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Author’s Note

Secrets, secrets. Everybody’s got secrets. But not everybody gets their nipples pierced.

One of my little secrets, nobody knows this, but I once thought about being an actress. I took some lessons, talking to some people, and my acting teacher said I had a real shot at it. Then she died.

Just like that. Croaked.

I just forgot about it at that point. The truth was that I didn’t have the drive, I just didn’t care enough. And…there were other things I wanted to do more.

Things like write.

But, if you have the desire, go for it.

Or if you want to get a piercing, sure.

But I’d stay away from secrets. Those are dangerous!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“You can’t ask me to do that!” Dick blurted.

Dick was a handsome enough fellow. He was slender, his hair was a bit longish, and his eyes a piercing blue. Though his chin wasn’t exactly square, it was firm enough for him to play the part of a deputy sheriff in a play at the community playhouse.

“Oh, come on,” purred Lola, his leading lady. “Mine are pierced. Didn’t hurt, and it’s sort of kinky.

Lola defined the word babe. She had an actresses good looks, a full body, especially top side, and a manner that encouraged men to like her.

Dick sure liked her. He had tried extra hard to get this part when he found out she was going to be the lead. And kissing her at the end was the bomb!

“Yeah, but…it’s different.”

“A nipple is like an earlobe,” explained Sandy Perkins, the director. She was an older woman, past her prime as an actress, but still retaining her good looks from when she had been a box office draw.

“I don’t think so,” said Dick.

“A boob is a boob, and a tit is a tit, and a nipple—“ Lola was reclining on the couch on the stage. Only the lights on the stage were lit, but they were plenty bright.

“It’s only for the length of the show, seven days, and I’ll even give you the piercing myself.”

Dick swallowed. He didn’t like the idea of putting needles through his body. Not even for a few days.

“Well, I don’t like the idea of needles, or tattoos, or anything. I want my skin to stay lily white and pure.”

The two women studied him carefully. Both had small frowns on their faces.

“I’ll show you mine…” said Lola.

“What?”

“Oh, hell.” Lola sat up and began unbuttoning her blouse. Button by button her perfect flesh was revealed. The swell of her breasts appeared, and then she was wearing only a bra.

Sandy sat back and concealed a smile. She knew what her star was doing; it was something she would have done if their roles were reversed.

Dick gulped and broke into a light sweat. He was enthralled with Lola, and to see her undressing so cavalierly…it was incredible. He gulped again and his Adam’s apple bobbed up and down.

Lola undid her bra and her breasts flopped out.

They were large. Maybe a bit large for some people, but perfect for Dick.

And the nipples. She really did have nipple rings. Well, not rings. The large nipples were kept stiff by little barbells.

Dick’s mouth opened and was dry. He licked his lips.

Sandy stifled a cough, which was actually a snicker. Men were so easy.

“Uh…”

“Would you like to feel them?”

“Well, I…”

Lola moved over next to Dick. She took one of his hands and lifted it to her boob.

Then Dick’s other hand followed, and he had his mitts on Lola Cartwright’s magnificent hooters.

More, she was making him feel the nipples, the nipple barbells, and she gave a little shudder.

“Sorry, this always turns me on.”

Dick couldn’t take his eyes off her perfect boobs. He felt faint.

“Sandy, hand me the star shield.”

The director was holding the nipple shield, and she handed it to the actress.

“Hold this,” Lola handed the shield to Dick. She began unscrewing one of the barbell ends on barbell on her left breast. Her hand made small movements, then the jewelry came loose. She hand it to Sandy and took the star back from Dick.

She tried to put the needle through her nipple, but it was too awkward.

“Hold my tit steady, Dick.”

Dick was blinking, but he put his hands under her boob. Lola tried again, then sighed. “Pull the nipple out for me.”

Dick used his other hand and gripped her fat nipple. It was pulsing with blood, and he stretched it out.

“It’s always difficult with a shield like this. Not enough room behind the shield, if you get my—ah, there it goes.”

The needle slid through the hole in her nipple, it snapped onto the other side of the shield and she was set.

The play called for a final scene where the sheriff has the shirt ripped off him. He had a nipple shield in the shape of a badge, and the audience would go wild. It was perfect for his character. It was ludicrous and brilliant, and when he acted embarrassed Lola would hug him and kiss him, and the curtains would close.

Just two minutes of a nipple shield over his nipple, and the play would be a hit. People would be talking, and…it would work.

Except that Dick didn’t want his nipple pierced.

Except that, now, he was staring at the reality, the badge on the large nipple of his co-star, the woman who he would really like to make a connection with.

Still, he was scared. It was a needle, after all, and he had a fear of needles! And a love of his own perfect skin remaining whole.

“There you go, dick. go ahead, feel it.”

Dick did.

“Pull on it lightly.”

Dick did, and Lola gave a subtle moan and half closed her eyes. “Sorry. But this really turns me on.”

“How about it, Dick. A couple of nights. That’s all. You’ll be the star of the break out play of the season. This is a big door opening for you.”

“Well…”

“Hell, Dick, if you do this it’s good for me. So I’ll tell you what. You do this and after the play, the last performance, I’ll suck your dick.”

Lola grunted, and did a poor job of covering up her snort.

Dick was caught. But there was something he wanted more.

“Go out with me.”

Both ladies blinked. They were professionals, and they understood about the value of sleeping their way to a role, but this was the first time they had ever considered the possibility that a man would whore himself for a role.

Sandy and Lola looked at each other. Then Sandy turned back to Dick.

“You don’t want your dick sucked?”

“Or even fucked?” asked Sandy, slightly bewildered.

“Sure. But only if you want to. Go out with me, let me see if I can sway you to want to do me just because you like me. You promise me a chance and I’ll…I’ll do the nipple piercing thing.

Both ladies smiled.

Opening night, and Dick was in his dressing room. He put on his wild west costume, checked that the loads in his pistol were blanks—they were, and it was just a starting pistol, anyway—and Sandy popped through the door.

“Okay, Dick. Are you ready for the real thing?”

Dick gulped. He had been gulping all week. He nodded.

Sandy sat down next to him and put the piercing kit on the make up counter.

“Okay, take a big gulp of this…” she handed him a bottle of bourbon.”

“Alcohol before a performance?”

“I’m usually adamantly opposed to liquor on the stage, or set, or whatever, but I know this nipple thing…and you being sort of a sissy about it all…”

“I’m not a sissy,” he said weakly.

She unsnapped the pearl snaps on his garish, western shirt.

Dick unscrewed the cap and tilted the bottle.

Gulp! It went down hard, woosh, and his belly immediately warmed up.

Sandy was pulling his nipple out, and she dabbed it with alcohol, then slid the needle smoothly through it.

Dick gasped, it hurt, but then the hurt evaporated, and he felt a warm tingling going out from his nipple.

“You’re lucky,” Sandy murmured. She had the star shield ready. “For many people it hurts more. And it takes time to heal, but I know what I’m doing.”

She pushed the bar through his nipple, snapped it shut over the shield, and leaned back.

Dick sat there, in a little shock, and stared down at his chest.

He had a badge attached to his skin, and it looked absolutely perfect.

He could feel the audience gasping, chuckling nervously, then applauding.

And he would be a star.

He took another gulp of whiskey.

Sandy grabbed the bottle quickly. “None of that,” but she was smiling. Being a director she was a bit of a control freak, and piercing Dick, and then grabbing the bottle to control him, made her a bit warm down there.

Hell, this whole play was making her not just warm, but downright wet. This was going to be a great play, and it was going to break things open for her.

“Okay, sport, get dressed, and get ready to break a leg.”

She dabbed a single drop of blood off his nipple, then helped him pull his shirt up.

Dick snapped the buttons, gave a sickly grin, then continued to get ready.

The play went off without a hitch.

In the first act the villain robbed the bank and took his hostage, the beautiful Lola Cartwright.

In the second act several things happened. Sheriff Dick Johnson took center stage. The role was complex, and Dick managed to pull it off. He was commanding, but presented a ludicrous side. It was a delicate presentation, and Dick managed to be a buffoon, and still retain his sheriff’s authority.

And, the villain abused Lola—tastefully, of course—and roused the audience’s ire.

Then the third act, the confrontation between the sheriff and the villain, the gunfight, the fist fight, the shirt being ripped off, and suddenly the audience cheered for the sheriff.

Dick took his stage punches and delivered his own to the tune of a thousand voices cheering for him. It was an incredible feeling, and it told him that he could make it as an actor.

Then, the villain out cold, the audience cheering, Dick took Lola in his arms, and she whispered to him, “Oh, big Dick, you really pulled it off.”

She kissed him. It wasn’t just a kiss, it was her kissing him, and he felt like he was in outer space, blasting off.

And she whispered, “I’m going to fuck you silly!” And kissed him again.

And the audience was screaming their lungs out for him.

The seven days of the show were a total sell out. The first show had sold out because all the actors had told their relatives to come see it. The second to seventh show were sell outs because everybody in the city wanted to see it. Word went out, word of mouth, reviews, even discussions on the local TV network about Dick’s fine work and dedication to his craft.

And every show Dick got the works from Lola. She started hanging with him in the back area, they went out for dinner after the show, she even laughed and giggled and groped him a bit.

First it was just a turn of the body, the back of her hand coming in contact with his crotch, and she chuckled knowingly.

Then it got more serious. By the fifth show they were digging for tonsils in a dark corridor back stage, and her hand was all the way in his pants.

He loved it.

And, what was more important, she loved it.

She would often say things like, “I’m glad we took a chance on you…big Dick.”

Night after night the fight would happen, the shirt would rip off, and his bare breast would be revealed.

He was the studly sheriff with the soft secret.

And he was the toast of the town.

On the seventh night, however, he didn’t feel well. He had a slight fever, was a little dizzy, and, worse, he had a slight swelling in his chest. His left chest. His pectoral. Or, more explicitly, his left ‘boob.’

That’s right. His breast under the piercing was swelling, and by performance time it was actually a small, little tit.

Oh, nothing that would be noticed, even when his shirt was ripped off and he revealed the secret to his personality.

But it was irritated. His chest hurt a little.

Still, he carried the night once again.

He played his role to perfection, played it to the hilt, and when the final fight scene erupted the audience was already on their feet. They cheered the swings and the busted furniture. They screamed when the shirt came off.

Dick turned to the audience, faced them and staggered and showed the badge pinned to his very flesh.

Then the villain spun him, and they took another couple of swings. Then Dick threw the knock out shot. But when he threw it, and the villain collapsed, he almost collapsed, too.

The fight scene had taken everything out of him, but he managed to get to his knees and stagger to Lola.

Lola knew something was off. She could see the perspiration beading on his face. She could feel the heat coming off him. She could see the dazed look in his eyes.

She had to almost hold him up as she kissed him, but she managed to pull it off, and she even supported him when they did curtain calls.

Then it was over.

The curtain closed and Dick sagged to his knees. Lola couldn’t support his whole weight, and he lay down right on the stage.

“Something’s wrong, he muttered.

Lola was right by his side, and she held his hand, and she saw his breast.

The badge had concealed it, but it was swelling up. She had seen him before the show and it looked normal. Hard to tell with the badge distracting inspection, but…normal.

Now it wasn’t normal. Now his chest was swollen. Now he had an actual boob on his chest.

“Call an ambulance!” she shouted, and she held him close.

Dick awoke to whiteness. White lights. White ceiling. White walls. Even white people. Then his vision cleared a bit and he realized he was in a hospital.

“Hey,” he objected, without knowing what he was objecting to.

“Right here, Dick.” Lola was holding his hand and sitting right next to him.

Dick was dazed, but he was mentally quick and he realized that something bad must have happened to him.

“What happened? What am I doing here?”

“There was a problem with your piercing. The doctor…oh, good.”

A doctor entered the room and stood at the bottom of the bed. He was tall and he wore a face mask. He had on thick glasses and bushy brows behind the glasses. “How are you feeling, Mr. Johnson.”

“Like shit,” Dick replied honestly.

“Yes. I would imagine. Well, there’s good news and bad news.”

This was a very ‘un-doctorly’ way of speaking and it made Dick blink. The doctor continued right on.

“The piercing has infected your chest. We can remove infected material, but we’re going to have to rebuild your chest. There’s going to be some swelling for a few days, but don’t worry. Everything is going to return to normal.”

Dick was feeling a bit dazed from all the drugs they had given him,  things weren’t all making sense, but he nodded. “Okay…I guess. I mean—“

“You should be thankful,” said the doctor, holding an Xray up to the light. “We caught you just in time. Any longer and we’d have to amputate.”

Lola gasped, and even through the drugs Dick was confused. What kind of bedside manner was this?

But, again, he was drugged, and the doctor seemed so authoritative….

“Okay, the nurse will take you upstairs and I’ll see you in a couple of minutes.”

“Oh. Okay.”

And the doctor was gone.

Lola stood up and leaned over him. She was careful not to touch his chest, which was really swollen now, but she hugged him ever so lightly and kissed him.

“Now, remember,” she whispered into his ear. “We have a date coming up, so get through this as quick as you can.”

“I love you,” said Dick.

She blinked and straightened up.

“Oh, fuck. I’m drugged. I shouldn’t have said that.”

She smiled. “No. No, you should have said it.”

“Then you’re not upset?”

“Honey, you get better, and we’ll discuss the heck out of this. But right now…”

He smiled, she smiled and clutched his hand, and then he was being transferred to a gurney.

Dick awoke a second time, but this time he wasn’t dazed. He had been sleeping in the recovery room and his system had had a chance to clear a lot of the drugs out.

He opened his eyes and saw a white ceiling, and…a window that stretched down the wall.

He smiled, and saw green hills.

And he felt good.

Of course he still had a few drugs in his system, he wasn’t completely clean, but he was happy and alert and appreciative. He had survived a medical emergency.

“How are you doing, honey?”

He turned his face and smiled brightly. Lola was there, and she had called him honey.

“Top of the world, ma.”

They both laughed at the classic movie line from ‘White Heat.’

Then he looked down at his chest. “Man, they really got me bundled up down there.”

Lola looked at his chest.

It was huge. Whatever the doctor had done, he had left two big mounds of bandages.

They both frowned.

Then Lola, trying to relieve the situation, chirped, “”Makes it look like you have real tits.”

He smiled, but it wasn’t a happy smile. “I hope I’m not too scarred up down there”

“Oh, you won’t be.  Besides, you know what they say?”

“What?”

“Scars are just badges of honor.”

“Ugh. Don’t talk about badges to me.”

They both chuckled.

Dick had come in late the previous night, had been operated on in the morning, and was discharged int he late afternoon. Lola was there to help him.

“I live over on fourth street. You can drop me off there.”

“I don’t think so,” said Lola, handing him a bag with medicine in it and closing the door.

She circled the car and got in and he looked askance at her.

“Have you ever seen my house?”

“I didn’t even know you had a house.”

“Well, you know now, and that’s where you’re going to be recovering.”

“I can’t do that!”

“Why not? I got you into this mess, and it’s a good chance for us to get to know each other. Outside of those incredible, passionate kisses you were giving me in front of thousands of people.”

He smiled. “I would like to know what it’s like to kiss you in private.”

“It’ll probably be boring. You’ll do it once then toss me aside.”

“You know that’s not true.”

“Well, maybe,” she responded, playing the part. “But do you need anything from home? You can stay in the car and I can ransack your place, take all your toothpaste and valuables.

“You can have the valuables, ‘cause I ain’t got none. But I need toothpaste, especially if I’m going to be, uh…”

“Kissing me?”

“Yeah. That!”

She smiled. “Can do, captain. Now hold on to your britches.”

An hour later Lola pulled up to a small house in the hills.

It was overhung with trees, and Lola and took him in through the side yard. She didn’t like tracking leaves in the front door. In the back the pool was under the sun and looked very appealing, and there were no leaves.

“Wow. Nice digs.”

“I bet you say that to all the girls.”

“Only the ones I want to get in their pants.”

“Ha!”

They entered through the back and Dick stood in a large, cool sunken living room. behind the living room was a modern kitchen.

“Down here is the bedroom,” she led him down a short corridor. “There’s one on the other side of the house, that’s if you don’t like sleeping with girls.”

“I have to sleep with girls?” Dick mock complained. “You mean real girls? The ones with cooties?”

They entered a big bedroom and Lola opened the shades. They were able to look over the hills, but the hills couldn’t look in on them.

“Big cooties.” She turned to him and wrapped him in her arms. Her face was inches from his when she whispered, “Big cooties that will devour every inch of you and leave nothing but a quivering pool of sperm.”

“Oh, fuck,” he blinked.

Then she kissed him.

But she didn’t just ‘kiss’ him.

She KISSED him.

There have been many famous kisses in Hollywood. Richard and Liz. Clark and Vivian. Miss Piggy and Kermit. But none of them could hold a candle to the lip lock Lola Johnson performed on Dick Johnson on that afternoon.

It was deep, soul quivering, and just the start.

She reached down for his zipper and tugged it. He sprang out, fully formed and ready to go. Two weeks of kissing Lola nightly had prepared him for this. A week of rehearsals, then a week of performances, and he had had no sex.

Heck, being kissed by Lola Cartwright made him want sex with no other woman…just her.

She gripped his shaft and marveled. “I’d ask if this was a gun, or if you were just glad to see me, but I think I know the answer.”

He responded with, “I’ve loved you since I saw you in that play on Sepulveda.”

“Oh, God,” she whispered, stroking him. “I was terrible in that.”

“Terribly good. I could see only you.”

She divested him of his pants.

“At the risk of being cliche, I bet you say that to all the girls.”

“Only the ones holding my dick.”

She pushed his shirt back off his shoulders. All his bulky bandages were revealed, the large mountains on his chest stood out.

“Be careful,” he whispered.

“My middle name,” and her mouth was plastered onto his. For a long minute they swam in the depths, not coming up for air.

His hands weren’t afraid of feeling her breasts, and he felt her, and began pulling her clothes off.

She stepped back from him, sat on the bed, then leaned back on her elbows and grinned challengingly at him. “Well, stud?”

He lifted her skirt and pulled off her panties, then he knelt between her thighs, pushed her back onto her back. He moved her legs aside—he had to because of the big bandages on his chest—and showed her what kissing was really all about.

She laughed, she cried, she pushed his head away, but he wouldn’t leave. Then she made noises that weren’t intelligible words, but certainly meant a lot. Finally, she was just sobbing, and then he moved up and inserted himself.

That was the moment she decided that she truly loved him.

They awoke the next morning at about the same time.

An odd thing, that, waking up simultaneously. They figured it meant they were really connected, and they were.

So they laid around and giggled and joked and groped each other.

They laughed and tickled and kissed, and got up and had breakfast.

They cooked together, almost letting the food burn for their burning kisses.

They sat out on the patio and fed each other. And the only bummer was the bandages on Dick’s chest. in the morning light they seemed even bigger, and they were so exactly like tits it was…weird.

Still, they were in love, and certainly in lust, and the morning past, and it would be a couple of days until they finally found out the news they had missed. The truly bad news.

Of course, there was no reason they should have seen it. It only occupied a couple of minutes of the morning news, then faded.

But that’s the world. Today’s bad news is tomorrow’s not so bad news, and three days later it is a comedian’s joke.

But it was, for them, no matter how much time passed, truly bad news.

Three days later they were sitting on the patio, naked, eating Chinese. Tonight they were going to make a festival of Kathleen Crowley movies. They were going to binge on ‘Target Earth,’ and ‘The Silver Whip,’ and, of course, ‘Curse of the Undead.’ They were arguing over what order to watch the classics in when the doorbell sounded.

Ding dong!

Lola made a moue. “I shall ignore it,” and she flipped her hair arrogantly.

Dick laughed. “I’ll get it.”

“But,” she played it dramatically, “What if it’s Count Dracula?”

“It won’t be,” he assured her.

Ding dong!

“How do you know?”

“Because I’m Count Dracula, and I vant to suck your blood!”

She ran, laughing, through the house, him pursuing her and making growling and sucking noises.

She gripped the doorknob and threatened, “It’s Helsing!”

“Bah! What do I—“

She opened the door.

Two men in suits. Somber men, and Lola knew, intuitively, that it was worse than Count Dracula.

Dick and Lola and the two men sat in chairs at the kitchen table. Documents were laid out on the table and Dick, incredulous, said, “So a complete stranger comes into your hospital and performs an operation on me.”

The two men looked at each other, and in spite of their lawyerly air there was a sheepishness in the air.

“He was apparently a medical student, had some problems…”

“Yes, you told us that. He was committed, and eventually released.”

“He had everybody fooled,” explained one of the suits. He knew the medical language, he spoke seriously with the nurses, he acted just alike a doctor.”

“And you found the real doctor knocked out in a broom closet.”

“Yes.”

“So let’s discuss what he actually did to Dick.” The look in Lola’s eyes was downright dangerous.

“He implanted Chyna 2000 breast implants. They are breast implants designed for Joannie Laurer, a professional wrestler known as the Ninth Wonder of the World.”

“So this isn’t just temporary swelling. It’s actually boobs.”

“Yes.”

Lola and Dick looked at each other.

“That explains the size and shape of them.,” murmured Lola.

“And that explains why I’ve got two bulges. I thought it was just bandages, but he really gave me two implants.”

The lawyers nodded and offered, ‘Uh, um…yeahs,’ to the proceedings.

“So let’s cut to the chase,” said Dick. “Why are you here? Aside from having to tell me that I’ve been maimed by a maniac under the auspices of your hospital.”

“Well, we’re here to discuss your return to the hospital, and to negotiate a settlement.”

“So I go back and let the people who maimed me maim me again, and you buy me off for…what? how much are you prepared to offer me to keep quiet and save the reputation of your wonderful hospital?”

The lawyers stirred in their chairs, and one of them, the one who had been taking the second position, said, “We’ll be responsible for all your medical bills in this situation, along with a settlement of $25,000. I think you’ll find that that’s quite generous considering that you’ve already signed arbitration agreements and—“

“Hold up,” Lola raised her hand. “$25,000. Dr. Frankenstein cuts my boyfriend up, endangers an acting career that has really opened up, and you want to buy him a cheap automobile.”

“Nobody said anything about a car,” mumbled the lawyer.

“$25,000 won’t even buy a Ford,” observed Dick.

“Well, yes, but you signed—“

“I signed under the impression that I was going to be administered to by professionals, not some sick kid who’s watched too many Freddy movies.”

“But you’ve got to understand—“

Lola interrupted him this time.

“Actually, it’s our lawyer who is going to have to understand. And you can forget about Dick coming back to your abattoir. Tomorrow we’ll be looking for reputable doctors who actually have some ethics.”

“But…but…”

But Lola was already up and moving. She had the door open and was waiting.

The lawyers had no choice but to leave, but they were due to suffer one more indignity. As they walked past Lola she grabbed the folder with Dick’s medical files in it out of the lawyer’s hands.

“Hey!” He reached for it, but she backed up. “Give that back.”

Dick stepped into the doorway. To get the file back the lawyer would have to push past a recovering patient, then tear the file from the hands of a running, shrieking woman. A woman who already had her cell phone out and was videoing the scene.

“I don’t think so. Our new doctors and lawyers will be needing this.”

Frustrated, but helpless, the lawyers backed down. One tugged the others sleeve and they exited through the front gate.

Dick closed the door and they stared at each other.

Dick had been maimed, and they had insulted him, and…and…

“There’s only one thing to do,” said Lola.

“Watch Kathleen Crowley?”

“That comes later.”

And Dick understood.

As they walked down the hall towards the bedroom Lola said, “You know, I was getting off on thinking how much your tits looked like tits. And now to find out they are tits…well…”

“I’d laugh,” said Dick, “but it hurts too much.”

“Don’t worry. I’ll kiss it and make it better.”


Part Two

At a different hospital the next day…Dick saw his tits.

Now that he knew what was happening, now that he knew what had been done, he thought he was fine. He was expecting to see tits. What he saw however, shocked him to the core. Still, it was just tits.

He went to the hospital with Lola, they sat in the waiting room, waited for the hospital to decide to see him. Since he was asking for a ‘second opinion’ the hospital wanted him to sign paperwork prepared by hard working lawyers.

By ten o’clock, however, they went in to see a lawyer.

By eleven o’clock, after assuring the hospital they wouldn’t sue, and filling out documents, they saw a doctor.

“What a fucking circus,” groused Dick to Lola just prior to the doctor entering the exam room.

Lola replied, “When did the Hippocratic oath command doctors that protecting their own asses was more important than helping people?”

Then the doctor came in, smiled, and got down to business.

The doctor had Dick sit on an exam table and he carefully unwrapped his chest. As the bandages dropped away Dick’s mouth opened and he stared in stunned surprise.

Two boobs. Not just a swollen breast with a nipple infection.

For a demented maniac, the psychotic wanna be doctor had done an incredible job.

His boobs were massive, but, courtesy of being hooked to his rib cage, didn’t sag. The nipples were in the center of the boobs, not off center, too low, or anything like that.

They were perfectly shaped cones, exactly like real tits.

“Whoa,” said Lola, and Dick was surprised at the excitement that flashed in Lola’s eyes.

He blurted, “You like these?”

She was, for the first time since he had met her, speechless.

The doctor felt his breasts. He hefted them, he measured them, he took pictures.

“Well, the good news is,” he said, “”the young fellow who did this did an incredible job. This is possibly the best result for breast implants I have ever seen.”

Lola finally managed to say, “They are impressive.”

Dick contemplated her through half lidded eyes.

“The bad news,” the doctor continued, is that we have to wait before we can remove them.”

“Why?” Both Lola and Dick said at the same time.

“Well, in spite of such shows as Grey’s Anatomy, we don’t operate on an operation. Yes, there are times, but these are extreme cases. The usual practice is to wait for healing to take effect, then operate, and, there is an additional problem. When your previous doctor put in the implants it appears that he did something unorthodox.”

“What?”

“Usually the breast is hooked to the rib cage. He didn’t just hook it, it’s not just a plastic substance that can be cut. He tied, and it looks like he used some kind of metal. We’re going to have to take X-rays to figure this out, but…I’m sorry, Mr. Johnson, but you’re going to be stuck with these breasts for at least a month, maybe longer.”

Dick and Lola walked out of the hospital and Dick was hardly capable of thought.

“Tits for a month,” he muttered.

“That’s not so bad,” Lola’s eyes were glittering as she held on to his arm. “And at least you don’t have to wear those bandages.”

Dick studied her profile. That was true. The crazy ‘doctor’ had wrapped his chest up to hide the fact that he had put tits in Dick’s chest. He didn’t need all the bandages. He was, in fact, wearing a bra the doctor had given him.

It was a stiff, medical suspensory garment of sorts.

It wasn’t especially comfortable, but it did support him, and he had realized that, unwrapped, his tits were quite heavy.

“You like this,” he stated, his voice small.

She looked at him, and realized that she was on soft ground.

He was hurting.

He had a great sense of humor, and he was as flakey a person as she was, but this was his body they were talking about.

More, it was his character and persona and his way of making a living.

She stopped him just as they reached her car and turned him to face her.

“We’re actors.”

“Ye-e-es.” He drew his answer out, not knowing where she was going.

“Then we act. You have been given a specific role for a month. Oh, you can be a man walking around, all upset because life has dissed him. Or you can be a woman, learning things that will help you be a better actor.”

If there was anything in the world that she could have said that would have helped him, that was it.

He was an actor. Acting was his craft.

Take a bad situation and make it into a learning experience.

“What about you? Do you want to be seen walking around with a freak?”

“Since when is being a woman being a freak?” she challenged him.

He frowned.

“Besides, I always wanted to see what it was like to be with a lesbian. We can walk around and hold hands, you en femme, and watch how the world reacts to us. We can go to clubs and play the part. We can explore this and find out what lesbians really feel. And you what a woman really feels. You don’t think that won’t make you a better actor?”

He stood, gave his lips a light lick, and thought about what she was saying.

“I prefer the Miesner Technique.”

“Baby,” breathed Lola to his droll ‘confession,’ you can focus on me all you want.”

Then, starved by having to restrain herself for the long hours of their visit to the hospital, she was in his arms. Or he was in hers. They were never sure when they went hog wild like this.

At any rate, she was hugged him, their breasts were pressing together, their lips were mashing, and they were literally breathing into each other.

They made it home and screwed like sex starved pigs. And now Lola truly enjoyed Dick’s tits. She had never been with a woman, and while he wasn’t a woman, he had a woman’s parts. She licked and sucked, she felt and fondled. She explored his nipples with her tongue.

Dick lay back and let her be the aggressor. He laughed at one point and said, “It’s nice to let the man do all the work.”

She called him a lazy slut and told him to move his ass.

And they ended up feeling pretty good, once his cum was spilled.

Then they had to figure out how to accouter him as a female.

They were both actors. They understood make up. They even understood prosthesis and the need for special garments.

And, Dick had the wonderful ability to throw himself into a role.

Dick was an inch taller than Lola, and a few pounds heavier. And now his tits were slightly larger than Lola’s.

She brought out panties and he tried them on. Panty after panty.

“Well, they fit, but you’re already getting another boner.”

“Can’t help it. When the world’s most beautiful woman handles your junk…you get hard.”

“Aw, what a sweet thing to say,” she patted his cheek. “Now get soft or I’ll spank it.”

He groaned. “You might have to.”

And, in the end, she tried spanking it, which didn’t work, and which led them to a second bout of love making that day.

“What are we going to do about your dong?” she asked, projecting playful misery.

He looked down and grinned. “There are more things in your philosophy, Horatio.”

“I know!” She picked up her cell phone and dialed a number.

“Marcia! Dahling!”

Dick went to fix lunch. He knew that women would talk for hours, especially if you were waiting for them. Surprisingly, Lola popped into the kitchen in a minute.

“It’s called a gaff.”

“What is?”

“What female impersonators wear. I was just talking to Marcia, who works in Costumes. She said males really get off on dressing up, and there is a special pair of panties called a gaff, which keeps everything under control.”

“So now Marcia knows you have a friend who is into female impersonating,” but he wasn’t really upset.

Lola chuckled. “Yeah. Want a threesome? She’s 800 pounds and hairier than a gorilla.”

“But is she female?”

“I don’t know. Got big tits like yours, though.”

“Great,” his lack of excitement was noted.

“Okay, she’s going to bring a gaff over, and in the meantime, let’s work on presenting your chest.”

“Presenting?”

“Hey, you know that women are judged by how well endowed they are, we’re going to endow you. Try this on.”

She held out a bra. It was a flimsy thing, a half bra actually, and Dick looked at it like it was a snake.”

“What’s the matter?”

“Oh, I don’t know. I think I’m suffering from latent male-ism.”

“Well, get rid of that and put the bra on.”

With a little laughter and a few chuckling criticisms, Dick managed to figure the thing out. It helped that he had seen a woman put on a bra before. He pulled it up tight, and said, “Too tight.”

“Here, let me loosen the straps, there we go, and you need an extender to make the back strap longer. Let me text Marcia.

While Lola texted her friend, Dick saw himself in the mirror.

He had seen himself at the hospital, but mostly in reflections off the metal surfaces in the elevator. He had looked shlumpy and drawn then. Now, fresh rested and with a real bra, he looked…more than perky. Quite a bit more.

His Chyna 2000s were protruding into the next room, and they were standing up and cheering.

Lola hung up and grinned. “Baby, you’re stacked.”

“From stuck to stacked. That’s me.”

“Okay, we really need to give you a tummy shaper, or maybe a corset. Yes, a short corset, that would take care of your huge and gargantuan belly.”

“I don’t have a big belly!”

“Okay, if you say so, Baby Huey.”

She ran for the bedroom and returned with a stiff garment. She pulled it around him and began fastening hooks. “We can get one with a built in bra, that would really push you up. suck in your gut.”

He sucked, and she began pulling strings on the corset.

“How am I supposed to breath?” he asked, when she was nearly done.

“Why do you need to breath? Breathing is for sissies!”

“Can I breath and be a sissy, too?”

“Well, okay. But don’t breath much.”

“Don’t worry. I can’t.”

The corset worked wonders. His belly, which wasn’t big to start with, shrunk, which made his boobs bigger, and which made his ass rounder.

“God,” he said, looking at himself in the mirror again. “What women go through.”

“You ain’t seen the half of it. Wait until we put the Tampon in.”

He stared at her hard, and she giggled. “Gotcha.”

He sighed, and tried to relax his constricted belly.

“Okay, dress…dress…what will you look good in?” she tapped her toe and tapped a tooth with one of her long fingernails. Then, “Come on, let’s head for the back. I don’t want to keep running back and forth.”

“But what about breakfast.”

She grinned. “Are you really feeling hungry? With that corset on?”

Ruefully, he shook his head.

Ding dong!

“Hey!” Dick was cut off from the bedroom. He would have to go past the foyer.

Lola didn’t hesitate. She jumped into the foyer and opened the door. “Come on in, girlfriend!”

Dick was an actor, used to being on stage, but not in female underthings and with his hard dick poking out. He stood, frozen, and Marcia stepped into the foyer and looked into the kitchen.

“Oh, hi! You must be Dick.”

Dick just stood there, and suddenly Lola and Marcia were breaking into laughter.

“He’s ‘dick!’

“Oh, he is. Look at that schlong!”

“And he looks so embarrassed and sweet all at the same time.”

“Come on, my little dickling,” soothed Lola. She entered the kitchen and grabbed his arm and pulled. As they passed Marcia she said, “We were just going to pick out some clothes. Come on. You have the gaff?”

“Right here,” she pulled it out of her purse. Her purse was big, and she had picked out a few things to bring over to make life easier.

They entered the bedroom and Dick tried to sit on the bed. He tried, but the corset made him a little stiff. It ended up being more comfortable to stand up, even though that made his dick stand out more.

“Wow. I see the problem,” Marcia stared at his dong.

“We’ve fucked twice and he’s still in bonerville.”

“We could try hitting him in the nuts. That always makes men go soft.”

“You hear that, honey? You want to get hit in the nuts? Or just go limp all on your own.”

“How about a cold shower?”

Lola tilted her head. “I suppose that might work. It would be more fun to take turns kicking you in the apples.”

“But don’t you have to Nair me?”

“Ah, yes. Get undressed and I’ll get the Nair. You just saved your balls, buddy boy.”

Dick sighed in relief and removed, with Marcia’s help, his bra and corset.

“You didn’t have him in there tight enough,” observed Marcia.

“What?” squeaked Dick.

“Dion’t worry,” she said, smiling at him as she slapped Nair onto his body. “I’ll help you next time.”

Dick stood and Marcia rubbed the Nair in his groin.

His dick was getting harder all the time. Having a woman he had never met before put her hands all over his body was very exciting.

Still, Marcia was professional, and she finished, only stroked him a couple of times for fun, then waited for the burn to start.

“He’s got nice hair. You want to do his nails and hair while I work on his make up?”

“Oh, that would be wonderful.”

Dick grew more and more conscious of his burgeoning boner. It was getting harder and harder, and even bouncing a bit with the throb.

Finally, however, the burn started, and he got into the shower.

He had planned to have a little warmth, a bit of lukewarm temperature, but Lola reached in and slapped his hand off the hot water. “Nothing but ice for you, bozo.”

“Erk!” yelped Dick as the cold water struck him.

It worked. Within a minute he was bare of hair, and shivering all over. Lola pulled him out of the shower and Marcia helped him into the gaff. She pushed his junk into the gaff and pulled it up tight.

“Gah!” he said, then he was…snug. His dick was pushed between his legs towards his ass and the gaff held it firm. She had actually manhandled his balls up into his body.

His penis struggled a bit, tried to get hard, but the gaff kept everything contained.

It hurt a little bit, it’s never comfortable to feel your dick get all bent, but it was standable.

“Beautiful. Okay, bra and the corset.”

Lola and Marcia moved fast, and before he had stopped shivering they had his bra on and his corset tightened even tighter than before.

He stood, his back straightened out in the corset, and Marcia helped him balance while Lola rolled stockings up his legs.

He could seem himself from the side in the mirror, and he was stunned by how slender the corset, now properly fitted to him, made him.

Oddly, his boobs were so big, and he was actually getting used to them, and he felt a dollop of pride at how his chest was thrust forward.

“Okay, how about this one?” Lola held up a dress.

“Nah. We need to showcase his boobs.”

“Do we have to?” Dick asked.

“If you’ve got ‘em, flaunt ‘em,’ was the answer.

Marcia dug through Lola’s large closet and brought out a slinky Chinese cheongsam dress with a porthole over the chest area.

“More material on the vertical will make him look thinner. No mistaking the boobs with the top, and see how the slit will make it easier for him to walk around?”

Lola agreed, and they pulled the dress on to him.

Dick had never worn such a garment in his life. It wasn’t jeans and a tee shirt. With the corset and bra and the dress, he felt the oddity of support and revelation in odd places.

And it really worked. His body looked longer, his boobs were still large, but now they were no longer freakish.

They sat him down and began doing his hair and nails and face.

Dick watched, and learned, as Lola cleaned and prepped his toes. He felt like he was having a surrealistic experience as his toes were painted red.

Then she did his hands, making his fingers a half inch longer and the same color red.

“Wow,” he blurted at one point.

The girls just glanced at him and smiled and kept working.

Marcia was working wonders on his face. She knew how to shadow his paint so the male angles of his face wee subdued, and he attained a soft roundness to his normal planes and angles. When she did his eyes she made them dewy and scintillating.

“I’m going to give his eyes a little slant. And slighter darker make up. It’ll give him an Asian look, and nobody will ever guess.”

This statement made Lola think. ‘Nobody will ever guess his secret.’ She was very thoughtful as she finished working on his nails and began washing his hair.

“I’m going to be done before you. Want me to pierce his ears.”

Dick froze. Pierced ears. It was piercing that had put him in this fix in the start.

Lola watched him, gauged him, and realized that he had a hill to climb. “You’d better.”

“But…”

“Shush, little boy. Mama knows best. These are lobes we’re talking about, they aren’t nipples.”

“Did you want me to pierce his nips?”

“No!” Both Dick and Lola yelled.

“All right, already. Sheesh. Don’t have to bite my head off. Besides, I thought you already had one piercing on your boob.”

They talked then, and explained why they were loath to get him nipple piercings. When they were done Marcia understood.

“Wow. What a bummer.”

“Oh, I don’t know,” Lola spoke off handedly. “It’s sort of opened new doors. We’re having fun.”

“So no ears.”

Silence. Lola came to the front of  Dick and met his eyes. For a long moment they stared at each other.

“It’s lobes, it’s different. And you’ve got a professional piercer here.”

“I’ve done thousands of piercings. Never a problem.”

And, finally, Dick gave a sharp nod of his head.

The girls smiled, and Marcia got out her piercing kit.

Dick was gorgeous. He was in black strappy heels, wore the cheongsam easily, and the ocean pattern wove around him and emphasized his curves.

His cleavage was deep and wide.

His face was perfectly made up, and his hair was done up in the French style.

“Dick, you want to pour some bubbly? I have to make a couple of phone calls.”

Dick walked to the kitchen. He was awkward, but already figuring it out. His heels made occasional clicks,’ and he only grabbed the wall a couple of time.

He was going to have to strengthen his ankles, however.

Of course, he could wear flats, but…he didn’t want to.

He was enjoying this.

In the kitchen he brought out a bottle of champagne and three flutes. Then he was stymied by the cork.

He could pop cork with the best of them, but not with longer, stiletto finger nails!

Marcia entered the kitchen, laughed when she saw him trying to figure it out, and took over. She showed him how to use his pads and work it back and forth. It took time, but they were rewarded with a loud ‘Pop!’

Lola entered the kitchen a few minutes later and picked up her glass.

“Okay, girls! Time to start the celebration!”

They sipped, then Lola and Marcia trained Dick on how to walk, how to talk, how to sit, how to do everything with a feminine flair.

Dick was used to putting on exaggerated mannerisms, and he was  quick study. After a half hour, the champagne bottle empty, he was moving, pirouetting, and making little hand gestures which were pretty good.

“Fantastic,” said Lola. “Now all we need—“

Ding dong!

Dick panicked, but Marcia grabbed his arm and steadied him.

Lola went to the front door and opened it, and left it open.

Maizy Ryan and Celeste Johnson, no relation to Dick, entered and began doing the Hollywood hug to Lola and Marcia. As the girls chatted and joked Dick stood in the background. But you don’t go unnoticed in such stunning company.

“So who is this ravishing creature?” asked Maizy. Maizy had her own sitcom and was the prettiest comedian in Hollywood.

“This is ‘Dick.’” she emphasized his name. “Don’t say anything, Dick. Let them guess your secret.”

Maizy and Celeste walked around Dick and inspected him.

Celeste was a an actress with several A movies to her credit. She said, “Well, my first guess would be Dick is a man, but that’s too obvious. You don’t make up a man and call him ‘Dick.’ Too obvious.”

“Besides. with those ta tas? That is no man!”

Maizy circled closer, and suddenly gripped Dick’s ‘mons.’

She frowned. “She’s wearing some kind of stiff underwear. No ‘package,’ male nor female, to speak of.

Ding dong!

Two more girls entered the house. One was dressed like a slut, and was in a rock and roll band. Her lips were redder than red and her eyes darker than a cave, and she had a mammoth bosom, almost as big as Dick’s.

The other one was wearing a suit, but there was no mistaking her femininity. She was a talent agent.

And more women showed up.

And most of them brought bottles of booze.

Soon everybody was drinking wine, or champagne, or bourbon and Coke, and everybody was trying to guess what the mostly silent Dick’s secret was.

The afternoon waned and turned into dusk, then full night.

There were probably 25 girls in the house then, no men, and they were loud, and raucous and they kept coming up to Dick and feeling his crotch, and his breasts, and peering into his eyes, and wondering what the big secret was.

More booze. More celebration. Laughter and chatter and endless joking.

Dick was drunk. And he was more relaxed than he had ever been in his life.

Girls usually made him nervous, but he was a girl now, or at least accepted as such. Girls talked to him like he was a girl, and he had figured out how to keep his voice slightly higher pitched, and he was engaging in conversation more and more.

The girl who was most interested in him, however, was the talent agent. Her name was Cindy Goforth, and she kept coming up to him, admiring his skin and his boobs. She touched his face and put an arm around his waist. She asked endless questions.

“Are you in the business?”

Yes.

“Don’t tell me what or how, let me guess. You’re about twenty-five years old.”

“Twenty-six.”

“Hmmm. Do you have any pets? No. You don’t. No hair or fur on your clothes.”

And on and on, getting answers that revealed nothing.

Finally, midnight approached, and the girls all found seats, or sat on the floor, or leaned against walls. It was time for Dick’s big secret to be unveiled.

Dick sat in a chair in the center of the room. He was the guest of honor, and Lola began talking. She explained who he was, and the girls were all surprised they hadn’t recognized him. but the Asian make up had done the trick.

Then she explained about the nipple piercing, and the infection, and…the crazy wanna be doctor.

Finally, she summated by describing how they had decided he should explore the role of a woman for a month.

The women in the room were stunned. Some times they chattered excitedly, sometimes they were struck dumb and silent.

All were impressed. Not just by the make up and disguising, but by how well Dick was taking his medical disaster.

Not a few of them remarked how their significant others wouldn’t deal with this situation so well, but how they wished they could do to their men what had been done to Dick.

The evening was coming to a close. It was two in the morning and the women were gathering purses and coats and heading out the door.

Dick stood at the door and hugged and was kissed by the women.

He was smiling. He had carried it off, he had made friends, and…the last girl gone, a hand turned him.

It was Cindy Goforth, the talent agent. “We need to talk.”

Lola was on the other side of the foyer, listening.

“You, too, Lola. It’s pretty obvious you’re going to be involved in this young man’s…pardon me, this young woman’s life, so can we sit down for a few minutes and let me run something past you?”

This was how a lot of deals happened in Hollywood, and so the trio sat in the living room and had a final sip of bourbon and Coke.

“As you know, I’m a talent agent. I find the right person for the right job. I have a million contacts, and I know how to use them.

Lola was thinking movie deal. Cindy fooled her though.

“Dick, you are in a position to make more money than God. If God is a woman.”

He blinked.

“Do you know how many women would pay huge amounts of money for a night with you?”

Now Lola blinked, and she sat back and folded her arms.

“Hold on, Lola…”

“Are we talking prostitution?”

Lola and Dick expected Cindy to deny it, but she fooled them. “In a manner of speaking.”

“I think…”

“I have a side business. I have over a hundred women who want to sleep with a man who has a dick.”

“Can’t they just go get a shemale hooker or something?” blurted Dick.

“They could, but then they would risk disease, and, let’s be honest, there aren’t a lot of good looking shemale hookers. Most of them are adequate, and none of them has your training. You are intelligent, you know how to comport yourself. Think of it like taking a role. You could supply these women with something they are desperate for.

“They can’t just go hire some bozo. And not just the disease thing. They need some one who is discrete, who will never speak. I watched you all night, you spoke without saying a thing. You’re entertaining, witty, and you know how to speak with women. You know how to play a role.”

Lola was thinking now. She wasn’t the jealous type. She loved Dick insanely, but not in a bad way. Could she handle him spending nights away from her?

And she thought: maybe. If he was really making enough money.

“I don’t know,” Dick was looking at Lola, but Cindy could feel his interest.

“Look, it’s sex. You might not get the women to be as interested in you as a man, should you decide to be a man later, but I could even get you movie roles as a woman. You can still be an actor.”

Lola’s eyes were far away.

Dick sighed and started to say no.

“Yes.”

Both Cindy and Dick looked at Lola.

“But—“

“It’s money, not love. It’s sex, and we can start our own production company.”

“But…I don’t…”

“There is one other thing,” put in Cindy.

They both looked at her.

“Many of the women, most of them, they enjoy anal sex.”

“Well, I suppose—“

“With them on top.”

Silence in the room.

Then Lola started to say no.

“Yes.”

Both women looked at Dick.

Lola: “But, I didn’t know…”

Cindy: “Really?”

“Maybe it’s time you found out.”

Both women grinned.

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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