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PART ONE

“Oh, fuck. I’m horny.”

Jack turned and stared at his wife.

“Honey?” her voice wheedled.

“Heysoos!” Jack muttered. “Not again.”

They were in a museum, talking in hushed voices. Old Masters watched them from the walls.

Sarah was trembling with excitement.

“Honey, you promised me you wouldn’t do this to me again.”

“Yeah, but this is so perfect!”

“There’s people here. That closet is in use. There’s tons of security here!”

Sarah didn’t care. Her lip was shivering with desire. “I’m going to get you off.”

“No!”

She moved close to him. She was a slender girl with big boobs and lips like Angelina Jolie. Her eyes were green and hungry under her arched eyebrows.

“I’m going to suck you right here.”

“Stop it!” He grabbed her wrist and tried to get her hand out of his pants, but she had a hold of his weenie. And his weenie, traitor that it was, was getting harder and harder.

“We can’t do this!”

“But it’s so exciting!”

“Not if we get caught.”

“And what are they going to do? Arrest you for cumming in the first degree?”

“Lewd and lascivious. Public indecency.”

“Squirting in an unauthorized manner?”

They were behind a large statue of an Indian facing a bear. The Indian had a knife in his teeth. The bear had teeth like knives.

Her hand started moving, stroking, her thumb on his head. “Feel that, bitch,” she whispered.

“Sarah,” he whimpered. “I don’t want to do this.”

“I’m not letting go until you squirt,” she warned.

His cock was throbbing. She hadn’t made love with him for a week, and now he knew why. She had been thinking about this the whole while.

“I’m not squirting!” he hissed.

“Then they’ll catch us. Me with my hand in your pants.” She giggled and managed to get both hands into the front of his pants. He tried to move away, but she really had him now.

He looked around desperately. They were surrounded by statues, watched by paintings, and visitors to the museum were in the room next to them. They could hear them moving around, and it would be only a minute until they were in the room with Jack and Sarah.

“Please!” he begged.

She pulled one hand out of his pants, acting all disappointed, then she managed to pull his zipper down.

He ‘eeked,’ and she helped his cock pop into view.

“Sarah! They can see!”

She was on her knees, chuckling. “Nobody’s here yet.” Then she had her mouth on his dong.

Sarah had those sweet, sweet lips, and she bobbed her head and he felt the heavenly slither of her mouth over his dick.

“Oh…oh…fuck!”

“Mommy! What’s in this room?

Footsteps on the marble floor.

People were entering the room from the other side of the statue. It was only a matter of seconds, and Jack knew there was no other way out.

“UNH!” he tried.

“What’s that?” from the other side of the statue.

Jack sighed and squirted his load into Sarah’s hot mouth. Pulse after pulse.

“Mommy?”

A  six year old boy in jeans and a hoodie peered around the statue.

Jack showed his back to the boy as Sarah stood up.

“Hey! What are you doing?”

Sarah pulled his zipper up with one hand, smiled at Jack, and Jack knew what was coming. No place to lose his jizz, she plastered her mouth on his. He could taste the cum. This was one of those things he hated, but loved. The hot taste of semen, a bit slimy, and he started swallowing as she spit it into his mouth.

“Tommy, what—oh!”

Tommy’s mother caught up to him and stared at Jack and Sarah. The air was thick with the smell of sex, and they looked happily guilty.

“Hi,” said Sarah insouciantly, then she led Jack around the statue and out of the room.

Jack was humiliated, she was giggling.

“We almost got caught!” he complained.

“But we didn’t. Where do you want to do it next?”

They walked through the museum to the front entrance, then out the door.

“At home. In bed. Late at night.” Jack did not sound happy.

“God! I give the best head in the world, and you complain!”

“I love your BJs, but you always want to do them in public places!

“It makes it more exciting.”

“Fine for you! But I’m the one that’s going to be going to jail.”

Sarah put on a little sulk and moved away from him. “Gosh. You’d think that I did something wrong!”

“Not wrong, just the wrong place and time.”

Sarah made a huffing sound. Jack caught up to her and grabbed her hand. “Look, honey. I love it, you’re the best, but…we need to figure another way of having sex.”

“Okay,” she said. “You find another way, and I’ll try it.”

“All right.”

“But if it doesn’t work then it’s going to come back on you.”

He sighed.

They reached their car and Jack headed out for Malibu. There was a restaurant there that they liked. And since he had already squirted he didn’t have to worry about Sarah doing him under the table or anything.

The Malibu Inn had wood floors and wooden booths. It had a beach decor and smelled of generations of surfers. They sat down and ordered breakfast for lunch. The waitress brought their orders, and they sat and ate and sipped on Cokes.

“When did you first discover public sex?”

Sarah poured syrup on her pancakes. “All the boys wanted sex, but I didn’t want to. So I started giving them hand jobs. I discovered that they went crazy when I jacked them off in a semi public place. From there it was all downhill.”

“So you’re a prick tease.”

“Absolutely.”

“But I’m your husband! Can’t we just do normal?”

She placed her hand on his. “Honey, it’s a feeling of power. I control you. When you become terrified and your face scrunches up in fear, I know you’re about to have the best squirt of your life. Is that really so bad?”

“You’d know if the shoe was on the other—“ he stopped talking and got a far away look in his eyes.”

“Other foot? I don’t think so. In case you haven’t noticed, Mr. Man, I ain’t got no dick. No squirtee from me, thankee no.”

But now Jack was thinking. “What if there was a way?”

“For you to jack my non-existent dick off?”

“Yeah.”

She blinked, then: “Was that last cum a little too hard? Did you blow out a few brain cells?”

“No…no. But I think…give me a day, babe, and I’ll show you what I have in mind.”

She frowned at him.

He smiled.

That night Jack spent some time on the internet. The odd thing was that he wasn’t sure exactly what he was looking for, he just had a vague idea.

He went through porn sites, came across a couple of instances of remote control orgasms, and that led him to look through various sex toy sites, and he finally found it. The ad read:

The Wuzzer Buzzer!

App enabled

Looking for that extra, little thrill? Want to give your lady love a little boost? Try the Wuzzer Buzzer. From anywhere in the world you can tickle her fancy! Male and female models.

Jack received the package on a Friday afternoon, just in time for the week end. He took the package into his computer room and opened it up.

There were two Wuzzer Buzzers!

What the fuck? He took out the instructions and read them, and realized what had happened. He had ordered the ‘hers’ model,’ and some minimum wage worker too lazy to read had sent him the ‘his and hers’ package.

Well, that was okay. He would just put the ‘his’ Wuzzer Buzzer in a drawer and—

“What do you have there?”

Jack jumped and spun. “Heysoos, lady! You have to stop sneaking up on me!”

Sarah just smiled and reached for one of the Wuzzer Buzzers. “Ooh, look at this! Somebody wants to play!”

He grinned. “Yeah, I got you a remote controlled toy. I’ll be able to make you orgasm whenever I want to.”

“So this is the revenge you were plotting for last week.”

“Guilty. So, how about it? Want to go out tonight?”

She smiled, held the Wuzzer Buzzer up, examined it. “It’s a little small.”

“It’s designed to hit your G spot.”

“And what about this one?”

“Oh, that’s just a spare.”

But Sarah was too quick. “Tis not. That’s for a male. It’s shaped different, and it’s blue, this one is pink. His and hers.”

“I have to return it. They made a mistake.”

“Oh, hardee har, as if. If I get to wear this one, then you get to wear that one.”

“Honey, you know I’m not a big fan of anal.”

“It’s small, curved to fit. You’re going to love it.”

“I bought this for you!”

“And you got a little extra. If you want me to play, then you have to play.”

She was reading the instructions as she spoke. “Wow, these synch to phones. Let’s get syncing.”

Jack protested, but it was useless, Sarah had seen the enemy and she had conquered. She was astute with electronics, and she synched her phone in a handful of seconds, then she reached for his phone.

“Synch it to your Wuzzer Buzzer.”

“I will.”

She handed him his phone and said, “Okay, handsome, let’s try these devil devices out.”

He grinned. “I sort of wanted to go out and try them out.”

“Without knowing what we’re getting into?”

“Yep.”

Her eyes glistened with excitement. “Now that’s the bad boy I married.”

An hour later they got ready to go out for a few drinks. And some other fun.

“Oh, baby,” he whispered to himself, “I’m going to get you so good.”

He was unaware that she was thinking the same thing.

He wore shorts and a polo shirt and expensive athletic shoes. He was ready in five minutes.

She wore a tight black dress that showed her nipples, and nylons and heels and all the other accouterments necessary to a female on the night. It took her an hour to get ready.

“Okay, baby, are you ready?”

“Ready, Freddy. Where are the Wuzzer Buzzers?”

Jack laid the two gizmos on the bed and they looked down at them.

“Remember, wait until we get there.”

“Oh, honey, you do love me.”

“Let me see how you put it in,” he said.

She lifted her hem and pulled her thong down. She dabbed a bit of lube on the bulbous thing, then slid it quickly into her pussy. “Oh, that’s perfect,” she purred. “Now you.”

Jack wasn’t used to putting things up his butt. He dropped his shorts and C ring underwear and lubed up. And couldn’t get it in.

Sarah laughed as he fumbled around. “Oh, you’re bad. You don’t even know where your asshole is.”

He smiled ruefully. “I’m just…I don’t do this much.”

“Here, give me that.”

He handed her the male Wuzzer Buzzer. She regreased it and slid it quickly up his poop chute.

“Oh!” He blurted, and he straightened up. “I can feel that!”

“It’s not just your P spot,” she observed. “It’s rubbing against your prostate. You’re going to feel it worse than I do.”

He stood there, and his face was actually a little red.

She laughed. “Come on, honey, let’s go sit down and have a thrill.”

She took his hand and lead him out to the car, and sitting down did afford him a thrill. He felt the thing rubbing against his prostate, and that made it feel like he was going to pee.

“I don’t know if I can do this,” he gulped.

“Want me to drive?”

“Sure.”

She pursed her lips in humor. He really was having a rough time with this thing.

She drove and he sat on the passenger seat and absorbed every bump on the road. It felt like a finger was rubbing his inner nut every time she hit a pothole. And when she hit a speed bump he groaned.

“Good Lord! You really are enjoying this!”

His eyes were half shut. “I’m afraid I’m going to cum in my pants.”

“I’ve got to see this,” she quipped.

They parked in the lot behind Charlie Coyote’s and she actually had to help him out of the car.

“”Fuck,” he wheezed, trying to walk.

She link her arm with his and kept him steady as they crossed the parking area.

“Why aren’t you having any trouble?”

“I am. I’m just not a big baby.”

Charley Coyote’s is the swankest nightclub in LA. During the day it is a swinging restaurant. During the night the studs and babes take over.

Fortunately, Jack knew people, and they walked past the long line of people waiting to get in.

“Hey, Jack! Right this way?” The bouncer unhooked the velvet rope and they stepped into the nightclub.

The front room was big, and there was a parquet area for people to dance. As they entered they observed a half a dozen professional dancers doing a complex group shuffle on the parquet. Lots of celebs hung at Charly Coyote’s, and these dancers were definitely professional.

Sarah took pity on Jack and deposited him at a small table on the side of the room. He watched the dancers cut shapes, moonwalk and do all the simple but difficult dance steps.

He was breathing hard. The Wuzzer Buzzer hadn’t even been used and he was feeling like his dick was going to pop. It was hard in his pants and he groaned as he waited for Sarah.

“Here you go, handsome.” She placed a bourbon and Coke in front of him. She was sipping from something fruity with a straw and an umbrella in it.

He gulped quickly, trying to take his mind off the fireworks threatening in his asshole.

They sat for a minute, Watching the dancers, glancing at each other. He moaned and held on, she giggled at the expression on his face.

“Well, lover, who wants to go first?”

“Go ahead,” he waved a hand. He actually meant for her to go ahead and let him work the app, but he was so befuddled by the sensations he was experiencing it came out totally backwards.

Her cell phone was on the table and she grinned, swiped and tapped, and he sat bolt upright, was momentarily blind, and felt the surge of energy shooting up his spine.

His mouth opened, his cock nearly spurt, and he began to shake.

Sarah was laughing. “Oh, my God! Look at you!”

The jolt was momentary, the lowest setting on the Wuzzer Buzzer, but it was massive, and he slowly came back to himself.

“What? Who?”

Sarah was holding a hand over her mouth now, guffawing into her palm. “The look on your face! I can’t believe it.”

He looked at his hands, his whole body was sweaty. He could hardly talk. “Was that…was that…”

Sarah struck the table with a fist, then put a palm over his wrist. “Honey, I have never seen anything like that in my life!”

“Oh,” he mumbled. He lifted his glass, it was empty, he put it down. “Can I have another drink?”

Sarah, still laughing, waved to a waiter, then turned back to Jack. “I think we’ve just found our new thrill.”

“I think I want to take it out,” he was dazed, not sure he could stand up. He held to the table and the room spun a bit.

ZZZZZ!

She tapped him again, and his head jerked back, his eyes rolled and, again, his penis felt like it was about to discharge.

It took a moment for him to figure out who he was, where he was.

“Please…please…no more.”

But Sarah was a child with a new toy. She sat, laughing, giggling, and waited until he was nearly himself again.

“Are you ready?” she asked, holding her cell phone.

He raised a hand and drank his drink, the whole thing, in a few gulps.

He put the empty glass on the table, hunched over it. “I don’t think we should—

ZZZZZZ!

He twitched, his eyes rolled. He was holding to the table, but he started drooling .

Sarah was beside herself. She held her hand over her mouth and couldn’t stop laughing.

She gave him a break then. When he recovered enough she got him to dance with her. But he was so wasted he could barely hold on to her, and for her it was like she was holding a man made of rubber. He shuffled his feet and felt like he was about to melt into a puddle right on the parquet.

Jack stared at people. On one hand, he was sheathed in a golden glow of orgasm. And it was good.

On the other hand, he had never felt so out of control in his life. His legs were now officially noodles, and he was having a rough time just thinking.

They went back to the table, had another drink.

“I think we should leave,” said Jack.

“Not a chance, lover boy. I’ve never had such fun in my life.”

Jack was dazed, but he suddenly had a thought. He reached into pocket and felt his cell phone. He took it out.

Sarah, to be honest, had a bit of the bully in her. She liked dishing it out, but she couldn’t take it.

“Hey, not yet. I’m not read—“

ZZZZZZZ!

Her arms flopped out and her head twisted a bit and her eyes went blank.

She was a woman who liked to be in charge. Even of her husband, though in a kind and gentle way. But now, victim to his Wuzzer Buzzer, she shook and trembled and a bit of spittle appeared at the corner of her mouth.

Jack just sat there, hand on cell phone, and stared at her. She got off on this, but he didn’t. Still, he was so overloaded with her buzzing him that he didn’t wait. As soon as she was halfway back to normal he buzzed her again.

ZZZZZZZ!

“Nu….nu…nu…” she stuttered. She felt like her pussy had just exploded. Her tits felt warm, and her nipples twinkled in some weird twilight of the mind.

“Don’t…” she said. “Don—“

ZZZZZZZ!
She was like a rag doll, shaking in her seat, barely able to sit up.

Jack said, “How do you like that?”

She orgasmed, hard, and started to fall. A passing waiter provided a butt to fall against, and she managed to stay seated.

He waited, and that was his mistake. He should have run for cover. Woman are, after all, the more vicious of the species.

ZZZZZZ!

Second setting, and Jack actually fell out of the chair and sprawled on the floor.

A passing couple helped him up, laughed at the slack look on his face. “Looks like you’ve had enough, buddy.”

Meanwhile, Sarah had managed to stand up. She stood, swaying at the edge of the parquet floor. Her pussy felt like it was in tatters.

Jack pressed his phone.

ZZZZZZ!

She staggered sideways, and only the fact of the dance floor being packed kept her from falling down.

ZZZZZZ!

She zapped Jack back as he walked towards her, and suddenly he was staggering, rubber legged, trying to figure out which way was up. His cock was leaking and the front of his pants was showing a wet spot.

ZZZZZZ!

“Oh, fuck!” she whimpered. She felt like her pelvis had just erupted.  She wasn’t normally a woman who squirted, but she felt like she was about to spray pussy juice down her legs.

ZZZZZZ!

Jack looked like the proverbial drunken sailor, walking slanted through a wind of orgasmic nature. His hips were moving back and forth and the spot on his pants grew larger.

Now people were noticing them. Dancers moved back and watched as they performed their own dance.

ZZZZZZ!

ZZZZZZ!

Back and forth, they waged a battle of the most terrible lust and control.

They were headed for the entrance, and the bouncers hovered, but they were just doing a weird shaking dance.

He officially squirted, and people howled and pointed at his crotch as semen seeped through.

She squirted, and the discharge was so ferocious it went right through her dress.

Then they were squeezing through the front door. In close proximity, they grabbed hold of each other and stumbled past the bouncers.

The bouncers grinned. They had seen a few people leave Charley Coyote’s like this.

A light rain was starting to fall.

They wobbled past the line of people who were holding purses over their heads, lifting jackets up to cover themselves. They turned into the parking lot. They had just had their first real fight, and the Wuzzer Buzzer had turned out to be a sexual hand grenade of immense proportions.

Yet they loved each other. And they spoke not as they tottered through the parking area.

They were forty feet from their car, and Jack whispered, “I’m sorry.”

She was crying, the rain was falling harder, her hair was getting wet, but she didn’t care.

“Me, too,” she said.

They were thirty feet away from their car, in the middle of the parking lot, and here is where the measurements of the cosmos happened.

If they had been ten seconds faster, or ten seconds slower. If they had been ten feet further along, or ten feet from the middle of the parking lot…but they weren’t.

ZZZZZZZZZZ!

Apple can tout their phones as being safe.

People can lecture on the dangers of G5.

Perhaps the Wuzzer Buzzers in their private parts had something to do with it.

Lightening lanced down through the sky and coursed through them. Did the phones have anything to do with it? Or did some God somewhere just chortle and point his finger?

No matter. They were thrust apart, flung through the air, and crumpled on the wet tar.

Yet, they were somehow aware, each of them watching, as from afar, as the smell of ozone dissipated, as the people screamed, as people came to help them.

They had open eyes and they turned their heads as one and looked for each other.

Neither was crying, for they were far beyond tears.

“Call an ambulance!”

Jack jerked first, moved a leg, tried to sit up.

“Just lay there, fella, there’s help on the way.

Jack brushed away the hand that was trying to keep him down and sat up.

Ten feet away Sarah was twitching. Her arms flailed, and she pushed people away. “I’m all right.” She was white-eyed, hair sprung, and her tits felt like they had road rash, but she sat up.

“Jack?”

“Right here?”

In spite of the people gathered around, they stood up, teetered towards each other, and fell into each other’s arms.

They stood for a long moment, just holding each other up. Around them people buzzed.

“I never seen anything like that!”

“They actually got struck by lightening!”

“Did you see that?”

Then Jack and Sarah stumbled towards their car. The crowd held for a moment, then began to disperse.

Ever the gentleman, Jack helped Sarah into their car.

Sarah sat in shock as Jack moved around the car, one hand on the car the whole way, and crawled into the driver’s seat.

They sat, the rain drumming on the roof of the car, then looked at each other. “Fuck,” said Sarah.

“Double fuck,” responded Jack.

The lightening strike had boiled the booze out of them, and the Wuzzer Buzzers, as they would learn when they got home, were toast. They sat for fifteen minutes, then Jack started the car and drove slowly home.

“We got hit,” mumbled Sarah. She had a slight lisp, but that would go away by morning.

“Shit,” observed Jack sagely.

He parked the car in the driveway and they entered the house, again holding each other up.

Inside the house they teetered towards the bedroom. They sat on the bed.

“I’ve got to get this thing out of me,” Jack commented.

Sarah said nothing. She wiped her mouth, a smear of lipstick, then picked her nose.

Jack turned over and tried to work the Wuzzer Buzzer out of his rectum. “A little help?” he suggested.

Sarah leaned on his ass, gripped the bit of plastic, and pulled. It came out, and it was a melted mess.

In what would turn out to be just one more anomaly in a sequence of anomalies, the thing had melted without scorching his ass.

“Me,” she said, dropping the Wuzzer Buzzer on the floor.

She leaned back and spread her legs.

Jack put a forearm on her thigh, leaned over and gripped the base of her Wuzzer Buzzer. She sighed when he pulled it out, then she sat up and looked at what Jack was holding.

It was still pink, but that was about all. It was melted, disfigured, didn’t look like a dildo or a plug at all.

“Why didn’t that burn me?”

“I don’t know.”

She nodded.

“Want to go to sleep?” he asked.

“I suppose.

They both leaned back, their backs on the bed, their legs off the side of the bed, and were instantly asleep.

Jack dreamed of bunny rabbits laughing at him. “Thou shalt not give, but receive,” they chanted. They were pink, and he asked the largest one of the laughing Bugs Bunnys, “Are you supposed to be an elephant?”

“How big a dick would I have then?” The big, pink rabbit, turned him around and kicked him in the ass. His big, floppy, thumper foot felt like a sledge hammer, and Jack groaned in his dream and in his sleep.

Sarah dreamed of women. They were wearing robes and sitting around her in a circle. They were like Goddesses, on Olympus in the clouds.

“Now you’ve done it, sister. We’re going to have to ask you to leave.”

“But…what? Why?”

“Because you’ve abused your pussy for the last time.”

“But I haven’t done anything!”

One of the women, much larger than her, stood up and walked towards her.

“Please! I don’t understand!”

“You will,” said the Goddess, turning her by the shoulders so she faced her squarely.

Then the Goddess took a step forward, launched a foot, and kicked Sarah right in the pussy!

Sarah folded up, flew away, hurtled by the pain in her pussy through the Olympian clouds.

“No!” she screamed. “NOO-ooo-ooo!” She fell through the clouds, a missile bound for earth.

Jack awoke first. He remembered everything, and groaned. He was sore all over, but especially in the asshole.

His dick didn’t feel too good, either.

In fact, it felt like his dick had been used for a lightening rod. Which, of course, it had.

He struggled to his elbows, realized that Sarah was lying next to him, and stood up.

He shuffled across the room to the bathroom. He stood in front of the mirror and stared at himself.

He didn’t need a shave, and that was odd. He had a thick beard and he always needed a shave.

He rubbed his cheek, and felt the need to pee. He moved towards the toilet.

On the bed, Sarah came to. She heard Jack in the bathroom and knew she had to stand up. She had to move.

But she hurt so much. In fact her pussy felt like somebody had used it for a football and kicked the longest field goal in history.

“Oh, shit,” she mumbled as she sat up.

Jack was in the bathroom. She had to go. but…something was wrong. Her chest…something…and the pain down there.

She raised a hand to feel what was wrong with her chest, and her eyes opened in shock.

She looked down. Her big, beautiful boobs were no more! And, looking past, through the space her large tits had once occupied, she saw her groin.

She saw her penis. Her slit was no more, and her clitoris had grown, and…and…she…

Jack turned and sat on the throne. He was so messed up, and he felt like something was wrong. He looked down, and his chest was puffy.

No. Not puffy. It was his eyesight that was puffy, and he focused, and saw…tits. Big tits, larger than his. wife’s. And he looked over his new breasts and saw, in his groin…no cock. His cock had shrunk into a clitoris,, and beneath the clit was a wet looking slit. Labia. A pussy. And he…he…

…SCREAMED!

At about the same time, their voices mingling in a horror of despair and terror and shock and surprise.


PART TWO

Their bodies, overall, changed only a little. This was because they were both slender and about the same height. But he now had female genitalia, including breasts, and she had a dick.

“What happened?” she asked, staring in horror at him when he came to the door of the bathroom.

“I don’t know,” he held his breasts up and looked at them. They were large, and the nipples had grown proportionately.

“You’ve got a pussy,” she stated, very shocked.

“And you’ve got a dick.”

“But how can that be?”

She held her cock in her hand. Her hand was still small, and the cock was large, so it looked even larger.

He sat on the bed and pulled his labia apart and stared at the pink color. He touched his clitoris and a shiver of excitement went through him. He was stunned by how sexual it felt.

But, what else would it feel like?

“Somehow…you’ve lost yours and gotten mine, and vice versa.”

“But we didn’t trade, we just lost our own and grew our own.”

After a half hour of fruitless and frustrated talk they decided to go to the hospital.

They thought about 911, but, though it seemed an emergency to them, what would it sound like to the 911 operator?

‘Please, sir, send a squad car, I’ve got a vagina.’

Or, ‘I’ve got a dick emergency!’

So they went to the front desk of the local hospital, and when the nurse asked them what was wrong, they hemmed and hawed and Jack finally muttered, “My dick fell off and I’ve got a vagina.”

The nurse stared at them, then leaned forward and picked up a phone and hit a button. “I need security at the front desk.”

Sarah opened her mouth to scream at the woman for being obtuse, but Jack pulled her away. They walked out of the hospital and back to their car. They sat in the car for a long minute, then Sarah said, “I can make an appointment with our doctor.”

And they agreed to do that. But, for right now, that was all they could do.

At home they poured a couple of drinks and went into the living room and sat down.

“You’ve got a dick,” he said. “And I’ve got a pussy.”

“And I’ve got balls, and it looks hairy down there. I shaved yesterday before we went out, but it looks all bristly now.”

“I should need a shave, but my skin feels different, and I don’t even have fuzz on my cheeks.”

“You’ve got a little on your pussy.”

“Yeah, but…it’s different.”

“Tell me about it.”

They sat and drank their drink, and within minutes they were ready for another.

Jack got the drinks, and looked at himself in the foyer mirror.

He handed Sarah a drink and said, “My whole body is very slightly off.”

“I know. Mine, too.”

“I feel like I’m still changing.”

Sarah said nothing.

Jack continued. “It’s hormones. I’ve probably got ovaries, my balls turned into ovaries, and they’re pumping out the estrogen.”

“And my balls are filling me with testosterone.”

“How could this happen?”

“The lightening strike.” then Jack said something sort of stupid, but in a weird way, made sense. “In Frankenstein the doctor uses electricity.”

It was dumb, idiotic, to compare their situation to an old movie.

But what had that lightening bolt done to them? They had little electrical devices in their bodies, nestled into their sex organs. The lightening must have gone through the Wuzzer Buzzer, affected their own body electricity, their very chemistry, and changed them.

But it was impossible!

“What are we going to do?”

Sarah got up and made the doctor’s appointment. When it came time to tell the nurse what for she just said, “General check up.” That put their appointment a month out, but what else was she going to say?

They weren’t hungry, but they knew they needed to eat.

Sarah fixed a couple of hot dogs and potato salad. Jack sat and watched her.

She mumbled, “You’re the woman now. You should be fixing the dinner.

Jack said nothing. He heard her, it registered, but everything was still so alien that he paid it no mind.

They sat and ate, and they felt better.

And they had another drink.

And another.

Somewhere in there the alcohol took effect, and the dismal darkness of their despair lightened. They were so stunned they couldn’t get completely drunk, but at least they relaxed.

“So how does it feel to have a pussy?” Sarah asked.

“I don’t know. I don’t even know how to pee with this thing.”

She laughed. “Don’t worry. If you can’t figure it out then you’ll eventually spring a leak, and then you’ll know.”

He smiled ruefully. “Spring a leak. That reminds me of all the old saws. Men, ‘Tie a knot.’ Women, ‘Put a cork in it.’”

“I think put a cork in it refers to the mouth and telling someone to shut up.”

“Put a cork in it,” he said to her.

“Doesn’t work. I’m the man now.”

“You like being the man?”

“I don’t know. I don’t even know how to pee with this thing.”

They chuckled. It was a sad chuckle, but it was something.

They had another drink.

“Show me how to pee,” he said.

“Come on,” she grabbed his hand, and it felt weird, and she led him to the bathroom.

“Sit down and relax your pussy.”

He sat, then said, “I’m not sure how to relax my…my pussy,” he snickered. “Pussy,” he repeated, then he sniffled.

“Don’t you go crying on me with all your hormones, you big pussy,” she commanded him.

“But how do I pee?”

She knelt next to him, looked at him, then put her hand under his breasts and pressed on his belly.

Nothing.

She pressed lower.

Nothing.

She touched his mons, and they were instantly electrified.

She had touched his penis many times in their life together, but this was different. Very different.

They stared at each other, and she put a finger to his hole. Riding the edge of drunkenness, she said, “I’m going to put my finger in you.”

He said nothing, which was a ‘yes,’ then nodded.

She stuck her finger in his pussy.

He grunted, and he felt like his tits were suddenly warm. His nipples became instantly erect.

“What’s that feel like?”

“Good,” he took in his breath.

She stood up. “Feel my cock.”

Her cock was right in front of his face. He had all of the normal homophobia that a man might have, but…this was his wife. His wife’s cock. It was…okay.

He reached up and wrapped his hand around Sarah’’s penis.

“Oh, fuck,” she whispered. “That feels funny.”

He laughed…and the pee came out of him. “Oh! His eyebrows arched up in surprise.

Sarah laughed at the sound of his tinkling.

“You peed!”

Then they were both laughing. She leaning forward, her cock touching his cheek. He looking at the big monster.

Then stopped laughing, separated, and he said, “That’s so fucking big.”

“Why weren’t you this big?”

“I don’t know.” He touched it again, held it, and jacked it. He looked up. “When you pee you tighten your muscles and just push.”

She tried it, and a jet of pee struck him in the face.

He spluttered, and she laughed and kept pissing.

For about twenty seconds she peed, and he kept pushing with his hands, then just stopped and let her wet him.

She stopped, and was laughing. He started laughing. Then he stopped.

“This is so fucking weird,” he muttered.

They stepped into the shower and washed themselves off.

“Your hair is getting longer,” she said.

“You need a haircut,” he replied.

They got out of the shower and she got some scissors and he gave her a haircut. It wasn’t a very good haircut, but the loss of a lot of her hair emphasized the basic maleness taking over her face.

Then she looked at him, took a hairbrush and started brushing out his hair.

“You don’t have enough hair.”

“It’ll keep growing.”

“And I’ll probably get bald.”

“And fat.”

“But never stupid.” Slapped the top of his head lightly.

She put the hair brush down and looked at him, and suddenly they were crying.

“What happened?”

“I liked being a man!”

Then they went and had another drink.

The day passed in a weird mix of fast and slow, surreal interspersed with logic.

They were wearing their normal clothes, him male and her female, and eventually they had dinner.

Again, she made the remark, “You’re the bitch, you should be making the dish.”

He mumbled, “Yeah,” and it sort of sunk in a little. Then he made more drinks.

And they both knew that if it wasn’t for the alcohol they would be shrieking.

The world had, for them, gone insane.

Outside their house the world was the same. Men were men and women were women. But here, in their sanctum, men were women and women were men.

And the one thing they knew, without knowing how they knew, but was still utterly shocking, was that they were changing in their perspectives of themselves. They lived in a society in which women behaved one way and men another, and they were starting to accommodate their personalities to their changing bodies.

He was starting to think he should be acting more female, because was the kind of body he had.

And she was thinking she should be more male, because that was the kind of body she had.

They went to sleep. Sleeping in their same places. Him on the right side of the bed and her on the left. He was a step closer to the door in case he had to get up in the middle of the night and defend their home. She was on the left because it was closer to the bathroom and women usually had to tinkle more than their husbands.

But during the night he had to tinkle, and he got irritated when he found that she had left the lid up. He actually fell into the bowl, got his ass wet, and gave a light curse. He didn’t say anything, though, because as he had done when their situations were reversed, she would probably just laugh.

But when he came back to bed he looked long at the other side of the bed.

In the morning they awoke about the same time. That often happens with husbands and wives. His hair was a little bit longer, his skin softer, his boobs bigger. He sat up, and felt weird. His chest was sagging.

“How are you?” she asked, stirring, uncomfortable with the big nuts between her thighs. She had always slept with her legs closed, but the  why of the male way of sleeping was impinging on her.

“My chest is hanging. it’s heavy.”

“You need a bra.”

That startled him. A bra? He was a man! But…no. He wasn’t.

“Do you have any that will fit me?”

“Yes.”

She got up and walked around the bed, male in appearance, her swinging dick suddenly hard.

“You better pee, first.”

She blinked. “So this is a morning woody. It hurts.”

She headed for the bathroom and relieved herself, then came back and rifled through her underwear drawer. She tossed him a flimsy half bra.

“This?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“But it’s…thin.”

“It’s all I’ve got. As it is you’re going to be bulging. None of my other bras will come close.”

She showed him how to put it around his middle, fasten it, then turn it around and pull it up.

He stared down at the expanse of flesh bulging over the bra.

“This is indecent,” he muttered.

“Yeah,” she grinned. And…she had a hard on.

He stared at her dick.

“I’m sorry,” she said, though she wasn’t. “I didn’t know this would happen. It really feels good, though.

“What am I…what are you…going to do with that?”

“What do you usually do with yours.”

He eyed the monster, and there was a bit of fear in him. “I don’t feel comfortable…I’m a virgin…I’m…scared.”

“Yeah. Me, too.” But she wasn’t. She was experiencing the high degree of lust that males feel when their cocks are erect.

“Can you…jack it off?”

She could, but something in her was pushing her to fuck. She compromised in her mind. “Can you jack it off?”

“It’s your dick.”

“We’re married.”

“But…”

“Come on. Let’s…let’s do something.”

He reached out tentatively and stroked her penis.

She gasped. “Holy fuck! No wonder you like to do it so much! This is incredible!”

But he shrunk back, pulled his hand back. “I can’t.”

“What am I supposed to do?”

“Take a cold shower. Think of baseball.”

“I don’t even like baseball!”

But she couldn’t talk him into it.

Finally, he gave her a jockstrap to wear. “This will help keep it down a little.”

She pulled the stretchy material up and frowned. “This is fucking obscene! This is torture.”

“I’m sorry. You’re just going to have to give me more time.”

She paused, then whispered, “I apologize for all those times I told you I had a head ache.

“That’s okay.”

They were silent for a moment, then he asked her, “Can we get me dressed?”

“Sure. Sorry. I’ll try to control my dick.” But there was a bit of resentment in her voice.

She did have panties and nylons that fit him, and she helped him into those articles of clothing.

Her penis was pulsing in her jockstrap, and she felt the irritation that a horny male feels when he has been shot down.

She gave him a summer dress to wear, then got dressed herself.

Jack looked at himself in the mirror. The dress was blue with little white birds flying around the hem. It hugged his waist and too big boobs tightly, but the bottom flared out when he spun around.

Sarah stared at him dourly. She liked to spin. it should have been her that was turning around and admiring herself in the mirror.

She brushed his hair again, styled it, then sat him down.

“What now?” he asked.

“Now we have to make you up. See to your nails.

He blinked. “No!”

“Yes.”

“But…”

“Shut.”

And she did have the more assertive personality, so he closed his mouth.

She prepared his hands, then glued long nails on his own nails. She made them sharp, stilettos, and was aware that he was going to have a rough time in them, but…since she wasn’t going to be wearing nails, and those were the kind of nails she would have worn…she put them on, then painted them a bright red.

“My, God! Those are garish!”

“You liked it when I wore bright red. And you insisted that I paint my lips red. You called them blow job lips. And, as I recall, you insisted on a few blow jobs.”

“But that was before we went out, so I wouldn’t be bulging in my pants when we went out.”

“My,” she muttered, “how the worm has turned.”

He stared at the long fake nails, and she began scrubbing his face, cleansing it with little sponges.

He wanted to run, it felt so alien, but…this whole thing was alien, and he had to appear normal. For a girl.

She primed him, gave him pointers, and plucked his eyebrows.

“This is crazy,” he opined, staring at himself in the mirror.

“Yep, she answered, a tightness in her voice.

“What’s the matter?”

“I don’t know,” she admitted. “I’m just…pissed off. It’s like me about to have a period, but…really different.”

“You’re horny,” explained Jack.

“I am?”

“Of course. That’s what it feels like when women use you and refuse you.”

She stared at him. “Oh, God. I apologize for all those times I did that to you. I’d even like to go apologize to the men I knew before you.”

Properly aghast at the terribly whimsical nature of men to women, of women to men, she continued with his make up.

The hormones flooding his system were really working. His skin was almost completely transformed. The fat in his face had redistributed. His hair was even longer. It was female long now.

She curled his lashes and used eyeliner. She put shadow on his eyes, and painted his lips.

Now he couldn’t take his eyes off himself.

On one hand he was actually revolted, weird, put off.

On the other hand…he was in love.

He loved the beauty of himself.

“Now I understand,” he whispered. “Now I know why women do this.”

She felt like crying. She wasn’t going to get to do this again.

She pierced his ears, put some danglies through his lobes, and rebrushed his hair.

He was beautiful.

But the hard part was just ahead.

“Here,” she said, and she handed him a pair of heels.

His feet seemed to have shrunk a bit, for the heels went on easily. When he stood up, however, the world came undone.

“Oh! Ow!” He staggered and his ankles wobbled.

“Ha!” she laughed. “It’s not all fun and games, is it?”

He looked at her, his face a study in dismality.

“And wait until you have to wear a corset for a while.”

His turn to apologize. “I’m sorry I insisted you wear all this stuff.”

She was sage about it. She sighed. “In a way, I liked it. I’ll miss it.”

“Well, you can dress up like a girl any time you feel like it.”

“Easy for you to say, with your sexy, curvy body.”

It was her turn to dress, and suddenly she was on the happy side. She picked out some pink shorts that she had given him and which he would never wear, but which she still had a female appreciation for. She put on pink socks, a lavender tee shirt, and when she showed him a look of horror crossed his face.

“What?”

“You look…gay.”

“Nothing wrong with that,” she said in a hurt voice.

“Not if you’re gay. But you’re not. Are you?”

She thought about that. She was a woman inside, but that ‘womanliness’ was fading.

So she was a man.

Would she still be attracted to men? Like a woman should be?

She stared at her husband. And would he be attracted to women?

“No,” he said, reading her mind. “I love you. My attitudes are changing, maybe to match my body, I don’t know, but I love you. Whatever form you’re in.”

She went to him then, like a woman coming to a man, and they hugged.

Then she gently pushed his head back, though he was taller than her in heels, and touched her lips to his.

It was a wonderful kiss. It was the first real kiss they had tried since changing. It was warm and most, and Sarah tasted lipstick from the male viewpoint, and it was delicious.

She wanted to lick his lips until they were bare, they reapply lipstick and do it again.

But she knew he would not appreciate her messing up his lipstick.

They parted, held hands for a moment, gazed into each others eyes, and he said, “You’re going to need to shave.”

She started to giggle, then realized she couldn’t.

Males and females are both capable of giggling, but the female more so, and now…now she was feeling a reticence to manifesting that expression of humor.

“What?”

“Nothing.” though there was a loss inside her.

“What do we do now?” he asked. “We’re all dressed up.”

“I guess we go out.”

This was actually a big step. They were comfortable, sort of, with each other as the opposite sex that they were, but the rest of the world…to show the rest of the world what they had become…that was weird.

Offsetting.

“We have to,” she said. “We can’t live life in a barrel.”

They went out to the car, and Jack circled to the passenger side.

“You want me to hold the door open for you?”

“Tomorrow,” he said. “By tomorrow we’re going to be more changed.”

“If that’s possible,” she whispered as she stepped into the car.

Yet there was something comforting about being male and behind the wheel. It felt right to drive, a beautiful woman beside him.

They drove through town, nervous, yet searching for the right place to get out and be seen.

They talked about eating lunch somewhere, but neither wanted to walk that gauntlet yet.

They talked about a movie, and decided that that was the thing.

Be seen, but hide in the darkness. Mingle with the crowd.

But to get there they would have to navigate the mall, and neither was ready for that. So they drove into the parking lot, then out of it.

“What now?” asked Jack, feeling rather helpless. As a woman he had little control. He was subject to wherever Sarah drove the car.

Sarah was equally disturbed, and she finally drove to a convenience store. “Let’s get a Coke.”

“And some potato chips.”

They stepped out of the car. Jack stumbled a bit, and Sarah came around and escorted him. She held him up and helped him navigate his heels.

“We should have put you in flats.”

“No matter,” Jack gritted his teeth. “I need to get used to this sometime. Might just as well be now.”

They entered the Seven Eleven, made their way to the glass windows, and picked out two Cokes. As Jack reached forward he felt something brush against his ass.

“Mamacita!” came the whisper.

“Hey!” Sarah shouted.

The Mexican swaggered on, disrespectful of the man whose wife he had just groped.

Jack grabbed Sarah’s bicep, noted that it was thicker, meatier, and said, “No. You don’t know how to fight.”

They picked out a bag of potato chips, Sarah glaring at the Mexican, who just grinned and whispered something demeaning to his friend.

They paid, and walked out of the store.

“I should have—“

“Shush now,” Jack admonished, and suddenly he realized why Sarah was often the more aggressive of them.

She didn’t know what it was like to get in a fight. She hadn’t been hit, and didn’t know how dangerous and scary it could be. Add to that the way certain people insisted on women being the second class citizens, and her aggression was a logical way to fight back, to take control of her world.

And now Jack had had to control the situation, as a woman.

Weird.

And yet, necessary. As a woman he couldn’t let a man go around and fight for him.

But Sarah was going to have to take Karate lessons or something. The aggressive nature she had created in herself as a woman would get her into a heap of trouble as a man.

They drove to the beach , parked their car on a high cliff overlooking the waves, and sat and drank their Cokes and ate chips.

Jack looked at the lipstick on his can blankly. Then realized that if Sarah had to learn to fight, he was going to have to learn how to put on lipstick.

“A penny for your thoughts,” said Sarah.

Jack turned to her. He realized his big mistake of the day. “I’m sorry I didn’t fuck you this morning.” He reached out and felt Sarah’s crotch. Big boner. She was still wearing the jockstrap. “And I’m sorry I made you wear a jockstrap.”

“What do you want to do about it?” Sarah’s eyes glistened, and Jack could feel the lust coming out of her.

“I want you to fuck me.”

“Right here?” she breathed. “But it’s a public beach!”

“There’s no cars around. You can throw me over the back seat and spread my legs and put your dick in me. You can fuck me until you cum, and I’ll have to go home with your mess between my legs.

Sarah looked around nervously. “But it’s broad daylight!”

“It’s daylight and I’m a broad. Now treat me like a woman and make mad, passionate love to me.”

Still, she was hesitant. So Jack reached over and pulled her zipper down.

Sarah laughed, and he reached inside and pulled her jockstrap down. Her cock poked out ruthlessly.

He went down on her. Sucked her dick, and was in a daze of pleasure. It felt so good to give such pleasure. Her balls were so big and full. Her dick so hard.

“I’m going to…I’m going to…”

Jack let her go. “Not the first time, you’re not.”

He scrambled up and lifted his dress. He pulled off his panties and lay over the back of the seat.

Sarah wiggled out from under the wheel and perched over him.

He could feel her overly large penis poking at his buns.

Could he take this?

But, he had to. He was a woman, and he had to learn how to fuck.

Sarah pushed her penis into him. It opened him up and he gasped.

Sarah reached around and grabbed his tits. She fondled them, played with the nipples.

Jack was in heaven. He could feel her dick deep inside of him, scouring him, making him understand what a woman was.

“Oh, fuck…oh, fuck…” Sarah moaned. “I didn’t know!”

Jack pushed up with his rump, and she pushed down. He could feel the veins on her mighty cock slithering through his vaginal channel. He could feel her balls slapping into his flesh as she pounded into him.

“Yes…yes!” he chanted, accepting, submitting, becoming a woman in deed as well as flesh.

Sarah began to cum.

Jack could feel her shaft, hot and terrible, as it pulsed into him.

Then he felt his own orgasm coming. It was like an ocean into which he was falling, and all he had to do was let go.

Let go…

Let go…

And as the immense feeling of a female orgasm began sweeping him up into the sky he saw the dark shadow behind them. Sarah was above him, couldn’t see through the back window. But he was squashed down, and he couldn't see, but the dark shadow, the impact, the screeching of tires and the jangling chaos and crunch of metal…then being dumped over the back seat, head crumpled up on the seat, and the white light that obliterated everything…everything…and then there was nothing.


EPILOGUE

Jack and Sarah awoke almost at the same time. That is often the way it happens for husbands and wives.

“What?” he said, his eyes absorbing all the whiteness.

“Jack?”

He turned his face and saw his wife. She was in the hospital bed next to him, and she was wrapped in bandages.

And he was wrapped in bandages.

“What happened?”

At that moment two doctors walked in to the room. One, the woman, went to Sarah. She began asking questions, listening with a stethoscope, and taking readings off the machine that zipped green, wiggly lines on a monitor.

The male doctor did the same with Jack.

“How are you feeling?”

Jack answered the questions, and when all the poking and prodding was done, he asked, “What happened?”

“You were struck by lightening.”

The other doctor. “You were brought in unconscious. You had been at a nightclub, Charley Coyote’s, and it was raining.”

The doctors talked for awhile, explained various things about lightening strikes, then the male doctor said, “We, uh…we removed sexual toys from you.”

Jack and Sarah looked at each other, too astonished to feel any embarrassment.

“They were pretty mangled, and the lightening seems to have focused in them.”

The female doctor took over. “One of the things, these toys focused a tremendous charge of electricity in your bodies. They destroyed your sexual organs.”

“What?” blurted Jack.

“They…did?” said Sarah.

“Yes. I’m sorry to say, we can talk options later, but both of you have lost the use of your sexual organs.”

“We can’t have sex anymore?”

“Not in your present state. But there are options, and we can discuss some of these over the coming weeks.”

Jack and Sarah pretty much went silent after that, and shortly the doctors left.

Jack and Sarah lay in their beds without looking at each other. then Jack asked, “Did you have a dream?”

Sarah nodded. “Yes.”

“Then maybe we do have options.”

And they both began to cry.

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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