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Author’s Note

Man, I started writing this story and I suddenly wished I was a boy going to feminization boot camp!

All the things to learn about being a woman, all the changes one has to go through to truly appreciate the finer sex.

I wanted it.

Well, since I am already a woman I can’t have it, but I certainly wish it for you.

Let yourself go. Become a new man, a man who knows the truth, and who can truly be a benefit to society.

Remember, we won’t achieve a perfect society until every man has walked in her shoes.

Uh, pardon me…high heels.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie!


Part One

“What is boot camp going to be like, father?”

Max sat across the table from his father.

Max’s mother sat at the head of the table, and his sister sat at the other end.

“You’ll find out,” Jefferson Thomas muttered as he poured milk in a glass.

Max looked up at his mother. “I’m leaving tomorrow, and all I have is rumors.”

His mother, who was Marion, smiled and cut the roast.

“You’ll find out,” Jessica, his sister mocked their father and smirked.

“Jeez, I feel like I’ve been learning about sex in the boy’s bathroom.”             

His mother stopped her cutting and gave him the gimlet eye. “And have you been hanging out in the bathroom?”

“Of course not!” Max blurted hurriedly, though he had. “I just…I wish I could get a straight answer.”

“You’ll get your straight answers tomorrow, dear.”

She passed down a slice of beef and Max held out his plate for her to place it on.

“You’ll find out, boner head,” his sister snickered.

“Now, Jessica, be polite.”

“Of course, mother dear,” yet she was mocking in tone.

The roast passed out, and the potatoes and the peas, everybody set to eating. In a short while Marion turned to Max.

“Max, you will have a wonderful experience. Isn’t that right, dear?”

Jefferson nodded. “Yes, dear.”

“You’ll learn new ways, you’ll learn the proper way to act, you’ll become stronger and much more powerful. You’ll become a real man. Isn’t that right, Jefferson?”

“Of course, dear.”

“But to become a man is a unique thing. It requires all your intelligence, all your strength. But it will be the single most important thing you do in this life.”

“She’s right,” Jefferson spoke ahead of Marion, who smiled at her husband.

She continued: “You’ve spent the early years of your life studying to be smart enough, disciplining yourself to be strong enough. You’ve been afforded every possible opportunity to make a better you, and now it all comes to a final test. If you make it though Boot Camp you’ll be a real man. If you don’t…well,  we’ll all be very disappointed in you. Isn’t that right, Jefferson.”

“Absolutely.”

Max kept looking back and forth between his mother and father. Their comments and responses were almost scripted, yet he knew they weren’t. He had heard these things many times during his life, but never so succinctly, never with such serous intent.

“But what is going to happen? Is it more classes? Are there going to be athletic contestants? What are the people going to be like? What will I be learning?”

Marion saw how nervous her son was, and she reached out and placed a hand on the back of his hand. “Maxwell…”

He thought she was going to tell him something then, but once again she said: “You’ll find out on the morrow.”

Max sighed and looked down at his plate.

“Now, eat up. You’ll need your strength.”

So, being a good boy, he did.

Later that night, while he was laying in bed and worrying about the next day, there came a light tap at his door, then his mother looked in.

“Max?”

“Yes, mother?”

She entered his room and cross to his bed. She sat and placed her hand on his head. She brushed his hair for a moment, then said, “You’re a good boy, Max, and I know you will do well tomorrow. But you must keep in mind the most important thing.”

“What’s that, mother?”

“You know that you are strong and healthy, you have always done well in school and sports.”

“Yes?”

“Why have we encouraged you to be the best you can be?”

He thought about it. “I don’t know. I suppose every parent wants their son or. daughter to grow up smart and strong.”

“Of course they do, but there is more. You see, society used to be a crazy place. People went out and robbed other people. People fought in the streets, even using guns and knives. We voted for our leaders, and always seemed to choose the worst, most irresponsible criminals.”

Max listened quietly. He loved it when his mother showed him affection; he loved it when she brushed his hair, and he especially loved it when she hugged him.

“Finally, however, society grew up. They put an end to crime, started choosing leaders on merit, and life became a peaceful and worthwhile process. Now we raise our children to be strong and healthy. We work with them so they will never become criminals. Have you ever noticed that all our leaders are ladies.”

Max blinked. He was following her story, then she threw that last sentence, the question, in there.

“Uh, well, I have. But…”

“It used to be that all leaders were males, and the result was rampant crime, wars across the planet, intolerance everywhere. Then we learned the truth. We figured out who was causing all the problems, and why. The result was that we began electing women leaders, and men, when they turn eighteen, must go to a special school.”

“Boot camp.”

“Yes. Boot Camp used to be a school where men learned to shoot rifles and go to war and kill people.”

Max felt a surge of something in his heart. It was strong, ferocious, but he quickly tamped it down.

He had been raised to suppress all violent tendencies.

“Now it’s a place where men learn the truth about society, and men and women, and what men really are. It’s a hard lesson, and not every man can make it.”

“But what happens if a man doesn’t make it through boot camp?”

“Then they are removed from society. They are given work in remote areas. They don’t live long lives, they live dangerous lives, but the work they do is necessary.”

“What kind of work?”

“They work in mines digging up the precious metals we need to run society. They work in factories making our cars and furniture and the other things we need to live decent lives. They work in fields harvesting crops that we might eat.

“The work is hard, and often dangerous, and they are worked out by the time they are forty, at which time they are put out to pasture. They are allowed to live in homes and are taken care of. Many of them need a lot of care, they are so badly used.”

“That could happen to me?”

“Oh, honey! No! We’ve raised you right. You’ve already passed tests in high school and have been accepted for boot camp.”

“But…it could.”

“Well, if you showed a bit of insanity, or weren’t able to learn your lessons, or perhaps just couldn’t handle the truths you are about to learn. But, honey, you’ll make us proud.”

Max lay in the darkness, feeling the comfort of his mother’s soft hand, thinking about how terrible the training must be.

And he was determined to pass it.

He simply had to. His family was depending on it.

Marion leaned down and hissed his forehead. “Good night, dear.”

Max slept uneasily, but was awake at six in the morning when his mother came to tell him breakfast would be in ten minutes.

He dressed quickly.

He had received a pamphlet to prepare him for boot camp. Per the pamphlet he dressed casually, with clothes that he wouldn’t mind losing. He wore old sneakers, he shaved (though he wasn’t much in the whiskers department, yet), and made sure he was clean as possible.

He went down to breakfast and found is father and sister waiting for him.

His father glanced at him, gave a wan grin, and waited for Marion to dish out the scrambled eggs.

His sister, oddly enough, was polite. No snickers, no snide comments, just politeness. Not that she said much to him, but at least she was on her best behavior.

Max figured his mother had dropped the bomb on her. His mother seemed to be very intent that he get off to a good start.

And his mother had a tear in her eye. Just a small thing, a glint, but it was obvious that she was holding back.

Breakfast over, Marion asked him if he was ready, then they went out to the car. Jefferson and Jessica sat in the back seat, and Max was given shotgun, the seat of honor. He didn’t think he had ever ridden shotgun before That was his father’s seat, but he sat quietly and watched his familiar town pass by.

Things were different now.

He had graduated a couple of months before, been given a short summer, and now was leaving.

He had the weird thought that everything was going to be different when he returned.

If he returned. If he didn’t pass boot camp he would not be in civilization anymore.

He would be in the fields, or the factories, laboring at dangerous, difficult jobs, or otherwise employed.

He would not return home.

They arrived at the transportation center for the town and his family walked him to the depot. It was seven o’clock and he saw other young men arriving. Men like himself. Graduated and technically no longer boys, but…he felt like a boy. A sad boy, about to embark on a great adventure, but…a boy.

His father shook his hand, “Do well, son,” he murmured. He appeared a bit nervous, and almost evasive, like he wanted to say something but was afraid to.

His sister punched his arm and said, “Good luck, pissant.” As she was affectionate Marion said nothing, just gave a light smile.

Then his mother hugged him. She wrapped her arms around him and held him and brushed his hair and whispered in his ear, “When it all seems impossible…just…go with it.”

Go with it?

What a weird word of advice.

“Recruits assemble at station eight,” the loudspeaker yelled.

With a last look at his family, Max headed down the platform to station eight.

Max joined a cluster of young men in front of the transport vehicle.

The vehicle was actually an old bus. So old the paint was peeling. He had seen the bus before, the previous year when the then turned eighteen year olds had been driven through town.

He knew a lot of the young men waiting for transport, either from school, or just having seen them around town. He moved to a group he knew fairly well and stood with them.

“Hey, Max,” murmured Josh Hartwell, moving over to him.

Josh and he had played on the baseball team together. Josh was big, broad shoulders, and played first base. He could stretch out and catch the ball because of his height, and he was strong enough to take a hit from an overzealous runner when he was protecting a base.

Max, on the other hand was six inches shorter at five foot six. Max was slender, but deceptively strong. He was quick, which made him a good short stop, and a fantastic base runner.

They had trained in those positions for years, and had developed a great rapport.

“You ready?”

“I guess so. My mother was bawling all night.”

“Yeah, mine wasn’t crying, but she sure acted different.”

“So what do you think will happen?”

“Don’t know. But hopefully they’ll have a good baseball team.”

“Yeah. But—“

“Recruits line up at the bus!”

The woman coming down the platform was as tall as Josh, She was wearing dark blue, bloused pants and a blue tee shirt. It was the tee shirt that caught Max’s attention, and the attention of every other boy on the platform.

She was muscular, but her chest thrust forward. She was wearing a bra, but the nipples could be seen thrusting through the material. Her boobs were minor mountains that drew the attention of all.

“Move it, cupcake,” she yelled at one boy who had brought a bag and was stumbling across the platform in front of her.

“Heysoos,” whispered Josh. “Look at those titties!”

Several other boys were whispering similar remarks, or just gulping.

Belatedly, Max realized that she had shiny, blonde hair done up in a French style, under a Smokey hat. Her blue eyes didn’t seem to blink, and she had a strong jaw with full lips. Her lips were painted bright red.

“Come on, cupcake,” she had a smile on her face as she watched the boy with the bags who had fallen to one knee in her path.

He moved.

Behind this first drill sergeant were four more women. They weren’t as stupendous, especially in the chest, but they were impressive. They were neat to a T, they had incredible bodies, and their hair was tucked under their wide brimmed hats. The hats were tilted forward and their eyes glared out from under the brims. They all looked pissed off.

Max had never seen such outright anger in his life. His mother never got mad. His father never got irritated. Jessica just laughed at him.

But these women were showing uncharacteristic emotion, and it frightened Max.

“Fuck,” said Josh. He didn’t appear frightened, but he was apprehensive.

One of the women had a clipboard and she strode to the head of the line. “Name!”

“John Charles.”

“Another woman was on the other side of the line and she spoke harshly into John Charles’ ear, “Why aren’t you getting not eh bus get on the bus when asked for your name!”

John Charles tripped and stumbled and made it onto the bus.

“Name!”

“Henry Walker.”

“Get on the bus cupcake!”

The young men, reduced to frightened boys by the intensity of her voice, scrambled onto the bus, now frightened of the woman with the big tits and the hard voice.

Max was about two thirds of the way down the line and he scrambled with the rest of them.

On the bus he made his way down the center. Boys were in their seats, trying to look through the tinted glass windows.

Josh was right in front of Max, and he pushed and shoved and nobody minded because they were all pushing and shoving, and they ended up all the way at the bak, sitting on a wide seat, the emergency door to the side giving them a bit of extra foot room.

“Wow,” breathed Max.

“Fucking bitches,” snorted a recruit who sat in the seat in front of them. Josh and Max didn’t say anything, just looked at each and shrugged.

“ALL RIGHT, CUPCAKES! SIT AT ATTENTION! NO TALKING!”

One of the drill sergeants sat down next to the driver, who was an old man, and faced backwards, towards the recruits.

The old man didn’t seem to care about anything, and the DI spoke to him briefly, probably told him to move out…cupcake.

The boys had been herded onto the bus at exactly 7:15, and the bus backed out of its slot at 7:16.

The windows, except for where the tinting had been scratched, couldn’t be seen through.

Slowly, as the bus left town and began the long journey, some of the boys leaned forward and tried to look out the windows.

The DI didn’t say anything. She sat and watched and rocked with the motion of the bus.

A few of the boys whispered to each other, and still she said nothing.

Max and Josh remained sitting upright, mainly because they were jammed in and there was no way to slouch or lean. Also, they were behind the heads of the boys in front of them, so the DI couldn’t see if they were speaking.

The miles mounted. The minutes became hours. The boys became restive, talking openly, and even scratching at the imperfections on the tinted windows in an attempt to see the countryside they were passing through.

Then the buss turned down a long, dirt road.

Somebody whispered, “We’re on the base!”

And the bus drove on.

But ten minutes later it wiggled through a series of streets, which seemed to be made of asphalt, and stopped.

The DI at the head of the bus stood up and yelled, “GET THE FUCK OFF MY BUS!”

This was a new voice, the voice of an enraged maniac, and the boys almost fell over each other in their attempt to comply with the pissed off drill sergeant.

Off the bus the other female DIs were waiting for them.

“LINE UP!”

“STAND ON THE YELLOW FOOTPRINTS!”

“MOVE IT!”

And, the inevitable “CUPCAKE!”

As if their yelling wasn’t bad enough, they were now holding swagger sticks. Two foot, stiff, flexible whips. And they used them.

WISSS…SMACK!

Again and again.

Max was quick, agile, and he made it to the yellow footprints under a long, metal roof. He stood on yellow footprints and was terrified.

Josh stood next to him. Being big he wasn’t as sick, and he had received two stripes on his buttocks.

“Fuckin’ fuck!” he whimpered. “That fuckin’ hurts!”

“SHUT UP, CUPCAKE!” An instructor moving behind the line screamed in Josh’s ear.

She pushed through the line and stood nose to nose with Josh. “If you think a little whipping is bad wait until I shove this thing so far up your…” She droned on and Josh felt his heart thudding.

He hated it, of course, but it was too early in the training to do anything. But he was determined to stand up for himself.

Fuckin’ bitches.

When all the boys were lined up the first Drill Instructor stood in front of them and spoke in a loud voice. She didn’t yell, she was above that, but she sure had presence, and everybody heard her.

“My name is Drill Instructor Margaret. You will address me as Ma’am. You are my cupcakes. I own you. Whether you live or die depends on me…and my assistant drill instructors. Is that clear?”

There were mumbles, and the assistant DIs went to work.

“LOUDER!”

“MA’AM, YES, MA’AM!”

“STAND WITH YOUR CHEST OUT LIKE YOU HAVE A PAIR!”

And the abuse went on. DI Margaret stood and watched with lazy, waiting eyes.

When the recruits had screamed “MA’AM, YES, MA’AM!” loud enough, the DIs moved to the rear of the line and waited for the recruits next fuck up.

DI Margaret smiled and said, “Over the next few months myself and my assistants will be responsible for your learning your general orders, and learning what it takes to graduate from this boot camp. How you conduct yourself is of paramount performance. When…IF…you graduate, you will be assigned a secondary school.” She stepped forward and lowered her voice. Now every boy on the yellow footprints was leaning forward, listening with all their might.

“Everything depends on how well you follow instructions. There will be times when you don’t want to, but this boot camp has been designed to make real men out of you, so do what you’re told when you are told. Is that clear?”

There were some mumbles, then a few of the boys tried yelling “Ma’am, yes, ma’am!”

And that set off the drill instructors.

“LOUDER!”

“MA’AM, YES, MA’AM!”

“STAND WITH YOUR CHEST OUT LIKE YOU HAVE A PAIR!”

When the boys had finally yelled “MA’AM, YES, MA’AM” to the DIs satisfaction, Margaret  turned to her second in command. “Take them, Sergeant.

“YES, MA’AM!”

Drill Instructor Margaret moved back and the second in charge turned to the boys and screamed, “TAKE OFF YOUR CLOTHES!”

This was a make and break point for many of the boys. Many of them had only been seen naked in a locker room, and now they were being told to strip naked in front of sexy women with whips.

Many of the boys started crying, but it didn’t matter. The DIs went through them, smacking asses with their sticks, screaming at the top of their lungs.

Some of the boys, red in the face, simply took their clothes off. They stood, here and there, their cocks hanging limply some times, but more often than not standing straight up.

“GET THOSE PANTS OFF!”

“I’VE SEEN A DICK BEFORE! GET YOUR DAMN TIGHTY WHITEY’S OFF!”

DAMN! THIS ONE IS SMALL!”

After a while there were more naked boys than not, and the DIs focused on the laggards. They screamed and used their swagger sticks  freely and the sounds of SMACKS filled the area.

Then there were only a couple of boys not disrobed. One of the boys just seemed confused, and he finally managed to get everything off.

Then there was one boy, and he held to his clothes, his hands pulling up on the waist band of his jeans, and one arm around his chest as if to protect his shirt.

And he wouldn’t get undressed.

Four DIs standing around him, screaming, the sound of SMACKS rising up like the rat a tat of a snare drum.

Then Margaret blew a whistle.

The four DIs steppe back and stood at attention around the boy.

He was crying, sobbing, and wouldn’t move.

Margaret spoke to her second, and she trotted, boobs bouncing, to the   where the four DIs surrounded the boy. She whispered something and three of the DIs moved back to behind the line of naked boys.

Max heard one of the DIs mutter, “Only one. That’s pretty good.”

Then the remaining drill instructor placed her arm around the crying boy’s shoulders and walked him away.

That was it. They would never see that boy again. But, later, they would find out that he was their casualty. He had failed boot camp and been removed. Nobody knew for sure, but the rumor was that he was sent to an agricultural farm.

Right then, however, the DIs lined up next to the boys and the second in command, whose name turned out to be Betsy, yelled, “TURN TO THE LEFT!”

The boys turned, a bit out of synch, and received a few SMACKS from the DIS.

“March with the left foot first. HUP! HUP! HUP!”

The boys, naked as the day they were born, marched across a large field. In the distance they could see figures moving between barracks, but in the field they were alone, and naked, and surrounded by maniac bitches with big tits.

They arrived in a barracks and were assigned bunks. But the bunks weren’t much. Just inch thin mattresses, very worn in spots, with wires for slats.

They were commanded to stand in front of their bunks and one of the DIs strode to a central position and addressed them. Max could hear another Drill Sergeant addressing recruits on the floor above.

“Okay, cupcakes,” she spoke in a strident voice, demanding attention without yelling. But there were a couple of other DIs waiting for boys to move out of turn, and they were holding their whips viciously, and though they didn’t grin, they were clearly enjoying their work.

“My name is Drill Instructor Charlotte, and you cupcakes have to learn two things. First you have to learn your general quarters. Second, you have to learn to conduct yourselves like ladies.”

She yelled in a slightly louder voice, “Assistant Drill Instructor Jane! Front and Center!

A drill instructor did a sort of march trot, which was double time, to the center of the barracks and faced Drill Instructor Charlotte.

“Recite your General Orders!”

Jane screamed, just like a recruit, her boobs bouncing with the force of her recitation.

“MY TWELVE GENERAL ORDERS ARE:

“FIRST GENERAL ORDER, I MUST GIVE THE APPROPRIATE BOW AND SALUTATION!

“SECOND GENERAL ORDER, I WILL ALWAYS SAY THANK YOU AND GIVE COMPLIMENTS!

“THIRD GENERAL ORDER, I WILL OFFER HELP TO ANY AND ALL WHO REQUIRE IT!

“FOURTH GENERAL ORDER, I WILL ALWAYS HOLD A DOOR OPEN AND OFFER A CHAIR WHEN REQUIRED.

“FIFTH GENERAL ORDER, I WILL ALWAYS WALK BEHIND AND SLIGHTLY TO THE SIDE.

“SIXTH GENERAL ORDER, I WILL ALWAYS WALK NEAREST THE STREET!

“SEVENTH GENERAL ORDER, I WILL ALWAYS BE PUNCTUAL.

“EIGHT GENERAL ORDER, I  WILL ALWAYS DO AS I AM TOLD WITHOUT QUESTION!

“NINTH GENERAL ORDER, I I WILL BE QUIET UNLESS SPOKEN TO!

“TENTH GENERAL ORDER, I WILL ALWAYS ACT AND DO MY BEST!

“ELEVENTH GENERAL ORDER, I WILL NOT CRITICIZE NOR COMPLAIN!

“TWELVE GENERAL ORDER, I WILL ALWAYS PROCEED WITH KINDNESS AND CAUTION!

“THESE ARE MY TWELVE GENERAL ORDERS, MA’AM!”

The assistant DI then trotted back to the commanding position she had been in.

Every boy in the place was stunned. Such a simple thing, done with such authority, showing not only that it could be done, but the right way to do it.

The next half hour was spent memorizing the first general order, and by the end of that half hour the boys could do it.

Margaret listened as the boys recited it, one after another. At the end she spoke to Jane, and Jane turned and yelled. “RECRUIT MAXWELL THOMAS FRONT AND CENTER!”             

Max immediately panicked and didn’t want to move, but a smack across the ass and a DI walking next to him, controlling him with a strong arm on his biceps put him in motion. He stood before Margaret and shivered.

Margaret paid no attention to his trembling. “Recruit Maxwell Thomas,” she spoke in a loud but not screaming voice. “You have complied with orders in a fitting manner. As your reward you will wear the yellow high heels!”

Max started to look around, but the DIs kept their hands on him. One of them knelt in front of him and lifted one of his feet. She placed a high heel on his foot and padlocked the buckle.

He stared down at the top of her head, and realized that he had an erection.

She ignored the erection, and her hair brushed it and he throbbed, and she put the other shoe on him. Then she stood up and stepped back.

“WELL DONE! RECRUIT MAXWELL THOMAS!” screamed Charlotte.

Then Margaret stepped forward, put her hands on his cheeks and held him still as she kissed him.

Her lips were soft. His eyes were open, a thrill shot through him and he felt her body bump against his penis.

She stepped back.

“Return to your squad, Maxwell Thomas.”

Dazed, his cock throbbing like so hard he could feel the blood leaving his head, he was guided back to his place.

He had trouble walking in the shoes. His ankles were weak and needed strengthening, but the DIs kept him upright until he was standing in the ranks again.

He stood, and the guys around him were staring at him.

And what were they thinking? Were they laughing at him? Wearing high heels? Were they pissed off that they hadn’t won the high heels? Did they think he was a sissy!

Max didn’t know. He just knew he was beet red and his cock wouldn't stop surging.

“Crap, Max.” whispered Josh, who immediately received a WISSS…SMACK!

“All right, cupcakes. If you ever want to get out of her then you’d better do as well as recruit Thomas. Learn your orders. Take them to heart. Some day you, too, may be allowed the privilege of wearing high heels!”

“OUTSIDE FOR PHYSICAL TRAINING!”and the barracks emptied.

Physical training, or PT, was standard. It is the same push ups and sit ups and jumping jacks and other exercises as it has been throughout history.

The only difference was that the boys had to do the exercises naked.

And Max had to do them in high heels.

Surprising, the heels were comfortable, and he realized that they must have pre-selected him for the award. The shoes fit perfectly, and if he was focused and careful he didn’t twist his ankle or fall down.

Still, he was always behind the others, and the Drill Sergeants took no mercy on him.

WISSS…SMACK!

He yelped, and received another stripe for making a sound.

GET WITH IT, CUPCAKE!”

He tried, he tried as hard as he could.

When he did push ups his penis dragged on the grass.

When he did jumping jacks his cock bounced up and down.

When he did burpees his cock bounced and dragged and scraped and…was erect.

Almost all the boys were erect now. Their cocks were responding to the exercise, and they were so embarrassed that they began to get over it.

Heck, everybody had a boner, so nobody laughed.

Except the Drill Instructors. They took this opportunity of general erections to insult all and equally.

They didn’t yell, but they spoke loudly.

“Look at the size of that dinger. I’ve seen bigger cocks on kitty cats!”

“Look! A bender! He’s going to corkscrew fuck somebody’s ass tonight!”

“Private Jones! You’ve got the ugliest cock I’ve ever seen! Your official recruit name is now Ugly Dick!”

And the insults went on and on.

Finally, the hour was over and the boys were marched back to the barracks. They were now tired, and they were cold because the temperature had dropped a bit, and they were feeling kind of pissy.

Private Jones did not like his new nickname. And he snapped to one of the DIs, “Don’t call me that!”

He was promptly surrounded and striped by three DIs. He actually lurched towards one of them, and was tripped and fell on the ground. The DIs went with him, their arms moving up and down, and it was a miracle the whips didn’t cut him.

But, as the recruits were to learn through harsh experience, DIs were expert with the whip, any whip, and they only left long, purple marks on Private Jones’ flesh.

Finally, he was allowed up and he returned, crying, to the ranks.

Another recruit, a big one, taller than Josh, had had enough.

“I’ve had it. You try to whip me and I’ll kick your asses!”

Jane stepped forward, a smile on her face. She was small, almost dainty, but she looked up at the recruit and said, “Shut up, get in line, or I’ll kick your ass.”

It was proof of how worn down the recruits were that he swung on her.

Jane ducked, pushed, tripped, and went to the ground with him.

Stunned, the other recruits could only stare as she joint locked him. The other DIs moved forward and began the whipping.

The DIs had been mean before, but now they were absolutely, ruthlessly vicious.

They didn’t stop when the boy was sobbing and begging; they stopped when he curled into a fetal position and didn’t move.

Then one of the DIs helped him up, held his head lovingly, and rejoined him to the ranks.

And so it went.

They had lunch, then more PT, and more classes on the General orders.

The recruits were now under control.


Part Two

After lunch the recruits had their first class.

It was instruction on how to iron clothes. What was worse, they had to learn to iron dresses and blouses. There was much instruction on how to not burn material, what kind of material took what setting, how to hang up or fold the finished product, and so on.

To sit and watch a DI perform the ironing was actually relaxing. Nobody was yelling at them as long as they faced front and kept their eyes open.

When they had to do the ironing themselves, however, it was frustrating.

The clothes they had to iron were badly wrinkled, even soiled, and obviously kept around expressly for the purpose of training recruits.

During the actual ironing procedure the DIs ranged, using their whips and screaming, but only screaming when a mistake was made. If actual instruction was required they spoke quickly and positively, and they even offered an occasional compliment.

Learning to iron, Max realized that his father always did the ironing. He had never thought much about it, but his mother never ironed.

He wondered if she even knew how.

When the class was over two more boys were presented with yellow heels.

And were kissed. Not by Margaret, but by two DIs. They looked as stunned as Max had felt when he had received his kiss.

Now the boys cocks were limp. they had gotten used to their situation, and only a couple of hogs were more than limp, and those not overly excited.

So they had PT, and that woke up their weenies again.

Jumping, bending, twisting, cocks waved in the wind and the boys suffered the indignity of public erections.

And the DIs responded.

“LOOK AT THAT TINY WEENIE! THE KEY TO MY FRONT DOOR IS BIGGER!”

“UGLY DICK HAS UGLY BALLS!”

“YOU CALL THAT A HARD ON? I’VE SEEN HARDER NOODLES!”

The boys took it, and they were beginning to change. Just the first day, and they were adapting.

Sure, some of them became tight faced at the insults, but most of them, too tired to fight, just accepted the insults.

They were being broken down.

That night Max lay in his bunk and wished he were dead.

Well, not really dead, just pretended that he wished he were dead.

The fact was that his boner was keeping him up. Left to himself, his work for the day done, his body slack and relaxed, the energy that had moved him all day gathered in his dick and made that dick hard.

He glanced around at the other boys. Many of them had erections. They walked about the barracks, lay in their bunks, and their dicks were hard.

Which amazed Max. He was a cupcake, on the way to becoming a sissy, and he had a boner.

Yet he was so tired.

He slept.

And woke up in the middle of the night.

In the bunk next to him were two bodies.

It was ugly Dick and a recruit who had been christened ‘Asshole.’

They weren’t speaking, and the blanket on the bunk was going up and down at the top and the bottom, and he realized: 69.

He turned away and began to cry silently. What madhouse had he found himself in?

“WAKEY WAKEY, CUPPYCAKEY!

Max tumbled out of bed. He had had eight hours, and he was as tired as when he had lain down.

“Get out of bed there, Ugly Dick. Whose that…oh, good morning, Asshole.”

The DIs didn't seem to mind if the boys shared their bunks. Whether they were having sexual activity, or just hugging and crying, it made no difference.

“LET’S GO! OUTSIDE FOR PT!”

“HARRISON! IF YOU DON’T GET A MOVE ON YOU’LL NEVER BE A SISSY!”

“IF YOU DON’T MOVE FASTER I’M GOING TO RELIEVE YOU OF YOUR TESTICLES!”

Again with the jumping jacks and push ups and other exercises.

Max, awkward in his high heels—he had had to sleep in them—tried, but received several stripes for his efforts. Or, as the DIs said, his lack of efforts.

Then, more tired, they had their first class of the day.

How to do laundry. Hang, dry and fold.

After the class three recruits were given high heels and kissed.

Then a class on General Orders.

They learned how to bow the right way, moving a foot back, putting a dainty leg forward, spreading the hands to the side and dipping.

A curtsy. And it was made awkward because when you did it right the balls always got in the way. It seemed there was always a groan or two when the balls got pressed between the thighs. But that was okay, nothing that a few stripes wouldn't cure.

Then they discussed the general orders. In a civilized manner, because, as the DI said, you’ll never do something right if you don’t understand it.

The discussions, interestingly enough, did help.

Max would always remember the reasoning behind the simple actions of the general orders.

Several of the orders encouraged politeness, which the DIs correctly informed them would lead to kindness.

Some of the orders were bizarre.

To walk on the side of the sidewalk closest to the street was because when people were using horses and carriages the man would have his body between the woman and any mud splashing.

To walk slightly behind was more a Chinese thing adapted to Americans. It was a sign of respect and submission.

Then there were orders that meant business. Do what you’re told. And, be quiet unless you’re spoken to. Those two, especially, were enforced ruthlessly.

But the real problems came when they did drills to enforce the orders.

One boy would don a simple dress and act the part of a woman. That recruit was expected to do things that would force the other recruit to perform his General Orders.

Max was often called on to be the woman. He would slip a loose dress over his head and walk, and his partner, often Josh, would try to stay slightly behind him, or on the street side. Or he would hold a chair for him or open a door.

As the drills became more complicated Max was instructed on how to act more woman like to give the drill more reality.

He walked, one foot in front of the other, to make his ass sway, but not too much.

He was supposed to be a woman, not a caricature of a woman.

He was given a purse to carry, and at times Josh would be told to carry it for him.

Max would sit and was served.

Then, as the weeks passed, he was instructed on things to say to Josh.

To insult Josh, and Josh could say nothing but thank you, or give compliments. If Josh didn’t give compliments fast enough, or appropriate enough, he was whipped.

And Max was whipped if he didn’t act the perfect woman.

Once he was striped particularly viciously when he was too tough on Josh.

It was a fine line the boys were walking.

And though they had regular partners, they were often switch off. They were given unfamiliar partners and instructed and had to achieve a uniform manner of treating people in the correct manner.

One night Max woke up suddenly.

The barracks was quiet, but he had a feeling.

He slipped out of bed and padded to the head.

There were three boys in there, taking turns blowing each other.

Max watched, was fascinated, repulsed, and curious.

One of the boys turned and saw him, grinned and motioned for him to join them.

But Max wasn’t ready for that.

If he did well in a class he might receive a kiss.

But sex with other boys was a bit unnerving.

And after two weeks the DIs started groping the boys.

Sometimes it would be a pat on the ass, sometimes it would be a full on groin grab.

This especially happened if a recruit wasn’t ‘boning up,’ as the DIs liked to call it. They wanted the recruits hard at all times.

The Drill Instructor would simply grab the recruits coke and balls, massage until the cock was hard, then stroke him a while.

The recruits would turn red faced and want to cum, but the Drill Sergeants, who didn’t mind that the recruits blow each other or slept together, didn’t want the boys to cum by their hands.

Then came the fourth week.

Only a couple of boys weren’t in high heels. All the boys had jacked off, and many of them had slept with other boys, or had sex in the bathroom after lights out.

Jane walked in right after dinner. This was alone time. When the boys shined their yellow heels, or washed their sheets, or memorized their general orders.

Every boy immediately stood in front of their bunk.

“Let’s talk about sex,” she said with a grin.

Then commenced a bunch of rules that seemed no less stringent than the general orders.

One must have proper foreplay.

One must make the woman cum first.

One must sleep in the wet spot.

And on and on and on.

Every thing necessary to be a slave in bed.

Most of the boys were virgins, or had been relieved by persons, usually a neighbor, as a favor to their mothers. But there were a few who weren’t.

But all were shocked when Jane blew a whistle and Charlotte walked into the room.

She was wearing a strap with a small dildo sticking out.

“We are now going to have practical drills on the things we have been telling you. Maxwell Thomas, front and center.

Max trotted to the center of the floor in the prescribed manner.

“Kneel and suck my cock!”

Max was caught. He had to follow all orders, he had to give compliments, he had to live the general orders.

But the sight of the weenie bouncing slightly at the junction of the Drill Sergeant was almost too much.

“I SAID…SUCK!”

He couldn’t help it. He had been conditioned. He knew his general orders. He bent slightly at the knee, then lowered himself to the knees.

Charlotte moved forward and he was suddenly an inch away from a plastic hog.

Oh, it wasn’t big, except in his mind, except in the fact that he was going to have to do something that went against his grain.

Charlotte helped him out by grabbing his head and pulling it towards her.

His mouth opened up and her cock went sliding in.

Thank goodness it wasn’t big. If it had been big he would have thrown up.

Jane stood to the side and offered instruction.

“Grab her balls, fondle, squeeze. That’s it. Now stroke. Imagine that white fluid squirting out the tip.”

Max almost gagged.

“It tastes delicious! Ask for more!”

Max dutifully followed directions. “Please, ma’am, may I have some more?”

Charlotte chuckled, slapped him on the face and pushed him back. He fell on his rump and stared at her.

But Jane moved up and helped him to his feet. “Well done, Maxwell. Put this on.”

She handed him a strap on.

Max buckled the thing in place, and by the time he was done the next recruit in line, Josh, was commanded to his knees…in front of Max.

“But…” Max tried to object.

“DON’T YOU WANT A BLOW JOB! MAXWELL?”

Max was shaking, afraid, and he watched as Josh, ashamed, mortified, but caught by his training and general orders, went to his knees.

Max watched as the bigger man sucked on his dick.

Not his real dick, though many of the boys would have preferred that, but his fake peeny.

Then, when Josh had passed, he stood up and was given the strap on.

Boy by boy they went down the line, each learning to suck like a woman.

That night was a revelation. Everybody was changed by it. The sight of a boy kneeling in front of them, even though it wasn’t their real dick…it did something to them.

There was a lot of politeness and pondering from that night on.

A line had been crossed.

The classes, after that night, changed.

They had been learning how to iron, how to sew, how to vacuum and sweep and do the things necessary to keep house.

Now they learned things more pertinent to being female.

Classes in fashion, in make up, in how to style their hair.

All the boys had been commanded to attend boot camp with long hair, and now they spent long classes washing, and dying, and curling, and giving themselves the most feminine fashion possible.

And…make up.

They were instructed on all the techniques of make up. How to apply, how to take off, the advantages and disadvantages of the various products.

Now they walked around with painted faces.

And…they received their first underwear.

Bra and panties, very plain, but it was the first clothing, the first covering, they had had in two months.

And they were proud.

Their embarrassment quotient went down and their pride went up.

In a sense, they had reached the bottom (or so they thought0, and they were on the build.

Boys were washed out of training, too. At least one or two a week.

Sometimes they went with a whimper, led out crying by Drill Sergeants who actually seemed to understand.

Sometimes they had to be dragged out, kicking and fighting, screaming about how they were men and they didn’t have to take this!

By the time three months had passed nearly 10% of the class had been washed.

Max had mixed feelings about this.

He was friends with the boys who left. He felt for them. And he imagined them suffering in factories and fields, doing other dangerous work.

He knew what was wrong with them, of course. It was no secret.

They were protesting the femininity of their classes, the way they were called ‘cupcake,’ or now that they had started the sexual training, ‘sissies.’

Heck, he sometimes didn’t like it, either. But he was determined to do well. He was determined to make his family proud.

And he didn’t want to do manual labor in a field, sweating and exhausted from the sheer physicality of it.

So he endured.

And he didn’t sleep with any of the other boys, or go to the head at night.

Instead, he took inordinate pride in his appearance. He applied his make up with care, and when he was given a new dress, he was. beside himself.

He was so pretty.

Then, one night, it all changed.

Jane strode into the barracks. She was holding a clipboard. She read from it.

“Recruit Anderson, outside.

“Recruit Aswell, outside.

“Recruit Bradenton, outside.”

She spoke in a normal tone of voice, and the boys, looking confused and concerned, stood up one by one and left the barracks.

When Jane was done with her list fully half the boys were gone. The barracks now felt empty.

Max looked out a window and saw the recruits who had been called marching across the field.

“Ma’am?”

Jane looked to the recruit who had spoken. Instead of yelling because he hadn’t yelled, or chastising him in some way for whatever, she smiled and said, “Yes?”

“Where are they going.”

Jane sighed, her large breasts heaving up and down. “Ladies, sit down on the floor in front of me. Make a circle.”

The boys looked at each other. It was the first time they had been called ladies. It felt weird, and yet…good.

They sat in a circle, and Sergeant Jane sat down on the end of a bunk and faced them.

Her face was even, no emotion, and she began to speak.

“The boys who left have not met with our standards. Does anybody see the common denominator?”

None did.

“Think. What happened in the shower?”

Boys looked down, boys were startled. None of the DIs had ever addressed the issue.

“The boys who have left, many of them, took advantage of the shower.”

“But, I—“

And Ugly Dick stopped. He had revealed himself.

Jane didn’t care.

“Yes, you were there, but you didn’t do the same things as the boys who just left.”

All the boys were staring, trying to figure it out, and Jane said, “Those who left were on the top.”

Silence.

A few looks at Ugly Dick. Ugly Dick, who had gone to the bathroom to get poked, not to poke.

But there were no judgmental looks.

Jane nodded, and not unkindly.

I think you understand now, and I hope you understand what is going to be required of you to graduate from boot camp.

More silence. The boys understood.

“For you to be worthwhile members of society, for you to deserve a world at peace, you must understand what it is like to be the victims of the abusers. You will learn this. And if you don’t, you will fail. Now do you understand what this boot camp is all about?”

There were nods. Not all happy, considering what they were going to be asked to do, but…happy enough.

Sad, as long as you do what you are told, is happy enough.

Max thought back through his lifetime. He considered the tasks his father did, and his mother. He thought about the way each of them treated him.

He understood what Jane was saying.

Ugly Dick whispered, “So the ones who left, they couldn’t give up…give up…”

“Being the abusers. They used their dicks as weapons. They subdued people. They strove to be on top, at the cost of the person on the bottom. this is not a society that can stand that.”

Every boy in the barracks was in deep consideration now.

They were in make up and dresses. They wore heels and knew how to do the things that men in a polite and peaceful society did.

They knew how to iron and wash and make dinner and…and make love to a woman when she wanted it.

It was a society of love, and they would contribute to that.

“Okay, I—“

“Ma’am?”

Behind Max, Josh was standing up.

“Yes, Josh?”

“Can I…I don’t…” then was crying, sobbing, really, his whole body shaking as his soul fell apart.

Jane went to him, placed a hand on his shoulder. “I know, Josh. We would have called you, not because you fucked somebody, but because we can see what you’re going through. What you can’t go through.”

“I’m sorry…I don’t…I can’t…”

“It’s okay, Josh. Go now, and be at peace. We love you.”

Grateful, Josh ran from the barracks, he ran after the others who had washed out.

Jane watched him running in his high heels over the parade ground. She sighed, then turned to the others. “We had to give him a chance, but some just can’t do it. If there are any others who think they aren’t deserving, come talk to me. Decisions are to be made, and they aren’t all ours. It is up to you recruits to choose your station in life.”

Then Jane left the room.

Max lay in bed and was crushed.

His best friend since early childhood was gone.

Sure, he had other friends, but to lie Josh was…hurtful.

Moisture leaked from his eyes, and he kept a hanky at hand. He didn’t want to look a mess in the morning.

Josh, gone.

Almost more than he could stand.

A month more passed, and more boys left. And less were left.

Only a dozen bunks were slept in in the barracks.

They still had classes, and the classes were conducted with vigor, but…only six boys left.

How the DIs knew Max didn’t know. Maybe they had cameras, maybe spies, maybe something else, but they always knew when a boy made that last step. When they snuck into the bathroom, or just went up to the empty second story, and bent over.

Strap ons were kept in a box in the bathroom, and they were cleaned regularly.

There were large bottles of lube waiting for whoever wished to avail themselves.

But Max had not availed himself.

One night Jane walked into the barracks. She sat down across the Max.

The days of screaming and yelling were done. The boys left no longer needed rough encouragement or even instruction. They wore dresses and knew their duties.

“How are you doing, Max?”

“Fine, Ma’am.”

She smiled. “Tonight you are not going to call me ‘Ma’am.”

“I’m not? Ma’am?”

“No. You call me ma’am again and I’ll knock you to the ground and step on your dick.”

“Yes, uh…yes.”

She smiled wider. Then grew serious. “Max, why haven't you bent over for somebody.”

“I’ve tried, m—Jane.” I’ve even asked others to…do me. But then…I get frightened.”

“Would you be frightened of me?”

“No.” Pause. “Jane.”

She nodded.

“We do have boys like you every once in a while. Boys who are sissies at heart, but who can’t make it over the final hurdle. Now, we can wash you out, which would be a shame. There aren’t enough men like you in the world. So we have one final chance for you. Come with me upstairs. I will do you.”

Max took in his breath.

“But, to be sure, after me you have to be fucked by all the DIs.”

“You…”

He stopped talking. He stared at her.

He had hated her in the beginning, then he had respected her, then he had loved her, and gotten over that puppy love.

Yet there was, in his heart, a deep feeling for her.

This wouldn’t be a disrespectful dalliance. This would be a serious act.

He nodded. “I’ll try.”

“Very good. why don’t you put on a peignoir, make yourself up, and we’ll meet you upstairs.”

Max nodded, and began to prepare himself.

He wore his sexiest lingerie, his best dress and had some of the other boys help him with his make up.

Finally, he walked up the stairs.

He was alone for a half hour, then the Drill Instructors came upstairs. Six of them. They were in drill instructor garb, loose pants, tight tee shirts, and Smokey hats.

They were also wearing dildos under their clothes.

“Hello, Max.” Margaret smiled at him. “Are you ready?”

“Yes…should I call you Ma’am or Margaret?”

“Tonight you must address us by our names. This is not a night for rigid rules, it is for acceptance, submission, to do as you’re told…to go with it.”

It clicked in Max’s mind. To go with it. That was what his mother had told him many months ago.

“Where would you like me?”

“Why don’t you just get on all fours.”

Max took off his panties and assumed the position. One of th eDIs lifted his dress and began smushing lube into him.

Margaret was first. She was slow and gentle. She made sure he was comfortable and well lubed, then she used her tool.

Max gasped and his eyes rolled back. He had been resisting this…this final act of submission, of transition. But why? It felt so incredible!

After five minutes of loving, her cupping his chest, kissing the back of his neck, making him feel like he was the most important person in the world, she pulled out and Jane took her place.

Max groaned as she used him, and was glad that he now understood the difference between use and abuse.

He groaned and arched his back, and for a moment he thought he might squirt, but Jane stopped moving, gripped him, and said, “Not yet. We’ll get you off when the time is right.”

Charlotte was followed by Betsy, then the last two DIs.

They all pleasured him, gave up on their own pleasure just so he could understand.

As Drill Instructors they were going far beyond the call of duty.

And, finally, they worked him all together. One at his mouth, another at his rear, all of them touching him, sucking his nipples, playing with his balls, and…he couldn’t resist.

With a mighty groan he arched his back and squirted long ropes. After months of abstinence, except for the occasional masturbatory adventure, he was ready.

His mind glowed and he couldn’t move. All he could do was wait for the universe to settle down.


Epilogue

Max stepped off the bus. He was wearing regular boy clothes, but in his heart he was a girl.

His twelve general orders would be with him for life, and they would make him a decent citizen.

He would be able to marry, to get a good job, and he would be kind.

“Maxwell!”

His mother was the first to hug him.

He held on and gloried in her touch. He just wanted to be in her arms forever.

But, forever ends early sometimes, and his father shook his hand, and regarded him closely. He must have liked what he saw, because he smiled, probably for the first time in his life, at Max.

Then his sister hugged him, and she said the one thing that truly made his day.

“Welcome home, sis.”

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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