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PART ONE

George Kingswell stepped into the bar at 5:15 in the afternoon.

It was a sunny day, and the sun had a couple of more hours to shine.

It was after work, and George had just met his deadline. He was a writer for ABC, putting out lies which were regularly consumed by the public. No big deal, everybody knew the newspapers/news media lied.

The bar was in Silverlake, right across the five on the east side of Los Feliz. It had an old fashioned red padded door with bolt heads in diamond patterns.

Inside the bar it was cool. There was a parquet walkway along the bar, and on the right side of the building was thin carpet in swirly patterns and a dozen tables and booths.

Twenty years previous it was a biker bar.

Then it became a gay bar.

Now it was sort of who ever cares bar.

George stepped up to the bar. “Whiskey and chaser.”

The barkeep was a slender man with a pencil thin mustache. The mustache was like Salvadore Dali’s. The head was like Kojak’s, and he wore a buttoned up, red jacket. Below the bar he was wearing shorts.

Hey, it’s LA, baby.

The barkeep, whose name was Henry, brought the drinks and George tossed the bourbon down like he knew what it was for, then took the beer to a side table.

Henry polished glasses.

George thought about getting a writing gig for a magazine, maybe make it to editor. It didn’t pay as much, but he didn’t like writing what he was told to by ABC.

The president might talk baby talk, goo goo ga ga, to the United Nations, but he had to ignore that. But if the Senator from Arizona shook hands with a girl from Phoenix he had to make a scandal out of it.

What kind of a life is that?

Paid liar, that’s what he was.

He noticed the two men and the women who enter the bar.

One of the men was built like a whip, had a mean face and dagger eyes.

The other man was the muscle. He was six two, built like the gym, and had a low forehead.

The girl…George smiled.

She was Latin. Long, dark hair with  a kink of curls. Dark eyes that looked like it was midnight all the time, and bosoms that entered the room first.

Man, what a knock out.

George tried not to stare, but it was hard. He could see the swell of her bronzed bust. Her legs went all the way to her high heels and up again.

And she smiled like she was getting into bed.

George smiled to himself, then turned back to his own business. If he sent a couple of letters out, made a few connections…he had that friend that was working for Home and Garden. Maybe he should call and…

“Okay if I sit here?”

He looked up to the girl and, man, he was in love. She was so fine, but… “What about your friends?”

She turned to the guys who were at the bar talking to Henry. “I’ll be over here, Richard.”

The slender fellow, he had the body motions of a bull fighter, waved a hand without turning around.

George felt a little nervous. He wasn’t ugly, but beautiful women didn’t normally single him out.

“I think…”

She sat, and smiled.

He looked at the two at the bar.

“Don’t worry about them. They’re just my friends. What do you do for a living?”

“Uh…oh. I’m a writer.”

“Really? What do you write?”

“I write for television. Well, actually the news.”

“Not like for ‘Children Ruin Everything?’ Or ‘The Sex Life of College Girls?’”

“No.”

He smiled, looked at his beer, then up. “What do you do?”

“I do this…I do that.” She shrugged, then laughed. “Mostly I have fun.”

“How’s the pay?”

And she laughed.

For fifteen they talked, and George was having a good time. He gave her his name, and she told him her name was Shirley.

After fifteen George thought about leaving, he had this little trickle of weirdness way back in the north forty of his mind.

He started to get up, but Shirley placed a hand on his forearm.

“I’ll get the beers this time.” She stood up and sauntered over to the bar.

George thought about telling her he was going to leave, but another beer did sound good, he had the time, and…and she was so fucking good looking.

Shirley asked for Henry for two beers. She said something to Richard, and he laughed, turned and looked at George. There wasn’t a trace of malice on his mean, little face, and he waved in a most friendly manner.

George waved back.

Shirley sauntered back to the table with two, big frosties in her red tipped hands.

“Here ya go, handsome!”

They clinked mugs, and George took a gulp.

Man, that was good. He was thinking, Cold beer, hot girl.

He took another sip, and resumed his conversation with the girl.

And they talked, and the bar felt rosy, and the afternoon disappeared into night, and somewhere in there George stopped being aware of who he was.

For a while he talked of this and that, but it was all on automatic. He was drunk, then past drunk, then he put his head down and slept.

“Uh…”

George wondered where he was. Then he remembered his name, and who he was. But where was he? His back was curve and he was slumped with his head lolling.

A bathtub. He was in a bathtub. It was a cheap thing, the kind you find in an old apartment house. Built in the thirties, a little sliding door in the kitchen for the ice man. He thought about Laurel and Hardy.

He hurt. His head hurt, and his belly hurt, and his nuts…they really hurt. He felt like he had been kicked in the testicles, and then hung up by the testicles, and then…

“Unh…” he groaned again, and this time there was a little bit of George behind it. A little bit of the hurt pushing the sound out of him.

His arms were hanging over the sides. He raised his head and put his arms on the sides.

He had to get out of the tub.

He tried to push, but nothing happened. His arms were just too noodly.

He lay for a second, then he realized his eyes were closed.

He opened his eyes, and wished he hadn’t.

He was looking down the bathtub, and saw his body reclining, and the red blood all over his groin.

What?

Blood?

Why?

The alarm bells started going off in George’s head.

Blood. He had been hurt. He felt pain. What the heck had happened to him.

He had been talking to some girl in a bar…over in Glendale…and…then he was here. What had happened.

He leaned forward, his head protesting greatly, and lifted his shirt.

He wasn’t wearing pants. His penis was there, limp, tired.

He was scared, but he reached down and felt his dick.

Nothing was wrong. But…something was wrong.

“Help!” He yelled. It was a feeble yell. Barely qualified as a yelp.

“Help!” He was louder, but nobody would hear it outside the apartment.

He looked at the old fashioned sink and toilet. He listened to the sounds of traffic.

“HELP!”

Nothing.

He tried to imagine other apartments, people in them, people who heard him.

He waited.

“HELP!

“On about the twentieth ‘help’ somebody knocked on a door in the front room.

George lay in the hospital bed. He was on drugs, and that was the only thing that saved him.

He wanted to jump up and run out the window and fall a few stories to his death.

Nurses waited on him, and he imagined that they were all smirking, laughing at him.

Doctors kept their tongues in their cheeks.

Knock knock. “You feel up for a talk?”

It was Detective Benson, a lady cop from the LAPD.

A woman. One more person to snicker and tell jokes about the guy in the hospital…the guy who had his nuts stolen.

But, nothing else for it, George nodded.

Detective Benson entered the room, sat down on a chair next to the bed.

“How you doing?”

George wanted to scream. He was reading sexual innuendos into everything. How are your nuts doing. Nuts to you.

“I’m okay.” As long as I’m drugged to the gills. I’m no longer a man and you’re asking these stupid questions!

“We think we know who the girl is.”

George looked at the detective. She was good looking, short skirt, tailored jacket, keeping the professional look even while a cop.

The kind of girl that he once would have gotten a boner over.

“The bartender actually knew her, that was why he wasn’t alarmed when they took you out for the Uber.”

“Was there an Uber?”

“Nope. They just took you out to their car, drove you to the apartment house over in Chavez Ravine and…operated.”

“Stole my testicles,” George whispered.

Benson didn’t respond to his whispered comment.

“Unfortunately, she didn’t know who they guys were. They paid her forty bucks, dropped her off in Los Feliz, and took off with you. She thought they were just going to take you home.

“Forty bucks,” he whispered. Twenty a testicle.

“You know, we’ve had a few cases like this, and we will eventually catch them.

“For whatever good it does me.”

Again, she didn’t engage that line of comment.

“Anyway, we’re working on it, and you’ve got my number. You can call any time. Have you thought about counseling?”

“I’ve thought.”

She nodded, bit her lip and frowned. “You know, it’s not the end of the world.”

“In a way, it is. I can’t have kids. My sex life is going to be curtailed.”

“I asked the doctor and he said you could have a sex life.”

“Sure. I can get erections, and I might even be able to have orgasms, but there won’t be any sperm. No little wigglies to crawl up and tap on an egg or two.”

She said nothing. She just made a moue and stared at him.

“What if you do find them?”

“They’ll be charged with mayhem, kidnapping, other charges.”

“And what are the chances of finding my nuts?”

She blinked.

“I mean, my two pearls are out dancing in some other guy’s nutsack.”

“I don’t follow.”

“If you find my nuts, do I get ‘em back.”

Now she was confused. This was a weird concept, it was not in the usual considerations that knock on wood cops had.

“Well, I don’t know. I suppose you could sue, and—“

“So a couple of but thieves go to jail for a few years, and some bozo who paid top dollar for my nuts says he bought ‘em in good faith and he wants to keep them.”

“George, I don’t think…”

“Never mind. I’m just being maudlin.”

He dismissed her by picking up the controller and pressing it. It was supposed to shoot more morphine into his system, but he knew it was probably a fake. Something to calm his mind without doing anything.

Detective Benson stood up, had her last word. “I’ll drop by again, and I’ll let you know if anything develops.

He didn’t say anything as she left the room.

Losing a testicle is traumatic. Losing both testicles is doubly traumatic. Still, life must go on.

Two days later George was given clothes—his own were shredded and blood stained and useless—and a wheelchair ride to the street. He had a wallet that was empty, not even a credit card, and nothing else.

He Ubered home and asked the landlord to let him into his apartment. He got out his own clothes, through away the hospital stuff, and had a drink.

A drink had gotten him in this mess, it was only right that a drink start getting him out.

He was nutless, and the first thing he noticed was that he felt a space between his legs. When he walked he didn’t have the familiar feel of little round golf balls between his legs. He walked with a space, and that was weird.

The second thing he noticed was that his underpants didn’t work. Yes, his penis laid in the material like a banana, but he didn’t have a package to be supported.

He could have worn panties and they probably would have felt better.

He went to work, and nobody noticed that he was walking funny, didn’t get boners, and sat differently.

He could cross his legs at the thighs and be quite comfortable.

And he thought about the people who had done this to him.

He might not have nuts, but he was seething inside.

Those were his nuts. He wanted them back. At the very least, he didn’t want somebody else enjoying them.

The doctor had said that if he found a donor he could get an operation that would make him a man again.

Oddly, there was a pill of bitterness in him that derided that.

And, he began to think about ways to find his balls.

He worked for a week, and he was very uninspired. He contributed what he could to the team, but his heart wasn’t in it. He wanted to be on the hunt.

He asked for his vacation time. He was owed a month, and ABC was so big they wouldn’t miss him. So a couple of weeks after his ‘accident’ he walked out of the studios with a month of freedom.

He bought a gun.

It didn’t take much research to learn that a Glock was a good bet. Ammo was plentiful, and he could get a large capacity magazine.

Of course, it was frowned upon by California, so he went to Vegas. A day trip, and he came back with a gun, cleaning kit, holster, and a tee shirt that said, ‘I’ve got your 2nd amendment right here!’

He would have been instantly fired if he wore that to work.

He spent a couple of days learning how to care for the gun. Cleaning was surprising simple, shooting was fun, and he became used to the feel of the weapon under his arm.

He wore a loose jacket and the gun was well disguised. Nobody would know it was there until he used it.

He spent the evenings walking around his apartment in shorts and a tee, practicing his draw.

And he wished he was a member of the gun culture.

Well, he was now. At least for awhile.

Shirley lived in an apartment in Hollywood. It was five stories on a cul de sac. The back of the apartment faced the 101 freeway.

She had a job during the day, worked as a para legal, but after dark she was a wild soul.

She liked to drink, she liked to fuck, she liked to drink and fuck.

She was 25 years old and looked like 30. She was in her prime. She wouldn’t be there long, given her lifestyle, but she was making hay while the sun shined.

She was unaware that she was being followed. She was unaware that George knew her name and was smart enough to track her down. But he did research for ABC news as a writer, and Bendson had told him the bartender knew her, so it was child’s play to find her.

He couldn’t find Richard and the bully boy, but he could find her.

George followed her for two days, then entered her apartment while she was at work. He just waited until somebody went out and he went in. The lock was easy. It was an old apartment and he turned the knob until it snapped. He sat in a corner behind the door and waited.

Shirley sauntered down the hallway. She  wanted to change from her work suit into an evening dress. She grabbed the knob of her door and twisted, and the knob turned with the right pressure. She was unaware that the mechanism was totally stripped and that George was holding the knob so it would turn with a bit of resistance.

She opened the door and walked in. Closed the door, and would have lurched for the knob and run out because suddenly George was standing in front of her.

“You!”

“Sit.”

It wasn’t much, compared to their conversation of a couple of weeks previous, but it was laden with significance.

He didn’t draw his pistol, he just stared at her, and the dead eyes in his skull did the work of a couple of Glocks.

She sat on the couch. “What happened to you. I heard…”

She faded, and he took over.

“You heard I lost my nuts.”

“Oh, my God! I’m sorry. I heard, but…I’m sorry.”

“You’re going to help me find Richard and…?”

“Butch. The big guy was Butch.”

“Yes. Butch. Where did you meet them?”

She was quiet, and George knew that she knew. She might have told the cops she didn’t know them, but she was lying. Probably to protect herself, but lying.

“You’re going to have to tell me.”

“I can’t. You don’t know those guys.”

He snorted. The idea of being scared of somebody was silly. He had lost his fear of people when he lost his marbles.

She saw it in his eyes. She wasn’t in danger, but Richard and Butch were. Still. If Richard and Butch got him, then they would come for her.

He went into the kitchenette. He had tossed the apartment when he had first entered, and he knew where the bourbon was. He got down a bottle, opened the fridge and found the Pepsi. He poured liquids over rocks in a glass and brought her a glass.

She was frightened.

Oddly, not from the threat of violence, just from the violent ambience he was emitting.

Whiskey helped.

“So where are you from?”

“Alabama. Don’t you remember?”

He was blank.

“We talked about this at the…” she trailed off.

He wasn’t upset at being reminded. He lived with his condition, and his rage.

“Must have been after the drugs took effect.”

“I didn’t see them put anything in your drink.”

He smiled. “Shouldn’t lie.”

“I’m not!” But she was, and he knew it, and she knew that he knew, but what’s a girl going to do when the atmosphere, and her immediate future, seemed to be getting darker.

“You have a pair of panties?”

“What?”

“I want to try on a pair of panties. Drink your drink.”

Now she was terrified. Panties? The look in his eyes? Why did he want to get her drunk?

She took a sip, then went into her bedroom and came back with a pair of green panties.

He stood up and unbuckled. Dropped his slacks and toed out of them.

He wasn’t wearing tighty whiteys because they no longer felt comfortable. He often wondered if it was all psychological, but when he pulled on her panties he knew it wasn’t. His nutless sack fit into the panties and for the first time since he had been divested of his manhood he was comfortable.

He sighed and sat down.

She stared at his green panties.

“What’s it like?”

“Losing my nuts? Bad. It doesn’t hurt much, but there’s a knowledge inside me that keeps biting.”

“What are you going to do?”

“Find Richard and Butch. Find out where my nuts are.”

“What for?”

He looked blank.

“They’re going to kill you.”

“Yeah, probably, but then I won’t have this feeling inside me.”

She didn’t ask what feeling. It was in his eyes.

“I’m going to come back and see you,” he said.

“What? Why?”

“I like you. I don’t see many women. You’re the last one to see me as a man.”

“They’re going to kill you.”

“Then you don’t have to worry about them coming for you.”

And they drank.

An hour later she was loopy. Giggly. Talked freely about how scary he was acting.

He was sober. Dead, cold sober. But he laughed at the right times, and his laughter was even sincere.

If she hadn’t been drunk she would have been terrified.

“They hang out at Charley Coyote’s.”

“The bar sort of restaurant place on Santa Monica.”

She nodded, and licked her lips. “Can I feel you?”

“Sure,” he said, not caring, but perversely curious.

She stood up, looked down at him.

“You’ll have to stand up.”

He did. His jacket momentarily billowed and his Glock was visible for a second.

She gasped.

“It’s for them,” he said. “I need it.”

They were standing two feet apart. He was wearing the green panties.

“Go ahead,” he said. He wonder what it would feel like for a woman to feel his testicles. Where would be that old thrill?

She moved slightly forward, bent at the knees, and placed her hand over his crotch.

She could feel his dick. It felt like a chub, half sized.

“You can take my panties off,” he murmured, watching her eyes glinting with some weird kind of excitement.

She hooked her thumbs into the panties and pulled them down.

His penis hung loose, and she took it in one hand. With the other hand she felt his sack.

It was empty, just a bag of skin, and sort of shrunken.

“You can feel the cut they made, the hospital just left it as is, on the back of the skin.

She felt it, rubbed the ridge of healed flesh between thumb and forefinger.

She looked at him. “You don’t feel anything?”

“I’m going to live longer. Maybe 15 or 20 years. I think about how much hate a fellow can feel in that length of time. But I don’t hate.”

She could feel his rage, so carefully tamped down and packaged into his bitter soul. So well held in check that unless you knew what to look for you’d never see it.

It was exciting. She realized that he wasn’t dangerous to her. He was just dangerous.

Oh, she could make the wrong move, try to get his gun, but unless she did something stupid like that, he meant her no harm.

“Can you get hard?”

“Yes.”

He watched her like a snake watches a particularly stupid mouse, but without any judgement.

“Can I make you hard?”

“I don’t know. Can you?”

She began rubbing his cock, and he felt it. He responded. His shaft didn’t spring up, but it slowly grew.

“It’s nice.”

“It used to be nicer.”

“Did you use it a lot?”

“Every chance I got.”

She jacked him, was breathing hard.

He added, “Which wasn’t a lot.”

Now she was sexually excited. Now she felt that pulsing wetness between her legs.

She went out and fucked a bit, but this was different.

It was almost like she went out and fucked because she had to.

Now she wanted to.

“Do I want you because I can’t have you?” she asked.

“You can have me.”

She was not scared now, but the high, tight feeling in her chest should have scared her. She had never felt this level of excitement in her life.

“Will you fuck me?”

“Yes.”

She held his dick in one hand and slowly backed up. He followed, gazing into her eyes, wondering what was happening.

She backed into her bedroom, turned him around, pushed him, and he sat. She pushed his chest and he lay back on her bed. His panties were around his knees. His jacket had flopped open so his gun was visible.

He had no balls, and he was the most dangerous man she had ever met. And it excited her like no man had ever excited her.

She lifted her skirt and pulled her panties off. Their eyes were locked in the gloom of the room.

She knelt on each side of his legs and knee walked forward. She lowered herself on him and sighed, and didn’t take her eyes off him.

“Fuck,” she whispered, hardly able to breath.

“That feels good,” he said. “It’s not like I remember.”

“What do you remember? She began to rise and fall, her hands on his chest, feeling his pectorals. She closed her hands on his pecs and he pushed up into her.

He said nothing.

She said, “I wish you had tits.”

He gave a weird grunt.

She ground her hips on him and groaned, and sat up straight and felt her own tits.

He flipped her over, was on top, and she gasped. He was stronger than she thought.

He began to move in and out of her.

His dick wasn’t super hard, it was sort of squishy, but it did the job. It rammed into her, and she liked the way it felt. It was like fucking a sponge in the shape of a dick.

“Don’t you wish you had balls?”

He said nothing. He was watching her, and he loved her.

He had spent a lifetime having occasional fucks, this was unique.

He had no hope of getting her pregnant. He didn’t have to wear a rubber. He could just fuck and fuck and fuck.

Many minutes later she was getting a head of steam. The softness of him was making her hornier and hornier. It was like the hint of something great, and if she could just…but she couldn’t and he couldn’t, and she became wetter down there.

It was the most excruciating fuck she had ever had in her life.

She came. A grasping, flapping, flailing of limbs. She squeezed her legs and groaned, but he stayed in her. Ninety percent hard and with no signs of slackening.

He didn’t enjoy himself…he enjoyed her. He enjoyed the. look on her face. He wondered if he had ever had a look like that on his face. Orgasms were a memory now, so he didn’t know.

She came again.

He picked her up, turned her, and took her doggy style.

“I read,” as he humped her, “that eunuchs were desired lovers. They lasted longer.”

“Guh…guh…” she responded, her eyes rolling back in her skull.

“If you had known it would be like this…would you have cut off my nuts?”

She began to sob uncontrollably.

They sat at the table and ate bacon and eggs. He didn’t care about food much, he had lost a bit of appetite when he had lost his manhood, but with a plate of food before him he did it justice.

She ate, and was exhausted, and exalted, and watched him with her glittering eyes.

“I’ve never fucked like that. Heysoos.”

“Neither have I,” and they both knew the truth of that.

“Are you sore?”

“No.”

“Do you want more?”

“Later, I do. Right now…I’m fucked out.”

He soughed. “Fucked out. Right.”

“Are you going to kill them?”

He shrugged. “I just want my nuts back.”

“How come?”

He looked at her with an obtuse look on his face.

“You can’t reattach them.”

“The doctor said I could.”

“He just wants a fancy operation.”

“I don’t have much money, and he said he would do it anyway, if I could find a donor.”

“He just wants to be in the medical journals, the man who tried to reattach testicles. He’ll get fame from that, go on the lecture tour, be a traveling consultant. Lots of bucks.”

“How do you know?”

“I’m a paralegal. We’ve handled many a malpractice suit. Doctors are like vultures.”

He grunted.

“I want you to wear a bra.”

He tilted his head.

“For me. Like a knight would wear his lady’s scarf when jousting.”

He nodded.

“Let me get one.”

He sat and waited. He studied the traffic shooting by far under the back window of the apartment. Too bad she didn’t have a balcony. He could see himself doing a swan dive onto the freeway. What would kill him? The fall…or the cars smacking into him, running over him, turning his body into a gelatinous mush?

Then he chuckled. He thought of an old joke. It’s not the long fall that hurts, it’s that sudden stop.

“What are you smiling about?” Shirley came back into the kitchenette and placed a bra on the table.

He picked it up and looked at it.

“Nothing.” The smile was gone from his face as if it had never been.

The bra was a sports bra, designed to compress boobs. It would be flat on his chest.

“Oh. Well, you’ve got a nice smile.”

He smiled, but it wasn’t the same.

After eating, while she did the dishes, he took off his jacket and tee and holster. He put on the bra. It was tight, but it felt good. It gave him some weird kind of discipline. As if binding his body bound his mind.

He liked it.

He liked it better than thinking about doing a swan dive onto the 101.

Heput on his shirt, then his holster, and finally his jacket.

Shirley came back into the living room and watched him.

“I’m sorry,” she said.

“For what?” Though he knew.

“I’m sorry for what Richard and Butch did to you.”

He shrugged. No matter.

“I live here.” Which was a stupid statement, of course she lived there, but the intent was plain.

“I’ll come see you some time.”

“I’d like that.”

He finished getting dressed and walked out of the apartment.


PART TWO

Richard and Butch were not easy to get to.

They hung out in a fancy nightclub, and they lived somewhere.

George didn’t want to shoot them down in the night club; he wanted information.

And he was afraid if he hung out around them too much they’d see him.

So he sat in his car and waited for them to leave.

At the end of the night they would saunter out into the LA smog. Mutt and Jeff. George and Lennie. Laverne and Shirley.

They would stand and smoke for a minute, watch the good looking women come and go, and act tough.

They would get in their car and drive away.

Tailing somebody looks easy in the movies. You stay three cars back and the hoods never catch on. Unless it’s part of the plot, of course.

George followed them for two blocks, then get caught by a traffic light. When the light changed he spurted after them, but couldn't find them.

He drove around for a couple of hours, wishing he knew where they were, then returned to his apartment. He slept.

He awoke in the afternoon. He wasn’t sharp, but he was focused, and sharpness came the longer he was awake.

He sat in his apartment, cleaned his gun, and his mind was blank.

What was he doing?

He wanted to watch Shirley have another orgasm.

He went out to his car and drove to Shirley’s house.

It was almost as if she had been waiting for him. She simply opened the door and he entered.

“I’ll fix dinner.”

“Later,” and he kissed her.

Again, he got almost hard enough, was hard enough to enter her, not hard enough to get off himself, and, again, she was put on the path of slow, tantalizing, excruciating orgasms.

That was the night she realized that she was in love. Any man who could do what he was doing to her…it had to be love.

Afterwards they had breakfast. Breakfast in the evening. It was somehow appropriate.

“Did you find them?”

He nodded. “Charley Coyote’s, but I can’t get to them.”

“They sit at that back table and they’ll see you coming.”

“I might be able to track them home, but it’ll take some time.”

“You’re going to need to alter your appearance.”

He nodded. He hadn’t thought about that, but it was true. “I’ll grow a mustache.”

“Nope.”

He looked at her.

A mustache won’t do it. Not even a beard will do it. You’re just not a mustache man.”

He waited.

“We’re going to feminize you.”

“Why?”

“Why feminize? Because when I get done with you you can walk right up to them and blast away. They’ll never see you coming. They’ll be looking at tits and won’t even see your pistol.”

The thought made him happy, though he didn’t intend to walk up and blast. He needed information.

Shirley started working on him that afternoon. She Naired him, manicured his nails.

“I’m sticking with a Metro look for now. Later, when you’re more comfortable, we can go whole hog.

It felt weird to have his nails done. There were men at ABC studios who were into the Metro look, a lot of them.

Metro was more of a half man, half woman look. It was soft, a minimum of make up, hair coiffed sexually.

At one o’clock he headed out. He parked across the street from where he had lost the two men and waited.

Time passed slowly. He watched cops cruise past in their patrol cars. He watched bums pushing shopping carts. Some kids sauntered past, trying to look tough with cigarettes in their mouths.

The radio played Radar Love:

The road has got me hypnotized

And I'm speedin' into a nude sunrise

He knew the truth of that.

At two thirty they came through the intersection. Just boppin’. Heads forward, smoking, eyes looking forward.

They had no idea he was coming for them.

He followed them to La Cienega, headed for the airport.

Lost them at Martin Luther King when they turned.

He drove home.

The next night he came for Shirley. Met her at the door when she got off. Kissed her madly, not feeling the passion, but feeling an intensity of sensation that drew him on.

How can a eunuch make love?

Here’s how. I don’t need to cum…I just need the soft, warm pussy to tell me it’s going to be all right.

He pushed her through the doorway and backed her into her bedroom. Her arms were around his neck, she was making hungry, mewling sounds, then he was ripping off her clothes, pawing her breasts, and emotionlessly putting his cock into her.

Mind fuck. No testosterone flooding him, his mind was making it happen.

Did he think, on some level, that he was going to get off?

Maybe, and maybe he would get off. The doctor had said it was possible.

She lay under him, held her hands to his metro biceps, looked into his eye lined eyes. In the midst of the grunting fever she realized that she needed to work on his eyes.

Then she wasn’t thinking anything, because her orgasm was massive. It lifted her up, made her forget who she was, and it felt. like molten lava was exploding from her pussy.

They ate. A ritual. She worked on his make up. She gave him a skirt and blouse. She wanted to give him a dress, but the holster worked best under a jacket, and she didn’t have a jacket for a dress.

He felt curiously fulfilled, looking at himself in a mirror.

As a young man in college he had looked into all sorts of sexual aberrations. He had read studies of men who cross dressed. He wondered what the studies would say about a man who actually changed sexes.

He walked down to the car, lipstick on his mouth, colorful eyes, and looked up at her apartment.

She was looking out the window at the end of the hall. She blew him a kiss.

He smiled, a flat thing of no lust, and got into his car.

He followed Richard and Butch into South LA. He drove slowly behind them, and the traffic waned. But he wasn’t worried about them seeing him. They were pretty much on a straight line.

They turned right and headed down one of the sub streets.

They turned into the driveway of a small house, and he drove past.

And drove home.

Tomorrow.

The next night he drove to Shirley’s, and they fucked like demented rabbits, their lust on display and unquenchable. Although she was finally quenched, he would never be quenched. He was tightly wound. He couldn’t stop thinking about Richard and Butch.

After fucking they sat and ate, and she knew. “You found out where they lived.”

He nodded.

“You’re going to go see them.”

He nodded.

“Are you going to kill them?”

He pushed his chair back a bit, made a small screech on the vinyl, and looked up.

And thought.

“Probably not,” he finally answered.

It felt like he had been thinking about whether to kill them for a year. In reality it had only been about ten seconds. His mind was moving that fast.

He left Shirley’s early. He was wearing a dress, because she had found a Navy peacoat in a closet, and high heels.

Well, low heels.

He liked it. He liked the panties and sports bra. He liked the dress and the heels. And he liked the way the Glock set in the holster under the peacoat.

He waved to her again, and got into his car. He looked at himself in the rear view mirror, and was surprised at how much he liked what he saw.

She had really worked on his hair, given it highlights, and his cheeks had light blush.

He looked sexy. He looked like a woman. He felt the constriction of the bra and wondered what it would feel like to have tits.

Weird, probably.

Shirley wanted him to have tits. She had said so. “If you survive tonight I’m going to get you boobs. Real boobs.”

He hadn’t said anything, but he had felt a splitting open of warm deep in his chest.

He must like the idea.

He was early, and he parked around the corner from their house.

Big bonus, there was a back alley.

He avoided street lights, walked calmly down the alley, then turned into their yard. Across a bare patch of ground, up some worn steps, and into the house.

They were so tough they didn’t even lock their doors.

It was a two bedroom house. He made sure the drapes were drawn tight, he arranged furniture so two comfortable chairs were on one side of the room, and the uncomfortable straight back was on the other.

Facing each other.

Then he sat down in the straight back chair and waited.

Waited. The inevitable clock ticking. Something brushed his leg and he almost shot his foot off.

Cat.

Who would figure two tough guys like Richard and Butch would have a cat?

He stroked the back of the cat and its tail rose up and brushed against his wrist.

He waited, listened to the silence, thought about what had happened to him, thought about what he was going to do.

He wanted his nuts back. That was the bottom line.

But what was he going to do to Richard and Butch?

He was going to do something, but…what?”

Cars driving past.

He thought about the dangers of gunshots. Neighbors might hear.

Might not. In spite of being in a poor area, these houses had been built in an era which promoted solid construction. They had thick walls, lathing, probably the number of wallpapers piled on would stop a lot of the noise.

He waited for two hours, but it felt like ten hours. His mind was moving that fast.

But he was content.

He was going to get his nuts back.

A car slowed. Lights in the driveway. They were home. George got up and went into the kitchen.

The sound of doors opening and closing. Footsteps on the porch. Murmurs and snatches of conversation, then the front door opened.

Richard entered first, felt for the light switch, but it wasn’t working.

“Fuck,” he said. “Lights burnt out.” He started across the room and Butch entered. Closed the door.

Click. Light flooded the front room.

For smart, tough guys they were a bit slow. They turned towards George, blinked, mouths open, and saw the Glock held in a steady hand.

“Sit in the chairs.”

Richard had six feet to go to get to the back room, he knew he would never make it.

Butch was just stupid, and had nowhere to go.

But it was the coldness in George’s voice that convinced them. Colder than an Alaskan fart. Colder than a polar bear’s turd.

Cold enough to die.

They didn’t even look at each other. It was one gun, and they were two, but George’s two eyes were like shotgun bores.

Richard sat in the chair on the right.

Butch sat in the chair on the left.

George walked in a large circle, the Glock fixed on them, and sat in the straight back chair.

To them he was a girl. A woman. A bitch. A pussy.

But with a gun.

“What is this?” whispered Richard, his eyes narrowed.

George knew they didn’t recognize him. Heck, they hadn’t spoken back in Glendale. They had carried him into the apartment house to cut off his nuts. They never really looked at him.

“Last time you saw me was in a bar in Glendale.”

They were blank.

“Then you stole my testicles.”

It hit them. A sucker punch that went in at the belly and came out at the spine. Eyes widened. Mouths dropped.

“What the fuck?” muttered Butch.

“Where are they?”

“What…what do you mean?”

“You stole them, sold them. Who’d you sell them to?”

They blathered for a moment.

George raised the gun and pointed it at them.

“I’m going to shoot you. How badly I shoot you depends on your answers. Who did you sell my nuts to?”

Nothing. Did they not believe him? Or was it just so surreal they were incapable of logical thought?

They were in comfy chairs, the kind that you have to lean forward and leverage yourself out of.

He aimed at Butch’s foot.

BANG!

The sound wasn’t too bad. Butch’s scream was worse. He didn’t leap forward, he picked up his foot and stared at it. Blood seeped out of the top of the Oxford.

Richard started to move forward, but the gun shifted to him. “Who did you sell my nuts to?”

“You son of a bitch! You—“

BANG!

“AIEEE!” Richard looked down at his foot and contorted in the chair.

Butch was crying.

“Who did you sell my nuts to?”

“We sold them to a doctor!”

“What’s his name?”

“I don’t know his n—“

BANG!

“FUCK! STOP THAT!”

“What’s his name?”

Both Butch and Richard babbled.

“Dr. Richard Crenwell. 416 Daisy Dr in Beverly Hills. His phone number is—“

George waved the gun and they both flinched and shut up.

“Don’t need that.”

Richard: “What are you going to do?”

“Get my nuts back.”

George stood up. Three shots, he had nearly a full clip left. That was a lot of feet.

BANG!

Screams. Terror. Blood. Now both men had bullet holes in both feet. The floor was welling with the red stuff, and they were pleading and crying.

They weren’t so tough, after all.

“Now, Richard, Butch, if you tell the police who shot you you’ll have to admit to kidnapping and stealing my testicles and all that sort of stuff. So what are you going to tell the people at the hospital, the cops, when they come a’callin’?”

“Nothing.”

George mused. “If you get shot and won’t tell who shot you…do they charge you with anything?”

Richard and Butch both stared at him. Blubbering, crying, but stopped by the insanity of the question. But it was also a legitimate question.

Can you be arrested for being a victim?

“Well, I guess you’ll find out.” George said.

He walked out of the house, ass swaying, looking sexy, and wondering if he had enough money for breast implants. He did have some money saved up. He wondered if Shirley would help out.

416 Daisy Dr was easy to find. George simply tapped the address into his cell phone and followed the directions.

The house was on a dark street on the outskirts of Beverly Hills. It was a well kept thing of sandstone and stucco. Probably five or six rooms. There was a Lexus in the front and a Harley Davidson. An expensive hog with all the bells and whistles. Not a biker’s bike, but a biker wanna be’s bike.

It was just past three in the morning now, and George parked his car and walked up the curvy path to the front door.

No lights in the house, but it had the feeling of somebody home.

George rang the doorbell.

DING DONG!

And waited.

And rang

And waited

And rang.

Then…footsteps.

The lights went on, somebody looked through a curtain at the side of the door.

George looked like a woman, no alarm there, so the door swung back.

George stepped in and aimed his Glock right at the nose of a fifty year old, white haired man with glasses on. “Anybody home?”

So nonchalant, and yet so cold.

Dr. Crenwell—Richard—shook his head as he backed up. He was trying to figure out his chances of running into the kitchen, but the eyes in the gloom stopped him.

“Why? No family?”

Richard was not stupid. He was a doctor, and he had written books and case histories and all sorts of things.

And he had committed illegal operations on unwilling people.

People like George.

“Divorced.”

“Into the living room, Dick.” George allowed himself the luxury of emphasizing ‘dick.’

Crenwell turned into the living room. The drapes were all drawn, and George motioned him to a chair.

“What is this about?”

“A few weeks you operated on a young man in a bathtub. You harvested his testicles and, presumably, sold them. I want them back.”

Crenwell blinked. He figured it out quickly.

“Why?”

“They’re mine.”

“But they’re doing well, and—“

“Heysoos pissed on a rock but I want to shoot you in the groin.”

“I’ll have to check my records.”

“So check.”

Crenwell moved through the house. George followed him.

“Should I change my name to Georgia? Or Georgette?”

Crenwell said nothing. In his professional opinion George was certifiable.

They entered the doctor’s study, and Crenwell went to a safe and started fiddling with the dial.

“Better not be a gun in there.”

Crenwell stopped. He had been planning, but those plans were now worthless.

“There is.”

“Turn till it’s unlocked, open it, take the gun out using the tips of your left fingers.”

Crenwell did as directed, and shortly George had a six shooter in his possession.

“That’s an antique,” said the doctor. “Be careful.”

“I will. Who?”

Crenwell opened a folder, flipped through contents, then handed the paper to George.

George took it, motioned Crenwell to a chair across the room and waited until the doctor was seated.

“John Wellington.” George read. “Why’d he need my testicles?”

“He lost his in a boating accident.”

Now George was curious. The doctors at his hospital had talked about reattaching his nuts, but if Shirley was right, they were just scamming him.

“Do they work?”

“So far.”

“What do you mean ‘so far?’”

“No adverse effects, Johnny says he is able to orgasm easily. And it’s only been a short while. We have yet to assess his ability to impregnate.”

“How much did he pay?”

“It was mostly arranged by a third party who—“

“How much?”

“$100,000.”

George smiled. That was more like it. He hated the idea of his nuts only being worth twenty a piece.

“Can you take them out and put them back in me?”

Crenwell shook his head.

George sighed.

In a way, it was the end of the road. Something in him had been hoping. But…

“What are you going to do?”

“I don’t know.”

A long moment of thought, then George said, “You realize that if you tell anybody about me you’ll be admitting to black market operations?”

“I’m aware.”

George shot him in the foot and walked out. The doctor’s screams were music to his ears as he shut the front door.

Johnathon Wellington didn’t live that far away. Just a hop, skip and jump, across the freeway in Brentwood.

OJ land. Where rich people allegedly slaughter beautiful young women and get away with it.

Brentwood. How thick are your sins?

It was getting light in the sky now, a false dawn, and George drove up a long and winding road. There was a monastery up here, or some kind of girl’s school, and it was very difficult to find the right address. Not only did the road wind about, but the driveway did.

It was 5:30 when he parked his car on the street outside a large hedge.

John Wellington. Rich enough to buy testicles at $50K each. Well connected enough to arrange a black market operation with people who, presumably, were so rich they didn’t need the money.

He rounded the hedge and walked along the curve of a driveway. He came to a gate, but it was just a gate. He stepped up a hillside, nearly slipping in his low heels, and jumped back to the driveway.

It felt weird. Normally nuts bounce, and you feel things.

He felt nothing.

He continued walking, the sun was touching the tips of the trees and the world was lighting up.

He came to a large parking area. The garage door was open and a man was putting golf clubs in the back of the car.

He heard the click, click of George’s low heels. It wasn’t a loud click, but the man turned, and George could see his frown in the growing light.

“Can I help you, young lady?”

George pulled out his Glock and aimed it.

The man turned ashen. “What is it? Money? My car? What do you want?”

George said the thing that had been percolating in his mind these last weeks. “I’d like my nuts back.”

John Wellington trembled, and everything flashed through his mind. He had thought about the nuts he had had transplanted into him, and he had wondered from whom they had come. Now he was face to face. with his worries. His knees gave way. “I’m sorry…I’m sorry!”

“Be sorry if you want, but I want my nuts back.”

“Okay.”

And it was that simple.

And it wasn’t.

George lowered the gun. “Let’s talk.”

Wellington had a wife and three kids, he didn’t want to talk in the house, so they went to a brick bench under a tree and sat down.

George holstered his gun.

“You’ve got children. Why did you need my nuts?”

“It wasn’t that…I need…I need to feel like a man.”

“Didn’t do much for my manhood.”

“I didn’t know where the testicles came from. I…in my mind…I thought they were donated. Or…at least…maybe from some fellow who died in a motorcycle accident.”

“Hunh.”

“I never dreamed…I know I was delusional, but I was desperate to be a man again. The look in my wife’s eyes, the pity from people who knew, you can’t—“ he stopped.

“I can’t know what it’s like,” finished George.

But Wellington had the apology on his lips.

“No. It’s okay. You’re right. People can’t understand.”

“What can I do to make up for it? Whatever my delusions, what I did is wrong.”

George held up his hand to forestall more speech. He was sticking on what John had said, ‘What I did was wrong.’

And what he was doing was wrong.

Oh, he was probably justified in shooting all those people in the feet, but his nuts were gone, nothing to do about it.

Well, he could shoot Wellington in the foot, and the cops would probably let him off with a warning.

And he could get his nuts back. Have them put in their rightful pouches. In spite of all the juggling around they might even work again.

But what was that going to do to Wellington?

Could he continue this cycle of violence he had embarked upon?

He sighed.

“What can I do?” repeated Wellington.

George said, “Well, I could shoot you in the feet, steal your—my—testicles, press charges…”

“Oh, God. I really fucked up.”

“But maybe there’s another thing we could do.”

John looked up hopefully, and George began to talk.

John came home to Shirley’s apartment. She was just getting ready for work, and he kissed her, hugged her, and went in and crawled into her bed.

She stared at him, dressed like a woman and snoring.

She wondered what had happened.

Had he killed anybody? What had he done?

But, whatever he had done, he was asleep now. And she picked up on the significance of him coming to her apartment.

He wanted to be here. More than any place else.

And, truth, she wanted him here.

She closed the door gently on the way out.


EPILOGUE

“This is certainly new to me,” he said, walking in the door.

“How do they feel?”

“Big. My sense of balance is off. And this bra…wow.”

Shirley grinned at George. “They sure are beautiful.”

He grinned, “And free.”

Shirley shook her head. “I can’t believe Wellington paid for your new Chyna 2000s.”

“It was that, or give me back my nuts.” He grinned.

“What are you smiling for?”

“If he manages to get his wife pregnant they have to name the baby after me.”

Shirley shook her head, but was grinning.

“And ABC studios is okay with you?”

“Haven’t you heard? They love trans people.”

He poured a couple of drinks and they moved to the little balcony patio in his apartment. She had moved in with him, his apartment was so much nicer than hers.

They sat next to each other, and she took advantage of the moment to feel his new boobs. “Wow, these are state of the art nice.”

“You can say that again.”

“Wow, these are—“

“Okay!” He raised a palm and they laughed.

Then she was sitting on him. Kissing him. And in between they sipped bourbon and Coke.

“I’ve got the strap on ready.”

He looked at his watch mockingly. “Is it that time already?”

“It is if you want to be a real woman.”

“I guess it is that time.”

Their drinks done they adjourned to the bedroom.

“How do you want me?” he asked.

“Just lay on your back on the bed. Dress up, and lose the panties.”

He followed her directions and lay on the bed, watching her, waiting for her.

She smiled as she lifted her dress, took off her panties, and pulled the strap on into place. Now she had a big dick, the back of which was nestled against her pussy.

“Do you really think you can get me off?”

“Oh, yeah,” she nodded and chuckled. “I’m going to pop you like a balloon.”

He smiled, his arms behind his head.

She came to him, a jar of lube in one hand. She pushed his legs up and said, “Hold them up.”

He grabbed his legs, and she swiftly inserted a goop of lube right into his hole.

“Oh!” he gasped.

“Cold?”

“Feels good.”

“It’s going to feel better, big boy.”

She swirled her finger, spread the lube through his anus, then moved forward and pushed his legs up over her shoulders. She smiled down at him, held his dick up, and penetrated his asshole.

He yelped, and his eyes got a far away look in them.

“How is it, lover?”

“Oh, God!” he blurted. “This is heaven.”

“You betcha.” She pushed in and pulled back and established a rhythm.

He grunted with the pleasure.

“Now take your time, relax and let it happen.”

He nodded. It was getting hard for him to speak.

In and out, smiling down on him. Side to side, watching him gulp.

He felt it coming within five minutes, and his eyes opened and focused on her.

“That’s right. Let it happen.”

She stroked his penis, rubbed his nipples, and the sensation built bigger and bigger.

“Oh, my God! I’m going to cum.”

“Told you so.”

Then the first waves hit him.

It was different than a male orgasm. It was a prostate orgasm, and it came from a deeper place, took its time, and he found himself lifting his hips, trying to get his legs down.

Shirley had the position though, and she kept him in his. She scoured his innards with her dick, and he started to jerk. His eyeballs rolled back and he forgot all about who he was. He was just lost in the most wonderful sensation of golden heat.

She watched him, and thin gruel erupted from his penis. Not a big, hard shot, but a serious drizzle. He expended his fluid for a while, then his hips slowed down, the orgasm waned, and he came back to her.

“Wow,” he said.

“You can say that again.”

So he did.

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.             

This has been an excerpt from

Girlism!

Read it on kindle or paperback

OEBPS/image_rsrc15X.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc15U.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc15V.jpg
I CHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO A WOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!

GRACE MANSFIELD





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrc15W.jpg





