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Author’s Note!

Howdy, folks!

This story is based on a book written by my bestie, Alyce Thorndyke. It’s called ‘The Broken Man.’

In ‘The Broken Man’ a man’s wife tells him to get naked and climb into a strange lady’s trunk. He is then taken to a BDSM ranch where he has lots of adventures.

I recommend The Broken Man to all.

And I give you fair warning, this little homage, ‘Feminization Ranch,’ is a bit rough. Lots of sex, a guy with a big problem, and a solution that is over the top.

So think about how nasty you want it before you get this book.

As always…STAY HORNY!

Gracie


PART ONE

The swing couples party was a raving success.

Lynn Avalon was a rare beauty. She had golden blonde hair, impressive melons, and she drank too much.

Sam Otterson was a confirmed lecher. He tried to take advantage of Lynn. He followed her around the pool, cornered her in the kitchen, and began taking advantage of her. He felt her boobs, he lifted her skirt and pulled down her panties, and just when he was about to slide into home plate she let loose.

“GAH!” Her vomit, a disgusting yellow color, painted his shirt, and when he jumped back it got all over his manhood.

He had, of course, a grateful audience who cheered.

Betsy Billings, meanwhile, was making out with Tom Forsythe. Then Randy Avalon, Lynn’s husband, came up and punched him in the nose. He was drunk, so it wasn’t much of a punch.

The two men rolled around on the ground for a minute, then Randy realized Betsy wasn’t his wife, so the two men went into a closet with Betsy.

A half a dozen people stood around the closet door, so drunk they could barely stand up. they listened to the sounds of slobber love and ripping clothes, and laughed.

A half hour later Tom and Randy came out of the closet, arms around each others shoulders and barely able to stand.

Betsy came out of the closet a minute later. She was trying to pull ripped pieces of cloth together, and she had the biggest smile.

Half a dozen people ended up in the pool, lost their clothes, and began playing musical fucks. The water turned frothy as they whooped it up.

People in the bedrooms fucking. People in the bathrooms puking. People out under the bushes. Everybody was having a good time.

Leo Sanderson was drunk, but not that drunk.

For a while he hung with his wife. He wondered if she was going to sneak off and screw somebody, and, eventually she disappeared.

Leo sauntered around the grounds, looking under bushes and peeking into bedroom windows. He tried the garage and two couples were int he back seats of the cars there, and the cars were bouncing like hippos on a trampoline.

Leo scowled. Damn. His wife had done it again. Seemed like when they went to these parties she always got taken, and he always ended up being left out.

He finally went to the patio to watch the goings on in the pool. He sat down in a swinging bench next to Jane Gustavson.

“Hey, Leo. How’s it hanging.”

“Long, loose and full of juice.”

Jane glanced at him, a wry look on her face. “You mean to tell me that with all the sex going on here you can’t get laid?”

He sighed, then turned to her. “Would you like to fuck?”

“Oh, gosh, no. I’m fucked out. But thanks for asking.”

“Well, that’s it,” he explained. “Every time I come to one of these I end up high and dry. People are already fucking, or they are done, and I never seem to get any.”

“Never?”

Jane had turned to him, and he appreciated her full breasts, her long, chestnut hair. She was a beauty.

“Nope.”

“How about your wife?”

“Oh, she gets laid, and a lot. But me…I seem to be a loser.”

Jane was chuckling lightly, and she placed a hand on his knee and said, “Why don’t you stay right here. Bourbon and Coke?”

“Sure, and thanks.”

“It’s the least I can do for a loser,” she chortled, and she headed towards the kitchen.

A minute later she was back, and she handed Leo a glass. It was bourbon and Coke over ice, and it was delicious. He sipped and murmured, “Thanks.”

“Por nada.”

She had a glass, too, and she faced him when she sat down. “Do you really think you’re a loser?”

“Well, I’m not a winner, not here.”

“Maybe you’re just not horny enough?”

“Oh, God, I’m horny enough. Sandy horns me up for a couple of weeks before one of these shindigs. Won’t let me cum. Says I need to get out and mingle, and that being horny might do it.”

Jane laughed. All being horny will do is make you hornier, and make you desperate, and desperate men don’t usually get what they want.”

“Tell me about it.”

“Nah. You’ve already told yourself enough.”

He smiled wanly.

Todd Russo was banging Shiela Wainsworth on the diving board. He went up and down and the board was smacking her ass and everybody was cheering.

Leo sighed again.

“You know, there is a cure.”

“For what? Me and my malaise? What would that be?”

“Tandy’s Ranch.”

“And what, pray tell, is Tandy’s Ranch?”

“It’s a place where people go to lose their inhibitions. You surely don’t think you’re the only one in the world that’s a loser, do you?”

“Well, I figure there’s got to be other losers somewhere…”

“Heck, there’s lots of losers. And usually it is a simple lack of confidence, a bit of self pity, and lack of opportunity.”

Leo studied Jane. She had a low cut dress on, and he studied her chest especially hard. Then he caught himself and looked up at her laughing eyes.

“So what do they do? Is it some sort of therapy? A self help group?”

“All that and more, and none of that.”

Leo blinked and tilted his head. “Yes and no?” he asked.

“Yep. I’ll tell you what. Why don’t I call Mistress Tandy for you and arrange a meeting. She’ll tell you all about it. You can’t get in unless you get a recommendation, and pass an interview.”

“How do you know about it?”

“Roger was pretty much like you.”

“Roger? Your Roger?”

“My Roger. He acted like a loser, he wasn’t getting any, and I was getting fed up with it. Then somebody recommended Tandy’s Ranch, and the rest is history.

Leo thought about what Jane had told him. Roger was one of the most popular guys here. He fucked everybody and anybody, and was always in demand.

But he had once been a loser?

It sounded impossible.

“I don’t know.”

“Yes, you do, and I’ve made up my mind. I’ll pass the word, make the arrangements, and if you pass the initial investigation she’ll call you. Heck, I’ll even tell Sandy about it.”

That saddened Leo. If they went together she’d get all the fucking and he’d get bupkis.

But Jane saw what he was thinking. “Hey, don’t worry about it. You’ll get sorted out. And if Tandy thinks you’ll do better without your wife there, that’s what will happen.”

“Now it sounds even worse. It sounds like I don’t want my wife to come to this ranch with me.”

Jane shook her head. “Oh, Lord. Lord. You’ve got it bad. Well, I’ve laid the groundwork, and maybe Tandy will call you. Until then, do nothing.

“Nothing?”

“Nothing. Don’t stroke yourself, or rub up against a tree, and for God’s sake, don’t fuck your wife!”

He laughed, then smiled. This crazy conversation, it sounded too much. He’d have to wait and see.

“Leo! Where you been?” Sandy came out of the shadows. Apparently she had been in the side yard, maybe getting banged while standing up, maybe bending over for some lucky stud.

“How you doing, babe?”

“Oh, man! I’ve had the best time. How about you?”

Leo: “Well, I’ve, uh…”

“Oh, crap! You haven’t fucked anybody, have you?”

Jane was listening to their conversation, and she chimed in, “He almost screwed me, if that’s any consolation.”

Sandy gave her a quick smile, then turned back to Leo. “Leo. You’ve simply got to get over it. You’re the one who got us started in the swinger’s scene, and you’re going to have to start fucking.”

“Well, I—“

“Sandy?”

Sandy turned to Jane.

“Leo and I were just talking about this very thing.” She said to Leo, “Why don’t you go get some drinks, and I’ll talk to your wife.”

Leo was glad for the break, and he hopped up and headed for the kitchen.

Behind him, Jane patted the seat of the swinging bench and Sandy sat down.

Sandy was silent when they were driving home. It was late and the street was empty. Leo steered the car and felt sort of punk. All that funking, and he hadn’t gotten any.

“What are you thinking about?” asked Sandy.

“Oh, nothing.”

“You’re thinking that we started this swing, hot wife sort of thing, and you thought you were going to get laid…and you’re getting a lot of nothing.”

Leo was silent. She had hit it right on.

“So what do you think about this Tandy Ranch thing?”

“I don’t know.”

“Honey, you’ve lost your confidence. From what Jane told me it’s a BDSM orgy. You’ll get fucked whether you want to or not, and you’ll get over whatever neuroses you’ve got.”

Leo was silent. She was right. He had so little confidence when it came to this life style that he was downright sad.

“So I want you to go to this ranch.”

“You do?”

“Yes. I do. I want you to go and figure things out. I want you to have as much fun as I’m having. And this sounds like it might work.”

“Well, I don’t know. We always agreed to watch out for each other, and you wouldn’t be there…”

“No. But I’m not having any trouble. I’m having a fucking good time, if you get what I mean. So I want you to go and have a fucking good time. I want you to use your cock until it droops. If you don’t come back with notches on your weenie…well, I don’t know what I’ll do. But…you have to go.”

At that moment they arrived home and the conversation ended.

But Leo didn’t stop thinking about his problem.

In fact, he was thinking about it more and more.

“Wake up! Wake up!”

Sandy shook Leo and he blinked his eyes and muttered, “What the…”

“Today’s the day! Today you get interviewed by Mistress Tandy! You passed the initial investigation and she’s willing to come talk to you!”

Leo struggled up on his elbows.

Sandy threw open the drapes and let the sun dash him in the eyes.

“Whoa,” he muttered. Then he yawned, stretched, got out of bed, and headed for the shower.

Fifteen minutes later Leo was dressed and eating breakfast.

He liked to eat mush in the morning. Oatmeal with a big square of butter and a tablespoon of honey. He spooned it down his gullet and Sandy sat opposite him and regarded him.

“You really want me to do this.”

“Oh, God. Yes!”

“Well, okay. If this Mistress Tandy person approves of me.”

“What’s not to improve?”

“So, since I’m going to go, and might be gone for a while, do you think we could have some sex?”

“Not on your life, buster!” Sandy laughed harshly, but humorously. “She said she wants you orgasm free and thoroughly edged.”

“Well, I am that. You haven’t fucked me for a month, but you’ve certainly driven me crazy.”

She patted his hand. “Don’t worry, honey. It’s for a good cause.”

At that moment: DING DONG!

“Come on!” Sandy leaped to her feet and rushed to the front door.

Leo took his last bite of mush and washed his dish, then sauntered into the living room.

Truth, he was nervous. He had a problem, and he didn’t want to talk about it, and he didn’t think some trip to a sexual dude ranch was going to help him.

He turned into the living room and his eyes opened.

Mistress Tandy was an absolutely, stone cold fox! Spelled foXXX!

“Hi,” he managed.

Mistress Tandy stepped forward and held out her hand.

She was a tall woman, maybe six feet, and she was built. Her legs were long, her butt was round, and her tits were big.

She wore a pencil skirt, nylons and high heels on the bottom.

She wore a blouse with a short jacket on the top, and the jacket couldn’t be buttoned over her sizable jugs.

Her lips were full and wet looking. Her hair was tawny blonde and she had this expression on her face like she knew what you were thinking.

“Hello, Leo. Can we sit down over on the sofa? Sandy. You’re invited, but I’ll be wanting Leo to answer the questions, and I won’t be shy about telling you to be quiet.”

“That’s okay with me,” Sandy said. “This is all about Leo, anyway.”

Tandy smiled.

Leo asked, “Would you like water? A drink, coffee?”

Plain water with a wedge of lemon on the rim.

She watched, and he thought maybe she was checking how compliant he was.

“Okay. Just have a seat and I’ll be right back.”

Leo went to the kitchen and made three glasses of water with lemon. He brought them into the living room and passed them

Sandy was on the Queen Ann chair, leaning forward in conversation with Tandy. Tandy gave a sort of nod that truncated the conversation and turned to Leo.

“Excellent,” she sipped her water. She left a faint impression of her lips on the glass. She handed the glass to Leo. “Drink from my imprint.”

Leo was fastidious. He didn’t normally do this kind of thing. But he knew she was testing him. Judging him.

He looked at the lip print on the glass and time seemed to slow down.

Her lips on the glass.

If he drank from those lips it would be like he was kissing her.

Sandy was staring at him, fascinated. She was doing a little judging on her own.

His lips approached the lip of the glass. They touched, and he sipped.

His heart was pounding.

He handed the glass back.

Tandy took it and set it on the coffee table.

“So tell me about this problem of yours?”

Leo knew he couldn’t hold back, or hedge, or do anything but be honest. Not if he wanted to be accepted at the Tandy Ranch.

“Sandy and I decided to enter the swinging lifestyle. She’s adapted well. We go to parties often, but I…I have trouble making connections.”

“What happens?”

“When I meet somebody I’d like to make love to?”

“Don’t stall for time. Just give me the facts.”

He nodded and said, “I get tongue tied. Women seem willing, but I can’t talk, and other men move in and take them.”

“Have you made love to any other women at these parties?”

He shook his head.

“Okay, let me ask you some questions.”

He was nervous now. The way she was arrowing in on him was actually sort of scary.

“How old were you when you first masturbated?”

“I think 12.”

“And did you enjoy it?”

“I thought I’d broken something. All this semen came out, and…I was scared.”

“And how many women have you been with.”

He answered and the questions kept coming.

“How old were you when you lost your virginity?”

“Do you fantasize?

What do you fantasize about?”

“Have you ever engaged in anal sex.”

And on and on and on.

It was sort of like twenty questions, but much more intense.

After a while Tandy started slipping questions to Sandy. Quick and innocuous, but the answers gave clues to Leo’s personality.

And, finally, it came down to it.

“If I accept you for the ranch, would you like to do it?”

“I think so.”

“No thinking. You ‘know’ so, or you don’t want to go.”

He blurted, “Yes.”

He didn’t have to explain. She knew what he meant.

“Okay. I’d like you to go out to my car, open the boot, take your clothes off, and get in.”

Sandy sat up straight.

“You mean…” then he stopped talking.

This was a test. It was shut up or put up. It was we’re done with talking, it’s time to start walking.

He stood up, faced Sandy. “I’ll see you when I get back,” he said.

But it was a subtle statement. He was saying something, but asking permission, too.

“Have fun, honey.”

He turned to Tandy. “Can I kiss my wife?”

“Hurry.”

Leo was blushing, but he almost leaped across the space between  them.

They kissed, a curious blend of hunger and good bye. Then Leo turned and walked out of the room.

He heard the two women talking as he passed through the foyer.

It was sunny out, and she was driving a Mercedes. He opened the trunk and looked into it.

A spare tire and a bag of what looked like tools. He pushed the stuff to the side, took his clothes off, and climbed in. He lay in the back of the car and got as comfortable as he could. The floor was hard with only a light black bit of outdoor carpet in it. His cock stuck out from between his legs and bobbed.

He wondered how such an experience could result in him being horny, but it was.

He moved the bag and realized there was water in it, but he didn’t take it out. He suspected it was for him, but…he hadn’t been told so.

He lay there, the lid open, the sun heating up the little space, and waited.

Tandy had said ‘hurry,’ but she seemed to be in no hurry. Long minutes passed before he heard the front door open and close. Then he heard foot steps, Tandy’s high heels clicking, and she peered down into the trunk.

“There’s water in the bag. Please pee in the bottle when it’s empty. I don’t want a stinky car.”

With that she closed the lid.

It was dark. And it was hot. There were some holes at the sides of the trunk next to the back seat. He imagined he would get some air conditioning through them, but right now he was getting nothing.

The women talked outside the car for a few more minutes. They spoke in low tones and he couldn’t really hear what they were saying.

Then the car door opened and the car lowered as Tandy sat down. She heard her say good bye, then the car motor started up.

The car lurched into forward motion and he bounced in the trunk space. He felt every dip and bump as the car drove down the driveway. Then it hit the street and smoothed out.

It was a quiet car, nothing but the drove of tires on the road, and he heard Tandy plainly when she yelled back to him.

“It’s a four hour drive, so settle in. And remember what I said about water and pee.”

Leo found himself nodding.

Within minutes the AC kicked in and cold air came through the little holes next tot he back seat.

Then Tandy turned on the radio and good music invaded the trunk.

Loreena McKinnett. Nora Jones. And his favorite, Katie Melua.

Leo lay on the hard floor of the trunk and tried to get comfortable.

The miles passed, mostly freeway, and time dragged. Leo was thirsty, but didn’t want to drink because he didn’t want to pee. There was only one bottle of water, it was small, and how the heck could he contort himself to pee in the bottle?

So he waited, and when he realized he was going to have to pee anyway, he drank the whole bottle.

Within a few minutes he was feeling like he was going to bust, so he hunched over on his side, held the top of the bottle against his cock head, and tried to pee in it.

Mostly, he was successful. He got a little of the pee on his thigh, a bit on the floor, but the bottle was almost full. He capped it and put it aside.

Then Tandy hit some wiggles and bumps. The Mercedes was probably comfortable for people in the seats, but for Leo it was terrible. He jounced, banged his head on the tire, which was hopping a bit, and had rug burns on his elbows and knees.

Then the road smoothed out. It wasn’t a tar or cement road, but it was heaven after the bumps he had been put through.

Then the car sped up, and he could feel it sliding around corners.

And it stopped.

Voices greeting Mistress Tandy.

She got out and closed the door, then it was silent.

It grew hot in the trunk without the air conditioning running.

“Hey!” yelled Leo.

No answer.

So he just lay there, his body sweating, and waited.

A while later, no way to tell how long, he heard footsteps. Then the door opened and the trunk latch clicked. Leo pushed the lid up and tried to get out of the trunk.

He was tired, needed water, and weak from not moving for so long.

“Hello, Leo.”

A woman loomed into the light and he blinked.

“Come on, let’s get you out of there.”

She was a big woman, real big. Six foot six, and muscular.

She grabbed Leo and hoisted him, and he fell over the lip of the trunk and sprawled on the ground.

The woman laughed. “Up on your feet, Leo. We have to get you dressed.”

She helped him to his feet.

“Water,” he gasped.

“Time enough for that. More important to get you ready.”

She walked him across a lawn, and he looked around and took in his surroundings.

A big ranch house, two story, lots of rooms. There was a building attached to the rear that looked like a kitchen. Leastwise he saw a big, round woman throwing scraps to three naked people.

Leo blinked. Scraps? To people?

“What are they…” he mumbled, but the big woman ignored him.

“I heard you have trouble fucking. Is that true?”

“I don’t…”

They were heading towards a large barn. To the left was a field of green grass. Two large women were sitting in sulkies and slapping the asses of the teams pulling them. The teams consisted of a naked man each. The two women doing the harness racing were big, like the woman guiding Leo. They wore leather, skin tight shorts and halter tops. Their breasts bulged over the halter tops.

Then Leo realized the men pulling them were wearing some sort of bikini.

Before he could figure out their apparel the woman leading him to the barn said, “My name is Mistress Shiela. You’ll be kissing my ass a lot, and I’ll be fucking yours.”

“What?”

He stared at her leather shorts and halter top, her long hair done in a top knot and her red lips.

“This ranch practices BDSM. Mostly for shits and giggles, lot of people like to be tied up, whipped, tickled, fucked in various manners, and so on. This is the off season, however, and we do take on special cases. Cases like yours.”

Leo was pretty aware now, and he took note of the neatness of the place, saw a couple of other mistresses, and masters.

The masters were scary. They wore bikini things, but their cocks were large and stuck out in front of them, red and dripping.

Mistress Shiela entered the barn and it was suddenly cool. There was a long row of stalls. There were horses on one side—the ranch was apparently a working ranch—but on the other side were people. The stalls were smaller and the people were standing, naked but for the weird bikini outfits.

Some of the ‘people-horses’ were men, and some were women. Sometimes they were by themselves, sometimes other people, wearing the same types of clothes, were grooming them. They brushed their flesh with brushes which were stiff bristled, or so Leo assumed from the way the people shied away and tried to avoid the brushes.

People brushed the ‘people-horses’ long hair.

Then he passed a stall where a woman was on all fours, tied to a contraption of bars with a milking machine attached to her nipples. She moaned as the machine chugged and sucked the milk out of her tits.

“What the fuck?” whispered Leo. He was started to get alarmed.

He had joined the wife swapping lifestyle, he had seen people doing strange things, but to be milked like a cow?

“Stand right here.”

Shiela pointed to a small stand. Leo stepped up on the thing.

Shiela wrapped a leather strap around his wrist and fastened a hook.

“Hey!”

Leo tried to get loose, but Shiela grabbed his free arm and pulled it out. She was stronger than him, much stronger, and he presented no problem for her.

She fastened another leather strap to his other wrist, and he was caught. His arms were outstretched, and, what was worse, his dick was getting hard.

“Nice,” said Mistress Shiela, stroking his shaft.

“Let me go!”

“No can do. And, please, no yelling. It’s too early in the morning for a spanking.”

Leo’s mouth was open and his eyes were wide. He was thirsty and his voice was hoarse, and his dick was getting harder and harder.

Mistress Shiela moved to a work bench and began fiddling with something. It looked like one of the leather bikini things the men were wearing on the ranch.

“What are you doing?” He struggled, pulled on the leather straps holding him, but he was unable to get loose.

“Well, Leo, men on the ranch are required to wear a certain uniform.”

She turned a round and held up a leather bikini. But it was a weird bikini. It had a little hole in the front for his cock to stick out.

Mistress Tandy walked over to him. “No kicking, please. I’ll beat you with a plow line if you do.”

Her voice was definitely no nonsense. Still, Leo wanted to kick. He wanted to fight back. He didn’t know exactly what was going on, but he was having natural reactions to being imprisoned.

Mistress Shiela pushed the hole in the belt over his cock, then pulled his balls through.

“Oh, fuck!”

She grinned, and tightened the hole.

Now his cock was engorged, the blood trapped. It wasn’t tight enough to hurt him, but it definitely made his cock bigger, and he doubted he would be able to cum with the thing on.

Mistress Shiela pulled the sides of the bikini around his waist and fastened it in the small of his back. It was very tight. Then she pulled the bottom part of the bikini between his legs and a little bit up his crack.

“Ow!” he yelped.

“Don’t be such a sissy,” Mistress Shiela grunted, pulling it tighter.

Now his ass cheeks were slightly spread right below his buns. This allowed access to his asshole, which was good because if it wasn’t for that he would be pooping on the leather.

“We’ve made improvements to your uniform over the years, but if you get any poop on yourself you can run down to the river and jump in. It’s that way.” Mistress Shiela waved across the big green field where the harness racing was occurring.

She pulled the bikini bottoms even tighter, then snapped some rivets in place. She loosened the straps holding his arms and helped him off the platform.

Leo looked at his groin in shock.

His cock was big and red, but couldn’t cum. His asshole was presented and even open a bit.

Then Mistress Shiela grabbed him and kissed him.

Leo struggled, but he was helpless in her arms.

She manipulated him easily. She grabbed his cock and backed up to what looked like a tack room. But when she pulled him through the door he saw there was a bed there. And a bookshelf and it was quite pleasant.

“This is my quarters. Any time you want to fuck, just come a’knockin’. I don’t usually fuck just anybody, but Mistress Tandy explained about you.”

She pushed him back on the bed and he lay on his back and looked up.

“I don’t…what do you mean she explained about me?”

“She said you’re a swinger, but you’re afraid of fucking other women.”

“What? No! I just…”

“You just what?” Mistress Shiela wiggled out of her tight pants. She stood over him, her legs spread slightly, and her breasts heaving.

“I don’t want to…” He was prevaricating, but he didn’t understand his own motivations. Mistress Shiela understood this.

“You are a swinger that doesn’t want to fuck? Do you know how ridiculous that sounds?”

She grabbed his legs and lifted them. He was completely exposed, his cock sticking up and his asshole gaping open underneath it.

“Stop it!”

She kept pushing his legs until they were on his shoulders. “Nice asshole, but I think I want the cock. You ever been fucked Amazon style?”

“Amazon? Let me go! You can’t—“

She moved forward and squatted over his penis. She lowered herself and sighed.

Usually a man lays on top of the woman and has his legs on the inside of a woman’s legs. This is called the Missionary position. But Shiela was now sitting on his thighs, her large breasts bulging, and her vulva controlling the action.

Leo was completely engulfed. She rocked back and forth and leaned down and pinched his nipples.

“Hey!”

“Oh, shut up and take it like a woman.” Shiela grinned as she said this.

“But…but…”

Shiela rocked back and forth, and started pulling on her own nipples. It only took a moment for the glaze to come over her eyes as she approached orgasm.

“You see,” she licked her lips and wiggled a bit.

Leo’s cock was straight up and totally taken advantage of.

“You see…when a man is scared of sex, a man like you with a wife, then it is almost always the fact that he is scared of cheating on his wife.”

“I’m not scared! I’m a swinger!”

“A swinger who doesn’t fuck. Right.”

She angled her hips, moved his legs slightly. “Ah, yes. That’s the place.”

“Let me up.”

“You’re scared. You watch your wife fuck and get fucked, but there is a fear deep inside. Will she leave you? Will somebody else fuck her better than you? And this causes you to hold yourself back. I think I’m going to…oh, fuck…Oh…Oh…GAH!”

Shiela orgasmed about as hard as a woman could. Leo watched in amazement as she twitched and jerked and her eyes rolled back in the sockets.

Then she was leaning forward a little, still holding him inside her. “Damn. You’re good. I’ll tell the others.”

But Leo now had little tears running down his cheeks.

Shiela smiled wanly and touched his. tears, wiped them away. “What’s the matter, Leo?”

“You can’t do this! you can’t!”

“You would be surprised at what I can and can’t do.”

Then she stood up, sighing as his red cock pulled out of her hole.


PART TWO

Shiela tossed him out of the barn. She pointed towards the kitchen and said, “Go see Mistress Helen. Get some water. Maybe even some food.”

Leo staggered across the lawn towards the far house. The bikini thing didn’t chafe him, but it caused him to be awkward when walking. It kept his boner boning, and his asshole open, and that was awkward.

He approached the back extension on the house and heard the rattle of pots and pans, the sound of a deep, robust laughter.

Outside the door he saw the three people who had been getting fed scraps lying on the ground like a bunch of lazy hounds. They looked up at him in curiosity, but didn’t say anything.

He knocked on the screen door and it rattled in the frame.

“Yo!” A large, round figure came out of the darkness. “Oh, you must be Leo. The fuckless fuck.”

She opened the door leaned forward and grabbed his erect cock and pulled him into the kitchen.

“Hey!”

Mistress Helen was built like a cannon ball. She had big boobs, and they sagged. She wasn’t wearing a halter top, or leather shorts. She wore only a pink apron.

“You must be thirsty.” She dragged him to a big sink, gripped the sink sprayer and aimed it at his mouth. She turned on the cold water and the stream of water hit his mouth.

It was ludicrous, but he was thirsty, so he gulped.

Mistress Helen laughed and kept spraying until he closed his mouth and shook his head.

“Clean up the floor and I’ll fuck you.”

Leo blinked. There was a lot of water on the floor from the sprayer.

“If you fuck me good maybe I’ll give you some dog food. Or dog poop. Around here we don’t differentiate.”

He looked at her.

“The floor, bozo!”

She turned away and left him. She walked across the kitchen to a stove, took out a frying pan, slapped a steak in it, and began cooking.

Leo found a mop in a closet and began mopping. He cleaned up the floor while Mistress Helen ignored him, then put the mop away.

When he closed the door to the mop closet, however, Mistress Helen was right behind him. She again grabbed his cock.

“You want steak or dog shit?”

“Steak,” his voice was strangled and his eyes were crossed from her grip on him.

“Then lay down, I think I love you.”

Mistress Helen was bigger than him, and stronger, and she put a foot behind his and executed a judo throw.

Leo hit the floor, and she pushed his legs up, the same way Mistress Shiela had, and sat on his cock.

Leo’s eyes bulged. This was his second fuck in fifteen minutes, and with no squirt.

He couldn’t squirt!

But that didn’t seem to matter to the mistresses.

Once again locked into the Amazon position, Mistress Helen’s bulk greater than Mistress Shiela’s, Leo felt her pussy slide down over him.

He gasped, couldn’t struggle, then just lay there as she worked him.

“Scared your wife will leave you, eh? What a bozo! Who would leave this dingus?”

She rocked and she rolled. She leaned forward and her large breasts hung long and touched his lips.

“Suck me, lover. Show me you care.”

Leo’s horniness quotient was out the roof now. He wanted to cum in the worst possible way, but…the bikini thing stopped him. All he could do was be hard.

But he tried. He worked his legs and tried to thrust up into Mistress Helen.

She laughed. “Aha! Go for it, little man!”

He did, but he couldn’t cum.

Mistress Helen, however, could. She suddenly gave a big groan and her ass shivered and he could feel her pussy gripping his tool and shaking it.

But he still couldn’t cum!

Mistress Helen stood up, grinned down at him. “Boy, you have a most excellent fuck tool. No woman would ever give that up, not no how for nobody.”

Leo struggled to his feet.

Mistress Helen went to the big stove and grabbed the handle of the frying pan. “Damn. Good timing, too.”

She turned the pan over and the steak flopped into a big plate. She had snuck some tatter tots around the lip of the steak, and they were soaked in that good grease. She brought the steak and potatoes to a table in the middle of the kitchen and set it down.

“Right here, Leo. You done good, so you eat good.”

Leo’s mouth was watering. The steak was done to perfection. It had been pounded and dosed with herbs and it was scrumpdiddlyumpcioius. Leo attacked it and Helen sat down and watched him.

“You’re a good fuck, boner face.”

“Boner face?”

“You got horny written all over you. Honestly, I don’t see why you’re having such problems.”

“I’m not having problems.”

“A dick like that and you’re afraid to share it?”

“I’m not afraid.”

But something was breaking down inside Leo. Am I afraid?

He said, “Does everybody think I have a problem?”

“Everybody knows you have a problem.”

“So is everybody gonna be sitting on my dick?”

“Everybody and their aunt. But, don’t worry, we’ll keep the farm animals away from you.”

“Oh, thanks.” He spoke dryly.

“Don’t mock me, sonny boy. You’ll just make me want to fuck you all the harder.”

When Leo finished his steak Mistress Helen pushed him out the door. “Go have some fun, and get over yourself, okay?”

Leo stood outside the door and looked around the property. It was neat and kept up. A working ranch, and a BDSM ranch.

“Hey?”

He looked down at one of the people laying like a dog. It was a man wearing the same type of bikini harness he was. “Yeah?”

“Is it true that you’re afraid to fuck?”

“ARGH!” Leo stomped off.

Behind him a woman whispered, “I think you pissed him off.”

“Better to be pissed off than pissed on,” said the man sagely.

“Oh, yeah?” The girl jumped onto him and began pissing.

“No!” But he was laughing.

Leo headed across the field. He had no goal, he just wanted to see the stream he had been told to wash off in. It was hot, and he could do with a dip.

He passed the barn, and saw that Mistress Shiela was putting a bikini/chastity/whatever it was belt on a girl.

He paused and watched. The women received a halter top with her nipples protruding through little holes. Her bottom offered no protection at all. There was a hole for a cock to be inserted.

Then Leo saw Mistress Shiela looking at him. He quickly dodged back and headed for the stream.

He crossed the big field and entered a little path. He walked for some minutes and came out on a stream. It was sparkling under the sun and half a dozen people were swimming or sunning.

Leo paused, then moved a bit to the side and stepped into the water.

The water was perfect. He lay, his cock sticking up, and enjoyed the cool.

“Hey? Are you the guy who doesn’t like to fuck?”

He put his feet on the bottom and rolled up.

The girl was built. It seemed like everybody was built in this place. Her tits bulged over her halter and her nipples stuck out rigidly through the little holes.

“I like to fuck.”

“Oh, yeah?” she grinned an impish grin. She had the most beautiful face, all soft and red lipped and eager to please. “Show me!”

“Uh…I just…Mistress Shiela and Mistress Helen both—“

“Then you should be ready. I know it’s too soon for you to cum, but you need to horny up if you’re going to make it.”

“What?” Her words made no sense.

“What? Is this your first time at the ranch?”

“Yes.”

She was standing next to him now, and the people down the stream were ignoring them.

“Well, I know it feels like you can’t cum with this things on, but you can. You just got to fuck enough, get horny enough, and then you’ll pop.”

Leo’s mouth opened slightly. It seemed like his mind was constantly being blown.

“And the long you put it off, the harder it gets, and when you do squirt…hooo!” She waved her hand in the air as if to cool herself off.

“Oh, well, thank you for…”

She grabbed his weenie. “Come on, slick, gimme the dick!”

He pushed her hands away and started for the bank, then he stopped.

One of the big mistresses was standing on the bank.

“Leo!” she thundered, drawing the attention of everybody in the stream, “Are you refusing to fuck Shirley?”

“Wha…no…wait!”

But the big Amazon woman jumped into the water and grabbed his hair. She dragged him back towards the laughing Shirley.

“Come here, girl, take advantage of this schmuck.”

Mistress Jenny held him, and Shirley mounted him, and he felt like his mind was grinding into dust.

And so the days went. Wherever he went a Master or Mistress found him, and if they didn’t fuck him themselves, they made him fuck one of the other ‘visitors’ to the ranch.

He slept in a big room with a dozen other people, and hands and mouths and pussies sought out hands and mouths and cocks.

In a different universe it would have been heaven.

In Leo’s universe it was hell.

He became dazed, was confused, and the days passed, episode after episode of wild sex. With them being wild and him being…subdued.

And getting more subdued.

And now he admitted it. He had a block. According to the Masters and Mistresses it was his fear of losing his wife, and he started to consider it.

He had initiated the conversations that had led them to swinging.

He wanted to swing.

He was a horny bastard and wanted to fuck a million women.

But he was the one who couldn’t seem to get it going.

At the swinger parties he managed to never hook up. He’d get a feel here, a grope there, but…no fucks.

Sandy didn’t have that problem. She sought out men and rode them to frothy squirts. She loved the lifestyle.

So…was it true? Did he have a problem?

One day, a couple of weeks after he had arrived at the ranch, he was summoned to Mistress Tandy’s study.

He walked in and she smiled at him. “How’s it going, Leo? I hear you’re pleasing a lot of people.”

“I’m trying,” but there was a subdued kind of a stutter to his words.

“Are you? I don’t think so. You let yourself be fucked, and you do the moves to give pleasure, but you’re not trying to give yourself pleasure.”

“But I am!”

“So we’ve decided to implement a special program for you.”

Now he was suspicious. His eyes closed a little, his head turned a little, and he asked, “What?”

“When a man is in your position, afraid to fuck a woman, it is because he doesn’t really understand what a woman is, what she feels, what she goes through.”

“But I understand!”

Tandy chuckled. “You keep saying that, but I don’t see you squirting your brains out.”

“I just…I don’t…”

“So we’re going to help you. I want you to report to Mistress Martha. She’s in the basement.”

“What…what is going to happen?”

“We’re going to show you what a women feels.”

Leo stood, and found he was trembling.

He had fucked, and been taken to the edge, but he couldn’t get over the edge. Now he was having a reaction.

“Leo?” Mistress Tandy’s brows knit, she could see he was having a severe reaction.

“I…need…to go.”

Mistress Tandy took a step towards him, and Leo broke.

“NO!” he screamed and ran for the door.

He ran down the hallway and burst into the sunlight.

“Fuck,” whispered Tandy, and she reached under her desk for the red button.

BWOOOP! BWOOOP! BWOOOP! The sirens went off.

Leo ran down the driveway. He had to get away. He had to leave!

BWOOOP! BWOOOP! BWOOOP!

Masters and Mistresses ran for the main house. As they reached the side entrance Mistress Tandy met them.

“Leo has had a major break. You need to bring him to the basement!”

The tall, strong men and women spread out over the ranch.

They looked in nooks and crannies.

Several masters and mistresses headed for the stream. Several more ran down the driveway.

Leo reached the gate. It was closed, and a sign stated:

CAUTION!

Electrical fence!

Do not touch!

Leo reached out, wanted to touch, to push, to climb, but there was just enough sense left in his frazzled mind that he didn’t. He turned to the right and began following the fence. There had to be someplace where he could get over, or under. A tree limb, an animal trail.

Behind him he heard yells, and he hurried.

For an hour the masters and mistresses searched the property. They went through every structure, followed the fence around the property, even went through the woods and searched the tops of the tall trees.

Then Leo burst out of the brush at the stream.

Three Masters and two Mistresses were discussing the situation. they turned, and their eyes lit up.

Leo ran back into the brush, but it was too late. They had him cornered.

They followed the sounds of his flight, then they heard silence.

The Masters and Mistresses came out on a fire road. in the middle of the road Leo was laying face down, his hips going up and down. He had seen a gopher hole, he had his penis in the hole and was trying to get off.

“Oh, God! Oh, God! Oh, God!”

Quickly but efficiently the Masters and Mistresses picked him up. They were gentle, he was hurting, after all, and they took him back to the main house.

Mistress Tandy heaved a sigh of relief and welcomed him back, told him it would be all right. Mistress Helen told him she would be fixing his favorite meal.

Mistress Shiela asked if she could be the one to fuck him when he was ready.

Leo wasn’t aware of all this, he just gibbered and cried, and they took him down to the basement of the big house.

Leo lay on a bed, straps securing him. A Master and a Mistress watched over him. They didn’t speak, and neither did he. He did make moans and sounds every once in a while.

The door opened and the largest Mistress he had ever seen stepped into the room.

She was over six foot eight, but her body was in proper proportion to her height.

She had enormous tits, with big nipples projecting from her halter top.

Her hair was long and tied in the usual top knot. Her eyes were big and almost luminescent, and she smiled with large, white teeth.

The Master and the Mistress stood up respectfully.

“Hello, Leo.”

Leo turned his head towards her. “Who…who are you?”

“I’m Mistress Martha, and I’m going to be in charge of your make over.”

“But I don’t want a make over!”

“Everybody wants a make over.”

Another Mistress pushed a cart into the room. It was loaded with beauty products.

“I don’t!”

“You only think you don’t. But you do.”

There wasn’t much Leo could say to such positiveness, so he said nothing.

Martha walked around him, she felt his cock and smiled.

“You can’t do this.”

Still, Martha kept the smile on her face. She positioned the cart and began to work.

The Master and Mistress sat down and waited. The assistant Mistress who had brought the cart helped, and Leo began to transform.

He was Naired, and his hair wiped off. All that was left were the long locks on his head.

His face was cleansed and primed. He was blushed and bronzed. His eyebrows were plucked and he suffered through mascara and eye liner.

At one point he tried to struggle, but Martha placed a brace around his head and immobilized him.

The assistant painted his toenails, then gave him long, red, fake fingernails.

Leo’s mind was struggling. He thought he was going crazy, and he certainly had reason to think that. The way he gibbered, his shattered way of thinking…he felt like he was going crazy.

Martha began putting syringes into his pecs and pushing liquid into his chest. He began to grow perfect, little mounds, which became bigger and bigger.

Mistress Shiela entered the room. She brought a halter top with her and put it on Leo.

“Mistress Shiela?”

“Yes, Leo?”

“You can’t let them do this to me! I’m not a woman!”

“Of course you are. And this is going to continue until you grow up and act like a woman.”

Martha worked over his eyes. She said, “I’m using permanent make up. It’s not really that permanent, but it’ll last a couple of months.

And, finally, she painted his lips a bright, moist-looking red.

Now the Master and Mistress moved in. They held up a mirror, and Leo was stunned. They had styled his hair, and his boobs…his boobs!

The Master and Mistress put the mirror down and helped Leo up.

He stood, and was shaking. “Let’s go see Mistress Tandy.”

They walked Leo up the stairs to the ground floor, and Mistress Tandy, and several Masters and Mistresses were waiting.

“Leo! You look so beautiful!”

“I’m not a woman!”

“You are now, and let me tell you what is going to happen.”

He stared at her.

“You will have to ask for your next fuck.”

“I don’t want one!”

“But you’ll stay here, no relief for your poor peeny, until you do.”

“I want to go home.”

“I know. Release him.”

The Master and Mistress stood back.

Leo stood, wavering, shaking, and looked around.

He was able to move, to go where he wanted, as long as he stayed on the ranch.

Mistress Helen came through a door and grinned. “Here you are! And you’re so beautiful! I told Mistress you would be. Now come along, I’ve fixed your favorite meal. And…I’ve got a surprise for you.”

Mistress Helen took his hand—not his cock, he was still too fragile for that—and walked him back to the kitchen.

She had fixed braised ribs for him, and it was his favorite meal. But he had never told her. How did she know?

“How did you know?” he asked as she held a chair for him to sit down.

“That’s the big surprise. Sandy?”

Sandy stepped in through the screen door.

His wife.

The woman he loved more than anybody in the world.

“Hello, honey.”

“Oh…my…GOD!”

He was up, almost upsetting the table, and in her arms.

“It’s okay. Take it easy,” she brushed his hair and held him and kissed him.

After a long minute Mistress Helen cleared here throat. “Time enough for that later. Your dinner is getting cold.”

Leo sat down, trembling, and Sandy sat down across from him.

“I heard you’ve been having a rough time, Leo.”

He burbled something, but wasn't sure what.

Sandy leaned forward. “You’ve got a problem, Leo, and I want you to fix it.”

“I…I…” the problem was in the edge of his consciousness, just waiting to be revealed, to be admitted to.

“Now, I want you to ask for a fuck. You’re going to have to if you want to ever leave this place.”

“But…but…”

“Leo. I’m laying down the law here. I love you, but I can’t live with a man with mental problems. So…if you don’t ask for a fuck, I’m going to leave you.”

Leo started crying. He sobbed, and the tears sprinkled his braised ribs. He couldn’t seem to stop.

He was very aware that he now looked like a woman.

Sandy leaned forward and held his hand. She sweet talked him. Told him how wonderful it was to share yourself, especially with people you didn’t even know.

Leo cried harder.

“Don’t leave me!”

“Then ask for a fuck.”

“But…I can’t! I can’t!”

“You must. Or…” she shrugged.

Somehow, Leo ate his favorite meal. In between sobs and protests, he finished his meal, and Sandy stood up.

“Leo. I’ll be waiting at home for you. I really want you to make it through this. But, if you don’t…I won’t be at home.”

Sandy left, and a Master and a Mistress restrained him, kept him from running after her.

Mistress Helen sat down opposite him. She shoved the plate away and gripped his hands. “Go choose someone, Leo. Find a Master or Mistress, and…do what you have to do.”

After dinner Leo sat at the table. The tears eventually diminished, and he sat with his head down.

He had to fuck.

He had to find somebody and fuck until he came.

That was the only way to keep his wife.

He thought over the people he had met, the mistresses who had had their pleasure with him.

Finally, he stood up. He walked out of the kitchen and headed for Mistress Shiela’s barn. As he crossed the lawn he was intensely aware of how his boobs were jiggling.

Did they have to make them that big?

It was dark when he stepped into the barn, but Mistress Shiela was waiting for him.

“I knew it would be me.”

He gulped and nodded, unaware that she couldn’t see him in the gloom.

She turned on the lights and he stared in shock. She was wearing a strap on. A dildo protruded, pointed right at him.

“But…I thought…”

“Poor Leo. You thought. That’s a big mistake, you know.”

“But I ‘m supposed to fuck you!”

“You fucked me, and you fucked all the people on this ranch, and it hasn’t worked. You see, we think your problem is a little deeper. Yes, you are afraid of your wife leaving you, but you’re more afraid of your own desires.”

“My desires?”

“Yes. You’re a woman now, and I have never seen your cock harder. You want to be fucked like a woman. There’s something inside you, there’s something inside everybody, but in you it’s extra strong. You really want to be a woman.”

“I…I don’t!”

“Your boner says otherwise. Now come here.”

Leo walked across the barn.

Mistress Shiela took him to a stall. Inside the stall was a big, wooden horse. The top plank was wide and padded.

She pushed him down on the horse and began rubbing his backside.

She rimmed him with lube, and he found the sensation most pleasurable.

“You’re a special person,” whispered Shiela. “Not many men can do what you can. It’s just a pity it’s taken so long to realize how special you are.

Long minutes later, Leo moaning, Shiela took a place behind him. She stood between his legs and rubbed his buns. She pressed them apart, and inserted here tool into him.

Leo gasped, arched his back, and cried out.

But it wasn’t a cry of pain. It was a cry of pleasure.

Smiling, Mistress Shiela worked him, and within a very short time Leo began to dribble semen.

“I knew it,” murmured Shiela. “I knew it.”

And Leo, like a woman, not like a man, was drained of his load.


EPILOGUE

“Hey, honey. I’m home!”

Sandy came running from the back room, and stopped. “You still look like a woman!”

“I know. I feel better looking like a woman.”

“Well, don’t expect me to make love to you!”

Leo smiled, “That’s okay. I’ll make an appointment with Mistress Tandy. She’ll help you get over your mental illness.”

“But I’m not mentally ill!”

Leo just smiled and gave her a kiss. “That’s what I thought, but I found out differently.”

He headed for the back bedroom then, and Sandy just stood and stared after him.

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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