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PART ONE

“Oh, Jason, we’re going to be so happy!” Amy gushed over the phone. She was a pert blonde with an ample topside and a round bottom. She had pixie blue eyes and was addicted to laughing.

“Honey, we’re going to be the happiest!” On his end of the phone Jason was feeling pretty good. He’d been a bit of a wild child, but those days were over. He was slender with an oval face and long, brown hair. Girls had always loved his soft and somewhat effeminate look, but, too bad for them, he was in love with Amy.

“And, by the way, I told Trixie and Donna you’d be there a day early to set things up. They’ll help you get everything ready.”

Panic gripped Jason by the gonads.

Trixie? And Donna? Both of them?

He tried not to stutter or bumble as he said, “Oh, I won’t need any help. It’s just a few tables and some decorations. They don’t have to—“

“They want to. Besides, it’s too late now. They should be arriving within the hour.”

Oh, fuck! Jason thought. Trixie and Donna were her besties. They were also conquests of Jason’s from the distant past.

He always meant to tell Amy, to come clean with her about having slept with her girlfriends. After all, it had all happened in the distant past. It was a couple of years ago, back in college, before he had even met Amy.

But somehow he had never gotten around to it, and now…oh, crap!

While he had been thinking his dire thoughts Amy had continued talking.

“What was that?” He asked, suddenly aware that she had said something important.

“I said they want to have a party tonight. Take you out for some fun and games. They promised to return you in good condition.”

“They want to go out…” now he was fumbling.

“Absolutely. They know you won’t have any friends up there till tomorrow, so they feel they need to give you a bachelor party. They might even give you a lap dance or two.” Amy was giggling, but Jason was getting scared.

“But I only want you on my lap!” He tried not to sound piteous as his voice started to whine.

“And I only want you. On my lap. Inside my lap. If you know what I mean.”

“Oh, honey, I do!”

Trixie and Donna?

“So you have a great bachelor party, but you’d better not let those girls squirt you.”

“Squi—squirt me?” His lip was trembling.

“Squirt you. That would be just like those two fiends. Make you have an accident and then what would you do on my wedding night? That would ruin everything.”

“Oh…yes…” His mind was turning round and round, trying to figure a way out of this. Maybe he should just leave, let them do the work and he could come back the next day, for the wedding.

“So you promise to be good?”

“Oh, of course! I’m true blue with a case of the flu!”

Amy giggled. “You’re so silly. Well, I’ve got to finish packing if I’m going to make my flight. So kisses, my love, and I’ll see you on our wedding day.”

“Ki-kisses. Yes. I love you.”

“And I love you. Bye!”

Click.

Jason closed his phone, and his hands and his legs were shaking.

He also had a big boner, which he always had after talking to Amy. She was the one girl who could excite him with just a word or two. Hell, if she just said ‘no,’ he’d be dripping for a week!

And she was going to be his. She was going to marry him.

He couldn’t believe his luck after being such a cad with women.

He was always known as the ‘love ‘em and leave ‘em boy.’

He could have his way with any woman he ever met, and he had, and then he had met Amy.

But now Trixie and Donna were going to show up!

Oh, crap! He ran to his suitcase, threw it on the bed. He opened it and grabbed a change of underwear, his shaving kit, and closed the suitcase. He would go out to his car, drive into the woods, and show up tomorrow with some kind of excuse.

‘Sorry, I had to identify a body!’ That would be a good one. Or maybe, ‘I stopped to get a cat out of a tree!’

Yes, that would do it. He would rescue a cat on the way to identifying a body. He would be a hero, get sympathy, and nobody would be the wiser.

Immersed in such a muddle of frantic thoughts, Jason reached for the door knob. He turned it, pulled, and—

“JASON!”

“SNOOKIE POOKUMS!”

Trixie and Donna pushed into the room.

Trixie was a tall blonde with a triple F chest. She was a crossfit contestant, and her body was that of an Amazon. To add to that, she had a beautiful, chiseled face with curvy, red lips and green eyes.

Donna was a redhead whose chest was almost as big as Trixie’s. She practiced Brazilian Jujitsu, Muay Thai kickboxing, and was being considered for a spot in the UFC.

Jason didn’t have a chance. They pushed him right across the room and onto the bed. He lost his handful of underwear and his shaving kit as they piled onto him.

Trixie sat on his belly, pinned his arms down with her hands, and weight, on his wrists. She leaned forward, her mammoth chest pressing on his smaller one, and kissed him deeply.

He couldn’t help himself. He kissed her back.

To give him his due, he tried to avoid her mouth, but he couldn’t, and…her mouth was so delicious.

Meanwhile, he felt a tugging at his waist, then he realized that Donna was undoing his belt buckle!”

“Mmmm Mmm!” He got his mouth free. “Wait…don’t!”

“Don’t what?” asked Donna, and his cock popped free.

And it was still hard from talking to Amy.

“And what is this?”

She engulfed him with her mouth.

He tried to struggle. He tried to writhe, but whichever way he moved Donna stayed with him.

“Don’t! Don’t!”

Donna raised her head. “What’d he say?”

“Something about he loves it, do it some more.”

“No! I have to be true to Amy!”

Trixie sat back a little, took the pressure off his arms.

Donna let go of his worm and her head popped up and looked over Trixie’s shoulder.

“Did he say what I think he said?”

“Something about being true to Amy.”

“Who’s Amy?”

“My girlfriend! The girl I’m going to marry. I have to stay true to her!”

“Hunh!” grunted Trixie, letting go of Jason and moving back off his body. She took a moment to rub her snatch on his upright dong.

Jason tried to worm out of it, and was marginally successful.

Trixie sauntered over to the bar in the corner. She took out three glasses, scooped ice into them from a big pitcher. Then she reached into her suitcase and produced a big bottle of booze and a six pack of Coke.

Jason stood up on shaky legs. He tucked his weenie in, zipped up, and tried to act angry.

But how do you act angry when your pecker is throbbing a mile a minute?

Donna accepted her drink from Trixie, pushed Jason back on the bed, and sat in the chair next to the side table and considered him.

Jason started to get up, but Trixie put a drink in his hand and pushed him back again. She sat next to him, one leg folded under, and the other long stem dangling to the floor.

The three people sipped. Mmmm.

“I’ve got an errand to run,” explained Jason.

“Isn’t it amazing?” stated Trixie?

“What’s that?” asked Donna.

“I always loved Jason, he was the best in bed, and…he up and dumps me.”

Donna smiled. “I know what you mean. He took me for a ride, we had incredible sex, and then he leaves me. And then, two years later, he’s about to get married to our best friend.”

“That is an amazing coincidence.”

“Small universe.”

“So how come, Jason? How come you dumped me like a sack of cats into a river?”

Donna looked at her friend. “A sack of cats into a river?”

Trixie shrugged.

Donna turned back to Jason. “Yes. And how come you dropped me like I was roadkill on a Texas highway?”

Trixie snickered.

“Donna looked rueful. “Sorry, it was all I could think of.”

“That’s okay. Jason gets the idea. So how come, Jason?”

And Jason had had enough. He stood up, quaffed his liquor and said, “Look. You girls are unbelievable. The sex was fantastic. I like you more than anybody on the planet. But…I’m not trying to hurt your feelings…I didn’t feel what I feel for Amy.”

There was a moment of silence, and it was a respectful moment. Jason had, after all, for once in his life, been honest.

Trixie poured more drinks.

“I’m sorry. I have too much to do and I can’t go getting drunk.”

He took a step towards the door. He reached for the handle, turned and pulled, and Donna shoved the door with her foot—the doorknob slipped out of his grip—and it slammed shut.

“Hey!”

“Apology accepted,” grinned Trixie, placing a drink in his hand. Then she backed him up to the bed and sat him down. “But that doesn’t mean we don’t have a few things to say to you.”

“That’s right,” added Donna. “We have lots of things to say to you.”

“What kind of things?” asked Jason.

“Yeah, what kind of things?” echoed Trixie with a giggle.

“Well, for starters, you have to make it up to us.”

“Make what up?”

“What you did to us. Hurry up with that drink. We have to finish off this bottle.”

“But I didn’t do anything really mean to you…”

“Ha!”

“You just left us high and dry.”

Trixie kept lifting the bottom of Jason’s glass, and he kept taking little glugs.

“That’s right. Dry and high.” Both girls giggled.

“Aw, come on. I left you messages.”

“Yeah, on Facebutt, where the world could see.”

“Did you know my sorority sisters mocked me for months? They called me the Facebutt slut! Do you know what it’s like being called the Facebutt slut?”

“Yeah, but…no…but…”

His drink was near done and Donna took his empty glass and placed another drink in his hand.

“So you have some mighty big amends to make up for the way you treated us.”

“Okay, I’m sorry. But I didn’t think anybody would get hurt.”

Trixie, mockingly: “Dear Trixie, we had a lot of fun, but I am going to join a convent now. Youj’ve ruined me for other women.”

“Uh…I said that?”

“In flaming digits. With emojis”

“He did that to you?” asked Donna.

“Yes!”

“Well, you’re lucky. I found out I was dumped when I went over to his frat house and found a pair of my personal panties, embroidered with my name, tacked next to the front door with a message spray painted on them. ‘See ya.’ I tell ya, I heard the boys patted my panties…which was my ass in shymbolism…every time they went through the front door.”

“He did that to you?”

“He did!”

The two girls stood in front of the bed, Jason trapped on the edge of the bed by their imposing appearance and large boobs.

“Well, Jason. What do you have to say for yourself?”

Jason knew he was done for now. He looked down and mumbled. “I’m sorry. What can I do to make it up?”

“Now he’s talking.” Trixie slurred her words slightly. Donna turned and mixed another drink.

“Yeah, he’sh talking.”

Jason was feeling a bit woozy, too. They had really been pushing the booze into him.

“I’ll do anything. Just…just don’t tell Amy?”

The girls looked at each other, and the look was one of delight. They suddenly realized that they had Jason over a barrel.

“That’s right. He doesn’t want little Amy to know what a cat he is.”

“Cad.”

Yeah. That, too.” She turned to Jason, “Well you listen to me, bubble butt—“

Jason blinked. Things weren’t making sense.

“—we’re going to have our way with you, and when we’re done…”

“Yeah! We’re done!”

“When we’re—“

“Wait a minute!” Jason stood up, and was promptly pushed back down.

“Wait? For what?” Donna looked a little confused.

“My days of being a lecher are over! My days of mistreating women are done! I’m going to be a married man! So I can’t go around fucking the likes of you just because you’re holding a bag of cats over my head!”

“He’s got a bag of catsh?”

“I think that’s a finger of speech.”

“I promised Amy I would be true blue with the flu, that I wouldn’t squirt. That I wouldn’t fuck anybody but her. My little tootshie…”

He was growing maudlin.

“Yeah?” Trixie snarled. “Take off your pants!”

“What? No! Didn’t you hear what I said?”

“I heard, but I just got to see you prove it.”

“Prove what?”

“That you ain’t got a boner for us. If you gotsh a boner then you ain’t so true blue like a fool.”

“Of course I got a boner! You girls have manhandled me, and shoved your tits in my face….why wouldn’t I have a boner? But I still want to be true to—AHHH!”

The girls leaped onto him.

Jason tried to push them off him, but he stood about as much of a chance as a pygmy in a basketball game. Unless the other players were pygmies. Which, in this case, they weren’t.

Trixie and Donna weighed the same as him, and they were both trained athletes, and Donna even knew jujitsu holds.

Trixie punched him lightly in the groin and when he cried out and doubled over Donna put him in an armbar.

“Lemme go!” Jason cried out weakly, turning pale and thinking about puking.

“You fucked us over, Jason, so it’s about time we fucked you. Over. That is.”

“But I promised Amy!”

And that was the only thing that stopped the two women from ripping his clothes off and having their way with him.

Trixie sat back and pondered. Donna relaxed her hold enough so that Jason’s arm didn’t come out of the shoulder.

“That is a quarry.”

“You mean a Quandary?”

“Yeah. That, too.”

“So what are we going to do with Jason? We got to have our revenge!”

“I don’t know.”

“You could let me go and we could all be fr—URK!”

Donna relaxed again, and Jason told himself to be quiet.

“I think we need to…” then Trixie stopped talking. She laid back on the bed and stared at the ceiling.

“What do you…oh…”

Trixie had passed out. Her open eyes stared at the ceiling and she gave a mighty snore. SHNONK!

“Can you let me go?”

“No.”

“But I promise to stay right here and work it out with you girlsh.”

“Thatsh what I like about you, Jashon, you’re full of shit.”

“No! I shwear!”

“Shush up. We’re going to wait right here for Trixie to wake up, then we’re going to settle this onesh and for all.”

Jason lay back. He was totally under her grip, and he had a big boner, but if he could wait a minute Donna might go to sleep to, and then he could make his escape. So he lay there.

Slowly, Donna relaxed her grip. Then let go.

Unfortunately, Jason was already asleep.

Jason had a drunken dream. He dreamed he was driving a clown car in a circus, and an endless line of women were climbing into the car. All his old girlfriends, laughing and giggling, and the car got more and more crowded, and he was naked, and the women all reached around his body, over his shoulder and through his legs, and fondled his cock.

He thought about cumming, if he could just get them to grip him a little harder, stroke him, suck on him…but the touches were strong but fleeting, and he couldn’t quite, he couldn’t quite…

“There.”

Jason’s eyes opened up.

“Oh, shit,” he groaned, feeling his head.

“Just in time, too. Wake up, Jason. It’s time to pay the price for all your philandering.”

Jason opened his eyes and stared.

Trixie and Donna were standing by the side of the bed and looking down on him.

“What…what is happening?”

“You aren’t, and that’s for sure.” Trixie leaned down, and grabbed his groin.

But…though he could feel his dick moving, he couldn’t feel her hand!

He raised his head, his eyes opened in horror, and he said, “No!”

“Yep.”

His cock was imprisoned. It was in a chastity tube.

“No!” He rolled over and tried to pull the tube off, but all he succeeded in doing was stretching his balls out. And painfully.

“Let me out of this thing!”

The girls laughed, slapped each other on the back, which caused their ample bosoms to jiggle like overfilled bowls of Jello, and…laughed.

Jason stood up. His pants were pulled down and his shirt pushed up. His cock, his once might cock, was now squashed into a little tube.

And it didn’t like it!

It kept trying to get hard. It wiggled and pressed against the plastic, and bits of his flesh protruded from little portholes on the thing.

Jason moved about the room. First he would try to shove his nuts through the space between the ring and the tube, then he tried to pull his weenie out, all his efforts resulted in was more and more frustration.

Trixie and Donna were laughing harder and harder.

“You didn’t want to cum! Now you don’t have to!”

The girls collapsed on the bed, holding each other, hysterical.

Jason stopped his antic finally. He turned to the girls, and his mouth opened. They were kissing each other.

“Mmm. I’d forgotten how delicious you are.”

“I sure wish you had a prick.”

“Jason does.”

And they stopped kissing and went into gales of laughter again.

“You’ve got to let me go,” he whispered.

They sat up and considered him, their faces wreathed in smiles. “But, Jason, you wanted to be true blue and have the flu. Now you don’t have to worry about it.”

“But…I need to pee!”

“So sit down, like a little girl.”

“And don’t forget to blot when you’re done.”

Again, they collapsed in laughter. After a long minute, and a couple of soulful kisses, the two girls sat up.

“You should be glad, Jason, now you won’t even be tempted. And we can give the key to Amy as a wedding present.”

“Yeah, with a note saying ‘Do not open till Christmas!”

Again with the laughter.

Jason sat down in a chair. He hadn’t pulled his pants up and he looked at the contraption on his dingus.

“But…but…”

“But what, Jason, don’t you know that—“

KNOCK KNOCK!

The girls squealed happily and Trixie leaped for the door.

Jason struggled to pull his pants up, and got them to his knees when the door was opened!”

“Anna! Diane!”

Two more girls entered the room. There was a flurry of bouncing breasts and hugs and jiggling boobs and kisses and it was like Jason was stuck in a room with a troop of boobs on a trampoline.

Then the two newcomers noticed Jason.

Sitting on a chair, his pants half pulled up, his cock—in a cage—on display. And everybody began to laugh all over again.

The four girls laughed and slapped their knees and held their bellies and rolled on the floor.

“That’s our Jason!”

“Jason! What’s that you’re wearing?”

“His face is so red!”

“His cock is so tiny in there, but it’s cute!”

Jason shrunk back, wished he could shrink through the wall and disappear.

Anna had been on the college basketball team. There had been talk of her turning pro, but the only thing that stopped her was that her boobs were too big. She would have had to get a breast reduction to stay competitive with the pro players, and she wasn’t about to do that! She had stayed in shape, however, and changed her interests. She was working hard to break into women’s professional wrestling. She wanted to be the new ‘Chyna,’ she wanted to be a wonder of the world, a natural wonder of the world, and she needed her breasts to do that.

Diane was the fourth girl, and she was nothing like her friends. She had tiny, little…wait a minute! Her boobs weren’t small any more! She had had A cups, which was pretty flat, but now…she had the largest breasts of any girl in the room!”

Jason stared at her boobs.

The four girls snickered.

Diane said, “Hey, Jason, how do you like me now?”

She hefted her massive bosoms and grinned over them at him.

“What…how…what…”

“I became a doctor. Among doctors. And I practice plastic surgery.” She turned to the other three women. “Did you girls know that Jason dumped me because, as he said it, ‘I want a girl with big, fat titties! Not some shrunken little walnuts.”

Now the girls turned serious. After all, this was not a man sneaking into the darkness because he couldn’t satisfy a woman, this was a man with a serious problem!

“He said that to you?”

“Yep.”

Jason didn’t say anything, just stared at her massive mounds and gulped.

“And that made me decide to get the biggest I could get. How do you like them, Jason?”

Jason couldn’t speak. He was stunned speechless. Then he bent over. His cock’s reaction to her boobs was so severe he thought he was going to pass out from the pain.

Then Trixie said, “I know! Let’s all get drunk!”

The four women cheered, did some more of that bouncing and kissing and hugging thing, and even pulled Jason to his feet and bounced and kissed and hugged him.

Then they pushed Jason back onto the bed and another bottle was opened, and the party really started.

Booze was poured, booze was poured down throats, and Jason waited for a chance to escape.

There would be no escaping this crowd, however. With four eagle-eyed woman, all of whom outweighed him and knew combative arts and were professional athletes, he didn’t stand a chance.

Time after time he was shoved back down on the bed. Given more booze, and he went from being forced to drink to being happy to drink.

Really, he wanted to sink into oblivion and forget his troubles.

Then the girls began comparing the way Jason had dumped them. Jason had to listen to descriptions, and the emotional upset, of Donna and Trixie, who he had Facebutted and panty shamed. Then Anna told her sad story of woe.

“I thought Jason was the love of my life. He was so good in bed, great penis…” she lifted up his caged cock and giggled, “Not like now.”

All the girls roared at that. They seemed to take an undue pleasure in the way his little worm squirmed so helplessly.

“Then I show up in his dorm one day, open the door to greet my great love, and he was ass up, balls down, cock sunk into the slit of that slut of all sluts, Mamie Van Snorkins!”

The other girls gasped and held their hands to their mouths.

“Not Mamie!”

“But she was the skankiest!

“Apparently Jason has great taste…in me…and you girls, of course…but no taste beyond us!”

“Mamie Van Snorkins,” the girls shook their heads so hard their boobs jiggled. Not that it would take much shaking to get their boobs to jiggle.

“She was a cow!”

“And that’s insulting to all cows!”

Which statement, of itself, was probably the harshest indictment one could make of the slut known as Mamie Van Snorkins. For women, especially women of breeding, such as these four college friends were, to speak of another women in such terms…it revealed just how lowly a snatch Mamie Van Snorkins was.

Then Diane cleared her throat.

The laughter stopped and everybody looked at Diane.

Diane was sitting on a chair, watching the partying, and she had grown increasingly silent. While the others had become merrier, she had become seriouser and seriouser. And now she spoke.

“We sit here and we laugh. We all love Jason, and he betrayed us all. And now he is in a position to betray our best friend, Amy, even more.”

“Wait a minute, I said I’m sorry!” Jason blubbered. He tried to get off the bed but Trixie reached between his legs, gripped his package and pulled him back.

“I tell you girls, we not only need to get our pound of flesh…”

Jason clung to his balls and looked fearfully about, “…but we need to make sure that Amy never suffers such as we did.”

“I would never…”

“Shush, Jason,” Donna said, stuffing her boob into his mouth. “The grown ups are speaking.”

“So I propose that we mete out to Jason some of his own medicine, in a manner of speaking.”

The girls clapped their hands in glee.

“Yes! Yes!”

“Tell us what you’ve got in mind!”

Diane edged forward on her chair. She said, “As you know, I am a doctor. A plastic surgeon, and I specialize in breast implants.”

The girls began to get it then. Realization burst over their faces like dawn over the Rockies.

“You mean…”

“Give Jason…”

“Do you have a big enough pair?”

Diane smiled. “I have enough to gift Jason a great pair of Vacation Boobs.”

The four women turned and stared at Jason.

Trixie, who he had caused to be called the Facebutt Slut, stared at him. She was a wondrous pair of breasts, a sweet face, and an expression of anticipated wrath.

Donna, whose panties he had posted next to the front door like a hunting trophy, and every man on campus being able to pat her ass when entering the dorm. The look on her face, sheer avarice, a desire for revenge which the world had never seen.

Anna, who he had hurt the most by being caught with his dick in (choke) Mamie Van Snorkins! A woman who was adjudged to be a cow by her own kind!

And that left Diane. Diane who he had once insulted for having tiny breasts, and who now had the largest breasts in the room, and who was smiling such as the Marquis de Sade must have smiled when the first virgin crossed his threshold.

“No,” said Jason, trying to push back on the bed now. “No! You can’t do that! It’s beyond cruel! It’s against the laws of God and Man!”

The girls licked their lips. Their red, plump, full lips.

“You can’t just take a man and…and…”

“Why not?”

“After all, that man got me called the Facebutt Slut!”

“My ass was patted by every man on campus!

“He fucked Mamie Van Snorkin over me!”

And Diane just smiled. She of the walnut chest. And she said. “Hold him down, girls. I’ll get my medical bag.”

Jason tried to fight, but he was no match for the girls.

Trixie used her muscle to pick him up and body slam him on the bed. Donna gripped his dick in a ‘dicklock’ and turned him over.

Anna dug thorough his suitcase and found several ties and fastened him to the posts of the bed.

Diane opened up her medical bag, held up a syringe, and grinned.

“You can’t do this!” Jason protested.

Trixie sat down next to his head.

He looked up at her. “Tell them, Trixie! They can’t do this to me!”

“Aw, poor Jason. Hoist on his own petard.”

Donna asked, “What is a petard?”

“I don’t know, but that’s what you say in situations like this.”

“I think it’s like a retard, but I could be wrong.”

“You’re close enough,” smiled Dianne, patting Jason’s head.

“Please!”

“Jason, you seem to think we are mean and brutal, sort of like a man who dumps girls and laughs away.”

“No!”

“But we’re not.”

“You’re not?”

“Oh, no. We’re going to give you a choice.”

“We are?” asked Diane, tilting her head.

Trixie just nodded and continued. “You see, when the love of your life arrives tomorrow, we could just sit her down and tell her how mean you’ve been to all of us. We could tell her and being a Facebutt Slut and Mamie Van Snorkins and everything. Tell me, Jason, how long do you think she’d stay with you? Do you think she’d actually go through with the wedding?”

Jason moaned. His emotional turmoil was extreme.

“Or, you could ask us to give you breasts, and let us play with you all night, and tomorrow, Diane could simply extract the fluid she is about to put in your chest—you can do that with vacation boobs, can’t you?”

Diane was frowning, she didn’t know where this was going, but she said, “I could.”

“You see, Jason, we can either tell the truth to your girlfriend, no matter the cost to you, or you could ask Diane to give you boobs and let us treat you like one of us. You could drink and party all night, just like one of the girls. So which would you choose?”

Jason looked around wildly.

The girls were grinning. Even Diane was grinning. She would get to give him tits, but then, in spite of anything she might want to the contrary, she would take them back.

He would be safe, able to marry the love of his life, and free forever from these…these…bitches!

“Well, Jason?”

“What’s it going to be, Jason?”

“You’re going to be the slut. You’ll get to marry Amy, but every time you look at one of us you will remember the night that you were the slut.”

And, Jason didn’t know who said it, but: “You’re going to be our own Mamie Van Snorkins for a night.”

“Well?”

With a deep sob, Jason nodded, and the cheers rose up.


PART TWO

For the next couple of hours, the longest hours in Jason’s life, Diane made marks around his pectorals and made injections.

The other three girls sat and drank, and made sure Jason had enough to drink, and made critical remarks.

“They won’t sag, will they? We want them to be real pointers!”

“He’s going to need a bra.”

One of them went out to a bra shop and brought back a 1950 bullet bra. The girls took turns trying it on, and finally tossed it over Jason’s face.

Diane injected syringe after syringe of boob juice into him. His chest grew bigger and bigger. He kept raising his head to see how much bigger they were getting.

Diane kept pushing his face back. “Not yet, lover.”

“Look how hard his nipples are!”

“He’s really loving this!”

“You know, we’re going to have to get him underwear.”

“An outfit.”

Then Trixie began giggling. “We need to put him in one of our bridesmaid dresses.”

“I had to have a seamstress let mine out,” Donna said, then, at the looks from her friends, “for my boobs, you ghouls! But I have an extra dress.”

“He’s going to have bigger boobs than you!”

“I’ll let him wear the bigger one. I can let my tomatoes be squeezed for a couple of hours.”

The dress was brought in and the girls oohed and ahed.

Jason turned his head sideways and stared at the bridesmaid’s dress.  It was white and frilly and had severe décolleté.

His chest might be inflating, but his heart was deflating.

Dianne noted his look and chuckled.

And his boobs grew bigger and bigger.

Finally, “Well, I’d like to go bigger, but we’ve reached his capacity.”

The girls all gathered around the bed and stared at Jason.

They had never untied him, it made for an easier operation, and he lay naked.

His boobs were truly monumental. They were as big as any of the boobs in the room, and bigger than most.

“His skin is so thin. Look, you can see blood pulsing underneath.”

“That’s what keeps his nipples so erect.”

“He really loves this. Look at how his cock is struggling to get hard.”

The girls felt his boobs, and one of them held his balls and the cage and turned it this way and that.

Jason groaned. He might not have wanted this, but things were happening inside him.

First, the chastity tube was making him more horny than he had ever been in his life.

Second, he could feel his chest, so big, so…beautiful.

Jason was a boob man, he always chose girls with big chests whenever he had the chance.

Now…now he had the big boobs that he had always coveted. Had them for more than just reach out and grab. Had them for…himself. On himself.

It was turning him on so much his cock was getting hard inside the cage and stretching his balls down.

“Look at his cock,” Diane muttered.

The girls stared as his penis pushed out, was squeezed painfully, and his balls tugged in the ring.

“Now, remember, girls, avoid sharp objects. I’ve made Jason as big as I can, and the skin is very tight. Even a little prick might have disastrous consequences.”

“He’s got a big prick, now.”

“Not that kind of a prick, you cow!”

“Says the woman who made a new Mamie Van Snorkin!”

They all giggled.

Diane sighed. “Just remember what I said, I don’t want any accidents. We don’t want his chest to explode.”

With that the girls untied Jason, and helped him sit up. They quickly wrapped a bra around his chest and fastened it.

Jason stared down at himself. It was like standing at the top of a ski slope and seeing acres of white curves.

Oh, Heysoos,” he whispered.

Trixie nudged Donna and pointed at Jason’s face with her chin.

Jason was smiling.

And his cock was fighting the chastity tube and winning.

And he was actually dripping.

“All right girls,” Dianne clapped her hands. “I have to clean up, and you ladies need to clean Jason up.”

From standing around and staring at Jason’s boobs in awe, the girls snapped into action.

Medical instruments were put away. The bed was made. And Jason was pulled over to a small writing desk.

The writing desk was facing a window, and the drapes were drawn back. Potions and ointments, tubes and brushes, everything that could make a woman beautiful was placed upon the table.

Jason looked at his reflection in the window glass.

He had always had a soft face, even a bit effeminate. He wore his hair long, and now, with a massive chest…he could see it. He could see himself as a woman.

Oddly, that didn’t upset him. If anything, it made his cock harder.

“Okay, Jason, we’re going to need to get rid of all your ugly body hair.

They made him stand up again and they sprayed his body with a Nair type of goop that turned into a gel. They smoothed the stuff into all his nooks and crevices, and especially around his groin.

Fifteen minutes later it was starting to burn, and he was pushed into the shower. And the girls all went with him.

They had had to take his bra off when they put the goop on him, and they made sure to act as his bra, holding his tits up with their soft hands. Which meant that had plenty of opportunity to flick his nipples and even suck on them.

Out of the shower and they dried him off. Then they put his bra back on, which felt good—those suckers were heavy!

Then back to the writing table.

Each of the girls took a hand or a foot and they painted his nails, giving him long fake nails on his fingers. The smell of the paint was pungent, but somehow enjoyable. He sniffed, and his cock throbbed, and he dripped more and more.

“He’s liable to drip out his whole load at this rate,” murmured Trixie.

“Nah. That’s just pre-cum. He can drip like that all day.”

“Not in the dress he can’t!”

“We’ll give him a pad.”

“No, give him a tampon.”

They all thought that was hilarious, but Jason just sat and endured and his face turned redder than a sunburned tomato.

“Let’s wash his hair, then we can make him up while his hair dries.”

It was agreed upon, and Jason felt dozens of fingers washing and smoothing through his hair.

“He’s got nice hair.”

“Curls better than mine.”

They put big curlers in his hair, tilted his face back slightly, and went to work on his face.

“Such beautiful skin, Jason. You sure you weren’t born a girl?”

“I’ve got a dick!” he snapped back.

“That little thing? Ha!”

Jason turned even redder, and the girls all kept up the banter and kept making him up.

His face was cleansed and primed, blushed and bronzed, and the foundation was applied.

“Your skin loves make up, Jason.”

Jason said nothing.

They colored his eyes, mascara-ed him and curled his lashes. Then, the pièce de résistance, they applied lipstick.

Jason stared at the window as they took the curlers out of his hair.

He was changed. He was transformed. There was no way anybody could mistake him for a man.

“But you can undo all this before Amy arrives?”

“We can,” the four girls smiled as they stood behind Jason and watched him watch himself.

Behind each of their backs they crossed their fingers.

Jason would have stayed in his room for the rest of his life, but the girls would have none of that. They linked arms, got behind him, and walked him out of the room.

Five, big, buxom girls. All pretty and made up, and one of them wearing a bridesmaid dress.

The location chosen for Amy and Jason’s marriage was a huge hall. It was back in the National Park, had ample parking, and was made of timbers and planks.

It was a wonderful site, and since it was the off season they got it for a song. The only stipulation being that they provided their own labor—the staff was off for the winter—and do their own decorations, cooking, and so on.

Which was fine with Amy because she had lots of friends, and for girls there is nothing so much fun as preparing for a wedding.

So the four girls walked the fifth girl down to the hall and began working. They hauled trash, cleaned, polished, set up tables, and, of course, imbibed.

All afternoon they sampled the suds, hard stuff, beer, they even broke into the champagne set aside for the reception.

For the girls it was fun, easy, and a chance to giggle and tell tales.

For Jason it wasn’t so easy. First, they insisted on him doing the heavy lifting. If there was a ladder to be climbed then he was the designated climber. If something heavy had to be moved, he moved it.

And he did it all in high heels.

That’s right. The girls had locked a pair of strappy high heels on his feet, and they guffawed endlessly as he slipped and tripped and fell awkwardly.

Then they would help him up, run their hands over his nylons and feel his boobs, and tell him not to be so clumsy.

And, if that wasn’t bad enough, his dick just would not settle down. It stretched out, poking the chastity tube out and pulling on his balls.

And the girls laughed all the harder, and they took advantage of every moment to feel him up, to pat his ass, and to call him ‘Mamie.’

“Come on, Mamie! Let’s get that bunting up!”

“Bring the ladder over here, Mamie!”

“Bend over, Mamie! Let me see that fat ass!”

To which Jason would mutter, “My ass ain’t so fat.”

Still, it was fun, and even though Jason hated it, he loved it. Prancing around like a fairy, having big, old titties, it was the dream of every good, old boy, and he was living it.

Finally, the job was done. The hall was decked out for a top notch wedding, and the five women sat in chairs around one of the big round tables and sipped their liquor.

“He makes a pretty good woman…for a man,” observed Trixie.

Jason blushed.

“What should he wear for the wedding tomorrow?”

Jason’s eyes went big.

“Put some chiffon under the dress…”

“More make up. Maybe a bit goth.”

“Hey!”

The girls all laughed.

“You know, we are missing out on something though,” observed Donna. “We’ve got Jason where we want him, he has to do anything and everything we say, we really should be doing more than just making him prepare his own wedding.”

“No,” muttered Jason.

“What did you have in mind?”

“Have you girls ever heard of the ‘fuckless fuck?’”

The girls exchanged blank looks.

Dianne, “I hope this isn’t a medical term, because I’ve never heard of it.”

“Jason, go stand in a corner.”

Jason didn’t want to. Jason whined and begged. Jason did as he was told. And he stared at the four women who bent their heads together, occasionally glanced at him, and whispered nefariously.

They took Jason upstairs, undressed him and told him to get on the bed.

“I don’t want to!”

“Lay down, honey,” giggled Trixie. “I think we love ya!”

The girls laughed riotously and used the ties to fasten Jason to the bed. Then they took off the chastity tube.

His cock sprung up, hard as steel, flicking off bits of pre-cum as it bobbed and throbbed.

“You aren’t going to fuck me, are you?”

Donna laughed. “He hopes. But no, Jason, we aren’t going to fuck you. We’re going to fuckless you.”

“Fuckless me?”

“You got it. Anna, you have the rubbers?”

Anna approached with a handful of rubbers. “These are de-sensitized rubbers,” Anna explained as she rolled one on. “That bit of lubrication will dull the nerves to make sure you don’t cum.”

“But…what are you…”

Donna was next, unrolling a second rubber on his hard cock.

Then Dianne and Trixie.

Rubber after rubber was unrolled onto him. A full half dozen of the de-sensitizing condoms. The accumulation of tightness squeezed his dick so hard that even if he had had full feeling, the tightness of the grip would have stopped him from cuming.

“What are you doing to me?”

“Making sure you don’t cum,” explained Trixie, as she threw a leg over him.

“Wait! No! I don’t want to fuck you!”

Trixie wiggled, found his dick too dry and rough to slide down on. “Get some lube in here, girls. He’s a rough rider!”

Hands inserted between his cock and her cunt and thick glops of lubricant made him more amenable.

“Oh, yeah!” Trixie grunted, taking the long slide to his balls. “Just like a I remembered, but better.

“That’s right,” cheered Donna, “No quick cums to ruin it for you.

Jason stared in horror as his ex-girlfriend rode up and down. Then she grabbed his boobs and licked his nipples.

“Oh, fuck!” he groaned. “Please don’t!”

Anna leaned over him and kissed his mouth. then: “What’s the matter, lover? Can’t cum?”

“No! But I—“

She covered his mouth. “That’s good. Because we don’t want you to cum.”

The girls took turns, riding, laughing, slapping his face and his boobs (gently), and the minutes became an hour.

Jason was going insane. “This is cruel!” he cried.

“Is it worse than being the Facebutt Slut?” asked Tina.

“Or having your ass patted by all the men in college?”
“Or being called walnut tits?”

And, of course, “Is it worse than being Mamie Van Snorkin?”

Yes! Yes! I can’t cum! It hurts! Please!”

“Oh, it really hurts?” asked Dianne with concern.

“God, yes! It feels like I’m going to cum, but I can’t, and my shaft is stopped up and my balls feel like they’re going to bust!”

“Oh, that’s terrible. Girls! We should stop!”

Which caused much laughter because none of the girls had the slightest intention of stopping.

This was, after all, the man who had dumped them!

And so the night proceeded.

Jason could hardly walk the next morning. He was sore all over, and his groin felt like a big pulled muscle.

The girls, however, all felt happy and refreshed. They had all had multiple cums, and they were feeling happy and cheerful like they could do it all again.

Jason groaned as he slid his feet down the stairs, clutching the bannister, feeling like his body was going to come apart.

“He really looks bad,” whispered Trixie to Donna.

Donna just smothered a laugh and enjoyed the site of Jason hobbling.

He was still in his dress and high heels, and the girls had put the chastity tube back on him. They had fixed his make up, and Jason was getting worried. Aside from not being able to move, aside from feeling sore from the inside out, Amy was due to arrive at noon. And that left him only a couple of hours for him to be made into a male again.

They arrived at the hall and Donna went back to the kitchen to fix breakfast. The others sat at the round table and chatted.

Well, the girls chatted. Jason didn’t feel much like chit chat.

He kept looking at the clock on the wall and muttering.

“What’s the matter, Jason,” asked Dianne.

“The clock. It’s ten o’clock. You need to change me back.”

“Oh, we’ve got plenty of time left.”

“Heck, Jason, you should consider this a lifestyle change. Think how much Amy would like it if you were to remain a woman.”

Jason’s eye grew round with horror. “No!”

The girls all laughed, and Trixie reached over and fondled Jason’s tit. Then the unthinkable happened.

Donna came running out of the kitchen, ripping off her apron. “Amy’s here!”

Jason sprang to his feet. The girls all stood up and started talking.

“I just saw her car through the window!”

“What’ll I do!”

“Don’t worry, Jason, we’ll take care of you,” Dianne shouted. “Girls, take him up to the stage, use the back door and get him back up to his room. I’ll stall Amy!”

Jason hobbled across the hall towards the stage, the girls hurrying him along.

“Come on, Jason! Hurry!”

“Climb the stairs!”

He went up the short flight of stairs at the side of the stage.

“Through the curtains!”

Jason had been up on the stage the day before, he knew the general lay out, but it was now pitch dark. Somebody had covered the windows and drawn the thick, heavy drapes.

One of the girls grabbed his hands and led him.

Maybe if Jason had been fresh rested he wouldn’t have fallen for it.

Maybe if he hadn’t been fucked half to death the whole night before…but he wasn’t fresh rested, and he did fall for it.

The girl leading him pulled, kept him off balance. Other girls on each side of him.

“Careful, you’’re going to have to climb over some rugs.”

He felt the rugs with his knees, he crawled, and the girls helped him, and at the end of the rugs the girl pulling him stretched his hands out and pulled them down. They slipped into little half circles cut into what felt like wood.

And his head was pressed down until his neck was in another half circle cut into a big, thick plank.

Then the top half of the plank came down.

Jason was caught!

Click! He heard something being locked.

“Hey!”

And the lights went on.

Jason was laying on a stack of rugs, his hands and neck were forward, caught in the holes of a pillory. The three girls, then the fourth one, lined up in front of him.

“Let me go!” For a brief moment Jason thought it was all an accident. He was so tired he couldn’t think fast, and he didn’t suspect the girls, and then…it hit him.

“You did this.”

The girls commenced to laugh. And all the belly busting back slapping laugher of the past day was as nothing compared to this.

“Oh, Jason! You’re such a dope!”

“You’re a real Mamie!”

Tears rolled down his cheeks. He had been caught. He who was so smart, had been outsmarted.

The girls pushed the pillory, it was actually on wheels, away from the rugs, and Jason found himself hobbling along in it.

“Imagine our surprise when we found these stocks,” explained Donna. Apparently this place is rented by a bunch of nudists at the end of the summer, and people are free to stand in the stocks, if they have the courage.”

“And now you have the courage, Jason.”

“You’ve got to let me go.”

“Oh, we will, after you ask for something.”

“What?”

“For us to take your virtue.”

“What?”

“It’s only fair. After all, how many girls have you de-flowered, just to dump.”

“But…but that’s…”

“Are you going to tell us that it’s okay for men? But not for women?”

Actually he was, but he didn’t dare now.

“Amy’s not here, is she.”

Donna touched her hand to her mouth, “Oh, I only thought I saw her. Sorry, Jason. Will you forgive me?”

“Sure, after you let me out of this and change me back.”

“Oh, well, about that…sure, like I said, we’ll let you out, right after you’ve asked us to de-flower you.”

“But that’s…that’s—“

“You’re not going to tell us that’s only something men do to women, are you?”

It was, but he wasn’t about to say that now.

“So, you can stay like this for a couple of hours, and we’ll bring Amy to you, and she’ll see you in all your glory.”

“Or,” continued Trixie, “you ask to be de-flowered and we’ll make sure you get changed back.

Jason stood there, his neck stretched and his hands clamped. His hair was long and hung down. His boobs hung down below the plank on the pillory.

The girls moved forward. They hugged him. they felt his caged cock. they ran their hands up his stockinged legs and cupped his breasts. They kissed his nipples, and they kissed him.

Donna was standing apart from them, about six feet in front of Jason and her back turned to him. She appeared to be pulling up her zipper or something.

Dianne lifted his dress and pulled down his panties. She cupped his balls, the inserted a finger into him. She had slathered it with lube and it went in easy.

Easy or hard, Jason jerked and his eyes went wide.

“Hey!”

Dianne nibbled on his ear and whispered, “It feels good. Don’t tell me it doesn’t, because I’m a doctor and every doctor knows how wonderful it feels when the butthole is massaged.

She was right, and Jason gulped.

“Just relax, let us make you our Mamie, and then you can go back to being Jason…” she paused, then added, “if you want.”

Jason felt her digit swirl around, waking up all his nerves. His peeny started dripping seriously, and it felt like he was going to cum.

Donna turned around and walked towards him. A large plastic pecker was swaying back and forth from her thighs. “This is what every woman loves, Jason. Are you ready to find out why we love it so much?”

She stopped, the tip of the big dick touching his lips. “Are you ready, Jason? All you have to do is nod.”

Jason felt like he was on another planet. He was gulping nervously, lightening was threatening to shoot through his groin, his eyes rolled as he looked at each of the girls.

“This is it, Jason. This makes up for everybody calling me the Facebutt Slut.”

“I’ll give you a pair of my panties to wear when you do this, Jason.”

“You’ll not only not be a walnut tits, you’ll be a melon titted Mamie Van Snorkins!”

Jason stared at the eye of the cock head in front of him. He gulped and swallowed and licked his lips.

Donna moved forward slightly, and the tip of the cock touched his lips, and Jason found himself opening his mouth.

The girls sighed.

“There he goes.”

“That’s a good boy.”

“That’s a good bitch.”

Jason couldn’t help it. He had never thought of himself as being gay, and this wasn’t gay. This wasn’t a real dick, but some visceral part of Jason was exulting. He was taking a cock in the mouth.

But could he go further? Could he take this cock somewhere else?

He looked up at the excited, happy girls, and he nodded.


EPILOGUE

“He’s right up here, Amy.”

Jason heard Anna’s footsteps, her high heels clicking, and a second pair of heels clicking. Amy.

He was still on the stage, and Donna stood behind him.

“We tried to get him to stop, but you know how men get when…you know?

The curtains were drawn back and Jason stared at his girlfriend.

Amy was beautiful, limned by sunlight coming in the big windows behind her. Her legs were curved and sexy, her hips flared, as did her breasts. Her face was as an angel’s, delicate, with moist, red lips and long, blonde hair.

Her eyes, so blue, were wide as she stared at Jason.

Jason smiled through his make up. His breasts hung down, and swayed back and forth as Dianne sawed into him.

It turned out that Jason did like getting it up the butt. He liked it a lot.

He liked it so much that when the girls asked him to come upstairs and get remade into a man, he refused.

“No! No! Do me some more!”

So they did.

And now, standing in the pillory on the stage, his hind end firmly plugged and him loving it, he said, “Hi, honey,” and he smiled.

And Amy’s look of love turned into a glare. She looked up at the giggling girls and said, “Oh, no! You bitches have done it again!”

END
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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.             
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