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PART ONE

“Hey, honey,” Johnny said, entering the kitchen from the garage. “How was your day.”

“Okay.”

He looked at her. Her attitude was a bit weary.

“Okay, so what’s happening.”

“Oh, nothing.”

“Come on, tell me what’s cooking. Don’t make me read about it in the newspapers.”

She gave a half snort half giggle, then turned to him. “Let’s talk about us.”

“I’m outa here,” Johnny turned and headed for the door.

“Johnny!”

He turned back with a grin. “Just kidding. Have I not been boffing you enough?”

“Well, it’s not that.”

“Oh, I’ve been too horny. You’re tired of my amazing dick.”

“Well, not exactly.”

“Exactly? Are we homing in on the problem at least?”

“No, I mean, it does have to do with sex, just, not exactly what you mentioned.”

Johnny tilted his head slightly, his eyes closed a little, and he contemplated for a second before he said, “Okay, this is obviously going to be some serious shit, so let’s down the bottle.”

Actions accompanying words, he went to the liquor cabinet and got down some Yellowstone bourbon.

“You think they made this before the TV series?

“Have no idea. Hand me the Cock? Uh, Coke?

She laughed and handed him two cans.

Johnny filled the glasses with ice, then added the bourbon. Lastly he poured the Coke in, and swirled the glasses with his hands.

“It ain’t perfect, but…here goes.”

He handed her one of the glasses and said,

“Under the palate

over the gums.

Look out stomach

here it comes!

They each took a big sip.

Johnny liked strong drinks, and Tammi opened her eyes and wiggled the fingers of one hand.

“Woo!”

“That’ll put hair on your chest,” Johnny quipped.

They stood in the kitchen, looking at each other, blinking from the chemical reaction of the bourbon on their brains.

“Hell,” said Johnny. “Let’s make a day of it.”

He grabbed the tray of ice from the fridge, the remaining cans from the six pack, and said, “Bring the bottle, honey. And bring your lips, too.”

Tammi picked up the bottle by the neck and followed Johnny out to the patio.

They had worked long and hard to get this house, and one of the features they loved most was the swimming pool.

It was rectangular, but with a pile of rocks at the deep end. A little waterfall refreshed the pool always, and the shading of trees kept everything cool.

At the shallow end of the pool, under the eaves, Johnny slid a couple of lounge chairs into place and plopped down. Tammi plopped next to him. They were, of course, naked by now.

He smiled, observing the way her bosoms jiggled.

“Have I ever told you that you have the best boobs in the world?

“They should be, we paid enough for them.”

“And worth every penny.”

They sat and watched the cool water, and Johnny made the first statement. “Okay, is this going to be one of those things where I don’t cum until I give in?”

“Now that’s an idea. But let’s see how it goes first.”

“All right. Is it animal, mineral or vegetable?”

“Animal.”

“Okay, you’ve decided to join a gang. You’re going to have ‘His Mama’ tattooed on your ass, you’re going to pull the train every night, and you want me to hold your purse while you do this.”

Tammi put a finger to hr lips. “Hmmm. We might have two problems.”

“Fuck. Me and my big mouth.”

“Honey, eat me out while I figure out how to break the news to you.”

He didn’t hesitate. He jumped out of his lounge chair, knelt at the bottom of hers, and moved his head up between her thighs.

“Mmmm.” Tammi loved it when his talented tongue did nasty things to her.

He pulled her labia apart and slopped his tongue into the crevice. The flesh was very slick there, and his tongue went skating.

“Oh, fuck!” she whined. “That feels too good!”

He pushed his head forward and sucked, then stuck his tongue into her.

“Oh!” Her hips lurched.

He moved up her body, put his fingers to her pussy and his tongue to her tits. He sucked on her nipples, hard, and she groaned. Then he moved his fingers into her and started stirring her insides.

“Oh, God!”

Then he moved up further. It was awkward on these lounge chairs, but he inserted his penis into her snatch.

Her eyes widened and she gasped. For a long minute she groaned and moved her hips.

He stopped. “Should I squirt or get out?”

“Oh, God!” She looked up at him. She wanted him to squirt in the worst way, but she knew she had to have him horny if she was going to sell her plan to him. “Out! Get out.”

It was obviously hard for him to pull back, even painful, but he did it, and he gave his own loud groan.

“This better be good,” he gulped as he sat back on his lounge chair.

“Let’s dip.”

She stood up and led the way to the pool. Her ass swayed in a perfect rhythm, and he sighed. His cock was straight out and desperate.

They dove into the pool. She felt the water sloop over her breasts as she crawled across the water.

He felt his dick being pulled, as if by a gentle watery hand, as he followed her.

They frolicked. They splashed each other. She swam over him and pulled herself over his penis. She held on and said, “Fuck me but don’t cum. Get close. Real close.”

He was all too happy to follow her instructions. He grunted and held her up and kept pushing into her.

Her eyes rolled back a bit as he savaged her, then he backed off, pulled out, and was almost crying as he back stroked away.

“Crap. This is as hard on me as it is on you.”

They swam in circles. He moved up and nestled his cock between her ass cheeks.

“You want it up the chute?” he nuzzled her neck and whispered in her ear.

“Mmm, not yet.”

He pushed his cock against her butt, wished he had permission to fuck her ass, but, no permission, no fuck.

She stepped up the stairs at the shallow end, went to the chairs and made two more drinks, then sat down.

A minute later he stepped out and took his place, and his drink.

“How long are you going to torment me before you tell me what’s going on?”

“Right now,” she said.

“And then can we fuck?”

“Maybe.”

He made a whimpering sound, then drank a big glug.

She sat on the chair, a stunning woman, so happy in all her ways, but one more thing would be the icing on the cake. She turned to Johnny.

“Honey?”

“Yes?”

“You know how you love to wear my underwear?”

He smiled. “I certainly do. I wish men’s underwear was that nifty.”

“Nifty,” she snorted at his choice of words.

“And you know how, around the house, I’m usually in charge?”

“I’m in charge at the office, you’re in charge at home. It’s traditional.” She stated.

“So you want to be in charge at the office? Let me hang out and watch soap operas and eat chocolates? Is that what this is about?”

“Well, uh…”

“Oh, my God! It is! I guessed it!”

“Well, it is, but not exactly.”

“Now you’ve got me totally puzzled. Tell me what’s going on, woman.”

She sat up and pivoted towards him. He made the last pair of drinks, and she pulled her lounge closer to his.

She reached down and grabbed his cock with both hands. She began stroking and fondling.

He moaned. “Not too much or I’m going to squirt.”

She lightened up, a feather stroke on his cock head, and massaged his balls, treating them like they were ben wah balls.

“Heysoos,” he breathed.

“Okay, Johnny, this is what’s happening. Do you remember Shiela Yount?”

“Oh, sure. She’s that hot, little number. I was lusting after her, but she seemed to prefer you. She wore a black dress and you could see her nipples. Her body was 36 by 24 by 36, long, dark hair that looked like it smelled so good. And—AIEE!”

Tammi grinned, then let go of his cock. “Easy, tiger.”

“Okay. She was a drab witch with a dumpy face. No body at all.”

Tammi chuckled. “That’s my man.” Then she sobered up.

“Shiela Yount was a man.”

Johnny blinked, ignored her heavenly hand and sat up. “What?”

“Yep. Shiela Yount used to be Jeremy Yount.”

Johnny was stunned. He just sat there and examined his feelings. Shiela Yount was, despite the hand threatening to strangle his penis, one of the most beautiful women in the world. All the men lusted after her. He had even flirted, in a harmless manner, with her.

Which meant that he had flirted with a man.

What the fuck was the world coming to?

“What are you thinking.”

“I am thinking,” he faced his wife, “that I had a tremendous boner for her. And what does that make me?”

“A man. She looks like a woman. She acts like a woman. No way to tell she isn’t a woman. Unless you get that close.”

Johnny shook his head. “My God. Wait until I tell the guys. Jim will—“

“No.”

He looked at her.

“This was given to me under confidence. Not a word to anybody.”

“But you’re sure?”

“One hundred per cent.”

“How?”

“My source knows the doctor that does all her work.”

“My, God!” Then he came to himself. He focused on her, knowing that something more than skittles was up. “What does this have to do with me?”

“You’re a beautiful man. You wear your hair long, your bone structure is perfect, you’re slender without being skinny.

He was shaking his head now, figuring out where she was going.

“You’re not…you don’t want me to…”

“I would like you to consider becoming a more beautiful person.”

Johnny was frozen, though his mind was churning a million miles an hour.

Tammi changed paths a little bit. “Johnny, we have sex, and it’s good. But it’s the same old, same old. You put your dick in me and squirt—“

“Or don’t,” he murmured.

“Or don’t,” she agreed. “But that just proves it. There was a time when you couldn’t control yourself, when you couldn’t pull back. I would like to up our lives, get back to that primal lust that drove us in the beginning.”

“So….I become a woman.”

“Not all the way.”

“How do I become a woman but not all the way?”

There are two hormones. One is testosterone and the other is estrogen. If we increase your estrogen you’ll start changing. But if we monitor your testosterone your dick won’t shrink. Just think, you’ll have a sexy body, and yet under the dress you’ll have that big, mighty, stiff penis.”

Johnny got a far away look in his eyes.

A female body. A dick. A shemale, in essence, but…he didn’t think he could soften his personality.

“Physically, I suppose it’s possible, but my personality…I don’t think I could adapt.”

“I’ll help you.”

“You’ll help me.”

“I’ll take charge. You’ll still go to work, it’s your company and nobody is going to care if you transition.”

“Hell,” he snorted. “They’ll just go from calling me that old bastard to calling me a bitch.”

Tammi was talking less now. She had made her pitch, and it was time to let the possibilities sink in.

“So I would have tits.”

“Big ones. Hormones will help you grow, but I don’t want to wait. I want to give you vacation boobs, stretch out your skin until you can accommodate large breasts.

“How large?”

“You’ve got a male chest, slightly wider, you’ll need very large bosoms to look natural. Heck, Consider Shiela Yount.”

Johnny did. That was one of Shiela’s selling points, large breasts. He looked into his mind’s eye and realized that Shiela must have had gynormous implants.

Tammi got up and got some more ice, some more Coke. The conversation had suddenly sobered them up, and she knew Johnny would appreciate a bit of lubrication.

She got back, they sipped, and he said, “What if I want to get my peeny cut off?”

She grunted noncommittally.

He wasn’t really serious, he was just talking while his mind went riot.

“This is a lot, you know?”

“I know, so I wanted to propose a half measure.”

“A half measure?”

“Yep. I’m going to give you a couple of things to do, then we’ll see how you feel about it.”

“A couple of things like…?”

“For starters, you’re going to start wearing female underwear.”

“I can do that.”

“All the time.”

He sighed, accepting what she was saying.

“I want to start using female products on you, get you used to pampering yourself. We’ll shave your body, work on your hair a little, and it’ll pretty much all be under the radar. Or under your clothes, so to speak.”

They drank, they talked. Johnny jumped into the pool and swam around for a while, then got out and sat down again.

“And when did you want to start this?”

“This afternoon.”

“And I can change my mind if it gets too much for me.”

“Yep. With a provision.”

“What provision?”

“If you dig your heels in you have to wait three days before you are released from our bargain.”

He nodded slowly. A grace period. A chance for Tammi to work on him, get him through his reservations.

They drank some more.

“And what about sex?”

“Once you’ve reached a certain point I’m going to want sex, probably a lot more than you can deliver. But until you reach that point I don’t want you to cum.”

He stared at her. “This afternoon was to set me up. You know how much I love the denial game.”

“I do.”

“You figure if I’m kept horny then I won’t be so willing to end the game.”

“Absolutely.”

He heaved a deep breath, took a big sip, and his eyes went into a far distance.

Become a woman, but with a male appendage.

The sex would be incredible.

“I’d be walking around trying to make myself beautiful all the time.”

He was just whispering, thinking out loud, and she didn’t say anything.

“I’d have to go shopping.”

“You’ll forward to going shopping…once you have your body.”

He nodded.

“Estrogen, no testosterone blockers. It could work.”

“Honey, you know it will work.”

“Okay. I’ll try it.”

Just like that.

Tammi controlled her smile.

The fun started just a few minutes later. Tammi led Johnny into the house and handed him a bottle of Nair.

“Apply, wait until it burns, rinse your hair off.”

Johnny looked down at his chest. He didn’t have a lot of hair, but…but he was about to be bald on his whole body.

He followed her instructions, made sure he slathered the goop over his groin and his asshole, and 20 minutes later he stepped out of the shower. His skin felt weird. Oddly, like his hairs were standing on end. But he had no hairs to stand.

Tammi was waiting. She rubbed body cream on to his flesh. “We’re going to make your skin so soft,” she murmured.

Johnny liked getting his whole body rubbed. He especially liked it when she stroked him close to the edge.

He had a feeling that with a few days of being edged he was going to be climbing the walls. But, what the heck. He was always up for a challenge.

“Now then,” Tammi said. “Lie on your belly.”

“I, uh…my boner won’t let me.”

“Use a pillow.”

He scrunched up a pillow and lay on it. His dick was still bent a bit, but it wasn’t bad. His butt was up in the air.

“Okay, honey, I’m going to put a butt plug in you.”

“What?”

“You’re worn one before, so just relax.”

She wormed a finger into him, then two, and slowly reamed him.

Johnny groaned. It felt too good. He wanted to cum. Funny, his butt takes it but his dick wants to squirt.

Tammi rubbed his cheeks for a moment, then pulled them sideways and placed the plug at his star.

Gently, taking her time, she wormed it into place.

Johnny loved it. He was so relaxed there wasn’t any pain, and he felt the thing rubbing on his prostate.

This was going to be hard. He was already horny, and now his prostate gland was going to be massaged.

“Okay, this is a small one, but it shouldn’t cum out. If it does, wash it off with soap and water and re-insert.”

He nodded.

“If you have to poop, take it out, and when you’re done wash it off and re-insert.”

“And what’s this going to do?”

“It’s going to loosen your hips.”

“Oh.”

“Now, as for your cock. I’ll be ordering a chastity tube for it, so you won’t have any accidents.”

Now Johnny was mentally groaning. Locking up his dick? That was serious shit!

Watching Johnny closely, making sure the procedure didn’t overwhelm him, she handed him panties, nylons, garter, and bra.

He inspected each item closely, and his expression was most inscrutable.

His cock was as stiff as it had ever been.

He looked down. “I’ll look pretty obvious in a dress.”

“Chastity will handle that.”

“Does Shiela Yount have a chastity thing?

“Shiela went the whole route. Not to getting her dick cut off, but she takes a chemical that renders her limp.”

“Really?”

“Yes.”

Johnny stared at her. “Did you think about that for me?”

“I considered it, of course, but that’s an individual decision.”

“Would you miss my dick?”

“Yes and no.”

He looked askance at her.

“Yes, because I love your dick. But no, dildos and strap ons are quite popular now.”

Johnny got dressed. The panties were uncomfortable, but Tammi said she would get some other panties, sissy panties, with a little stretch in the front for his pouch.

The bra was tight, but not obvious. He could wear a jacket and nobody would see the straps.

The nylons were cool. They were sexy. He loved them.

The garters were cool, too.

And, the butt plug was doing its job. No matter what he did, take a step, sit down, it felt like he was getting gently fucked. They had played anal before, but only with fingers. Now he was permanently stopped up, and it was kinky. The pressure on his prostate was a constant, and his horniness grew geometrically.

“Okay, honey. You’re good for today. I’ll expect you to wear these things under your regular guy clothes through the week. By next weekend we’ll be ready for phase two.”

“Okay,” he said, getting up and turning to the mirror. He was stunned by how feminine he looked.

He turned, smiled at her, then started out of the room.

“Where do you think you’re going?”

He was confused. “I thought we were done?”

“You’re done, but I’m not. Do you know how horny this makes me? I am positively dripping down there.”

“Honey! I can’t fuck you with my dick! I even get close to your pussy and I’m going to squirt my brains out.”

She smiled. “You’ll have to use your beautiful lips.”

He stared at he. He was so stiff he was hurting. He wanted to fuck so badly…and yet all he was going to get was cunnilingus.

Tammi sat on the bed, spread her legs, and scooted back.

Helpless, moving in spite of himself, Johnny knelt on the bed. He moved his face down to her junction and began pleasuring her.

“Oh, yeah…”

Johnny lapped, and she held his head in place and lightly fucked his tongue.

“Do you know what this is like? Fucking a woman?”

He did, but his mouth was too busy to comment.

“This is heaven. You’re so beautiful. I can’t wait to see you in boobs, wearing dresses. I’m going to fuck you every which way but loose.”

He redoubled his efforts, her talking making him even more excited.

“FU-U-U-U!”

Her hips rose up and mashed his face. She clawed at his hair and pushed him down into her crotch.

For a second Johnny thought he was going to suffocate, or drown, or something, then she relaxed and he was freed.

“Oh, honey, that was beautiful. I can’t wait to fuck you!”

Johnny was gasping, and his dick…God, his dick!

Johnny went to work wearing panties and bra, nylons and garters. And a butt plug. He could feel his legs rubbing inside his trousers, and  the plug against his prostate. It felt so incredibly good.

He kept his jacket on all day and nobody noticed.

He did get a few looks, though.

Not for the physical, for nobody could see that. But there was just something softer in his attitude. He didn’t snap out commands. He didn’t act unreasonable.

The people seemed to like it better.

And, as the week progressed, they liked it better and better. A few of the girls actually started talking to him.

By Friday the company had a different attitude. People were more relaxed, and production was actually going up.

Johnny marveled at that. Why would his stopping cracking the whip result in better job performance?

He arrived home, and Tammi was ready for phase two.

Tammi had been sexing him up all week long. He came home she sucked on him. At bed time he got between her legs. In the morning she awoke him by straddling his face and stroking his penis.

And always she grabbed the base of his plug and wiggled it.

The result was that all Johnny wanted to do was see her. He wanted to be with her, to hang with her, most of all, to feel her.

He was growing to enjoy this constant mouth sex they were having. And so what if she got to cum and he didn’t?

On Friday, when he arrived home, she handed him a small box and said, “You’ve got to get soft.”

“You’ve got to be kidding.” He looked down at his dick. It was a proud flagpole if ever there was one.

“Not kidding. Now, there are several methods we could use.”

“Oh?”

“We can try the old bag of frozen peas trick. Slap a bag of frozen peas on your Willy and he’ll be chilly.”

He chuckled.

“Or, second method, I could spank your peeny.”

“What?”

She giggled. “Okay, I researched it, how do get rid of an erection. You can exercise, or take a cold shower, take paracetamol or Ibuprofen, meditate, and so on. But let’s face it,” she took his cock and shook it, “They way I’ve been working this bad boy you might need a bag of peas or a good peeny spanking. You can try the other methods, but are you man enough to withstand a penis spanking?”

He stared at her “You’re serious.”

“Absolutely. But we only need to spank it once. Then it will be safe and sound, and there won’t be any possibility of accidents.

“You’re serious.”

She laughed. “Or we can have a doctor operate and give you something called a ‘shunt,’ or we can give you castration chemicals, or…” she shrugged. Her eyes were filled with laughter.

He opted for a run, followed by a cold shower. The run brought it down enough, however, and Tammi slipped the ring and the tube on and locked them together.

“Oh, I like this,” she giggled, shaking his caged cock.

He groaned. His weeny was trying to get hard, pressing against the sides and end of the chastity tube. It hurt, but not too much.

She pulled him by the caged cock towards the bedroom. “Okay, baby, let’s see if your cock can bust out of prison.

She lay down on the bed and beckoned him.

He went down on her. He ate her, and his penis demanded attention. He licked her and sucked her. He pulled on her tits, and she got off.

He just got hornier.

“Whew,” she said. “That was good. Are you ready for round two?”

“Oh, baby, I’m ready!”

She laughed, and opened her bottom dresser drawer. She took out a strap on and a big penis.

“What? Are you serious?”

“You keep asking that,” she said, as she helped him step into the strap on.

He looked down to see the big, black dick jutting forth. It was bigger than his dick, and that didn’t make him feel all that good.

“Okay, honey. Do me.”

She lay on the bed again.

Johnny climbed on to the bed, and it felt like he was in a dream. He had a dick…but he couldn’t feel it. And his real dick was scrunched up and crying.

Actually crying, like tears of pre-cum.

He knelt over her, and he had never seen her look so excited. They had never played with strap on—why bother when they had his dick to play with?—but she was looking at that big, black dick like it was the second coming of Heysoos. Or maybe that should be the second ‘cumming’ of Heysoos.

He touched the head of the dick to her pussy and she took in breath. She watched him, totally excited. She had never looked that excited over taking his real dick.

He slid into her. It was a tighter fit because the dick was bigger. She asked him to stop. He held a push up over her while she used her fingers to pull the lips of her hole out so she could accommodate the giant.

Slowly, bit by bit, inch by inch, he penetrated her.

Her eyes got a far away look in them. She was only aware of the big penis, she didn’t care about him.

And he was apart from it all. He was fucking the most beautiful woman, the woman that he loved, and he couldn’t feel a thing. All he could do was watch her react to the intrusion of the monster in her hole.

“Oh, fuck, honey. We should have done this long ago.”

Not able to feel anything, he became fascinated by what she must be feeling. He watched the way her lips trembled, and he dared to kiss them. To somehow share in her pleasure.

She became aware of him, and she held on to him. Little tears appeared at the corner of her eyes. “Fuck me, honey. Use that big dick and ream me out. Fuck me so my hole is twice as big.”

His head exploding with such talk, he began to drive the big weenie into her.

She gasped with every plunge, she held on when he pulled out. She grasped him with the strength of a madman in between.

Johnny began to use his male strength. He fucked her, and became brutal, and the more brutal he became, the more she seemed to like it.

“Oh, God!” she kept saying.

He pressed his hips down against hers, and the thing was deeply embedded.

She could feel it so very deep inside her.

“More!” she whispered. “Harder.”

Then he wondered where she was going to get this kind of fucking if he turned into a woman.

He slowed down, stopped, and she looked at him with a frantic look in her eyes

“What’s wrong? Come on!”

“Who’s going to fuck you like this when I’m a woman?”

“Heysoos Xristo!” she shrieked. “Who cares! Just fuck me now! Gimme the dick! Now!”

So he did. Putting aside his own considerations. After all, it was bull shit, right? She would always love him. Right?”

And he drove that dick deeper and deeper, until she was pounding on his back, out of her mind, cumming again and again and again.


PART TWO

He was surprised to find that he was getting off on Tammi loving the big dick. Yes, he wanted to cum, and he was walking around in a fever heat, but her wanting the big, black dick was actually exciting.

How could that be? he wondered.

But, truth, other things were happening to him that were taking his mind off his wife’s preferences.

On Friday, of the first week of wearing the chastity tube, he had an appointment with the doctor. The same doctor that had worked on Shiela Yount.

The doctor was a woman, and she didn’t care why Johnny wanted boobs. She just gave him a professional smile, and had him lay down on a table.

Of course, part of the reason she didn’t care was that the boobs weren’t permanent. They were ‘vacation boobs.’ A substance injected into his chest that would, within a month or two, be absorbed by the body.

But when his new boobs were going to be absorbed Tammi had made anther appointment for him. And she would make more appointments as. needed.

So he lay on the table and the doctor made marks around his pectoral, then started injecting fluid into his body A lot of fluid.

Johnny walked out and was glad he had been wearing a bigger cupped bra than normal. His chest was huge!

Of course it wasn’t totally huge, it’s all a matter of perspective, but never having boobs before they were huge to Johnny.

And there was no way he was going to be hiding these puppies from the people in his company.

Tammi was waiting in the waiting room, and she grinned when she saw his chest.

“Now we’re talking.” She said. She linked arms with him and walked him out to the car.

“I’ll drive,” she said, walking around to the driver’s side.

“I can drive,” Johnny protested.

“Sure, you can, but you just had an operation. Time for you to lay down and take it easy.”

Johnny sat in the passenger seat and tried to hide.

“You look all shrunken, straighten up,” Tammi laughed.

“You’ve had a lifetime to get used to your boobs. This is killing me.”

She smiled. “Say, do you mind? I have to pick up some files from the office.”

“You do? What for?”

“I’m going to be helping you work, got to take on more responsibility. I’d like to look at the department reports, a few of the graphs.”

Johnny didn’t want to go to the office, but he wasn’t driving. A few minutes later Tammi wheeled his convertible Jaguar into the boss’s parking space. She smiled, got out, and headed into the office.

Johnny sat there, and wished the top was up. And he wished harder a minute later when Suzie and Emily, two of the receptionists came out for a smoke break.

“Hi, Johnny.” They walked over to him.

They were both lookers, and his cock started crawling around inside his cage.

“How are you…what’s wrong with your chest?”

“Oh, uh…nothing…I…”

If they were inside he could have ordered them to work. Outside, on break, he had no authority over them.

“No…it looks like…you do! You have breasts!”

Johnny began glowing with red.

“Hey, boss, are you transitioning?”

“Like Caitlyn Jenner?”

“Uh…” nothing else to do for it, “Sort of.”

“Oh, my gosh! I think that is so sweet!”

“You’re much better looking than Caitlyn!”

Then the two girls stood and talked, discussed boobs, gossiped about people with boobs, and Johnny just turned redder and redder.

“What does Tammi think?” asked Suzie.

“It was her idea,” Johnny blurted.

“Oh, my gosh!”

“Wow! That is so cool.”

Finally, Tammi came out of the building, but with her was Jim Jennings from sales. They were discussing a report, and they sauntered over to the car. it took but a moment for Jim to clue in on the conversation. “You’re…you’re changing?”

“Looks like,” Johnny whispered.

“Hey, don’t be embarrassed, boss I was just talking to James, up in HR. We need to balance our government requirements. If you can declare as LGBTQ it will go a long way. We’ll get tax breaks, special considerations, all sorts of things.

Suzie chose that moment to pipe up., “Why don’t you get a sex change, Jim?”

“My wife would kill me if I tried something like that. She wants a manly man, and…oh, sorry. I hope I didn’t say something wrong.”

Tammi jumped in. “No, no. Johnny’s got to get used to being a minority now,” and they all laughed.

“You sent those girls out,” Johnny accused.

“Well, you have to get over your shyness somehow.”

“How about my own time?”

She smiled. “Your own time would be a hundred years from now. Besides, I made a decision, and that’s the kind of thing I’m supposed to be doing.”

Johnny said nothing.

“Honey, look at me.”

He did.

“You’re going to be softer, and that means I have to be harder. Get used to it. There’s going to be times when I tell you what to do and you’re just going to have to knuckle under and do it.”

That was a rough moment for Johnny. H sulked all the way home, but, in the end, he realized that he had agreed to this.

At home Tammi wasted no time.

“Okay, a couple of things. I told everybody you’re going to take a few days off. Everybody will know what is happening by the end of the day, so no big deal. I’ll head in for a few hours later in the week and make sure there are no problems.

“What am I going to be doing?”

“Practicing.”

“Practicing what?”

“Being a woman.”

He was silent at that, and Tammi judged it time to get him a drink or four.

They sat down in the computer room and Tammi began lecturing him on how to present himself as a woman.

Some of the stuff was easy. How to cross the legs, how to walk in high heels…and some of the stuff was hard.

How to respond when a women made a cutting remark. How to respond to compliments from men.

Compliments from men?

At the end of their little talk Tammi discussed dresses and make up.

“I’ve got quite a few dresses picked out for you, and you will be expected to wear make up from here on out.”

Johnny looked around like he was trapped.

“Now, we’ll start with lipstick, and over the next week I’ll teach you how to clean your face, do your eyes, foundation, all that sort of thing.

She took out a tube of red lipstick and rolled it onto his lips.

Johnny physically jerked, then made himself hold still. He tasted the lipstick, and he licked it.

“Try not to lick too much, it’s not candy,” she laughed as she put the tube away.

She handed him a dress. It was a yellow summer dress with a carousel of white lines on the bottom. He was surprised, when he put it on, to see how it accentuated his breasts.

“Beautiful,” said Tammi, brushing the material smooth on him.

“Good Lord,” wheezed Johnny.

“Okay,” Tammi said, sitting back. “All done.”

“All done?”

“Yep. You’re free to go.”

“But…but it’s the middle of the afternoon!”

“So, what do women do in the middle of the afternoon?”

“Uh…” he had no clue.

“Would you rather go shopping? Or clean the house?”

He was blank at that decision, so Tammi repeated his choices.

“I guess I should, uh, clean the house?”

“Excellent. Now, remember, keep your high heels on at all times. And…would you like me to do your nails?”

“Well, uh…” He thought. Housework. What a drag. At least getting his nails done would let him not do housework for a while. “I guess.”

“Okay. Let’s go sit at the vanity table…”

She took him into their bedroom and had him take off his nylons.

“We’re going to do my toes?”

“Of course, silly. Now watch and listen because you’re going to have to do this.”

She showed him how to prepare his nails, then she stroked the bright, red paint on his toenails.

He stared as if in shock.

“And this is called lacquer. It’ll give you a hard shell finish.”

Then she did his hands, and now he was really in shock. She put on long ovals and made his hands look an inch longer.

“Oh, these are pretty.”

She looked at him, then leaned forward and reapplied his lipstick. “Don’t chew your lips, honey.”

He nodded, and looked in the mirror. And held his hands up next to his face.

Johnny’s life was in change now. Every day he got up and cleaned his face and put on make up. Every day he walked around in dresses, and he learned how to make his heels click.

He brushed his hair and learned to style it. He used mascara and eyeliner and read the fashion magazines that Tammi brought him.

Toward the end of the week Tammi headed for the office, and came back at five in the evening.

“Where were you?” He was almost crying. He felt so helpless these days.

“There was a problem at work and I had to fix it.”

“Oh.”

“Did you fix dinner?”

“I didn’t know…you always helped me…”

“Well, come on. I’ll have a drink and tell you what to do.”

So she sat at the table and told him about fixing meatloaf, and he started to calm down.

Finally, sitting down to dinner, he said, “I don’t understand what’s going on. Emotionally, I’m a wreck. Sometimes I feel like crying. I get confused by the simplest things.”

“It’s the hormones,” Tammi stated.

He stared at her. “What hormones?”

“The hormones the doctor gave you.”

“When I got my boobs?”

“Yep.”

“But…I didn’t…”

She put her hand on his. “Honey, we discussed this. I just figured that sooner was better than later. So when she was putting your boobs in she gave you an extra shot.”

“Estrogen?”

“Strongest estrogen there is. What would have taken you months, and even years, will now happen in weeks. And your dick will be as strong as ever!”

“Oh.”

It explained everything, but…it was a big thing.

“Don’t you think you should have asked me?”

“Nope. Why dawdle? Get it done. You needed it, so you got it. Now, you want to do the dishes while I check my email?”

“Okay.”

“And freshen your lipstick.” She handed him the tube of lipstick.

Johnny wrapped a pink apron about his hips and began washing the dishes. It was difficult washing dishes with long fingernails, but he was careful and managed to do it without breaking any nails.

Finally done, he went to the computer room. “All done,” he said.

She took one look at him and stood up and wrapped her arms around him.

“It’s tough being a woman, isn’t it.”

He nodded, and his tears were flowing.

“Well, come on, let me help you understand.”

She put her arm around him and walked him into the bedroom.

“What are we doing?” he asked.

“It’s time you got some of the good stuff. It’s time you discovered what the joy of being a woman is.”

“Oh. Okay.”

“Now stop your blubbering. Let’s get you all pretty, and then I’ll show you what it’s all about.”

She sat him down and made him up, and he started to feel better.

“You see? It’s all about looking good.”

She smiled and brushed his hair. “Now, I want you to slip into a chemise. Just take your dress off and leave your underwear on. Just sit on the bed and I’ll be right back.”

He nodded and took off his dress. He put on the chemise and waited on the edge of the bed.

A minute later she showed up with a couple of drinks. She sat next to him and talked in a soft voice and calmed him down.

Finally, he was calm, and she said, “Okay, honey. I want you stand like this, facing the bed, now bend over.

He did. His breasts were on the bed, his butt was exposed, and she lifted his chemise and pulled his underpants down.

“When you’re a woman,” she explained, as she did something at the dresser, sometimes you need a man to calm you down. You need to understand that there is a certain degree of submission to being a woman.”

“There is?” He was on his elbows and his hair was over his face, falling towards the mattress.

“Yes, honey. And it’s time you learned about submitting.”

“It is?”

He started to turn around but she was back behind him and she pushed his back down.

“Now just relax.”

He was puzzled, then it felt good. Tammi was rubbing a finger against his rectum.

“Oh, that feels good.”

“Of course it does, honey, and it’s going to feel better.”

She reamed him, used three fingers and lubed him up.

He was laying there, on his breasts, enjoying the feeling of her fingers, and suddenly she pushed into him.

His head went up and his eyes opened.

She had been so gentle that it didn’t hurt, but it sure surprised him.

“What are you…UNH!”

She pushed until her plastic balls were against his chastity cage. He heard the click click of her balls against his cage, and he could feel his own balls swaying underneath.

“You’re…what are you…you’re…”

“I’m making love to you, honey. Doesn’t it feel good?”

And she went in and out, gently but firmly, he felt like a rag doll being shaken. His asshole began to burn with pleasure and he could feel his balls bouncing, bouncing, and then he felt a heat deep down in his groin. Inside, where the asshole nudged up against the prostate.

“What are you…what are you…” He was gripping the sheet in his fists. He was on a ride for which he had no control. He just held on and felt himself going with it.

“You can cum this way,” she whispered into his ear. “It takes a little work, but you just need to relax and let it happen. Don’t try to make it happen, like you would if you were using your dick, just let it happen. Give yourself up to it.”

She kept talking, soothing, as she rammed him again and again.

He felt the desire to pee, but underneath that, stronger, was something else.

He tried to go towards it, but it went away. He stopped struggling, and it came closer.

What Tammi was saying suddenly made sense. Don’t make it happen, let it happen.

He tried to relax his hips, he crawled up on the bed a little and took the pressure off his legs.

“That’s it, honey. Give it up for me. Come on now. Just let it happen.”

Suddenly it felt like there was a huge pressure inside him, in his anus, and the sensation got stronger and stronger. His hips started to jerk and an incredible sense of happiness and pleasure overwhelmed him. Then it was like he was floating in the warmest ocean in the world. Floating. Bobbing in the waves, and his muscles tightened and tightened, and he heard himself yelling something, from far away, and he realized he was having an orgasm.

It wasn’t a male orgasm, hard and fast, it was a female orgasm, and it buoyed him up, made him realize there was a God, and that there could be heaven on earth.

Then, slowly, slowly, he began to come down.

Finally, he lay there. Tammi withdrew, leaving a gaping sensation in his asshole, and he did so want it to be filled.

She washed the dildo off, looking very masculine and no nonsense as she jacked it with soap and water. She put the dildo and the strap on harness into the dresser, then she tip toed out of the room.

Johnny lay there, wasted, elevated, exalted.

He knew that something had happened, that he wasn’t a man anymore. But what was he?”

He was a woman in certain aspects. He had breasts, and his body was changing. His emotions were temporarily down, but he knew they would rise up again, and that he would have to fucked again.

But he also had a cock.

What was he going to do about his cock?

Technically, he didn’t need it any more. But Tammi did. Or said she did. But did she? They were going to have to talk about that.

Johnny got his second set of injections. Now his breasts were really looking big. He needed DD cups on his bra, and yet, when he looked at himself, he realized that he was going to be getting even bigger. Even though his hips were getting rounder, his chest still had a certain size to it, and he was going to have to have breasts that were big enough for his chest.

Along with his bigger boobs he had gotten an estrogen super booster. He was changing now, and he was going to start changing faster.

And he was going to have clothes.

“Time to go shopping,” Tammi suggested one Saturday morning.

“Shopping?”

“Your clothes don’t fit you, and they won’t fit you more and more. You need new bras, you have totally outgrown my hand me downs. So, yes, we’re going shopping.”

He didn’t want to. He wanted to stay home and…and vacuum, or something. Anything but go out in public.

But Tammi was the more forceful of them, and she grabbed Johnny by the ear, literally, and marched him out to the car.

As usual, she drove, and she snickered at how Johnny was wearing a floppy hat and sunglasses.

“Nobody will recognize you, you know.”

“I’ll recognize me,” he answered dourly.

Yet when they got to the mall it wasn’t bad. People pretty much ignored him. He kept close to Tammi and they went from shop to shop, and he discovered the fun of shopping.

Colors and fabrics. Materials and shapes. Dresses and underwear, and he got his ears pierced.

He was actually proud as a puppy, and started to strut a little, at the feeling of the little strands hanging from his lobes.

“Look at you,” whispered Tammi, and he got all embarrassed again.

They lunched in a little shop across the street from the mall, and Tammi schooled him on how to speak, how to ask for things, how to quibble when it came to an order.

“Whatever you do, don’t just blurt out, ‘Gimme a number one.’ Take your time, the waitress expects it, and get what you really want.”

“But what if I want a number one?”

“Argh!” But she was joking. “Then ask for a hamburger, just pink inside, and make sure the lettuce isn’t wilted. And make sure the fries are salted, and…”

She went on and on, making him laugh at how ridiculous she sounded, yet he knew that this was his new mode. He would be expected to master the art of drawing out orders and making the simple complex.

When she was done he said, “What about my penis?”

“What about your penis?”

“It’s a bother to wear a chastity tube all the time, but I can’t just let it pop out.”

Tammi had a very bland expression. “What are you asking me, Johnny?”

He took a breath. “I’m asking if you really need my penis.”

“And your options?”

“I haven’t figured it out that far.”

She waited.

“I still don’t like the idea of cutting it off. And what would I do with balls and no penis? The testosterone might keep pumping, but that would just make me horny.”

“Are you thinking of chemical castration?”

He met her gaze. “I was.” When she didn’t say anything he continued. “Chemical castration is reversible. I can get a shot that lasts a month. Get my boner back, then make a decision.

Tammi nodded.

“I’d like you to give me a good fucking before you consider this. I want you to see what it is you’d be missing.”

His turn to nod. “I certainly have no back off on fucking you. It’s just…how am I going to fuck you? Where is this future leading us.”

“And if I find that I want your dick? That I don’t like the chemical castration?”

He was silent for a long minute, thinking about that.

“Well, I have to say that our original agreement was that you would be in charge. So if you really want me to have a stiffy…then I’ll have to bite the bullet and live with it.”

“It sounds like you’ve thought this all out.”

“Somewhat, but it’s all such new territory.”

Both of them thinking now, they finished their lunch.

Back home Johnny tried on his new outfits. Now he had a bra that really fit, and his clothes started to hang on him properly. He was looking more and more feminine, and Tammi was quite happy.

She liked him looking beautiful. He was much more beautiful as a woman than as a man.

Time passed, and it was time for his permanent boobs. He was actually a little nervous when he went to the doctor’s. When he arrived, however, he had a surprise. Shiela Yount was sitting in the waiting room.

Johnny introduced himself, and she said, “I remember you. You’re the big flirt with the nasty sense of humor.

Johnny smiled.

“Well, you’ve certainly come a long way.”

“I have, and you’re partly responsible.”

“Oh?”

“Yes. My wife was so impressed by you that she wanted me to be beautiful. So…I guess I should be thanking you.”

Shiela grinned. “That is such a nice compliment.”

“But there is a question I wanted to ask you.”

“Yes?”

“It deals with chemical castration. Should I shut up and go away?”

“No, no. I was chemically castrated. I tried having a dick for a while, but then I ended up getting myself castrated again. I just liked not having that constant reminder rising up at awkward moments.”

They talked then, and fortunately, the doctor was behind on here schedule. By the time Johnny was called he had all his questions answered, and had a lot of data to consider.

He was laying on the table and the doctor was measuring his flesh. She made little marks and planned on how best to insert the rather sizable bags she called ‘Chyna 2000s.’

Johnny lay quietly. He was breathing, thinking, and he suddenly asked, “What do you use for chemical castration?”

“There’s a lot of different drugs. I prefer Lupron. Are you thinking about it?”

“I am.”

“Well, let me do this first, then we can discuss it.”

Johnny walked into the house, click, click, click.

“Out here, honey!”

Johnny poured a couple of drinks and headed for the pool.

“Wow! Let me see those! Those are big!”

Johnny handed her a drink. He held up a little bottle with a pill in it.

“What are those?”

“Those are a single pill. Good for one month of chemical castration.”

Tammi’s eyes widened. “No boners for a month?”

“Nope.”

“Are you going to do it? Of course you’re going to do it. You wouldn’t bring a pill like that home unless you planned to do it.”

“Actually, it all depends on you. I want to fuck you one last time, and you’ve indicated that you’d like to fuck me…then, would you like me to take the pill?”

“Hold on, bozo. That’s your decision.”

“No. It’s not. You made it plain from the get go and over the months that you’re making the decision. We’ve talked enough, we know how each other feel, but…do you want me to take that pill?”

Tammi pursed her lips and sized him up.

He said nothing.

She stood up, “Come with me.”

She led him to the bedroom. She undressed him, slowly, lovingly, and she got out a little key. She inserted it into his lock.

Click.

A moment later his cock was free and growing.

They sat on the edge of the bed and watched it grow.

“It’s not as big as I remember,” Tammi said.

“Oh, hurt my feelings,” Johnny laughed.

“Sorry. I guess I’m used to the big black dildo.”

She looked at him. “This might be your last chance to act like a man, Johnny. I want you to fuck me. Fuck me hard. Convince me that your dick is better hard than soft.”

He stared at her, then he stood up and moved in front of her. “Suck.”

Just one word, and she bent to his weenie. She put her lips over it and fondled his testicles.

Oh, the heaven. It had been several months since his cock had been put to use, and it felt better than he remembered.

She sucked it and stroked it, and looked up at him.

He thought about submitting. He thought about how he was going to make her submit. He thought about how, if he did this, he would have to submit all over again when she fucked him.

That was what convinced him. He liked submitting.

He pushed her shoulders back, spread her legs, and jammed his cock into her.

Tammi loved it. She knew about submitting. She preferred to make him submit, but that didn’t mean she was going to give up submitting.

Johnny took long strokes. He was rough, and Tammi held on and groaned.

He grabbed her legs and pushed them up Her pussy was perfectly presented, and he dove into it again and again.

Tammi started to cum. She hadn’t had real flesh in her in months, and she loved it.

Still, was it better than her big, black strap on?

Finally, with her rag dolled under him, Johnny began to cum. He had to remember how to make it happen, and he did, and his balls tensed and the fluid shot up his shaft.

“Oh, fuck…fuck…”

Tammy held on and he filled her with semen. His hips jerked and he spewed, and, finally, it was over.

He let go of her legs and they fell down. He lay on her for a moment, then rolled off her.

They lay, gasping, looking at the ceiling.

She asked, “How was it.”

“It was good. How was if for you?”

“It was good.”

“Was it better than Big Blackie?”

She leaned up on one elbow and looked at him. “No.”

He smiled.

She had the pill in her hand. She smiled and said, “Open.”

He opened his mouth and she tossed the pill in.

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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