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Author’s Note

Feminization really is a blessing. A man gets a new lease on life. He learns to submit. He learns truths about women that other men will never know.

Of course, there are hurdles to overcome on this pink path.

Chastity. That happens, and that’s a big one. Most men could never have the discipline to control themselves.

Then there’s the rules. You have to follow the rules.

In this story, which is a sequel to ‘A Year to Feminize Him,’ Ryan learns to follow the rules.

He also learns there is more to being a woman than just stepping into some heels and lipstick.

A lot more!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Shirley pulled Ryan by the penis up the stairs.

Ryan pranced on his tip toes, trying to mount the steps as fast as Shirley pulled him.

Behind them the party was getting started. Probably fifty naked women, and a few men, were drinking beer, wine, hard stuff, and taking a pill or two.

Ryan managed to glance back over his shoulder and caught a glance of Shiela, the woman who had brought him here, the woman he had pledged to serve. She was kissing one of the other women, their hands feeling each others breasts.

“Come on!” Shirley tugged.

Ryan made it over the threshold and into a large dining room. He had but a moment to take in the rich wood table that stretched the length of the room, the chandelier with hundreds of bulbs in the shape of candle flames, the big double doors to the living room, then he was dragged to the side, into the kitchen.

Suddenly Shirley stopped, pulled him around and kissed him. She near sucked his tonsils out, then whispered hoarsely, “If you cum I’ll beat your ass with a rake!”

She held his handle hard and jacked it twice, then turned and pulled him towards the far end of the kitchen.

At the far end was a small hallway that led to three doors. She opened the door on the left and turned on a light switch. She led him down a long stairway made of fresh lumber. It hadn’t even been sanded, and he got a little touch of sap on his hand.

The stairway went down about twenty feet to a platform. They turned left at the platform and Ryan was presented with a long, dank dungeon.

A real dungeon!

The house wasn’t that old, but the dungeon was walled with river stones, big ones, and there was a feeling of mold and creepiness in the place.

“What is..what is…”

“Let’s see, what shall we do…what shall we…ah ha! I’ve got it. Come on!”

She dragged him past a spanking bench, a St. Andrews Cross, a couple of cages. One of the cages was in the shape of a human body on all fours.

Then there was an open space with eye bolts screwed into the old cement floor. Chains hung on the walls, and there were several coils of chains set to one side. Each chain had padlocks secured to them, and handcuffs.

Then they were passing another St. Andrews cross, several cells, and they came to a thing that looked like a black board.

It was on a stand made of thick wood, and instead of a blackboard it had a thick sheet of plywood. There were straps on the thing in the shape of a body.

“Back up here.”

Shirley pushed him to the board and began fastening velcro straps.

Around his forehead, his neck, his body. His arms in two places each, his legs in three places each.

The velcro straps were padded and not uncomfortable. They didn’t cut off the blood or anything.

“Are you comfy,” Shirley asked with a bright grin.

“I guess.”

“Okay, how about now?”

“Oh!” Ryan gasped as she pushed on the bottom of the big board.

The board tilted until it was horizontal and he was hanging from it.

She was squatting under him, looking up into his face. The light wasn’t good and her face was in shadows.

“Comfy?”

“No! Get me down!”

“Is this thing cutting off any circulation? Is it hard to breath?”

“It’s terrible! Let me loose?”

“But I have to know whether you are in danger of being hurt. Is there any danger?”

He kept complaining and asking to be let down, but she just kept asking him. Then she reached out and stroked his weenie.

“Oh, fuck!” he sucked in breath.

“Tell me, are you in any danger?”

“Nu…nu…no!” he managed to articulate.

“Excellent. You’re going to be alone for a while. But we’ll check on you later. See ya, hon.”

She let go of his peeny, stroked his cheek, and backed out from under the tilted board.

“Hey! Hey! Come back here!”

But she padded down the dungeon and disappeared.

Ryan let out a holler, several hollers, but he was truly alone. He thought he might even have heard the door to the kitchen area clicking shut.

Silence.

The sound of his breathing.

Sweat dripping from him, though it wasn’t hot, nor cold.

And he was totally discombobulated.

He was hanging, 90 degrees from standing up, and everything was skewed.

He wanted to tilt his head back, to look on the level, but he could only stare at the floor.

Fortunately, the lights were on.

He was freaked out.

And he wondered at how easily she had caught him.

She had just led him down, pushed him against the board and locked him in place.

Sheep to slaughter.

But…why?

He listened, and as silence grew and his ears searched for stimulation he thought he might hear the distant sound of laughter.

The girls outside, naked and partying.

But maybe that was just his imagination.

Time, a rigid thing that won’t speed up when you want it to, or slow down when you want it to.

A space of tick…tick…tick…to the tune of your heart.

Flexible and fluid and flowing past, but never fast enough…always too slow.

Tick.

Tick.

Tick.

And how does one measure the creep of time?

How does one assess the minutes and hours when their is no motion of the sun, no shadow around a sundial, no movement of a hand around a watch face?

Ryan tried counting heart beats.

Then, he realized, he was no longer erect.

But that realization made him erect.

He could only forget for a while, then, as inexorable as time, his cock resurrected, called to him, stood up and shouted for relief.

Tick.

Tick.

Tick.

The door at the top of the stairs opened and he heard the far away mumble of voices. Many voices.

Coming down the stairs, a slow building up of sound echoing against the walls of the dungeon.

Then the slither of foot pads on the cement floor.

“Hello?” he called.

The mumble of voices grew, but did not answer him.

“Get me out of here!”

Then the little light that shone down to the end of the dungeon shifted and warped. It was being blotted out by the march of bodies.

“Shiela? Please?” He was begging, and then sobbing. He was tired of being alone and in the dark.

How long had it been?

Feet! He could see bare ankles and toes, the toes all painted red, calves so shapely rising up into the darkness where he could not see.

The board he was on began moving. The whole structure, it had casters on the bottom, was being trundled down the length of the dungeon.

“Where are you…please…let me go!”

Yet there were no voices.

Just the slow movement of the floor under his downcast eyes.

Into the relative light of the main room. Over the eyebolts in the floor.

It stopped.

He stared downwards, and he perceived the shuffle of feet. The women’s feet moved back and he had the impression they were standing in a circle around him.

Then a low chant began. Old words, sounding Latin, or maybe older.

Growling words, soothing words. Sentences that ran and all the voices chased them in harmony.

“What are you doing?” Ryan sobbed.

For an hour the chanting continued, the march of naked woman continued. Ryan, with the movement of the shadows of bodies, now had something to judge by, and he guessed an hour.

Then everything stopped.

The marching stopped, the chanting stopped. It felt like the universe had stopped.

No more the circling of the sun. No more the twinkle of stars. Now everything was a stopped backstop for this moment.

Slowly, the board he was on began to rotate. Up, up, seeing naked women surrounding him in two circles, one within the other. No. Three rows. Maybe a hundred women. All of them with hourglass bodies that were heavy on top. Long hair let to hand down about their face and even over their eyes. And each woman held a candle in two hands.

It was like there was a whisper of far away thunder, but not a mouth moved, not a larynx produced a sound.

Shirley stepped forward.

“Shirley?” he looked at her with begging in his eyes.

“For the divine female form we bless you. May all the Gods witness. May all the creatures of hell shiver. We bless you.”

She held her candle out over him and tipped it.

Wax collected in the holder dribbled down and splashed on his penis and balls.

“No!” he screamed. He tried to wiggle, but the straps held him tight.

The wax burned. Not enough to burn his flesh, but enough to make him howl.

Then it stopped. Shirley took three steps back, into her place in the circle of women, and the entire circle took a step to the right.

Another woman stepped forward and held her candle over him.

“For the divine female form we bless you. May all the Gods witness. May all the creatures of hell shiver. We bless you.”

Hot wax struck his body. On his belly. “OW!”

She stepped back, the circle sidestepped, and another woman stepped forward.

“For the divine female form we bless you. May all the Gods witness. May all the creatures of hell shiver. We bless you.”

Hot wax on his forehead. Yet she was careful not to get any in his eyes.

And another woman, and another woman.

Circling. Silent. Pouring hot wax on him. They covered his flesh with the burning substance. Until nothing was visible. Not a nipple, not his cock or balls. Nothing but his eyes.

Pain became a memory. The burning of the wax began to feel good, and the skin under the wax felt like it was writhing, changing.

Sometimes his bones hurt, but how could wax touch his bones?

His muscles writhed, and they felt so weak now, inefficient, being transformed into something…something.

“For the divine female form we bless you. May all the Gods witness. May all the creatures of hell shiver. We bless you.”

The sound of thunder imposing as he was covered in caul.

Yet the thunder was in his mind, there was no such thunder in the real world.

Louder and louder, and more insubstantial.

“For the divine female form we bless you. May all the Gods witness. May all the creatures of hell shiver. We bless you.”

How long the circle turned, how long they dripped wax on him, he didn’t know.

He felt hands sliding under him, coating his backside with a film of wax that cooled and coated his body complete.

He felt hands sealing his asshole. with the butt plug inside.

Fingers pressed his lips together and wax sealed his voice.

Then fingers closed his eyes and his eyes were sealed.

He was in a silent tomb of rebirth.

The thunder of a God pronouncing sentence.

No. A goddess.

Then he was alone. Floating in the cosmos. Free from all restraints. Nothing but him.

Why is there life? But he knew the answer to that.

Why are there two halves to the universe? That was a simple one.

Why do people have two halves? Why do they come in male and female?

And he felt as if he was a finger moving script across the blackboard of the cosmos. Shifting realities. Rewriting what was with what was.

Then he slept.

It was a deep sleep. The most restful sleep in the universe. Far beyond such temporary things as death.

He awoke, and knew, instantly, where he was.

He was in the dungeon, laying on a board, but he was free. The straps had been taken off him.

The only thing keeping him in place was the thin coating of wax that cocooned his body.

He lay there, breathing, feeling the wax crackling on his chest as he breathed.

He moved a finger, then more fingers, and the wax crackled, then bits and pieces slid off his fingers.

He moved his arms and enjoyed the feeling of emerging.

He moved his legs, and heard the sound of shards of wax dribbling on the table, the floor.

He couldn’t open his eyes, so he reached up with his hands and scraped his eyelids. Digging fingernails under sheaths of wax. Pulling, feeling the attachment of wax to skin breaking, coming loose.

Freedom. Ahhh. It felt so wonderful.

He opened his eyes.

He was, as he had known, in the dungeon.

He sat up and wax fell from him, a waterfall of shards, as if he had been overlaid with bits of puzzle, scattered onto the floor below.

He stood, and more wax fell on the floor.

He scrapped his body, pulling off bits and pieces and exposing his flesh to the world.

He was naked, and it was wonderfully satisfying to pull the substance off his cock and balls.

He looked around.

Nothing more to be done.

He walked towards the stairs.

Nobody was in the house. It was empty, and he could feel that emptiness, that lack of human spirit.

He walked to the back door and looked out.

About twenty women were sitting around a big fire, roasting marshmallows, make Smores, chatting and passing a bottle of wine around.

The other women were gone. Just a few left.

He stepped out onto the back patio and one of the women noticed him and said something.

Twenty sets of eyes turned and gazed at him. They were all smiling.

He started down the steps, and Shiela stood up and met him halfway down the steps.

“There you are,” she said, moving into him. Holding him. Kissing him, and he gave himself up to the silk of her lips, and ripple of her breasts, and spark of life in her bosom.

“What happened?” he asked. Yet he knew the answer, and that it was a concept that could not be described.

“Come down and meet the girls. Have some wine and relax.”

“I’m pretty relaxed,” he said, as she linked her arm through his and guided him down the steps.

“I’ll bet,” she giggled.

“Where are the others? There were a lot more of you. And a few men, too.”

“The still men aren’t allowed in the ceremony. Not until they complete their journey. And the women have all gone to work. It’s been several days, you know.”

He blinked. It had? Then the knowledge of time passed asserted itself in his consciousness. “Of course it has. It is Wednesday.”

She smiled and hugged his arm, placed her face against his shoulder, then they were entering the ring around the campfire.

“Ryan!”

“Hey, Ryan!”

“Hey, handsome…”

Everybody greeted him warmly, and a place was made for him to sit. He was handed a Smore and he ate, and then a bottle of wine made its way to him.

As he accepted the gifts he realized the plug was still in him. It felt so good.

Shirley was on the opposite side of the fire ring. “So how’s it going, Ryan?”

Everybody listened raptly.

“Pretty good.” He met her gaze, then let his eyes go around the circle. Everybody was hanging on his words. “What?”

“We’re just curious. Tell us what happened to you?”

“You mean…in the dungeon? But you were there. You already know.”

“We know what happened on the outside, but not the inside. Tell us what you saw when you were enclosed.

He thought about it.

“There was thunder, but the thunder was voices deciding what to do with me. Then I was floating, and I was a finger, and the writing on the wall was writ, but moved on, and here I am.”

A soft sigh went around the circle as the girls accepted his vision.

“So what happened? I mean, I know what happened inside, and I feel really good, but…what is happening to me?”

“Metamorphoses,” whispered Shiela at his side, and there were nods around the circle.

“Metamorphoses,” he repeated. “I’m changing. But we’re all changing. Every moment of life is changing. From one second to the next to cells and atoms of my body shift and move. I am a living roadmap, and…” he looked up. He had been speaking his thoughts without thought. And he didn’t really understand all that he was saying.

Oh, some of it, but…there was so much to be grokked.

Then they passed him more Smores, and he ate, and he answered questions, and he felt the intimate workings of women gathered with their intuition loosed, their spirit consecrated, their beings dedicated.

Shiela drove and Ryan sat in the passenger seat, his hand out the window and making swooping motions in the wind.

To the right the Pacific Ocean was bright and gleaming to the horizon.

There were a few tankers out there, and giant freighters, and surfers and seagulls, but it was so peaceful. And it was made even more peaceful by Ryan’s frame of mind.

He had had a cosmic experience. He felt like a zen master, at one with the world.

Shiela nudged him and said, “Roll the window up.”

He did, and turned to her.

“We’ve got to have a talk.”

“I figured.”

She smiled. “I love it when a newbie is like this. And I hate to talk serious with you, but it’s got to be done.”

“Okay.”

“I am your mentor. I’m the person who got you into this. So I’m responsible for your education, and for you for the next year.”

Ryan tilted his head. It sounded like she was going off into left field.

“I know that right now your mind is expanded and the universe makes sense to you, but that’s going to change.”

“How so?”

“You’re going to change.”

He said nothing, just waited.

“I am a member of a cult, although we’re not really a cult. There are women in this world who are tired of the endless wars, of seeing their children slaughtered for profit by governments who don’t care. I am a Silithian.”

Ryan pursed his lips in thought. He was not alarmed by her seriosity, but he was curious.”And what is a Silithian?”

“There is a woman named Silithia. She discovered the secrets of a long life and great, good health. She also realized that the only way to bring the world to world peace was to change men into women. Oh, not all men, but enough so that men become a minority with a small voice that can be ignored. Too small to wage war and create corporations that rape society.”

“Would you like a Coke? there’s a cold one in the back.”

She gave him a sharp glance, then relaxed. He wasn’t being obtuse or ignoring her. He just had his priorities in order. If you save the world you should enjoy yourself.

“Sure.”

She waited while he popped a top and they shared it as the car drifted up the road. There wasn’t much traffic, yet, so it was quite enjoyable.

“The ceremony that you went through has changed you into a woman.”

He looked at his body, and a slight tinge of worry started up somewhere. “I don’t seem to have breasts.”

“No. But you will. We have convinced the Over Being that—“

“Over being?”

“The entity who is in charge of mankind. Some call it a God, or a Goddess, but it is neither, and it watches over us. Sometimes it will help us in our affairs, but in modern times it has become so ignored that it rarely helps us. There is only so much a God can do for children who have gone insane.

“Anyway, as a group, using certain ritual, empowered by our studies of Silithian yoga, we are able to speak to the God, and sometimes God will help us.

“My particular branch of Silithianism is charged with this communication, though all women are encouraged to resurrect the old ways of speaking with the Over Being. The point is that we have asked the Over Being to change you, and she—we prefer to think of her as ‘she,’ though she really has no sex—agreed. She found you worthy. Which is a great joy to me because I was the one who interviewed you and thought you were qualified.”

“Wait a minute,” Ryan frowned, his good mood starting to evaporate. “You’re saying that I’m actually going to become a woman? That I’m going to change? I’ll get tits and…my nuts? Am I supposed to lose my manhood?”

Shiela took the can and sipped. God, that felt good.

And said: “I will help you through it. I will teach you. But there are going to be rough spots. Times when you don’t want it, where you want to refuse the blessing of the Gods, where you will want to revert to being a stinky man again.”

“A stinky man,” he mused, tried to reconcile his mood, now missing the cosmic, zen state of mind he was losing.

“What if I don’t want to change right now?”

“Sorry, honey, but it’s been done. Your body is changing as we speak. The changes will be subtle, but they will mount, they will accumulate, and one day you’re going to be looking at yourself and wondering, and then it will hit you. Your face will change, your body fat will shift. Your features will become more feminine, and at a certain point people won’t see you as male anymore. We have to prepare for that.”

Ryan looked out the window. They were turning inland, traffic was picking up, and the change from beautiful country to industrial city mirrored his frame of mind.

“So there is something that you’re going to have to do. It will be hard, and you won’t want to, but it is imperative. If you don’t do it then your transition will be impure. You will still change, but…it will be difficult, and your state of mind will have much difficulty accepting what is happening.”

“What is it I have to do?” He showed a bit of bitterness. He didn’t like this. It had to be a joke. Yeah, Shiela was messing with him.

But the loss of his peace of mind to such blather…why did he feel so out of sorts?

And what had that ceremony really done to him?

“You’re going to have to be chastised.”

He looked at her. His gaze was level, penetrating, as if he was seeing her for the first time.

“That’s not going to happen.”

“I know. I know. It’s…you feel so good now, and you see things, but if you don’t take your sexuality under control it can destroy you.”

“I’m a little hazy on this ‘destroy’ stuff.”

“Being a woman isn’t just physical, it’s mental. If you continue to fuck like a man, while transitioning to a woman, your mind won’t adapt and you’ll be stuck in a kind of personal hell. Maybe hell is a strong word, but it will be bad, and you really won’t like it. And we won’t be able to help you.”

“Oh. You make me into a woman. Give me titties and kick me out the door.” Yes, he was definitely sounding bitter.

“That’s…no. But at a certain point we can’t help you adapt and understand, and you won’t want to be around us, and…you’ll show yourself the door. A door to a miserable, unfulfilled life.”

“I think you’re crazy,” he muttered softly.

“I know,” and she sounded truly unhappy. “But I’ll prove it to you when we get home.”

“Home.”

“Yes. My home is yours now. For the next year, longer if we are compatible and want to. And when we get home I’ll make love to you. That will prove what I’m saying. You’ll feel the potential for unhappiness and…I’ll prove it to you.”

“Wow. You send me on the ultimate downer, then want to make love. Am I lucky, or what?”

“Damn it, I should have waited until we got home. But you were so happy, and I thought…”

“You thought wrong.” He turned to her. “You wanted me to be your companion for a year, I thought it sounded fun. I really like you. But this…this crazy stuff…” he shrugged and turned away from her.

The rest of the drive was silent, and the car was filled with a weird, bitter energy.

Still, Ryan didn’t run away when they arrived at the house. He simply got out and walked up to the house. When Shiela caught up to him he was pouring a drink. “Want one?” he asked.

“Sure.” She felt broken hearted. But she knew she had to see this through.

Drinks in hand, they adjourned to the living room. Ryan stared out the back window, observed the pool, the buildings in the LA basin, a little sparrow that came to flutter in the bird bath.

Shiela sat across from him, sometimes watching him, sometimes watching what he watched.

They finished their drinks, and she made two more.

“Thanks,” he said when she handed him his.

Now she sat down next to him.

Silence. The sound of a hall clock ticking. Hearts beating.

They finished the second drink and she made two more.

Now the hurt had been blunted.

“I think you’re crazy, but I believe you, and I don’t understand why.”

“Because you are developing female intuition. It is a different method of thought. Not logical, and you have to be careful that you don’t make your decisions based on that alone.”

He said: “So you’re going to fuck me and convince me.”

She didn’t say anything. And she felt rather small. He was right, but the machinery had been set in motion. They were on the pink path. And she was responsible.

“And all that stuff you told me, you screw for a couple of days, and you’re grumpy, and you have a period, and your month just sort of goes up and down…and now you feel like sex.”

His words were cutting. Not because they were words, but because they were cutting.

“Right now I really don’t want to fuck you, but I have to.”

He turned to her. God, she was beautiful. Her hair was shiny, her eyes glistened, though maybe with a bit of tears. Her chest was out thrust and he could see the nipples poking through the material.

“So you’ll give up your sex for the great whoever called Silithia. Do you know how nuts that sounds?”

“I do.”

A moment, then he blurted. “Okay. Fuck me.”

She didn’t hesitate; she had been waiting for a go sign. She reached for his crotch and began unbuckling him.

He watched her, her fingers fumbling, her eyes filled with tears.

His cock came out and stood up. He was horny. The ceremony had calmed him down for a bit, but he still had the testosterone and the built up jizz and everything he needed to be super horny.

“Stop it!” he yelled, and he grabbed her.

He hugged, and she was frozen for a moment, then she hugged back. Held on to him.

“Stop it,” he whispered.

“I can’t,” she sobbed into his neck. “We have to do this.”

She moved back from him. Put her hands on his penis and stroked. Tears were washing her face and she explained, “This, what we’re going through now, is the tip of the misery I told you about. We have to get through this. You have to know what is happening, and I have to set you on the path to understanding it, to accepting it. We have to fuck, no matter what. We have to!”

She let go of his cock and pushed his shirt up, took it off him. She said, “You can even wear your shoes when we do it.”

And that actually brought a laugh.

She gave a half giggle, and he gave a grunt that was half an appreciative chuckle.

Then she was taking off her dress, pulling it over her head, and wiggling out of her panties.

She was standing up now, and he stared at her amazing breasts, and her hairless patch.

She climbed onto the couch and sat on him. His penis went right up and into her and he blinked and…God, it felt good.

“Fuck me, honey. Let me prove how bad it is.”

He couldn’t stop now. He was a guy, he told himself. This was what he did.

He began to bounce her on his lap. Then he pushed her over and assumed the dominant position.

It felt good. It felt great. But…but something was wrong.

Yes, he could cum, and he knew he was going to, but…but there was a sliver in his psyche that told him something was off.

She whispered, “I know, it’s like sand in vaseline. And it grows and grows.

He plummeted into her, closed his eyes and tried to resurrect his 100% maleness.

But he was only getting 99%, or maybe 98%, and it was driving him crazy. It was hurting him.

“It’s okay,” she whispered, kissing him, “I understand. You can hurt me if you wish.”

He backed off and looked at her hard.

“Hurt you? I love you!”

That caused her to crush him with her arms and kiss him all the harder.

And he plunged and she bucked.

She came, and, finally, he did, and it hurt.

Not so much physically, but the frustration of it all, it was like he was getting a knife in the groin, 1%, but a knife in the head 99%.

He lay there, hurting, and she got off him.

He lay there and stared out the window. The happy bird was fucking gone. The city was a miserable, grey tomb. The sky made him want to puke.

But it wasn’t those things, it was his state of mind. The happiness he had experienced after the ceremony was gone, and this was the other side of the coin.

This was the zen of the devil.

Shiela returned. She was holding a chastity device and she slipped it over his cock. She put the ring around his package. She turned a key and he heard a click. A tiny, little click.

He didn’t care.

If this was what sex was like he didn’t want it any more.

He didn’t even look at the cage now protecting him from ill feelings. He just accepted it.

If sex was like that, he was done with it.

Shiela pushed him over and lay next to him.

She was done. She was fucked out, but no woman is ever resistant to cuddling.

She held him. She dried his tears. She loved him in a pure sense of the word.


Part Two

After screwing Shiela Ryan didn’t want to cum ever again. Yet he felt even more strongly towards her.

He wanted to be near her, hang with her, go out and do things with her.

She made him happy.

But after him taking out his bitterness on her, she wasn’t feeling too charitable. Still, she had a job to do, and she was determined to do it. And the job started the following morning.

Ryan was sleeping his own room. The chastity tube bothered him a little, and he didn’t sleep that well, and at five in the morning Shiela came a knockin’.

“Ryan?”

“What?” he mumbled from under the covers.

“Let’s go. Meet me in the living room. No need to dress.”

He sighed, held still for a moment, then got up. He needed to pee anyway.

In the living room Shiela had unrolled two yoga mats. She was sitting on one in the Lotus position.

“Have a seat, like me.”

He did, and struggled to get his feet into his lap.

“Fuck,” he whimpered. “This hurts!”

“After a while it won’t. Now, keep your back straight, and breath like this.”

He straightened up, which didn’t feel all that good, then drew in breath for about five counts, then breathed out for about ten.

They sat and held their position, their ‘asana,’ and breathed.

After a while he got sort of used to it, but he still didn’t like it.

“If God had wanted me to look like a pretzel I would have been born looking like a pretzel.”

Shiela that that was funny, and she changed to a plank position. Her movement was smooth and she just went from one posture to the next without excess grunts and motions.

Ryan grunted and had lots of excess motion.

And they breathed again.

Through a series of poses they went. Then Shiela dropped the bomb.

“Once you get these down we’ll be having sex while we’re in them. You should read the book on Silithia to get more information. It’s on Amazon.”

“I’m going to be in you? But I thought I wasn’t going to get to cum?”

She grinned, “Who said anything about cumming?”

“Oh.”

He didn’t want to fuck her, but he did. What the hell was wrong with him?

“Now, since this is your first time, we should probably go over the rules.”

“Rules?”

“Rules?” she mimicked him.

He blinked and got it. He was being an echo.

“Okay,” he smiled. “Tell me about the rules.”

“They’re in that book on the end table.”

Ryan glanced at the book and sighed. “All this, and I have to read, too.”

“Poor boy.”

Then they were chuckling, and she led him into another pose.

After two hours of yoga they had breakfast. While they were eating Ryan looked at the book of rules.

It was a pound, which translated as about 500 pages, but it was easy reading.

“That’s the latest version, so everything should be up to date.”

Ryan looked at the table of contents.

The book was divided into several sections. There was a section for ‘mentors,’ and a section for ‘The Newly Confirmed.”

And there were sections for other types of feminization. Sections designed for men who were transvestites: they showed a proclivity and here are the methods for bringing them on. Sections for recalcitrant men. Sections for men who were not fit to be female.

He was just glancing, not reading yet, and he asked, “What makes a man recalcitrant?”

She answered as she chewed on a piece of bacon.

“Men who are maladjusted. Men who beat women. Men who don’t adapt easily. Men who hold on to their male beliefs too hard.” She shrugged. These might be the rules, but it’s up to us to interpret them, and it’s easy to go too far one way or the other.”

“But I’m ‘newly confirmed,’ and that through a ceremony.”

“That’s you.”

“I wonder if another method would have been better?”

“Maybe, but I tried to follow the advices in the rules, and…” again she shrugged.

He opened to the section specifically for the newly confirmed and read aloud.

Your Mentor is your keeper. She is in charge and you must follow her directions.

He leafed through a couple of pages and came across:

The Mentor is in charge of your discharge. You will be chastised and must never have an orgasm unless specifically directed to. You must not cum, not in dream, not in any manner, unless so directed.

To have issue in uncontrolled manner will make the Newly Confirmed impure, and he must not spend his essence, for the essence of him has been changed to her.

He looked at Shiela, who was watching him. “So sometimes I cum, but not often.”

“You will cum at the completion of certain dual yoga poses. This will route your energies properly and make you more feminine. Other than that, if you feel it is too much for you, just let me know. You’ll read it later in the rules, but a prostate massage can do wonders for you, and you will definitely feel some relief.”

He stared at her, thought about anal sex, for that was what a prostate massage sounded like, then turned back and leafed through a couple of more pages.

Under one of the chapter headings he read:

Do not be trapped by the male, nor by the female, for you are both.

Hunh! Sounded like gobbledegook!

But it had an odd resonance within him, and he was careful not to judge, to keep an open mind.

“So you have to follow the rules, too.” He smiled.

“That pleases you?”

“Sauce for the goose,” he lifted his shoulders. He was obviously pleased.

She wasn’t put off by his attitude.

“I was born a woman. I follow the rules, but there are differences. I have to read the section on the Newly Confirmed, and commit it to heart, if I am to be a good Mentor. But I also have other sections which I need to read because I was born a woman. There are many paths, but they all have one goal.”

“Which is?”

“Womanus Maximus. A new woman. Taller, stronger, smarter.”

“I thought you were the perfect size already,” he smiled at her boobs.

“There are ‘castes,’ for lack of a better word, in this new, Silithian society.

“At the bottom are the breeders. They do nothing but fuck, and they have no hope of evolving this lifetime. Fortunately, they are happy in this extreme. They breed, and maybe next lifetime they will be capable of more.

“Next up is normal man. The regular guys. They drink beer and get excited over football games. In the regular world, the ‘pre-Silithia’ world, the breeders would be generals, and the regular guys get to screw, if they are lucky, and they salute the flag and go out and join the army and die and all that sort of thing.”

Ryan got a little silent. This was really resonating with him.

“After that are the women. Unfortunately, most women don’t understand how they have been blessed. They let men own them and refuse to take responsibility.

“When a woman finally realizes what she is doing she is allowed to become Womanus Maximus. She attains perfect health and enters into the truth of her abilities. She rules the world, though silently. At least, at the present silently.”

Ryan spoke. “So Breeders, men, women, then this Womanus Maximus thing.”

Shiela nodded.

“Now, Breeders are stuck, they are not allowed to evolve, at least for a lifetime. We don’t allow them to be generals, and we distract them by letting them breed.

“Men, such as yourself, are allowed to evolve. We want them to evolve. The world needs smarter men. There are several methods we use to make this happen, the method you are experiencing is quite unique, and you should consider yourself blessed for having been allowed that experience. I personally feel that it is the best method, and, believe me, I was very careful when I scrutinized and selected you.”

“I guess I should say thanks?”

“You should, but I’m okay if it takes you a while to realize blessed you have been.”

“So the breeders fuck, the men become women, and I’m guessing the women become Womanus Maximus.”

“You’ve got it.”

“Does a man ever become Womanus Maximus?”

“I understand there are a few men who have accomplished that, but it is not spoken of. Men shouldn’t be presented with unreal goals. It’s hard enough for a man to become a woman, let alone a Womanus Maximus. Want to do some kayaking?”

And so the days passed. On one hand, there was a sameness. Wake up. Do Silithian Yoga, or Sexual Yoga. Go ride bikes, or swim in the ocean, or just hike into the wilderness.

But there was also the ups and downs of Shiela.

She had her period, and was a grouch. She tried to control herself, she said she had to control herself or she would never make it to Womanus Maximus, but it was obviously one of the most difficult things she had ever done in her life.

Surprisingly, Ryan found a section in the rules that enabled him to help her. Ways for him to behave, certain yoga postures that would relieve her of bad energies, that sort of thing.

Then she was happy for a while, and she went to work.

“Why do you do it?” asked Ryan. “Why porn? You don’t seem to like it, and you could do a million other things.”

A big sigh, and she looked over her shoulder at him.

She had returned from work and he was massaging her.

She loved him giving her massages now that he was chastised. She loved an NPA man. (No Poke Attached).

“It’s in the rules.”

“What? I never read anything about that!”

“It’s towards the end, in the section about ‘Sexual Obligations.’ I can’t become a superior woman until I learn to love sex.”

“I thought you did love sex? Just…not a lot of it.”

“Oh, I do. For about a half a day a month. I’ve got to get over that limitation. I’ve got to learn to love sex whenever.”

“And I thought chastity was bad,” he murmured.

She chuckled.

“My inability to enjoy sex 97% of the time is a form of chastity. Yours is just more obvious.”

“Well, what can I do to help?”

“Eat me when I want it, let me beat you when I want to. So far you’re doing exactly what is needed.”

“Why does beating me help you love sex?”

He dug his fingers into her sides and ran his thumbs up her back, feeling each bone. She groaned in pleasure.

“I don’t know. It’s in the rules, and I’ve thought about it a lot, but…?” she shrugged.

Then, a moment later, she picked up the thread.

“Some feel that beating a man helps a woman get over residual anger for having been made to lay down in the first place. Men aren’t generally considerate when it comes to a woman’s needs.” She the last dryly.

“I do know that it affords me relief, and I feel so wonderful after I’ve striped your butt. In fact, did you know that I can actually have an orgasm from spanking a man?”

“No!”

“Sure. It’s rare, but if I take my time, feel the flesh under my hand for a while before moving to a belt or a birch…I’ll actually have a cum.”

“Have you had one with me?”

“Nope. Came close, but…no.”

Now Ryan was curious. “Would you like to try?”

“Cum on you? From spanking you?”

“Yes.”

She was silent for a while. He turned her over and began massaging her belly, moving down to her pussy. His fingers pushing into the soft flesh, feeling the heat growing down there.

“For me to do that…it takes a pretty good spanking. It would be long and hard, and you would be sore for days.”

“I’m up with that.”

She sat up, her breasts poking at him, and stared at him.

“You would do that for me?”

“Why not?”

“Because of the pain.”

“You think those pansy ass little spankings you give me hurt?”

She stared at him for the longest time, then he couldn’t help it. He broke into laughter.

“You bitch,” she said.

“I learn from the best,” then they were both laughing.

Finally, she spread her legs.

He looked at her curiously. “You usually like to beat me after work.”

“I know. But…”

He stopped rubbing her body and started rubbing her hole.

He couldn’t tell that she had been fucking all day. Maybe it had been a lesbian shoot. Funny she didn’t want to beat women. Or maybe it wasn’t. Maybe she was thinking of him as a woman when she beat him?

Well, he had offered. Though he was making a joke, he was serious, she could tell.

And she thought: what if she really let herself go on him? What if she really…she thought about the rules and didn’t remember anything forbidding her from doing that specifically.

And he had offered.

Then his ministrations began to occupy her mind. He was good when it came to cunnilingus, and it appeared that he was really putting his heart into it.

She groaned, and his fingers penetrated her, and then she was cumming and cumming.

And she knew, as she came down, that there was something to be considered here.

After her two days of shooting were done she liked to take a small vacation. Nothing big, although it could turn big. Once she drove all the way to the Dakotas to see Mount Rushmore.

But usually they would drive up the coast, find a bed and breakfast, or charter a trip on a boat and enjoy the sun, maybe a little parasailing.

And time passed.

And Ryan could feel changes happening.

His body was losing muscle mass, and he had little mounds on his chest. Very small, but it was obvious to him what they were.

And his penis was getting smaller.

Twice, in a month she fucked him during yoga, and that was pleasurable, but also frustrating.

The first time was a simple one. They were both in the Lotus position, but she sat on him and they hugged, and she felt his breasts and told him how beautiful they were going to be.

The second time was worse. She was in the Dead Man pose and he had to hold a plank over her. his penis suspended in her, not moving.

He wanted to move.

He began to perspire.

She watched him, and loved it. She licked his face and waited, and cautioned him again and again.

His muscles hurt from the pose, but it hurt more to be in her without moving.

Then she came. And it was obviously a good cum for her.

“Wow,” she said afterwards. “I didn’t think it would be that good.”

She considered him, and he knew, female intuition kicking in, that she wanted to fuck him again. Just fuck him. No Yoga, just fuck.

But she followed the rules and controlled herself.

“Have you been wearing your butt plug?” she asked one night.

“Oh, uh…” he looked guilty.

“Bad boy,” she grinned. “I’m of a mind to spank you.”

“Why don’t you.” And he was daring her.

Spank me. Spank me hard. Let it out.

She wanted to.

And, in a weird way, he wanted her to.

He could feel something in her, ready to bust out. Would this do it?

They were at home and it was just before her period. She hadn’t started bleeding yet, but her emotional edge indicated that it was coming.

She stood up and went to the kitchen. She brought back a couple of drinks. She handed his to him and he sipped.

It was a Mexican Mule. It had lime juice and ginger beer, and she made it with Don Ramon Swarovski Crystal Limited Edition Anejo Tequila, her favorite.

They sipped and he said, “Whoa!”

She smiled. “I’m going to spank you tonight.”

He nodded. “I think I’m going to need to be well lubricated.”

“You will be.”

They sipped, and couldn’t stop sipping and two more drinks later they were giggling as they walked to the bedroom.

She tied him down with leather straps and played with his weenie. She took it out of the chastity tube and sucked on it. Then she grabbed it, lifted it, and he went up high.

“URK!”

She placed a finger at his back door and rubbed. “We should be doing this. Getting you ready for when your pussy comes in.”

He was gasping with delight. She lubed her fingers, then inserted two of them. Just like that.

“Oh, God!”

“Oh, Goddess,” she murmured, watching his face twist with pleasure.

“Goddess,” he corrected himself.

Then she had three fingers in him. She began rubbing his prostate, but stopped before he could release any juice.

She was drunk on good tequila.

She had an edge on her form the period coming in.

She grabbed a belt and stood over him.

Her face was not…normal.

Normally she was in control, loving, but now…she was mean.

WISS…SMACK!

“Fuck!” Ryan whimpered, biting his tongue to keep from crying out.

“You said you wanted this.”

“I do.” But now he was unsure. She had really hit him a good lick.

That night would forever live in Ryan’s memory.

WISS…SMACK!

WISS…SMACK!

WISS…SMACK!

Tears came to his eyes readily.

He knew he was getting weaker from his coming change, but she seemed to be stronger.

Or maybe that was just because of her rage.

Rage. Anger unveiled, let loose.

Did she hate men?

He didn’t think so, but there was something in her trying to get out.

WISS…SMACK!

WISS…SMACK!

WISS…SMACK!

His ass was bright red and he wondered if he was going to bleed.

She began working his back, then the sensitive flesh on the back of his legs.

WISS…SMACK!

WISS…SMACK!

And she suddenly muttered, “You fucking bastard!”

He would have jerked his head up to look at her, but he was hurting too badly.

WISS…SMACK!

His body was bright red. He was going to be sore for a week. Maybe weeks.

He hurt, but there was also a glory in it.

Endorphins had kicked in and each stroke became a loving touch.

Each pain transformed into love.

He thought about the ceremony, and how he had felt afterwards.

Shiela was sobbing and crying and screaming, and he loved her.

The break, when it came, was quite unexpected.

She stepped back, looked down at him. “I didn’t…I didn’t…”

He could feel emotion cresting, becoming something else.

Ryan groaned.

“Oh, God!”

She saw what she had done.

But, more important, she saw, in her mind, why. She came face to face with the demons that drove her, that held her back, that made her…made her…

She crumpled. Like an empty suit of clothes, though she was wearing nothing.

Ryan was sobbing for joy. Something had changed in him.Something felt like it was broken, but it was really repaired.

An hour later he was able to perceive reality. He turned his head and perceived Shiela laying on the floor.

Laying on the floor. Unconscious. She had collapsed, and alarm speared into Ryan.

“Shiela?” he moaned.

She didn’t respond. It looked like she was breathing, but her eyes were fluttering lightly under the lids.

Something was wrong.

If the spanking, the whipping, had been bad, it was nothing compared to what he had to do now.

He was sore, bruised, his muscles weak and unwilling to move.

But he had to move.

He pulled on the straps. He had to get loose and help Shiela.

But he couldn’t. He tried to get enough movement to dig his fingers into the velcro closures. He couldn’t.

He would have laughed, being an actual prisoner and unable to move because of velcro. But he was now getting scared.

He looked at the bed, and realized that he was going to have to break the bed.

If he had had his full muscles it would have been no problem. But with half muscles, half feminized, it was a problem.

He began to buck on the bed, and the pain that lanced through his body almost made him pass out.

But he couldn’t pass out. He had to get free!

He bucked again, and again. Gasping for the pain in between, but determined to shake the bed apart.

For an hour he cried and through his badly bruised body back and forth. Then he felt it. One of the posts separated from the headboard.

He was scared, because for a moment it felt like the post was going to fall away, pull him out so he couldn’t move even more, but it didn’t. He pulled and it fell across him.

Now he had wiggle room, and he used his teeth to undo the velcro on his wrist.

Then he released his other hand, pushed the fallen post out of the way and undid his feet.

He stood, and nearly feel. His body was shaking with pain.

He knelt.

She was breathing, but something was definitely wrong.

He saw her cell phone on the end table, stood and picked it up.

His hands shaking so hard he had to put the phone on the bed and knelt and tapped the screen.

He intended to call 911, but when the phone opened it opened to the telephone contacts, and he stared.

On her quick dial list, number one..Mentor.

She had a Mentor. Just as she was his Mentor. Of course she did.

His number was two.

Her Mentor was one.

He tapped the number, then lay down, his ear next to the phone.

“Hello?”

“Are you Shiela’s Mentor?”

A moment of silence.

“Who’s this?”

“Ryan. Are—“

“What’s wrong, Ryan?” He recognized the voice, but he didn’t know from where.

“She passed out. She was spanking me and—“

“Stay there, Ryan. I’ll be there in fifteen minutes.”

“Call 911?”

“No. Just stay there. Don’t do a thing.”

“‘Kay.” He closed his eyes and just lay, kneeling and slumped over the broken bed. He hurt so bad.

“Ryan! Wake up!”

He opened his eyes. He was on the bed. Fifteen minutes must have passed. It was Shirley. Beautiful, blonde, slightly pudgy, big tits.

And kind eyes. She was concerned.

“Shiela?” he whispered.

“She’s fine. We’ve got her. Let’s get you up on the bed.”

She helped him, and he cried out when his bruised back touched the bed.

“Roll over, honey.”

There were other women in the room and he perceived them. They were working over Shiela.

“Pulse…okay. Blood pressure…140 over 75.”

“She’s fine. Let’s get her elevated.”

He thought he recognized them from the ceremony.

One of them came to where Shirley was sitting next to Ryan. “Better rub some lineament on him.”

“Sheila didn’t finish him.”

“Oh, fuck.”

“It’s okay. I’ll do it.”

“Can he handle it?”

“He’s got to. He came this far, right?”

“Okay.”

Across the room a woman came in with a stretcher. She laid it down and opened it.

Other women positioned Shiela on the stretcher, then they picked the stretcher up and left the room. Dimly, Ryan realized these women were rather large, six footers, and they seemed awfully strong.

“Where?” he asked.

“Shush, honey. They’re taking her to see Silithia. She’ll be fine.”

“Good.”

He lay there, breathing, hurting, but…somehow elevated.

What was wrong with him?

Or right?

Shirley leaned down and whispered into his ear.

“Ryan, Shiela didn’t finish you. And it’s going to hurt because she got carried away. She shouldn’t have beaten you this hard.”

“It’s okay,” he mumbled. “I told her to. She needed to.”

Shirley gave him the most inscrutable look he had ever received, then she continued. “That was brave of you, Ryan, but now I have to finish you, and it’s going to hurt. Is it all right if I finish you?”

Ryan’s mind was roaming now, he was half in the cosmos and half in pain, and he wondered: Finish me? Finish me what?

But though it hurt, though he didn’t understand, he knew the answer. It was as if a Goddess somewhere was whispering in his ear, moving his mouth, and he said. “Sure.”

“A little help here,” Shirley called out. “I need this bed supported, and I need some pillows for Ryan.

A woman Ryan had never seen grabbed some hard bound books off a shelf and placed them under the edge of the bed.

Two women from the ceremony helped raise Ryan up and they pushed pillows under him.

He was now in a sort of in an all fours position.

Shirley was suddenly putting a strap on on. Where she got it from he didn’t know, unless she had taken it from Shiela dresser drawer.

She stood over him, then knelt next to him. “Honey, you’ve got to submit. The spanking was too hard, but…this helps you submit. You’re a man in transition, and you need to submit so that the changes can be accepted more easily.”

“Okay,” he whispered.

“Then you can sleep, and recover, and I’ll take care of you until Shiela is back. Is that okay with you?”

“I love Shiela,” he murmured.

“I know. Somebody want to kiss him?”

He lay there, then she was behind him, on her knees, and he felt her putting lube in him.

One of the women lay partially on the bed and told him, “Love makes it all worthwhile.”

He nodded, or thought he nodded, then she was kissing him.

And Shirley was pushing into him.

He groaned, and the pain of her flesh touching his terribly spanked flesh exploded.

But he was held down by her weight.

She was a big woman, bigger than him. One of those six footers. She bore down on him, into him, and he felt the penetration through the pain.

“Oh,” he gasped through the mouth of the woman kissing him.

Then other women were around him, feeling his growing breasts, touching his penis and stroking it.

It was getting smaller, but he still had enough left to do the job.

But right then he wasn’t interested in doing the job. He was interested in the job being done on him.

He lay there, in heaven and hell, in pleasure and pain, and somewhere in there he fell away from the pain and into pleasure.

Heaven.

He was in the cosmos again, held there by several woman.

“He’s leaking,” someone muttered.

The hand holding his penis. “Yeah, there’s a lot.”

“She certainly primed him well.”

And he submitted.


Epilogue

Ryan sat on a stone bench overlooking the ocean.

The house in which he had gone through the ceremony was behind him and the ocean waves rushed to shore in front of him.

Seagulls sang their raucous song, and he sighed.

It had been a week, and he was recovered.

Oh, he still had some sort parts, and he was back in chastity, but he was able to walk and even do some Yoga.

Silithian Yoga as done by his new partner, Shirley.

At that moment, perhaps in accord with his thoughts, Shirley descended the stairway to the beach, came to him and sat next to him. She handed him a bourbon and Coke.

“How you doing, Ryan?”

“I’m fine, but what’s the word on Shiela?”

“Word is that Silithia is taking a strong interest in her.”

“When is she coming back?”

“What? You don’t like to do sexual yoga with me?”

He chuckled ruefully. “I love it.” She was worse than Shiela, screwing him in pose almost every day, and demanding that he never squirt.

She laughed and put her hand in his lap. “Shiela will be fine,” she said and began playing with his chastity. “It’s you we need to talk about.”

“Oh?”

“Yep. We need to increase your Yoga, and we need you to get more disciplined.”

He was silent.

She opened her hand. In it was the blue diamond butt plug.

“Let’s get this in you and go do some yoga.

“But we already did it this morning!”

“Yeah, but it’s going to be harder not to cum with this thing in you.”

“Oh, crap,” he breathed.

“Now, up and bend. I’ll do the honors.”

Ryan stood up and bent over.

Shirley slipped the plug into him and said, “Hmm. I think you might need a bigger one.”

“Oh, Lord. No!”

“Yes. And you’re going to need to start wearing a bra pretty soon.

She pulled him back to the bench and hugged him. She placed her hand on one of his growing boobs and rubbed his nipple with her palm.

Ryan groaned, and she smiled and kissed him.

And kissed him and kissed him.
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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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