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Author’s Note

Can a man be driven insane with too much feminization?

Of course he can. Find some poor schmuck with a closed mind, a rigid viewpoint of life, and he’ll break and shatter in a New York second.

Which should make you wonder long a New York second is.

But the point is this: make sure your man is ready before you go whole hog and destroy every misconception he has about life and how to live it.

And, with that said, check out this story. You’ll be amused when I take a man about as close to the edge as he can go.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“I’ve got a joke,” said Tom.

The others gathered around the campfire and listened. They were all sipping bourbon and Coke, and they were feeling no pain.

They were on a camping trip in the deep woods.

It was night time and the woods were dark.

They had thrown a lot of logs on the fire and it was roaring. They had cooked hamburgers and hot dogs, roasted marshmallows, and were now drinking.

The girls were all good looking. Girls with big breasts stick together, and that went double for their even features and their long hair—two brunettes and a blonde.

The guys were studs, always looking for fun, always willing to play a joke.

They all leaned forward to listen to Tom’s joke.

A sailor ships out to sea and as time goes on he gets horny. But there’s no women on the ship, so he asks the old salts what they do when they need sex.

“Why,” said the first mate, we go down in the hold after lights out and put our penis in the barrel there.”

The young sailor was confused. How could a barrel be like sex?

But, as horny as he was, when lights went out he went into the hold, found the barrel, and saw a hole in the side of it.

Feeling a bit ridiculous, he took out his penis and stuck it in the hole.

Immediately the softest, most velvety pussy grabbed his penis. It was fantastic! It moved back and forth and the young sailor got into it. He started ramming his dick through the hole, and it wasn’t long before he grunted, then sighed, and a load of sperm shot into the barrel.

Grinning stupidly, the young fellow zipped up and swaggered away.

The barrel was so good that he paid a visit to it every night for a week.

On the eight day he went down to the hold, put his dick in the hole, and nothing happened.

He went to the first mate and complained. “Hey, the barrel really worked, but tonight I went down there and nothing happened.”

“That,” said the mate, “is because it is your turn in the barrel.”

“Oh, Lord, that’s an old one,” groaned Jimmy. His wife, Janet, agreed.

“Yeah, but it’s still funny.”

Everybody agreed that even though it was old, it was worth listening to again.

Then Jason said, “Why don’t, instead of telling all these lame joke, we have a barrel.”

“Hunh?”

“You’re off your gourd, buddy.”

Tom’s wife chuckled. “Are you volunteering to be in the barrel?

Cindy, Jimmy’s wife, laughed, “Honey, I volunteer you.”

Everybody was grinning now, and Jimmy said, “Not on your life.”

“Aw, come on, you big chickens, Jason teased everybody. He thought it was a good idea. “Let’s not just joke, let’s do something.”

Jason’s wife looked him in the eye. “Well, honey, since you are so anxious ready to go, maybe you should go first.”

Jason went silent and everybody laughed at him. His face got a little red.

“I would do it. Not the barrel thing, but…but we can put fantasy’s in a hat, draw fantasy’s, and…what’s the wildest thing you’ve ever done?”

Now everybody became thoughtful.

“What would you want to do in place of the barrel?”

Ideas were put forth.

“Spanking.”

Glue a cock to a nose.”

“One’s own nose?” asked Janet.

“What about girls? They don’t have cocks.”

The ideas blossomed, and finally. Tom blurted, “We need two drawings. One for the first person, and the other for the fantasy.”

There were nods, and sips, and everybody was really thinking now.

“Okay, I’ve got a hat, who’s got some paper.”

They ripped up little slips of paper, wrote their names on them, and placed them in the hat.

Jason presented a second hat and everybody tossed in their fantasies.

“Okay, we draw names, and whoever has their name chosen has to wear blinders—“

“We don’t have blinders!” giggled Cindy.

“Okay, Tom’s ski hat, backwards. With earplugs. Our chosen ‘victim won’t be able to hear what we’re planning.”

There were grins around the campfire.

“It’ll come as a complete surprise,” said, Ally.

And they all agreed.

The hat was passed around and everybody put in their names. Ally took Jason’s slip and put it in the hat along with her own name.

“Okay, who wants to select our victim?”

“I’ll do it,” Ally volunteered. She closed her eyes and looked away and reached into the hat. She felt around, selected a slip of paper and took it out.

“Oh, no!” She looked at Jason. “I picked you!”

Jason was stuck. What were the odds? Well, one in six, actually, so he agreed. He went to a log and sat down and put in ear plugs and donned the ski mask.

Tom was in darkness, but he could still hear occasional words and half sentences.

First, he heard the laughter when the slips of paper were drawn.

“Who the fuck thought of that one?”

“Oh, my God!”

“I put that one in.”

Jason tried to figure out what his big adventure was going to be, but the group huddled up and spoke in such low tones he couldn’t make much out.

Finally, Tom came over to him, took the mask off and said, “Okay, Jason, are you ready for the big time?”

Now that it was happening, Jason was not quite so brave. He gulped. “I guess so.”

“You agree to whatever is asked of you, no matter what.”

Jason nodded.

“No matter what?” Tom lowered his voice and spoke seriously.

“Sure.”

Tom shook his head. “Well, okay. Then we’re going to start. “Why don’t you have a drink. I think you’re going to need it.”

Ally made Jason a stiff drink and handed it to him.

“Is it going to be bad?” he asked.

“Sorry, honey, I can’t say.” But she was grinning.

Meanwhile, the others were talking over their plans.

Jason looked at his friends.

They weren’t a mean bunch, but they were all a little rock and roll. He figured they were going to spank him or something. Maybe make him masturbate. Well, he could handle that. Especially if he was drunk.

He finished his first drink and said, “Okay. I’m ready.”

“Okay. First we’re going to make you up like a girl.”

Jason’s mouth opened. He stared at his friends.

“No!”

“Are you trying to back out?”

He couldn’t, the look on their faces, he would forever be known as Chicken Little if he backed out.

“No.” He spoke with determination.

“Okay. Since this is make up, the girls will work with you.”

“Yowza!”

“Here we go!”

Ally took his arm and walked him over to the big picnic table just to the side of the fire.

“Oh, man,” he said.

“Worried?”

“Nah,” he lied.

It was just make up, after all. Girls put it on every day, so he could put it on for one night.

But, man, was this embarrassing.

“We’re going to give you the works, Jason.”

“Okay,” he tried to sound brave.

“We should Nair him.”

“We don’t have the Nair.”

“We can shave him.”

Ally offered, “He already shaves his groin.”

“Whoa!”

“Hoo!”

The guys cheered lustily, filling the woods with their deep voices.

“Okay, Jason, take it off.”

Jason heaved a sigh. It was starting. He undressed and handed Ally his pants and shirt.”

“Shoes and socks, too.”

“Shoes and socks? What for?”

“We’re going to paint your nails.”

Now, at this point, Jason thought about just refusing, but he had agreed, and they would make worse fun of him if he quit than if he went through with it, so he took off his shoes and socks.

“Your pantaloons, too,” said Ally.

He looked at his wife, couldn’t believe it, but when the others began to hoot and call him a chicken…he took his underwear off.

Fortunately, he wasn’t a small person. The girls laughed and the guys just nodded and appreciated his manliness. They were glad it wasn’t them sitting there naked.

“Okay. I’ll do his tootsies. Why don’t you girls shave him.”

Janice and Cindy stood him up and began rubbing sweet smelling soapy water on him. They ran their little razors down his flesh, and…he started to boner up.

“Oh, shit,” he mumbled.

“Oh, oh! Somebody likes it!”

He started to fidget, but the girls calmed him down.

“It’s okay, Jason. I’ve seen a dick before.”

“You’re pretty good sized. Anybody have any ideas on how to get rid of his boner bump? We can’t have him showing off in a dress.”

“I brought my hunting knife,” cracked Jimmy.

“Hardee har har.”

Ally came to the rescue, “I think Jason’s dick is too hard for your knife.

Cindy quipped. “Yeah. You’re going to need a chainsaw.”

Laughter.

Janet handed Jason another drink. “Relax, big boy. This is going to take a while.” She turned to Tom and Jimmy and pulled them to the side. Jason couldn’t make out everything, but it sounded like she was telling the guys to tune it down. That he was being a sport, so should they.

And it worked. The guys had a seat, sipped bourbon, and kept their taunts to a minimum.

The little razors running over his skin were quite erotic, and Jason’s boner got harder.

The girls laughed at it, appreciated it, and in spite of his red face, Jason was surviving.

Ally prepped and painted his toes. She used a bright red polish. He loved it on her, but to see his own toes done that way…he actually shivered on looking at them.

Jimmy and Tom, being glared at by the girls for any quips, retired to the far corner of the clearing and practiced their drinking. They laughed a lot, and it was plain who they were laughing at, but the girls told Jason to ignore them, and they started brushing their hands against his cock. That made up for a lot of insults.

Cindy did his fingers, gluing on moderately long fakes, and Janet put a wig on his head.

Jason was getting curious now. Without hav ing to worry about what Tom and jimmy were saying he was starting to wonder what he looked like.

The girls kept telling he was beautiful, but…was he? He was a guy, after all. Could a guy be beautiful?

“Okay, ladies, Ally finally said, “It’s time to put some lingerie on this puppy.”

The girls all got out their good panties and bras and argued. Janet being closes to Jason’s size, her underwear was selected.

Ally donated some nylons and a garter, and Cindy had a pair of old shoes that might fit.

Jason stood and the girls put the bra on him, and he felt like a horse in a harness until they got it adjusted. then it felt pretty good.

The panties didn’t work at all. He just had too big a boner. So Janet sighed and brought out a corset.

Now the two guys were watching. They were a little envious as the girls tried to bend and push Jason’s cock into the panties, and they looked at each other and commiserated with sad looks as the girls put Jason into the corset.

Finally, Jason was in lingerie.

Cindy helped him put on the high heels, and he barely fit. His red toes showed through the open front, and his heel was almost over the back, but the sling back worked and suddenly his calves were curvy and sexy and very ladylike.

“Dress?” queried Ally, and all three girls pondered.

“I might have something.”

The three girls and boys spun.

A tall woman, a bit older, a little thicker but quite curvy, was watching from the trail.

“Sorry. Didn’t mean to startle you. I was going back to my site and saw what you’re doing.”

She was beautiful, very large chested, and smiled.

Oddly, she didn’t ask what the three girls were doing with Jason. But, then, it wasn’t hard to understand. It was just, in the eyes of the common man, weird.

Jimmy and Tom wandered over and struck up a conversation with the woman, and Tom told her he’d escort her over to her camp site and bring back her ‘donation’ to Jason’s transformation.

Janet looked at the woman, frowned, but when the woman winked at her she knew Tom was going to be in ‘good hands.’ She nodded and the woman, whose name was Josey, headed out.

They were gone about ten minutes, and when they came back, Tom carrying a bag of clothes, he looked a little red-faced.

“Here go,” said Josey cheerfully.

She pulled out a large bra and…breast forms…and a gaff that had an actual monkey knuckle on the front!

“Oh, my gosh!” blurted Ally.

“And don’t worry about returning this stuff. I’ve got more.”

“But this is expensive.”

“Doesn’t do me any good. I have to have good quality clothes when I’m on stage.”

“When you’re on stage? Are you an actor? Should we know you?”

Everybody looked at Josey.

“You wouldn’t know me, but I’m a female impersonator. And this stuff, while it’s in good condition, isn’t good enough for me to wear.

The girls offered Josey some bourbon and Coke and she agreed to have a sip or two, and she began helping the girls work on Jason.

Quickly, the underwear was switched, and Josey helped them get Jason into the gaff without breaking his cock in two.

Jason felt panic inside, being handled by a man, but it was a man in a dress, a man that looked like a beautiful woman, so he suffered and said nothing.

Now he had a smooth front, though he was a little bent from the way his cock was folded under.

Fortunately, being in a gaff isn’t all that pleasant, and while he was still hornier than the dickens, his dick softened up enough to lessen the pain.

Then they put on his dress, a bright, red number that sowed off his breast forms, while making them look like real tits.

“You should get implants,” Josey whispered. “That’s what I did.”

Jason almost panicked when her breasts brushed again him then, and he couldnt’ take his eyes off her boobs. Those were the real thing?

Then they put on Jason’s face. They prepared his skin, gave him blush and colored his eyes, and finally put red lipstick on his mouth. Red to match his finger nails.

It was getting late when they were finished with Jason, and Josey stood back and inspected the work with a smile.

“You’re a beautiful man, Jason.”

Jason blushed under the praise, and secretly he was pleased.

He had never felt so special in his life.

Then Josey turned to Tom and patted his cheek.

Tom was frozen, and the words he didn’t want to hear were spoken. “You’re a good kisser, Tom.”

Janet stared at her husband and her eyes focused. “Did you…did he…?”

“He was drunk,” explained Josey, and he kissed me. But when he put his hand down there…he lost his interest.”

Then everybody was laughing. And Tom put his head down and wished he was in a coffin and six feet under.

“Okay, people, time to get this show on the rod.”

Everybody chuckled, except Jason, who didn’t understand the reference.

“I thought this was it? You made me look like a girl, isn’t that it?”

“This is just the start, honey,” Ally said with an impish grin. “Now comes the fun stuff.”

“This wasn’t fun?” he looked down at himself.

“Oh, not nearly.”

“What else is there left to do?”

“The next thing to do is…you’ve got to get drunk.”

“I’m already drunk,” he said.

“Not drunk like you’re going to be, and here’s the great news. No hangover!”

Jason wobbled a little where he sat, “How’s that possible?”

“Let us show you.”

“Okay.”

Tom and Jimmy went to the camper and Tom got out his box of tools. He was well prepared when it came to tools, and he took out a power drill and a hole saw.

Then they went to the picnic table and drilled a hole in the table. It was on the side and a little bit in towards the center.

What the fuck? wondered Jason, watching his friends drill the hole, then use a file to make the edges smooth. When they were done it was smooth as silk.

It was a little small for what they planned, however.

Tom looked at Jason’s penis and frowned. “It might not fit, and I don’t have a bigger hole saw.”

“That’s okay, I’ll get some lube.” He pulled a tube of what looked like lube out of the box.

“Okay, girls, bring him over.”

Janet and Cindy helped Jason up and walked him over to the picnic table. He was a bit unsteady in the high heels, but they kept him on an even keel.

Janet lifted his dress and Cindy pulled down his panties.

“Oh, thank God,” Jason sighed.

His pecker dropped down and immediately started growing. There was no pressure on it now, and it grew bigger and bigger.

Jason was so glad to be set free and he didn’t even notice when they pushed him over the picnic table.

“Whoa!” he said, laughing, then Tom squirted lube all over his cock and they put his cock through the hole in the table.

It fit, but it needed the lube, and now he was on his knees on the bench and fucking the hole in the table.

Everybody was laughing, pointing, taking swigs of the bourbon.

“Feels pretty good,” said Jason, enjoying the feeling of his hard cock poking through the hole. He moved up and down a few times.

“Don’t cum too soon, honey,” his wife came around to the other side of the table and kissed him.

“Oh?”

Janet pushed on his butt and he stopped moving.

“Sure. There’s still lots to be done. But first you need to have a drink. Then we’re going to tell you something really funny.

Jason tried to move, to fuck the hole again, but now he couldn’t move. He looked at her and said, “Okay, gimme a drink.”

“Well, honey, the difference is…you don’t drink this beer with your moth.”

“Moth?”

Everybody looked at each other.

“Did she say ‘moth?’” Everybody went into hysterics.

“Shut your moth,” cracked Tom.

“You got a big moth!” Janet quipped.

“You ever put your dick in a moth?” asked Cindy of Jimmy.

“Okay,” laughed Ally. “I meant mouth. I said mouth!”

They were all pretty drunk, but the best was to come.

“Who’s got the beer?”

“Why beer?” asked Jason blearily.

“Because you have to drink it through your ass.”

Jason’s mouth opened in surprise. “I do?”

“Yep. When beer goes through the intestines it loses something. But when it goes through the colon walls it has much more impact.”

“It does?”

Normally, Jason would have yelled and screamed. He wasn’t homophobic or anything, he just didn’t want anybody messing with this asshole.

Unfortunately for him, he was just drunk enough to consider it.

“Well, I don’t know…” reason tried to reassert.

“Of course if you’re too chicken…”

“I’m not a chicken.”

“Good, then have a drink.”

Janet produced a long neck bottle of Golden Monkey.

Jason stared at the beer in wonder.

Golden Monkey was an extra strong beer. It had a picture of a golden monkey with extra hands on the label. Drinking one beer would result in the eyes working independently.

Normally, Jason loved Golden Monkey. The taste was a bit fruity, but the high was unique.

“Where’s the lube?” asked Tom.

“I put it back in the tool kit.”

“Never mind, boys. That’s probably not the right type of lube, and I’ve got some vaseline right here.

The girls took control of the ‘feeding,’ as they called it.

Ally was on the other side of the table, and she kissed Jason endlessly. “You’re gonna love this,” she said, and she stuck her tongue in his mouth.

Jason fond it very easy to lose himself in her luscious mouth.

On the other side of the table, Janet slathered vaseline around the neck of the bottle. Cindy put globs of the slick goo on Jason’s ass and swirled it around the rim, then pushed into him.

On the other side of the table Jason lurched and his eyes opened, and Ally enjoyed the sudden surprise of him getting fingered.

“Oh…oh…” he spoke right through Ally’s kiss.

Ally grinned and held his face in place. “How’s it feel, honey?”

“Oh, that’s good! He couldn’t move much, his dick was firmly lodged, but he wiggled his ass and fucked Cindy’s finger, then fingers.

“I think he likes it,” burbled Cindy happily.

Janet eyed the top of the bottle. It was gooey with grease and she turned to Cindy. “I’m ready.”

“Okay. Just a second.”

Now Tom and Jimmy were standing behind the girls, standing on tip toes and watching over the girls’ shoulders.

Ally was working her lips on Jason’s, and Cindy went to two fingers, then three. “Almost ready,” she said.

“Okay, honey, get ready for the drink of your life.”

“Okay,” said Cindy, “spread ‘em.”

The boys each took one of Jason’s legs and pulled his legs apart.

Jason’s pucker was perfectly exposed.

Jason cocked his head, and Cindy put the beer to his star and pushed it in.

The long neck, a little smaller than the normal dick, went in smoothly. For a second nothing happened, then the liquid inside the bottle burbled and began to bubble and swirl and the level went down.

The forest was lit up by raucous cheers, and Jason’s eyes went wide as he drank the beer.

Jason would always recall the next minute.

He had been drunk, many times, but nothing like this.

Usually it would take a bottle or two to get him high, and a six pack to make him drunk. Maybe even two six packs.

But the drunk state of mind rushed in on him. As the level of Golden Monkey dropped, so his drunkenness raised. One second he was beer high. The next second he was two beers high. then he was six beers high, and by the fourth second he was a half a bottle of whiskey high. And the Golden Monkey still had half a bottle to go!

His friends danced around the table and cheered and whooped and danced and carried on.

The girls lined up to take turns kissing Jason.

Then the bottle was empty.

“Oop! He’s done. Better take the bottle out.”

Jason was absolutely and totally stoned. And he felt no sickness. In fact, there was a weird sort of clarity to it all.

“Nah,” he blurted. “Leave it in. It feels good.”

His words were slurred but incredibly happy. To be so drunk, and not want to puke his guts out…it was a blessing. He truly felt on top of the world.

“Sorry, honey, but we have to take it out.”

“Oh?” He twisted his head up and looked at Ally. “We’ve got some other things that have to go in there.”

“What?” The Golden Monkey was working full tilt now. His right eye was looking at his wife, his left eye was looking at Janet. And it felt like his actual brain was splitting painlessly in two. Talking about multi-tasking!

“Yes, honey, you see, I should explain about the slips of paper.”

“Oh, yeah?”

His eyes were turning slowly, shifting over the shards of forest being lit up by the campfire.

The others cam around to watch Jason as Ally explained about their little game.

“Yes. You see, we all put in six slips of paper.”

“Not 36 slips.” Jason’s head was bedazzled by the cosmos of drunken thoughts rushing through him.

“No…sorry. A slip of paper each for six slips.”

“That’s like a tongue twister,” his tongue was twisting all around, but his words were coming out relatively unscathed. And his Golden Monkey mind suddenly blurted out: “The sake sipping snake slides slickly.”

Everybody stared at him briefly, then began laughing. He was the one who was super drunk, yet he could say the line smoothly, none of them could make it through even one repeat.

When they were done trying to speak the tongue twister Ally spoke again. “Where are the slips of paper?”

Janet found them in the hat and brought them over. Everybody stood in front of Jason and grinned as they watched his face.

“As to why your name was called, when we put the slips of paper in the hat I took yours and put it in. But I pressed a fingernail into it. Then, when I drew the names, I felt for the nick and got yours.”

“I was set up?” Jason had one eye looking at the constellations in the sky. The other was examining the woof and warp of the grain on the bench he was fastened to.

“You were set, hubby dear, but here’s where it gets good.”

“Where does it get good?” He was really getting off on the sound of words pouring out of his mouth. He enunciated so precisely.

“Let me read them off. We arranged them in order of our ability to do, but here they are.”

Ally read the slips.

“First, put his dick through a glory hole. Take turns sucking it without letting him cum.”

Jason’s eyes grinned. They sure had done that to him. He hadn’t been tied, but he was stuck, and that was for sure.

“Second, drink a bottle of beer through your ass.”

“Wow!” he blurted happily. “You guys!” then he frowned. “But that’s two things. I thought I was supposed to do just one thing!”

“Hold on, dear. You’ll find out. You’ll get what’s so funny in a second.”

“Oh.”

“Three, suck off the guys and swallow.”

Jason’s mouth opened, and while he was supposed to be alarmed, he felt a horde of butterflies fly out of his mouth. Man, he was really drunk! And that was the moment that he thought maybe the Golden Monkey had been a bit much. Maybe they should have given him Bud Light or something.

“I’m supposed to…really?”

“Really!” Chuckled Tom, leaning an elbow on Jimmy’s shoulder.

Jimmy just grinned stupidly and lowered his zipper. His dong stuck out and everybody cheered. Tom, seeing the joy Jimmy was getting, and knowing he was going to have to unsheathe his demon, undid his own zipper.

Four, fuck all the girls.”

Jason smiled, and it felt like all his teeth came out at night. His tongue felt like the red carpet on Oscar night.

“Five, get fucked by the guys.”

Jason felt like his eyeballs were detaching, like he could look at the small of his back, which normally would have been an impossibility.

“Wait a minute. Fucked by all the guys?”

“Yep.”

Ally was the only one with an iota of concern. “Is that all right? Jason?”

Jason didn’t respond to her, he simply said, “But there’s three guys here. How am I supposed to fuck myself?”

He had images of his cock snaking through the hole, extending, foot after foot, like a garden hose pulled off the reel, through the rungs of the table and finally reaching his own ass.

He giggled.

“Now, are you ready for the joke? Are you ready for what’s so funny?”

“Sure.”his head was lolling, his eyes were lolling, the whole world was lolling.

“Six, do everything that’s on the other slips of paper.”

There was a cosmic moment there where Jason blinked, and it felt like he was God and he was blinking. The world suddenly whirled, resurrected, reordered, and he got it.

“Everything?”

Everybody was in stitches now. They were sitting on the bench, shaking it so he was getting a hand job, except it was more of a table job.

The girls leaned on each other and laughed.

Tom was on his knees, holding his belly.

Jimmy was on his back, rolling over and over with laughter.

“Everything,” he said. His voice was stupid, wondering at the joke of the ages rolling over on him.

More laughter as everybody enjoyed his epiphany.

“I’ve got to do everything?”

Shrieks and howls of laughter.

“I’ve got to be a girl with a dick and the dick is going through a glory hole and everybody is going to fuck me and suck me and…oh, yeah. I have to drink a beer through my ass.”

“Yes!”

Then they were all interrupted.

“Hi, guys and girls. I couldn’t sleep, you’re making so much noise, so I wondered, I figured, I’d get dressed up and come over and join your party. Is that all right?”

Josey the drag queen stood next to the camper. He…or rather ‘she,’ was dressed to the nines. She had big breasts, long, nylon clad legs. Her nails were done toes and fingers. Her hair was long and shiny and quite beautiful.

For a moment everybody just stared, then they began to laugh and laugh and laugh. Even harder than they had been.

Josey, accepted, smiled as she entered the clearing and circled the table.

“Is this what you were about?”

She bent down and saw Jason’s dick poking down below the table. She reached to it and stroked it gently.

Then she straightened up and grinned, “So how are we going to do this?”


Part Two

Jason became a merry go round.

Someone was either riding his butt around and around, or filling his mouth with cock.

Normally he would have screamed and shouted, but the Golden Monkey had enlightened him. Liberated him.

It was love, baby, and he wanted more and more.

Tom and Jimmy took turns riding his ass. One would hump and bump for long minutes, and when they got close they would back out and let the other one do the work.

It turned into a contest, who could cum last.

Meanwhile, the girls would sit on the bend by his head, lay back and swivel under and suck his hog.

For Jason it was incredible, and incredibly maddening.

The girls would suck and suck, but his cock only stuck out about five inches. the other two inches were locked into the hole and the thickness of the table.

So he wasn’t getting a full deep throat. He was getting a ‘half throat,’ and he wanted to feel those full lips sliding all the way to his balls.

But his balls were on the other side of the table, being smashed down by the weight of Tom and Jimmy as they drove into him.

And, while Tom and Jimmy screwed his butt mercilessly, and the girls took turns sliding under and half throating him, licking his head and driving. him crazy, Josey was kissing him.

He knew Josey was a man!

But a kiss is a kiss, and the feel of soft lips on his was all he cared about.

Then Josey said, “Look, you guys are doing it all wrong.”

Tom and Jimmy looked up. They were sex crazed, but they were listening.

“If you angle the dangle like this,” Josey moved his finger in a way that showed what he meant, “you press on his prostate. You’ll get a bit of cum out of him then.”

“But we don’t want him to cum!” blurted Ally. “If he cums then he’ll get tired and not want sex any more. We can’t have that!”

“Then just do a tap tap on his prostate. He’ll give a drip or two, but no more. You can make him last all night that way.”

Everybody looked at everybody, grinned, and argued, and…Tom hoped up on the table and said, “I’ll do it!”

He positioned himself on his feet, squatting over Jason’s but. When he drove in it angled his cock downwards, towards the base of his dick.

Immediately, from under the table, Cindy yelped out, “Got it! No more!”

Jason groaned. It was like cumming without cumming. That feel of pecker on his prostate did the trick all right. It pushed a drop out, and it felt like he was going to cum, but then…nothing.

He was left high and dry and desperate for that final pump.

But it never came.

Tom drew out, and Jimmy took his place.

He drove in, the same way Tom had, and now Janet yelled out, “Got it!”

Josey lifted her dress and dropped her gaff. Her cock sprang up and she positioned herself above Jason and drove in.

“OHHH!”

“Are you all right, honey?” asked Ally in alarm.

“Oh…oh, yeah. That was a big one!”

And it was true, Josey, for looking like a girl, had the biggest dick of them all!

“You like big ones?” asked Ally, a bit unsure of herself.

“Oh, yeah! Give me the big ones!”

“Hey, can we get some of that?”

Three big biker types stood at the edge of the clearing.

“We all have big ones.”

One of them unzipped and let his hog out. It really was big. It was bigger even than Josey.

“Sure,” Jason called out.

The girls would have said no, and maybe even the guys, but Jason was the one, and the decision was up to him.

One of the bikers turned to the others and said, “Go tell the others, and tell the girls, too. I’ll get started here.”

A lascivious look in his eye, the biker stepped forward.

The party lasted until early in the morning. When it was done Jason’s ass was full of squirt, and his mouth was drenched with pussy juice and cum.

They had used all his holes, slurped on his prick until he thought it would melt, but…he hadn’t cum.

At first the plot had been not to let him cum, but as that restriction waned they found out an interesting thing: Jason couldn’t cum. He couldn’t move his cock in the hole to get enough traction, and the head of his cock, due to so much sucking and licking, had become a bit numb.

But his balls, squashed under his body, were blue, and he had never wanted to cum so badly in his life!

His desire for cumming had literally blasted him out of his mind. Now he was obsessed, could think of only one thing, and as the effects of the Golden Monkey receded he was left with only one thought.

Must cum.

But he couldn’t.

When everybody was done, drunk and passed out and their sexual desires sated, little tears appeared in Jason’s eyes. He wanted to cum. He needed to cum, all he could think of was cum.

But, that’s the way the mop flops.

The sun was up and out and bright when he finally woke up.

The ground was littered with bodies. Ally was asleep, sitting on the side of the table and leaning her head next to his.

Tom and Jimmy were laying on the ground next to the fire, their arms wrapped around Josey.

Cindy and Janet were on the other side of the fire, entwined.

Around the clearing bikers had slept where they had fallen.

Everybody’s sex organs were on display. Either the body was nude, or the dick was hanging out of the pants.

And all the dicks were slack. Not a hard on in the bunch. Not a woody to be had.

A couple of the bikers had awoken. They sipped beer and rekindled the fire. One of the biker mamas showed up with a box full of bacon and eggs and some potatoes. Breakfast was on the way.

Jason opened his eyes and looked around. He had the slightest of headaches, but nothing to be talked about, and that light headache, which waned quickly, was because of the other liquor he had imbibed, not because of the Golden Monkey and the way he had drunk it.

His first and only thought upon waking was: pussy.

He had to cum. He had to get his swollen rocks off. He had to fuck

If he had been placed in a yard with a tiger he wouldn’t have worried about getting mauled, he would have only been concerned with how he could lift that tiger’s tail and get a little.

A biker walked by with an armload of wood for the fire. “You’re awake.”

“I needa fuck,” Jason whispered.

The biker laughed, “I’ll bet you do.”

More people woke up, and Jason looked at them with an open, sexual hunger, and they all laughed. They all knew that Jason hadn’t cum all night. They could tell he was in a delirium of sexual want.

Jason’s friends and wife woke up. They stood staggered, drank lots of water to make up for the booze they had imbibed.

Ally sauntered over to Jason with a smile.

“How’s it going, Jason?”

Jason stared at her as if he didn’t even know her. And, in truth, he didn’t. All he knew was that there was a pussy in front of him and he wanted it.

Ally frowned. “Jason? Are you all right?”

He stared at her and mumbled, Fuck…fuck…fuck. Needa fuck!”

“Hey, girls? You want to help me here?”

But she didn’t need help, she needed to know that Jason wasn’t out of his mind.

But he was.

As Janet and Cindy bent down to look in his face they studied the lust on his features, listened to the way he chanted, “sex, sex, sex!” And they saw how he looked at them.

If a man had ever objectified a woman for sex…

“He’s sex crazy,” observed Janet.

“Will he return to normal?”

“When he squirts. Otherwise…” she shrugged her shoulders.

“Well, hell. Let’s get him out of that hole and I’ll fuck him.”

Cindy chuckled. “Technically, we should all fuck him.”

“Great, we’ll all fuck him. But help me get him out of the hole in the table first.”

Cindy and Janet thought it was funny, the way Jason lurched and drooled and begged for sex, but they bent down around Jason. Cindy pushed his cock from under, Ally worked his balls and penis, and Janet squirted lube around his cock.

“OWWW!” Jason howled.

They immediately stopped.

“Are you all right?”

“What happened!”

“Hurts…need to fuck.”

He was babbling, his eyes desperate and looking around frantically.

“Well, does it hurt? Or do you need to fuck?”

“Or do you need to fuck so bad it hurts?”

Jason just tried to hump the table, and little tears came from the corners of his eyes.

“Jeez,” he’s in a worse way than I thought,” remarked Cindy.

“Let’s try again.”

Again they tried to lift, to pull him out of the hole, but…”OWWW!”

They stopped and stared.

“What’s the matter, girls?” asked one of the bikers.

“We can’t get Jason out of the hole.”

The biker leaned down and examined Jason’s cock. He blinked. “Lift him a little.”

The girls did, but stopped when Jason started to yell.

The biker stood up, a wry look on his face.

“He’s not going to be standing up any time soon.”

“What?”

“Why not?”

“Because somebody stuck his dick in the hole with super glue.

A moment of shocked faces, stunned minds, broken up by Jason’s entreaties. “Please, suck me off?” he begged.

Other bikers came over, as did Tom and Jimmy.

“What’s wrong?”

“Fool superglued himself.”

Tom and Jimmy looked at each other and said nothing. They knew who it was, and they weren’t about to admit it.

“So what do we do?”

The bikers were pretty casual about it.

“You could leave him. A couple of blankets and some trail mix and he might make it through the winter.”

Some chuckled at the humor, but not Ally.

“He’s my husband! We’ve got to get him free.”

“Got a sawzall? He could—“

“You’re not going to cut my husband’s penis off!”

“Fuck me. fuck me. I’m fucked. Fuck me.” Jason chanted mindlessly, occasionally trying to move his dick in the hole.

“Jeez, lady, you got a bad imagination. I meant to cut the wood out  around the hole so he could be moved.”

“Oh, I thought you were going to…”

“Nah. A pecker is a useful thing.”

“Shame to waste a good pecker,” commented one of the biker mamas.

“His butt’s not too bad, either.”

“Enough,” cried out Ally. “Help me get him out!”

So the bikers sat down at the table, breakfast was served, and they talked about various methods.

“We could knock the table apart, then he’d only be stuck to one board.”

“I had a dog tried to run between two trees with a board in his mouth.”

“Ouch,” commented a burly fellow.

“What about the hole saw? Could we…”

“We could call somebody.”

“We’re in the park, man. Ain’t nobody coming up here.”

“Then we’re going to have to take him down there.”

“Fuck me…fuck me…” sobbed Jason.

They all nodded, and a consensus was being reached.

“So we’re going to have to move the whole table.”

They all turned and looked at the camper.

It was a Ford pick up with a big 1172 Lance camper. It was near twelve feet long and towered over the Ford.

In truth, it was too big for the truck, which was a 150.

And it was tall and unwieldy on the truck base.

But it was all they had.

“We need a flat bed,” murmured Tom.

“Ain’t got one, man.” Said a biker. “‘Sides, we can make this work.”

“How?” asked Ally, looking at the camper dubiously.

There were twenty bikers, and they were all big and beefy. They picked up the picnic table, with Jason on it, and walked towards the camper. And stopped with a clunk.

“Damn things chained to the ground!” mumbled one of the bikers.

That stopped them for a while, but they broke out hammers and smashed the chain till it broke.

“Why do they have a chain on a table, anyway?” asked someone. “It’s not like it’s going to walk away.”

“Shoplifters, man. They take anything that’s not nailed down.”

They all shook their heads sadly. The world was coming to a bad place.

But, bad place or not, they lifted the table again and sauntered over to the camper. Then they put the table down and looked up.

The top of the camper was over twelve feet high.

“Might be a problem here,” suggested one of the bikers.

Ally asked, “Can’t you get it up?”

“Oh, sure. But with the table on top, and Jason here, it’ll be around sixteen feet tall.”

“Seventeen,” offered somebody.

“So?”

“So he’s going to have trouble going under overpasses, into gas stations, that sort of stuff.”

That said, the bikers hooked up a hoist and hauled the picnic table to the top of the pick up and set it on top of the camper. They lashed it down with rope, and they were ready to go.

Ally was in the car behind the camper and she watched in horror as they rolled down the mountain side.

The road was cambered properly, but moving at a slow speed, the truck so tall, the whole thing leaned over.

“No!” screamed Ally.

But the truck managed to right itself and they headed for the next corner.

Corner after corner they took, the truck leaning one way then the other.

The bikers were on their motorcycles, and when it looked like the camper was going to tip over they made a large, ‘Whoa!’ sound.

Cars lined up behind them, but they weren’t interested in passing.

One look at the ass of Jason, tied to the picnic table, which was lashed to the camper, and everybody wanted to follow, and they were waiting for the truck to tip over.

On top of the thing Jason was not terrified.

He should have been, but he was horny. He wanted pussy. He put all fear out of his mind.

He went down the road, his ass in  the wind causing his dress to whip about, and kept yelling at anybody he saw: “I need pussy! Fuck me!”

It was fifty miles to the highway, and it wasn’t much of a highway. But just to get on that they ran into a big problem. To get onto the highway they had to go under an overpass and turn onto the ramp.

“Stop!” Yelled one of the bikers, his bull voice carrying in the light breeze.

The camper stopped.

The bikers crawled up on top of the thing and measured the distance from the ground to the highest point of Jason, which was his butt.

Sixteen feet and seven inches.

The height of the passover was sixteen feet and six inches.

Jason was an inch too tall to make it.

For a half hour the bikers and Jason’s friends discussed the problem.

“We could chop the legs off the table.”

But that wasn't a good idea. The table might fall apart, and they wanted it to stay together so it could be securely fastened to the camper.

“How about we try it, and stop if it looks like Jason’s going to get scraped off?”

So the camper crept forward, one inch at a time.

Bikers perched on top, measured Jason, pressed on his back, then one stood up and made a finger slash across his throat.

Back on the ground they gathered for another discussion. They were talking about various methods and some of the people from the cars behind them came up to see what the problem was.

Interestingly, they were all sympathetic to Jason’s position.

They were all standing, looking at the ground and frowning, when a father and his son came up.

After the situation was explained the kid said, “I know a joke.”

The father turned and said, “Get back to the car, Billy.”

His manner was gruff, and the bikers glanced at the father and didn’t like it. You don’t talk tough to kids around bikers.

“Tell us your joke, kid.”

So little Billy says…

“Once there was a guy who got a flat tire next to an insane asylum. He changed the tire and accidentally upset the hubcap holding the lug nuts. All five of them went down the drain and he groaned and wonder what he was going to do. He sat down on the curb and started sobbing.

“What’s the matter, mister?”

The man looked around, and there was an inmate standing at the fence.

“Oh, you wouldn’t understand.”

“Try me.”

So the man said, “I dropped five lug nuts down the drain. Now I can’t replace my tire.”

The insane guy says, “Why don’t you take a lug nut from each of your other tires? If you drive slow you can make it to the nearest gas station.”

The man jumped up and said, “Oh, my God! You’re right! How did you ever think of that?”

The inmate says, “I’m crazy, not stupid.”

The bikers standing around all started chuckling. Many of them had heard the joke before, but, hey, laughter was better than thinking about the problem of getting Jason under the overpass.

“Pretty good, kid. But—“

“Why don’t you let the air out of the tires?”

Everything stopped.

All the bikers stared at the kid.

“Holy…dirty word,” said the biker, “How’d you think of that?”

Then the biker stopped at the grin in the kid’s eyes.

“I know,” he laughed. “You’re young, not stupid.”

So the bikers let air out of the truck tires, crept under the overpass, and drove slowly down to the nearest gas station.             

At the gas station they managed to fill the tires, and everybody was gassing up, when a woman came up. “Hey, guys? I’ve been listening to a scanner. Somebody called the cops.”

Again, a big conference, but a fast one. Then the truck pulled behind the gas station. Five minutes later a half a dozen cop cars whizzed past on the freeway.

With a sigh of relief, Tom pulled the truck out and prepared to get back on the freeway, when a motorcycle cop came along.

Oh, the dirty words the bikers had to say.

The cop parked his bike and swaggered up to the procession. “Well, well. What do we have here?” He looked up at the top of the camper.

At that moment Jason let loose a giant fart. PHOOOT!

The cop shook his head. “I should ticket you for air pollution.”

The bikers were muttering sourly, and the cop said, “But before I do anything, I just have to get your side of the story.

So Ally came up and confessed that Jason was her husband, and that a party had gotten out of control. She explained about the super glue, and finished up with, “Please, we’ve had a terrible time. All these bikers have helped. All the cars behind us the people have been kind and helpful. Don’t give us a ticket.”

The cop heaved a sigh, then walked around the truck.

Atop the truck Jason was muttering. “I need a fuck. Please! Somebody! Give me a fuck!”

The cop turned to the group waiting for his decision.

“So, let me get this straight. You’re on a mission of mercy, taking this poor dumbass to get a table removed from his penis.”

Everybody looked at each other, then nodded and mumbled in the affirmative.

“Well, I’ve got a choice. I can give you the biggest ticket in the world. Endangering mankind, creating a disturbance, littering…I could write you up forever.”

Everybody waited.

“But we’d still have that idiot up there. So…maybe I better just put on the lights and siren and get you people out of here.”

The bikers all looked at each other and their jaws dropped. That a cop would do something nice was…was…unbelievable!

The procession started again, this time with official blessing, so to speak.

The cop took the lead position and turned on his lights. He didn’t bother with the siren because anybody could see this mess coming for miles.

Then he pulled out.

The truck wobbled out, nearly tipped, and straightened up.

The bikers followed like they were in a funeral procession.

Then honking cars, hundreds of them.

Slowly, they meandered down the highway.

To a hospital.

Doctors came out and looked at the situation.

Like the bikers, they were puzzled as to how to go about getting Jason free, but unlike the bikers, they had a lot of tools.

Including something to dissolve the super glue.

A nurse volunteered to get her hands dirty and she climbed up on the camper and slathered the dissolver around the hole, pushed her finger in as far as she could next to Jason’s cock, and everybody helped tug and pull on Jason.

Slowly, slowly, Jason started to come loose.

As he came loose Jason found that he could move more, and he began going up and down. His cock started to go in and out by fractions, and…it felt good.

Finally, he was going to get some relief.

“Hunh! Hunh!” He grunted and moaned as he took his pleasure from the table.

The nurse giggled and stroked his cock a bit. Another nurse came up and palpated his balls.

“Yeah! Yeah! Fuck! Gotta fuck!” Jason chanted loudly, and the crowd, all the bikers and the lookie loos, the cops and Jason’s friends, they all started to clap their hands in time to Jason’s efforts.

“Hunh! Hunh!”

“Yes! Yes!” cheered the crowd. Clap! Clap! Clap!

Then his cock started to move further and further. He was getting full strokes, and he was getting closer and closer!

“HUNH!”

Jason pulled loose with a jerk.

The crowd cheered, and Jason turned, faced the crowd, and began to squirt.

“Hunh! Hunh!” Semen spurted out of his purple cock with each grunt.

“Hunh! Hunh!” Long ropes shot over the crowd.

“Hunh! Hunh!” Splatters of goo struck the bikers and the the lookie loos.

“Hunh! Hunh!” The cop got a big glob of sperm right on his badge.

“Hunh! hunh!” His friends, standing close to the camper, were covered with goo.

Then he was done, and Ally looked around incredulously. “My God! He missed me!”

But Jason, dazed from his great expenditure, relieved by finally being able to empty his balls, reached down and shook his cock.

Splat! A big glob sailed through the air and hit Ally right in the face.

“Oh, yuck!” she said, wiping the stuff off with a finger. Then, curious, she licked her finger, and smiled.

Other people, properly doused with Jason’s seed were wiping the stuff off. People scraped semen off their clothes, wiped their faces, dragged their fingers through their hair.

And Jason, on top of the camper, sighed. He was no longer sex crazy.


Epilogue

Tom dropped Jason and Ally off at their house.

The bikers had pealed off, the lookie loos were gone, and now their friends were gone.

They walked into the house with their bags and dropped the bags on the floor.

They were tired, exhausted.

“I thought vacations were supposed to be restful,” said Ally.

“I guess not.”

They went to the kitchen and made a quick sandwich, then they headed for bed.

Jason needed help getting out of his women’s clothes, and cold creaming his face.

“So how did you like being a woman?”

“Honestly? Once I got over the shock of it, it was fun. Of course, the booze helped. Say, who thought up the beer in the butt trick?”

“I did. We used to drink like that in college, and…I just remembered it.”

“Well. Huh!”

“Why?”

“It worked so well, I got so drunk…that’s the only reason I was able to get through this thing.”

They were in bed now, laying quietly and waiting for sleep.

“So,” asked Jason, “When are we going on another camping trip?”

“Don’t you mean ‘when are we going to make you into a woman,  tie you to a table, fuck you and suck you, and stick a beer bottle up your ass?”

“Well,” he smiled softly in the darkness, “Yeah. I did kind of mean that.”

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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