anything so ridiculous in his life. There was no way he was going to wear dresses.

Upstairs in his room, laying on his back on his bed, a video game open but him not doing anything, he thought. Heysoos. It really sounded like his mother had gone off her rocker. If she thought—

“Ahem.”

He looked at the door. Elize was leaning against the jamb a smirky sort of smile on her face.

“What do you want?”

“You’ve really stepped in it this time, brother dear.”

“It was your idea. How could you do this to me.”

“Maybe I’m tired of your smart mouth, lazy, good for nothing ways.”

“Bitch,” he muttered and turned back to his game. Oh, crap, he had been killed while he was day dreaming.

“You know she’s downstairs right now ordering things for you.”

“What?” His voice squeaked like he hadn’t gone through puberty.

“Yep. She knows you can’t behave. She’s getting ready.”

“Oh, man,” he muttered to himself. Then he started actually playing the video game. Elize watched for a moment, then left.

Danny worried about the proposed petticoating for two days. He was on his best behavior, he even tried to pay attention in class.

Some of the guys, Rich Evans, his best friend, being one of them, noticed that he was different. Subdued.

“What’s going on, man?”

“My mother is going crazy,” Danny confided.

“Going? Mothers were crazy a long time ago.”

Danny sighed, looked at him, and asked, “Have you ever heard of petticoat punishment.”

“Nope.”

When Danny was finished explaining Rich’s mouth was open.

“You’re gonna be…she’s gonna make you a girl?”

“I’m not gonna be a girl. It’s just that if I get in trouble she’s going to make me wear female stuff.”

“Oh, man. That’s crazy.”

“You’re telling me.”

Rich, unfortunately, couldn’t keep the news to himself. Danny had told him during first period, by noon everybody in school knew. Danny Montgomery was going to be a girl. he was going to take hormones and transition. He was not going to grow up and be a man.

Arnold came up to where he was eating his lunch and laughed at him. “Hear you’re going to be a sissy, Danny boy. Or should I say Danny girl.”

Danny, of course, jumped up and popped Arnold in the nose. Arnold cried and bled, the teachers sent him to the nurse’s office. Danny went to the principal’s office where, less than an hour later, his mother showed up.

She walked into the principal’s office, giving him a ‘no expression’ that was worse than any expression.

Ten minutes later Danny was called in. He sat down in a ladder back wooden chair and hung his head.

“Danny,” said Principal Andrews, “We were going to expel you, but your mother has interceded and come up with a solution that will satisfy everybody, and help you see the errors of your ways.

Danny groaned inside. He had known, as soon as he hit Arnold, that he was going to be in trouble. Still, he didn’t expect his mother to go through with it. No woman would ever treat a son like that!

“I will apprise the teachers that there will be an exception to the dress code, and they will apprise their students. You will receive a three day suspension, but this is the last one, young man. You behave yourself or you may find yourself finding another school. Good day.”

Danny sat in the car while his mother drove him home. Exception to the rule, that’s what the principal had said, and he knew what it meant. He was going to be wearing…no he wasn’t.

“I’m not going to school anymore.”

Elizabeth watched the road, but her mouth made a moue. She was conflicted but determined.

Danny was 18, but because he had taken ill the first few years of his life he was short and slender. He was recovered, and strong enough, but he was behind in school, and that often meant in maturity.

Still, she had to draw the line. She had to take a stand and demand that he grow up.

“I’ll be homeschooled. I’ll teach myself. I don’t need an education to be a video game programmer.”

Elizabeth glanced at him. She said, “You can always go live with your father.”

Danny’s eyes opened. His father was…not nice. He was a drunk and when he was in his cups he was violent. Danny remembered spankings that were little less than beatings.

“You can’t do that.”

Elizabeth drove the car into the driveway and turned off the ignition.

“Danny, do you realize that when you’re rude and inconsiderate you are being your father’s son.”

Danny rejected that argument right away. “There is a huge difference between a guy who beats his wife and a kid who stands up for himself.”

“Is that what you’re doing? Standing up for yourself?”

“Yeah.”

“Hunh!” she grunted, then she got out of the car and went into the house.

Danny followed along. Kicked out of school wasn’t that bad, he thought. He would get to play video games all day long.

He trudged through the house and into his room. He planted his body on the bed and reached for his computer.

“You want to play that downstairs? I have to vacuum,” his mother barged into the room dragging a vacuum.”

“Now? Can’t you do it later?”

She turned on the machine for an answer.

“Man! Talk about rude!” Danny groused as he picked up his lap top and headed for the living room. He wasn’t even to the stairs before he heard his door shut and the lock click. He glanced back and frowned. What his mother doing now?

Elizabeth looked around the room. Clothes everywhere. Her son was in the habit of wearing something once and tossing it on the floor.

The sports trophies he had won before he discovered video games were dusty and askew.

His dresser drawers were open and…she sighed.

She reached for the big shears she had put in one of the tube holders on the vacuum. She kicked all his clothes to one side and began cutting them. Snip, snip, the big shears sliced off pant legs and sleeved. She tossed the rendered material into a heap next to the door.

The floor now clean she went through his drawers. Snip, snip, underwear was sliced through quickly and cleanly. Tee shirts were cut into pieces. Even his socks suffered the scissor blades.

Into his closet. Jackets took a little work, but that was okay. The rain coat was the easiest. She even cut apart the baseball uniform he had saved from Little League.

Swim suit, sweaters, a toga he had worn for Halloween. Everything in the room was cut into pieces too small to be of use and thrown into the pile of rags.

She finished, and smiled. Her son had only one set of clothes left, the clothes he was wearing.

And she felt good. She felt that satisfaction that people feel when they do a good job.

She turned off the vacuum and unlocked the door. She returned the vacuum to the hall closet and went down to the kitchen for a couple of garbage bags. She went back upstairs and placed the rags into the bags, then carried the bags out to the curb.

Back up stairs she went, and into her bedroom. Amazon had been delivering boxes and she opened them and transferred the contents to Danny’s room.

She put bras and panties into the top drawer.

Chemises and negligees she put into the middle drawer. She had had so much fun picking those things out, and she had smiled and imagined Danny in them.

She had bought three corsets and she put those in the bottom drawer. She loved the stiff structure of them. Danny wasn’t fat, but he needed a more slender waist if he was going to look like a girl.

She hung a half a dozen garments in his closet. Simple pinafores. blouses that buttoned up the back, a couple of light summer dresses, a couple of skirts.

She smiled when she stood back and inspected his new closet. She remembered how much fun it was to buy clothes for Elize. I should  have done this a long time ago, she thought. I love having daughters, and boys are so…willful.

Finally, she retrieved a small make up kit and placed it on the corner of his desk. A tube of pink lipstick, a little bottle of perfume, little containers of powders and lotions.

Oh, she was going to have fun teaching Danny about make up.

Downstairs Danny was still playing video games. Elizabeth went out and stared over the railing. He was planted on the couch, headphones delivering screaming music to his ears, and moving his joystick quickly as he shot snipers and ran cars into buildings or whatever the video games did this year.

She smiled, then looked at the clock. First step taken, she had to wait a couple of hours for the next step. She was bigger than Danny, but she wasn’t about to miscalculate male strength.

Elize entered the house and Elizabeth was waiting for her.

“Daughter, sit.”

Elize tilted her head and looked at her mother, then sat down across from her.

Elizabeth shoved a Coke towards her. “Enjoy. Prepare. You’ve been drafted.”

“Mother, what the loony tunes is going on?”

Elizabeth smiled and told her.

Elize’s mouth opened, then she started giggling.

“So I need your help.”

“It’s liable to get rough.”

“I know, but it’s got to be done.”

Elize leaned out and glanced into the living room. Danny had played video games all day and he stretched and yawned.

“He looks ready to get up. Want to do it now?”

“Yup.”

Mother and daughter stood up and looked at each other, then marched into the living room.

Elize went behind the couch and Elizabeth went to the front.

Danny saw his mother, yawned again, and closed the laptop. He started to get up and Elize came over the back of the couch.

Elize and Elizabeth were similar in size, and they were both slightly taller than Danny. They didn’t, however, have his male muscles. They did have weight on their side.

“Hey!” Danny yelled, then Elizabeth jumped on him.

Elize tried to control his arms, using her weight to trap them.

Elizabeth laid across his legs.  She held the shears and went to work.

“Hey! Stop!”

“Don’t struggle, Danny,” Elize yelled. “You don’t want to get cut by the scissors.”

Danny tried to wiggle out from under Elize, but all he could do was get his hands under her body…and then he felt her tits.

“Oh…stop!” He was now not just struggling, he was embarrassed.

“Hurry up, Mom, he’s feeling my boobs.”

Elisabeth managed a strained laugh. She was half way up a leg and going great guns. She had great position, her weight was on his lap, then she stopped.

Danny was getting an erection!

Now she was embarrassed, but embarrassed or not, she was determined.

Danny was fighting for all he was worth, but his position, their weight, and his embarrassment at feeling his sister’s tits…and he was actually getting hard!

“Get off me!”

His sister started laughing, and she grabbed his wrists and kept them on her boobs.

His dick was getting harder.

“Danny, stop that!” His mother squeaked.

“What’s he doing!”

She was up both legs and rolled higher on him, running into Elize.

“He’s having a physical reaction.”

Elize howled. “He’s getting a boner!”

Even Elizabeth had to chuckle about that.

She sliced through his pants, then his underpants.

Oh, God! Thought Elizabeth, and his penis suddenly sprang out of the ruin of his underwear.

Danny was crying now. He was helpless, being bullied, and he was…naked!

“I need to get his shirt.”

Danny’s dick was poking up right next to her face. It made Elizabeth think of blow jobs she had given his father. She really blushed then. Sexual thoughts around her own son?

“Let’s just rip it off.”

“No!” screamed Danny.

“We might have to,” Elizabeth agreed.

Elize shifted and felt his penis touch her butt. “Is that him?”

Elizabeth didn’t answer. Her face was red as a tomato. She managed to make a couple of cuts into his tee shirt. Then she tossed the scissors and gripped the sides of the cut. “Rip it!” she yelled.

Elizabeth and Elize pulled at the then material and it parted. They rolled off Danny and each had a part of his tee shirt. All that was left on Danny was a ring of material at his neck.

Danny bounced to his feet. He was raging. He was naked. It’s hard to rage when you’re totally mortified. His face was red and his cock was standing straight out and bouncing.

Elizabeth and Elize looked down at his manhood.

“Teeny weeny,” said Elize.

“Ar…thuu…waa…guh!” Danny was totally beyond words. In his mind he was screaming curses, but he was so messed up he was unintelligible.

“It’s not that small,” said his mother.”

“Yes, it is.”

Elizabeth turned to her daughter. “And what do you know about penises?” She dripped with suspicion.

“Nothing,” Elize blurted, suddenly afraid that some of her secrets would be revealed.

“Elize?”

“Here, let me put that in the garbage.” Elize quickly grabbed the bits of tee shirt and ran for the kitchen.

Danny had stopped trying to talk. He stood, his fists clenched, his face purple.

Elizabeth couldn’t help it. It had been so long since she had seen a cock. And there was something about seeing that tool all erect that made her flush, reminded her of her own womanly desires.

Not for my son! she thought.

But, still, she felt a little warm down in her junction. The physicality of subduing Danny, feeling her tits being touched during the struggle, bouncing around like they had when she had a good bout of lovemaking.

She turned redder.

Danny broke. Sobbing, he turned and ran for the stairs.

Whew! sighed Elizabeth. Just in time!

She watched Danny’s cock bounce as he mounted the stairs. The sight of his round, strong buttocks was particularly appealing.

Then she saw Elize staring up at Danny from the kitchen doorway. She was also studying the way his cock flopped around, observing his lithe muscles.

The door to Danny’s room slammed and Elizabeth walked over to her daughter. They knew what was about to happen and they were waiting for it.

“Heysoos, Mother.”

“That was weird,” Elizabeth agreed.

Then Elize grinned. “He does have a small weenie.”

Elizabeth turned to her daughter and glared at her. “You and I are going to have to talk.”

Before Elize could answer, however, they heard Danny upstairs, discovering that his drawers were filled with female underwear, his closets held dresses, and that there was a small kit of make up on his desk.

“FUCK! WHAT THE FUCK! WHAT THE FUCK IS GOING ON!”

“I don’t think you should bother telling him ‘language.’” said Elize.

“I’m skipping this one,” Elizabeth nodded.

Danny’s door opened and he stood at the railing, his cock sticking through the balusters, as purple as his face.

“Where are my clothes?” his face was a strangled snarl.

“Hanging up, dear. In your dresser.”

“I’m not wearing that shit!”

Elizabeth didn’t like him swearing, and she had let the ‘fucks’ pass, but she had to start drawing the line. She walked over to his laptop, opened it up.

Danny moved down the landing and yelled, “What are you doing?” But he was too embarrassed to come down and see, let alone retrieve his laptop.

Elizabeth called up settings, entered a new password, then turned off the computer. She looked up at her raging son. “I have entered a new password.”

His jaw dropped, and it seemed impossible that he could turned any redder, or become even more outraged, but he did. “Wha…wha…” he was losing the capability of speech again.

“If you wish to play your video games come to me and I will open your computer IF…you are appropriately dressed and have not had a bad case of potty mouth for 24 hours.”

“Wha…wha…wha…wha…” He acted like somebody had just punched his nose so hard it stuck out the back of his head. He backed up, suffering the knock out punch, into his room, and the door closed. Not a slam, but with positivity.

Mother and daughter stared at his door.

“What’s for dinner, Mother?”

Elizabeth shook her head. “Wow. That was intense.” She turned to Elize. “Let’s go out. He needs some alone time.”

So they did.

Danny sat on his bed. He stared at the dresser. He looked at the closet. He studied the make up on his desk.

This was wrong. Everything was wrong. He had to call somebody…the police!

But he couldn’t do that. The police had stopped him a few times over the months, and they knew about his troubles at school, and he called them pigs to their faces. They weren’t going to be helping him.

He heard the front door open and close, then the car started up and left. The bitches had done this to him and now they were running away.

His father. He could call his father and…no. He couldn’t call his father. If his father heard he was failing school and had been in trouble he’d probably fly down just to spank him.

Fuck! Who was left?

His aunts and uncles were too far away, his grandmother was in the next state, and she’d probably go along with Mom.

He decided to call his best friend, Rich Evans.

“Can you bring over some clothes?”

“I can’t now. Maybe tomorrow afternoon. Oh, wait…I got another…hold on.”

The line went blank for a minute and Danny waited. Finally his friend came back on the line.

“Dude! You’re not going to believe it…that was your mother!”

“What?”

“Yeah. She told me if I gave you anything to wear she would ban me from your house forever, she said she would cut up any clothes I brought you, and…”

“What?” Danny was aghast with this latest turn of events.

“She said that if you didn’t wear the…the clothes she gave you that you’d get expelled from school! Man, you wouldn’t even go to our school anymore!”

“She can’t do that!” Danny yelped. But he knew she could. The way the principal felt about him, that talk about being expelled…oh, man. He was truly fucked!

“I don’t know if she can, but, sorry, dude, I ain’t bringing you any clothes.”

Danny hung up and was devastated. Richie was his last resort. Sure, he had a couple of other friends that might give him clothes, but he knew his mother was probably talking to them right now.

Fuck, fuck, fuck! He walked in circles and tried to figure out what to do.

He couldn’t live naked! And come three days he was supposed to be in school…wearing…wearing those clothes!

He walked and walked, his mind going crazy.

He heard the car come back, then the front door opened and closed.

He looked at the clock. It read eight o’clock. He heard footsteps on the stairs and quickly turned off the lights and jumped under the covers. He could hardly breath, he was wired, he wanted this terrible nightmare to end.

His door opened. He knew it was his mother right away. He didn’t move. He tried not to breath.

“I know you’re awake.”

He said nothing.

She came into the room and sat on the side of his bed.

“I know you’re having a rough time, but once you’re through it you’ll be okay.”

“Why are you doing this to me?” he sobbed.

“Why are you doing this to yourself? All you have to do is study a little, be polite, help out around the house. I even gave you a warning and told you what was going to happen.”

He didn’t say anything.

Elizabeth’s heart was breaking. She was determined, but it was difficult to see her son having such difficulties.

“You will be going to school when your suspension is up. I suggest you try on your clothes. Elize or I can help you with the make up.”

“I’m going to live in my bed.”

“Honey, have you ever heard of flagellation?”

“He half turned his head and looked up at her in the darkness, “Flaga who?”

“It’s also called birching, strapping, switching, tanning, and a bunch of other things. Basically it is a spanking. But not just a normal hand on the butt spanking. It is a serious whipping designed to leave you crying and unable to sit down.”

“You wouldn’t,” he breathed.

“Yes. I would. If good sense and reason doesn’t work, then a super spanking will.”

Danny turned his head back down to his mattress and whimpered, “Fuck!”

“Language,” Elizabeth said. “No video games for 24 hours.” She stood up and left the room.

Danny lay under the covers. He felt weak, helpless, and didn’t know what to do. What was worse was that he had an erection.

Normally, he liked erections. He liked doing a little stroking and relieving his urges. But to get a boner when his mother was trying to dress him like a girl, and when she threatened to give him some kind of super spanking…that was an erection he didn’t like.

He lay in the darkness and put his hand on his dick. He just held it, felt it, and felt sorry for himself.

Two hours later he heard his mother walk past his room and go into her own room.

He was getting hungry now, and if he was going to figure his way out of this mess he needed nourishment.

He threw the covers off and went to the door. He peeked out. No lights. Elize had gone to bed.

He stepped into the hallway and headed for the stairs. He trotted down the stairs and was aware of his penis. his boner had gone away, but now it started to wake up again.

He entered the kitchen and looked into the fridge. He took out a loaf of bread, peanut butter, jelly.

When he straightened up and closed the door, however, Elize was standing there. She was wearing a chemise and her boobs were showing. The material wasn’t that thick and her nipples poked out through the material.

“Hello, brother dear.”

“Bitch,” he stated, ignoring her. Trying to ignore his own bobbing cock.

She frowned, her mouth pursed, and she responded. “Teeny weeny.”

“Hey! Shut the fuck up with that!”

“Every time you call me bitch, or swear at me in anger…I will call you teeny weeny.”

“You fucking cunt!” He whispered savagely. He didn’t want his mother to come downstairs. She had already seen him naked and with an erection.

“Okay, have it your way…teeny weeny.”

He turned redder, but tried to ignore her. He slapped peanut butter on one of the slices of bread, then slathered jelly on the other one.

“So what are you going to do?”

“About what?” he snarled.

“About wearing girly clothes and make up.”

He sat down at the table, which enabled him to hide his boner from her inspecting eyes. “Nothing.”

Elize sat down opposite him. “Mother isn’t going to back off, you know.”

“Neither am I.”

Elize sighed. “Look, I can help you.”

“And why would you do that?” He took a bite of his sandwich.

Elize sat for a moment, frowning, then said, “You’re my brother and, contrary to opinion and our little spats, I don’t like to see you in pain.”

He grunted and chewed. He was thinking bitch, but he didn’t say anything. He didn’t want to be called teeny weeny again.

“Look, just put on some panties. They’re close enough to male underwear. They’ll feel better though, sexy even, and they’ll help hide your, uh…you know.”

“My penis,” he blurted.

“Yes. Your penis.”

For a long moment Danny said nothing, then something wormed out of him, and he whispered, “Is my penis really small?”

Elize nodded. “Sorry. Compared to what I’ve seen, it’s a bit under sized.”

That comment was worse than any of her taunts, and the reason was that he had to admit the truth of it. It was a calm assessment, and…and he knew he wasn’t well endowed.

“You know that is probably why Father was such a bastard.”

“What?”

“A small-dicked man tried to make up for it by pretending he’s a big-dicked man, and he doesn’t understand that the true measure of a man isn’t the size of his penis.”

Danny was silent. He wasn’t asking, but he knew it was coming: what was the true measure of a man?

“The true measure of a man is how kind he is.”

“No,” blurted Danny, instantly.

Elize got up and got a pair of Cokes out of the fridge. She opened one for him and one for herself. She sat down. “I’m only a couple of years ahead of you, but I have dated boys, and I can tell when they are going to be kind and when they are going to be assholes. This is something we girls talk about a lot, so I might, just might, have an opinion that you should think about.”

He waited. Listened. he didn’t listen to many people, but when his sister was serious and talked to him and not at him or down on him, he listened.

“Was Hitler a man?”

He shrugged.

“He was a bully, and in the end, a very evil bully. Killing people just because he thought he was better than him. Sort of makes them better than him.” she snorted.

“Is Father Murphy a man?” Father Murphy was their priest.

Danny thought about that. It was odd to call a man father when he wasn’t your real father, but Father Murphy acted the way he wished his own father acted. He offered kind words and help.

“Yeah.”

“What about Dad?”

Danny snorted. “He’s a bully.”

She nodded. “He was. Is. It happens.”

“How about that guy, Chuck Lemon, who coached you at Little League?”

“Guy was cool.”

“You want to be like Chuck or Dad?”

Danny was silent, but thinking hard. In a way these questions were manipulating him, but he couldn’t argue against them.

“Do you want to be a man? And who cares how big your dick is? Or do you want to be like Dad, or Hitler, or some other asshole.”

Danny didn’t say anything, but he had been boxed into a corner. He didn’t like being boxed, but the things he was thinking…it was difficult.

“Okay, so think what you want, but all Mom wants is for you to be a man. Heck, I’d like you to be a man. Sure, I bust your balls when I can, but you know I have your back.”

He did know that.

“So try on the panties, at least hide that ugly thing of yours,” she grinned, but at least she didn’t call it teeny weeny, “and if you want to go further, if you can confront being a kind person instead of a…an asshole, then I’m here for you. I’ll help you figure out the clothes, the make up, I’ll even teach you how to act a little more feminine.”

“I don’t…”

She held up a hand to forestall his objection.

“You’re going to school in three days, and you can look like a clown who doesn’t know how to dress himself, or you can look like a lady.”

Now Danny didn’t try to talk. She was making sense. But it was so hard to accept all this.

“And, bonus, if you try, if you accept my help, then I’ll make things easier for you.”

“How?”

“I and my friends,” and she had a lot of friends, “will talk to the other girls in school. We’ll hang with you, and if anybody tries to make fun of you, we’ll be there.”

Danny blinked, and the changes within…they began.             

This has been an excerpt from

[image: ]

Girlism!

Read it on kindle or paperback

OEBPS/image_rsrc39F.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc397.jpg
Five
Sizzling

Stories!






OEBPS/image_rsrc39E.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc39D.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc39C.jpg
GRACE MANSFIELD





OEBPS/image_rsrc39J.jpg
s

I was Feminized and

Dominated!
And she looked like such a nice lady!

g






OEBPS/image_rsrc399.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrc39B.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc39K.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc39A.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc398.jpg
I CHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO A WOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!

GRACE MANSFIELD





OEBPS/image_rsrc39H.jpg
A
complete
novel!





OEBPS/image_rsrc39G.jpg
I CHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO A WOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!

GRACE MANSFIELD





