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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


A Note from Grace!

Hi kids!

I always wonder what it would be like to be a man and to lose your best friends in life.

How does somebody survive that?

How does one keep going, and what kind of thoughts do they have?

And how can they have sex?

Surprisingly, they can have sex, and I’ve included that in this story.

So here we go…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


PART ONE

Tom didn’t know what to do. Sales were down and the market was crashing. He could meet payroll this Friday, but that was it. If he didn’t raise a hundred thousand dollars by a week Friday…he was done for. His  workers weren’t going to work for free, the bank was going to be screaming about loans, and the company would be bankrupt.

Add to that that he had borrowed on the house, and that loan was due…he was about to be homeless.

What would Vickie say?

He had been telling her everything was all right for months, and now…now he going to be proven a liar. She would toss him out of the house, except that the bank was going to be tossing them both out of the house!

She would never forgive him. She would file for divorce…what could he do?

All afternoon he paced in his office.

He called other banks, was refused, then paced some more.

He called loan companies, and paced.

He called friends….and paced.

And when Vickie called he put on the happy face and lied to her.

But the lies were going to have to stop. The lies were going to be revealed anyway, so…he was going to have to tell her.

By the time five o’clock rolled around he was at his wit’s end, and that was when he got the phone call.

Vickie was pissed, and scared.

First of all, the man from the bank called. He wanted his money, and he had heard from other bankers that Tom’s company was going under and…he wanted his money.

Vickie had sat and listened, and then she had started digging. It wasn’t long before she got the full story on Tom.

Oh, he had tried, she knew that, but he had also lied.

Doubtless he had thought he could eventually get out of the jam he was in.

But he couldn’t. Vickie was good with money, and she knew the fix he was in.

Then she started calling other banks, nosing around, and while bankers are notoriously tight-lipped, they would deign to talk to her. Especially if they thought she might be able to help them get their money.

Tom was done for. He was broke and bankrupt and the house was going to be gone and…fuck!

She sat on the couch in the living room biting her nails.

What could she do?

And that was when the man called.

Tom’s secretary put through the call and Tom thought it was going to be a banker coming through.

He sat down behind his desk and put on a serious face. “Yes?”

“Mr. Ross, you don’t know me, but I may be able to solve your money problems.”

Tom frowned. This sounded a wee bit suspicious.

“And what institution do you represent?”

“The Newfound Corporation. We’re listed. We specialize in cutting edge procedures. Sometimes there is a medical procedure that is deemed a bit too risky, or perhaps the market is suppressing it so they can make money on the old procedure, that sort of thing.”

“I don’t think I’m in the market for a new medical procedure.”

The man chuckled. “You might be…we’re willing to pay $100,000.”

Tom grew instantly interested. “What did you say your name was?”

“I’m Dr. Stanley Worth. You’ll find all my bona fides are up to date. Feel free to check on them, but for right now, I’ve got a client who is in need of certain body parts.”

Tom’s mind flashed through old newspaper stories. ‘Man wakes up in bathtub missing a kidney!’ ‘Organs being sold for millions on the black market!’

“You came to our attention because of your financial needs. We then began exploring your physical state, and thought that perhaps you would be interested in making some money.

“Keep talking.”

Just as Tom thought it was a banker calling him back, Vickie thought it was somebody calling her back. “Hello?”

“Mrs. Ross, my name is Herman Gothing. I represent a group of gentlemen who might be able to come to your financial aid.”

Vickie sat frozen for a moment. She figured out that one of her bankers must have put this man on to her. Finances were usually Tom’s department, but considering the circumstances, it wouldn’t hurt her to listen.

“Go on.”

“Mrs. Ross, I’m actually a doctor, our group is made up of doctors, and we specialize in cutting edge technology. We employ procedures which are beneficial, but have been suppressed by the current marketplace.”

“I don’t think I understand.”

“Let’s say you need a kidney. The operation costs $50,000, but there is a more efficient one that can be done for $40,000. The government, and the medical powers that be, are not going to let that new procedure be done. It would cut into their profit, you see.

Vickie nodded. She knew that most diseases could be cured, but the government was in cahoots with the AMA and…and what Gothing was saying made sense.

“That’s well and good, Dr. Gothing, but I don’t need any operations right now.”

“I understand that, but my group is willing to pay up to $100,000 for certain body parts.”

Now Vickie grew a little frosty. “I don’t have any body parts for sale, Dr. Gothing, and—“

“Your husband might.”

Vickie blinked. “What?”

Tom arrived home with a smile. “Hey, baby, how’s my lovely wife?”

Vickie, after ending the call with Dr. Gothing, had cleaned herself up, put on sexy underwear, popped on a gown that showed her abundant charms, and begun dinner.

Lamb chops and mashed potatoes. Tom’s favorite.

She kissed him, taking a moment to really savor his lips. She pressed her body against his and felt that familiar bump of a cock.

She smiled.

“Your lovely wife is fine, handsome. Are you  ready for a drink?”

“Oh, just what the doctor ordered,” he chortled.

Vickie chuckled inside. Doctor, eh? She knew a doctor or two.

She went to the cabinet and got out Blanton’s Black Edition Special bourbon. $219 a bottle. She put ice in a tumbler, half filled it with Blanton bourbon, then ruined it with ‘real sugar’ Coke.

Tom held up the glass and appreciated the fine, brown color. “Brown liquor and beautiful blondes. That’s my weakness.”

Vickie smiled and opened a Coke for herself. She poured a bit of the Coke in the sink, then added some Blanton bourbon to the can. It was cheap, but she liked it that way.

“Well, baby. I’m going to be going on a business trip tomorrow, be gone a couple of days. When I get back, woo! I’ve got a special deal coming through.”

“Oh, honey! That’s great. I love it when you make money. Why, just the talk of money makes my pussy itch. You feel like doing a little scratching?

He took her in his arms and about chewed her mouth off.

She returned as good as she got, and they were suddenly breathing hard, groping each others sex organs, and losing clothes.

Tom was a handsome fellow who kept himself in shape. He had an oval face, and he practiced looking stern to make his business deals and keep his people in line.

He had thick, brown hair which he wore a little long. His eyes were shiny chocolate, and his lips were well formed.

Kissing him, Vickie remembered why she had married him. Between his handsome features and his chiseled body, and a nice, hefty dong, he was a catch.

Tom felt his penis pushing against Vickie’s midsection. God, his wife was sexy. Sometimes she seemed a bit remote, but she had wonderful, big, juicy tits with hard nipples. Her face was classic, a slightly rounded jaw, high cheek bones, and green eyes that held the mysteries of the ages. Topped off with shiny, blonde hair, and he was in love.

They staggered towards the back bedroom, kissing, hugging, him feeling her breasts and her with her hands cupping his nuts.

His nuts, which were big and healthy and worth a lot of money.

They lost pants and skirt in the hallway, blouse and shirt in the bedroom. At the side of their bed he kicked off his shoes, threw her on the bed, and dove after her.

He pushed his face between her thighs and began sucking at her tender moistness.

She groaned and fucked his face, and when he slithered up her body she brought his head and mouth to her nipples.

They were rigid with excitement, they thrust into the air and he clamped his lips on them and began to lick and suck.

She groaned as he mauled her nips. She moaned as he first grabbed her tits and squeezed, then moved one hand down to her mons.

Tom closed his hand over her pussy. He inserted a single finger and began hand humping her.

Now Vickie forgot about things. Now she was immersed in the hot pulsing of her pussy. She could feel the orgasm coming, and she was determined to make it a good one.

Oh, Tom would still be able to fuck her with one nut, but the idea that two nuts were better than one was in her head. She wondered if she would be able to tell the difference, whether the speed of ejaculate, or the stiffness of his erection, would be lessened when he had one less testicle.

She doubted it. Dr. Gothing had reassured her, ahd even read her testimonies from men who had lost a testicle. Who had allowed one testicle to be harvested for rich men who needed a testicle.

When he had finished his story she had actually sorry for these poor people. Imagine being rich, and then getting in a car accident, or suffering a disease, and losing their testicles!

Tragic.

On top of her now, Tom slid his penis into her vagina. God, she was wet. She really was hot. And as he burrowed into her, worked his dong in and out, he wondered if his selling one nut would affect his love making abilities.

Would he shoot less semen? Would his remaining ball feel…’overworked?’

And would Vickie be able to tell the difference?

He didn’t know, and he thought that maybe he should just tell her. Maybe he should admit the company was on hard times but selling one nut to some poor schmuck who had lost his balls in some kind of industrial accident or something…maybe he should…nah.

Heck, he’d tell her that he had sold one of of his testicles later. Maybe after they had had their first child.

The good doctor had reassured him that he would still be potent, that he could easily make his wife pregnant with one nut as well as two.

Smiling, he felt the urge intensify in his balls, and the semen was starting to rise up.

Under him, holding on tight as Tom drove his shaft into her, Vickie was smiling. She had her face pressed against him and was pushing her hips up frantically.

Would Tom be angry when he found out that she had sold one of his testicles?

Probably. But he would get over it. Heck, he’d be proud of her when she handed him the money that would save their business and home.

And, so thinking, the orgasm swelled up and captured her. Her mind whited out and her eyeballs rolled back. Here pussy felt like an explosion in a gold mine, and it took all of her with it.

On top of her Tom squirted his seed deep into her. “Unh! Unh! Unh!” he grunted, and he delivered two balls worth of semen into her pleasure palace.

The following day Tom packed a bag and headed for a private airport. He boarded a Honda HA-420 HondaJet and was greeted by a very nice, well endowed stewardess. She smiled, laughed at his jokes, and bent over and brushed his shoulder with her boobs when she checked his seat belt. She then made sure he had a glass of champagne and sat down opposite him, sipping her own champagne.

The jet took off quick and climbed only to a thousand feet. Tom wasn’t sure about the legality of flying so low, but the plane hopped over the border and searched for a small airport just down the coast. Tom didn’t recognize any villages, and he sipped champagne and made small talk with the stewardess.

The plane landed on a dirt runway. An older Jeep driven by a Mexican with stainless steel teeth picked him up and drove him along a country road to a small village. Past the village, the Jeep turned up a long drive and deposited him at a hacienda.

It was beautiful. It was quiet and, in a way, reassuring. He was being treated like a human being.

Doctor Worth met him at the front door and escorted him through the building. Out back was another building, and he was shown to a room and told to disrobe.

Tom marveled at the professionalism of the staff, the cleanliness of the operating theater.

Dr. Worth smiled and told him to relax. His assistant, Tom assumed the man was an assistant, was introduced as Dr. German Gothing.

Dr. Gothing placed a breathing cup over his face and told him to count backwards from a hundred. Like all people Tom tried to stay conscious. And he managed to, until he reached 95.

The operation was quick and efficient. Dr. Worth cleaned the area with an antiseptic solution, then very carefully felt the area, and the testicle to be excised. A sharp scalpel, a quick flick of the wrist to enter the sack, then the testicle was extracted, and snipped.

“Your patient, Dr. Gothing.”

“Thank you, Dr. Worth.”

Gothing moved in and repeated the performance on the other testicle.

Tom came out of it a few hours later. He felt fine, sort of, then he realized he was on drugs. And he was minus a testicle.

But he felt fine. Woozy, a little sick to his stomach, but no pain.

He didn’t see Dr. Worth again, but was, when he could standup, taken out to the Jeep and run to the airport.

He was dressed, it was evening, and he wanted to see what they had done to his testicles. Correction, testicle. But what was there to see? A space where once there had been a ball.

He sat on the plane and there was no sign of the stewardess. She wasn’t one for long hours, he assumed.

The plane landed and he made his way to the entrance. The pilot stayed in his cabin, and Tom opened the door himself. It was easy. He descended a ramp, and as soon as he set foot on the ground the plane was in motion. It moved around, sending a wash over him, as the stairs were retracted.

Tom walked into the hanger, through to a parking area. A taxi had picked him up at the house, but there was no taxi now. He used his cell phone to call an Uber.

An hour later he arrived home, and he was starting to feel sick. The drugs were wearing off and his stomach was roiling and he felt like he had been kicked in the nuts, except there was only one nut. Right? If this was the pain from losing one nut he certainly didn’t want to feel the pain of losing two nuts.

Vickie met him at the door and was alarmed at the look on his face.

“Are you all right?”

“Hi, honey. I just want to sleep.”

She helped him down the hall to the bedroom and into bed. She undressed him and pulled the covers over him.

Tom groaned and moaned and…went to sleep. Just like that.

Vickie was alarmed. Did he have Covid or something? She didn’t know that he had gone to get his nut removed. That was something Gothing would arrange later, but she had signed the papers so they could get started.

Then, she had the idea. She would never know why she thought of it, but she pulled the blankets off him very gently so as not to awake him.

He was lying on his back, snoring like a bear in a cave.

She pulled down his shorts and examined his area.

Penis okay. Slack, but…okay.

She lifted his dick and looked at his ball sack. It just hung there, no bulge, and she stopped breathing.

No bulge at all.

Her hand trembling, she lifted his sack, felt it. There were two lines, one on each side. She felt the thin skin. Nothing. She felt further, even getting a little rough.

Tom was out, he felt nothing.

She found nothing.

A desperate sense of surrealism overcame her. She let go of his empty skin and moved away.

What the fuck? What had happened?

They had stolen his nuts!

Yes, she had sold one testicle, but it was supposed to happen in a week or two, after she had had the time to talk Tom into it. But they had already done it, and they had taken both testicles!

She ran into the kitchen, and now she felt ill. What had she done? What had happened to her husband.

Suddenly the idea of a failing company, of being poor, didn’t mean much.

She poured a glass of bourbon and quaffed it, and didn’t feel much effected. She drank another, and began to cry.

Tom awoke, and Vickie was sitting in the chair in the corner of the room watching him. Her eyes were dark and it looked like she had been crying.

He didn’t feel as poorly as before, but he felt…weak. And his mouth was curiously dry. He realized it was dry from the medicine he had ingested. “Honey?” His voice was soft and low. Why did he feel so weak?

“Oh, Tom! I’m sorry!”

“What? Why? What’s going on?”

“Your…your testicles!”

He turned ashen. She knew. How did she know? “I’m sorry,” he said.  “The situation at the company…I’ve been keeping it from you.”

“I know about the money problems…but I—“

“That’s why I sold one of my testicles.”

Vickie stopped talking. He had sold one of his testicles?

“They wrote me a check yesterday. That’s where I was. They flew me out of the country and took one of my testicles. But it’s okay. We’re going to be fine financially, and I can still get you pregnant with one testicle. Everything’s going to be all right!” He was almost blubbering, so desperate for her to understand what he had done and why. Then he noticed the look on her face.

Her face was frozen, horror struck, her eyes staring at him.

Oh, shit, he thought. She doesn’t understand.

“Tom,” her voice was a burble of a whisper. “I sold one of your balls, too.”

That was the moment where the wind whistled on a dead desert and ghosts flew into the clouds. That was the moment when you wake up from the accident and realize you’ve been in an accident.

“But…”

“Oh, Tom!”

“But…”

“I’m sorry!”

“FUCK!”

Where do you go when your mind has just been blown into smithereens.

Tom went nowhere, physically, but his mind…his mind went on vacation, came back, went away, the room swirled, and he lay back on the bed, stared at the ceiling.

“You…you…you…”

Vickie came to him then. She crawled onto the bed and held him.

His arm went around her, and he found tears streaming from his eyes.

His testicles. Gone. Both of them.

They had talked about children, and they had reached a point where they were still healthy and ready and…and now this!

Tom sobbed helplessly, and Vickie sobbed right along with him.

Tom took a couple of days off. He was the boss, he could do that, and he needed to.

He needed to come to grips with his situation.

On one hand, he was the same person. He was a male 30 years old in good condition.

And he wasn’t. Just like that.

Vickie moped about while he dealt with the results of his folly.

He examined the little slits and stitchings on the back of his ball sac. Nobody would know, nobody would see…but he knew.

He drank a little extra, but he didn’t turn into a raving drunk. He just dulled himself and wondered what he was going to do.

But…what was there to do?

The telephone numbers for Dr. Worth, and for Dr. Gothing, didn’t work.

And the checks, one to him and one to her, bounced. The bank called the day after he got back to let him know.

So he had been the victim of a mighty scam. And paid two nuts for it.

He returned to work, and here, miracle of miracles, the financial situation righted itself. They pulled in three…THREE…clients, and they were out of danger.

Tom quickly restructured everything so the problem would never happen again.

But he had been robbed of his manhood for nothing!

And time went on.

Six months later, just before his 31st birthday, Tom came home to find a pack of women’s panties on his bed.

“Vick? What’s this?”

Vickie entered the bedroom. She was a changed woman. She had betrayed her man, and he hadn’t divorced her, and she was a kinder, gentler person.

“You were complaining about how your underwear didn’t fit, so…I bought you some that might fit. You don’t have to wear them, I can take them back. I just want you to…feel happy.

He gave her a hug.

He was a changed man. Losing his testicles had given him a new appreciation for mortality, and he was dedicated to enjoying life, not frittering it away like he had his nuts.

He bent his head and kissed her.

She took his lips hungrily, desperate for passion and and companionship.

“Do you think we could try to make love?”

That had been one of the problems of the last half year. He could get boners, not real stiff ons, but stiff enough to put in her, and he hadn’t wanted to.

But he was a changed man, and changing more. At last, he nodded and said, “We can try.”

She kissed him again, and began unbuttoning his shirt. She stripped it off his chest and tossed it aside.

Interestingly, he was losing a bit of muscle mass. He had never been a thick man, but now he felt so slender.

He felt her breasts and began unbuttoning her blouse. She had such wonderful boobs, and shortly he was bending his head down to them, taking her nipple in his mouth and sucking.

Interestingly, he didn’t feel the passion he once had. He felt horny, sometimes incredibly horny, but his emotions were lighter, almost fleeting.

She unbuckled and unzipped him and went to her knees.

It was the same old big cock, but it was slightly soft. His old cock, pre ball loss, was so hard you couldn’t press a dent in it. This one, post ball loss, she could press her finger into and leave a dent.

Still, it was hard enough for the job it was intended.

They climbed onto the bed and continued making out. They was softer, more gentle, but in the same sense, more desperate.

She wanted to make their marriage work. He wanted to remember what it was like to have a fully functioning sexual apparatus.

She sat on him. He wasn’t being as alpha as he had once been, and he lay there and let her be on top.

She moaned, feeling the slug enter her. It felt good, and, in fact…it felt better.

Her eyes opened in surprise. How could that be?

“What?” he asked, seeing her eyes suddenly flash.

“Honey…this…your cock is better!”

“Better than when I had nuts?”

She was careful here. He hadn’t shown in bitterness lately, but emotions could be quite close to the surface.

Being softer you aren’t just, I don’t know, ramming into me. It’s like you’re filling me better, like your dick is able to find all the nooks and crannies in there.

“A nook in the nookie,” he mumbled. It was a sad attempt at humor, but Vickie appreciated it. She began to rock back and forth. She was full, but the slug in her lent itself to bending. She was suddenly moving harder, feeling the inside of her pussy like she never had before.

Tom watched her, he loved her, he missed this, and he lay back and felt her work on his cock.

The doctor had told them, when they had finally gone to see a real doctor, that his body still produced testosterone, just not as much. He could still get erections, and even have sex. He might even be able to have orgasms. There would just be not resulting pregnancy. The balls created the sperm for that, and without balls, no sperm.

But, he could still fuck.

And, in fact, Tom and Vickie had read that men who had been castrated over history had ended up being the most desired lovers.

If a noble woman felt like cheating she could, with a dick that lasted longer, gave more pleasure, and wouldn't get her pregnant.

All of which was a sop, but now, with his penis in her vagina, Tom suddenly appreciated.

He wasn’t driven, and it made her drive more.

He didn’t feel the compulsion to squirt that he once had, the insane desire for a man to further the human race.

But it was like she was unleashed. She couldn’t get pregnant, but there was a desperation for sensation that she suddenly had.

Tom’s eyes opened as she went crazy on him, writhing and twisting, humping and pumping, being downright masculine in her approach to him.

She was on top, she was driven to fuck, more than he was.

“Oh, God!” she moaned as she forced her groin down and took as much of him as she could.

She bottomed out on his dick, and wanted more. For the first time in her life she was completed, satisfied, by the length of cock in her.

“Oh, fuck me! Fuck me!

She felt the orgasm coming uncorked deep inside. It used to be she would let him fuck here, and she might cum, and she might not. Now she was driven to cum. She grabbed his shoulders in an attempt to get more leverage. She pushed down and the eruption started. It was like a cauldron boiling over. She felt it simmering, the bubbles rising, then it suddenly overflowed. The cum became a white hot shiver of ecstasy that exploded from her pussy. Her tits felt like the points were twinkling. Her whole body felt like it had exploded.

“FUCK!” she screamed, and a series of earthquakes jolted through her.

Tom was stunned by the violence of her orgasm, and he put his hands on her hips and steadied her.

“Fuck,” she whispered, “fuck.” Then she collapsed on him.

Tom lay under her amazed at her explosion. He felt her hot tits compressed on his chest, and he breathed the scent of her hair.

His dick was still in that soft/hard condition inside her.

He started to push her off, and she held to him and mumbled frantically, “No! No! Let me be.”

They lay there, her weighing him down, but unwilling to move.

Him enjoying their flesh contact, even though he hadn’t cum.

“Is that it was like what I cam and you didn’t?” he asked in a whisper.

She nodded, kissed his neck.

A long minute passed, he wondered if she would ever want to get off him.

Then, miracle of miracles, she began to twitch down there. She began to tilt her hips and…and to fuck him again!

“Oh…” he said.

“Honey,” she said, then she began to grind on him.

She wasn’t one of these multiple cummers. Or, at least she hadn’t been. But now…now…

And laying underneath her, feeling her clutch at his skin, feeling her tilt and grind and push down ever harder…Tom felt an emotion he never expected. He felt…jealousy.

She could cum. And cum harder. And…cum again and again.

He had never felt such jealousy. And for a woman.

That, of course, was the start of his metamorphoses. That was his chrysalis. It was his healing begun.

He had panties under their sweaty bodies. He had seen the purity and magnitude of a real orgasm. He wanted that, and he would soon began transmogrifying, reshaping himself to achieve that.


PART TWO

The panties felt wonderful. With nothing dangling between his legs, Tom’s empty sack had shrunk and the panties contained him perfectly. The only thing was his penis, which was fine. After all, it didn’t get hard as much, and if he pulled the panties tight his cock was pulled up and everything was comfortable, like everything actually fit.

It actually felt better than his tighty whiteys had when he had testicles.

And, as time went on, he started buying his own panties. Mostly off Amazon, but every once in a while he would just go into the women’s section of a store and pick out panties that intrigued him.

He explored high rise, decorative, stretch, thongs…everything.

Every day, it seemed he had new panties to wear under his clothes to work.

And he noticed that his body was changing in other ways.

Pulling on the panties he saw over a short time how he was developing a little spread in his ass.

“It’s the loss of testosterone,” Vickie ventured. “You have very little testosterone, and your estrogen is making itself felt.”

This sounded a little ludicrous at first, but as he lost muscle mass and his ass spread, it began to make sense.

Mind you, he hadn’t lost a lot of mass, just a little, and he hadn’t spread that much, but it was enough.

Still, what was he going to do about it? He talked to the doctor and that worthy suggested more work outs. But he didn’t have the testosterone fueled drive to do more work outs. He had the drive to do more reps, but less weight, which, he was told, was more of a woman’s work out.

‘Women are trying to lose weight, men are trying to bulk up.’ But he was changing, and his attitudes were different. Now he was more apt to say ‘so what’ to advice and do what he wanted.

He started focusing on women’s work outs, and…he started thinking about taking extra estrogen.

He could have taken testosterone, but there were risks with that approach. Men taking extra testosterone were more at risk of heart attacks.

He had seen his mortality and he didn’t want to go there.

So what if he just took estrogen and stopped resisting what was happening to him and just…went for it.

What would happen?

His ass would get a little fatter, a little more round, and…he started looking at Vivki’s clothes more closely.

He studied her ass and liked how round it was.

Heck, he was off the lean, slab look, so…why not?

“Are you looking at my ass?” asked Vickie, one day.

“Yep,” he said.

“Well, thank you.” She appreciated the compliment, but she was startled by what Tom said next.

“I was thinking about taking estrogen treatments.”

They were in a department store and she stopped and stared at him.

“Why?”

“Look, my days as a man are done. My muscle mass is disappearing, my ass is getting bigger. I’m getting tired of fighting it.”

“So, what? You want to change into a girl?”

“No. But Im tired of hanging on to a masculinity which isn’t there.”

“You’re plenty man enough for me. You made me cum five times last week. And they were multiple cums.”

“If I have tits and an ass that shouldn’t stop you.”

She frowned and considered him. He had changed since his misfortune. And he was still changing.

“And what if I don’t like making love to a Lesbian?”

“Then I can stop taking the pills. I’ll even try the testosterone then. If you want.”

“Let me think about it.”

And, baby, did she think about it.

While Tom was checking out her ass, she started checking out his ass.

Yes, it was wider. She could see a point where it was round and plump, and…would that be bad? As long as he had that soft spike dangling between his nutless legs?

Hmm.

And what if he developed breasts, which would be likely if he started a hormone treatment? Would that be bad? He certainly liked sucking on hers, would she like to play with tits? His tits?

Hmmm.

Then she had a thought: what else does he have? I did this to him. Well, we did this to him, but I contributed. If I hadn’t…so what if he did look more like a woman than a man? Would that be bad?

And she would have to teach him about make up. And he would wear clothes that she could probably wear, too.

Would it be bad if he was feminized?

Still, it was a hard decision. It wasn’t like he was a pink man from the get go. He had been raised to play football and be a hard charger. He hadn’t grown up wearing his mother’s underwear.

But he had changed, been changed, and shouldn’t she just give in and go with it?

After what she had done?

“Tom,” she said when they got up one Saturday morning.

He looked at her. “I want you to put on my corset.”

He tilted his head, then did it.

She stared at his waist, so thin. And his hips did flare out. But he had no tits. He needed breasts.

She handed him a skirt and a blouse.

He put on the skirt, then the blouse.

“You button on the wrong side,” he remarked wryly.

“Funny, that’s what we women say about you guys.”

He stood, a stick with a slightly wide ass, and she could see it.

“Take off that blouse and put this on.”

She handed him a bra.

He did, silently, with no objection.

She handed him a different blouse, a near transparent one.

“I like the material,” he said as he buttoned up.

“Leave the top two buttons undone.”

He did, and she was stunned. He did look feminine. Very feminine.

No, he didn’t fill cups, but just wearing the bra made him sexy.

And she wondered how sexy he would be if he did have boobs under the cups.

She picked up a brush and brushed out his hair. It was long enough to look like a Marilyn Monroe shag. Now her hands were shaking, and she picked up a tube of lipstick.

He stood, mute, watching her, as she filled in his lips.

She turned him towards the mirror and they stood there and watched him.

He was a woman. Not all the way, but enough. Heck, he could have walked out on the street, gotten a few looks, but passed for a woman.

“Well?” he asked.

“Yes,” she said.

He started taking hormones, and he was disappointed that he didn’t observe any changes.

Vickie laughed. “It’s only been a week. It’s supposed to take months.

Tom didn’t want to wait. He asked the doctor for more hormones, and was apprised that he was taking the strongest possible.

So he kept taking the hormones, and he waited.

“My ass is bigger!” he chortled, coming into the house.

He had a home gym in the garage and he worked out religiously. He had taken a tape measure to his butt and found that he had expanded down there.

“You’re so funny,” chuckled Vickie. “Most women want a smaller ass.”

“I ain’t most women, baby,” he laughed.

It was the happiest she had seen him in month.

And his breasts started to grow.

After a month they were ping pong balls. Two months and they were golf balls. Three months they were baseballs. Then softballs, then grapefruits, and they kept growing.

“You don’t have any testosterone to stop them, to counterbalance. You want to lessen the hormones?”

“No,” replied Tom, hiding his giddiness.

He had been so happy to be a man, and then he wasn’t, and he experienced a downswing to match his upswing.

Now he was a woman, and he was experiencing the upswing again. And he wanted that happiness. He wanted that pride. He wanted to feel like he had identity!

At first Vickie worked with him a little. She showed him how to put on make up, and talked him through mistakes, and showed him how to fix things.

Things like crying because he was experiencing intense emotions.

But, after three months, his boobs coming in nicely, he started to take off.

As a man if he wanted to fix a sink, or a car, or learn anything, he would get books, go on the internet, throw himself into his projects like a Kamikaze. He had a man’s drive, and he knew how to apply himself. Now he was putting that same drive and diligence into being a woman.

He studied fashion magazines, even making liner notes. He watched girly shows, chick flicks, and pondered how and why women acted the way they did.

He experimented with make up, developing a new look every week.

In a way, he left Vickie in the dust.

But that was okay. She liked the new Tom. She loved his exuberance. This was the excitement he had shown when they had first met and dated.

She even called him Thomasina on occasion. Which he didn’t mind.

So things were looking up for Tom and Vickie.

“We have to go to an art show.”

Tom frowned. He wasn’t’ much for going out. Everybody in the company knew he was transitioning, and he paid their salaries, so they weren’t critical.

And were, in fact, encouraging.

He had had quite a few conversations with secretaries concerning what to wear, make up, and how to act.

And he had been to a couple of very quiet, dark restaurants. Restaurants where nobody could see close enough to search out any remaining masculine characteristics.

But he didn’t go out in the bright daylight. He kept to himself.

“This is a perfect step up, Tom. There won’t be a lot of people, attention will be on the artwork, you’ll be fine.”

“Well, I don’t know…”

“You can’t hide forever. Besides, what is anybody going to do? If they see that you were once a man…what can they do?”

“Well, it could be uncomfortable.”

“Only in your mind. And if somebody else has an uncomfortable mind then that is their problem.”

Finally, she convinced him, and he started to think about what he should wear to an art show.

On a Friday evening Tom got ready for his outing. Well, his attendance. By now he had a nice, round ass and a pair of large boobs. He studied himself in the mirror, and decided to wear a tummy shaper and a shelf bra. He wouldn’t wear a see through blouse, and he did love the way the material excited his expanding nipples.

Vickie got dressed next to him and watched him with a smile.

Tom had really adapted. He was ready for this.

He put on a light blue skirt and white blouse. He put on a short, western style jacket that was open just enough. His nipples, stiff and rigid, wouldn’t be visible except to the most searching look.

Vickie had helped him do his nails that afternoon, and now she had to help him put on his earrings.

A choker to complete the look, and he was as feminine as could be.

Vickie smiled as she inspected him. His hair had come out and was coiffed in a long bob. His make up was perfection, and his lips, which he had started treating with a plumping agent, were curvy and red.

“You’re gorgeous, honey. Everybody’s going to be looking at you and I’ll be considered the schlub.”

I doubt that,” he said, pleased in his heart with the compliment.

They walked out to the car, both wearing high heels that clicked merrily away. She opened the door for him and he got in on the passenger side. Interestingly, he preferred be a passenger. He liked having the door opened for him. He appreciated the little politenesses that beautiful women garnered.

Vickie took the heel and headed down town. The night was beautiful, and the traffic was light. They played a little music on the radio and chatted lightly, and they arrived.

The art show was in a brick building between two modern facades. The brick was old and the window was rippled with age, but that was sort of artsy. At least, it was inexpensive without looking cheap.

Arm in arm, they entered the art show.

The building was narrow and deep. Paintings hung from the walls every couple of feet, and it was not crowded. Couples and individuals wandered from painting to painting. Small discussions were started up, and opinions were handed out like candy on Halloween.

“Vicki! how wonderful to see you!” The girl’s name was Barbara, and she hugged and air kissed Vicki.

“Hi, Barb. This is my husband, Thomasina.”

Barb didn’t blink. She simply turned, offered her hand, then said, “Oh, shucks,” and hugged and air kissed Tom.

Tom felt her breasts touch his, and he was embarrassed, but also feeling pretty good. He was carrying it off, he was being treated like a woman.

“Would you like some champagne?”

Vickie said they did, and Barbara waved to a girl with a tray. They stood and sipped bubbly and Tom wandered off to look at the artwork.

Artwork is always interesting stuff.

Some art can be dog food disgusting, other artwork can be sublime. This was a good show, and most of the stuff Tom really appreciated. He worked his way down one wall, examining brushstrokes and technique.

There was an ape, painted in the shadows of a banana grove. He blended in with the shadows and Tom certainly didn’t want to walk through that little park.

Then there was a spaceship built out of tits. Interesting, but a bit much. Even for a boob man like Tom.

A series of small paintings across the wall showing a bird in various stages in flight. Quite intricate, and fascinating.

He worked his way down the wall. Vickie was still chatting, and it seemed like she came to these art shows to talk as much as he came to look.

“What do you think?”

Tom turned. The girl was short, minuscule, and wearing a very short skirt and a halter top. For a small girl the top had a lot to cover.

She had very dark hair and pixie eyes. She was almost goth, except for the red lipstick adorning her quite sensual lips.

“This?”

They were standing in front of a woman laying on a bed. The shadow of the window cross was across her writhing body. A black man could be seen through the window, looking back over his shoulder.

“Yep.”

Tom turned his head slightly. “I like the twist. It’s a straight forward picture, but the bed is slightly turned, the window is slightly askew, and…the look in the girl’s eyes.

“Ha! Most people miss the eyes. They see the twists and turns, and don’t understand why the eyes are slanted.”

“Well, that’s understandable. The artist has presented hidden lust. The way the eyes are half closed, and if you think about it, it’s like her eyes are pointed towards the window. Of course she can’t see…”

“But does she need to?”

Tom got it then. “You’re the artist.”

“Guilty. And thank you for being perceptive. But what don’t you like about it?”

Tom moved his head back slightly. She was watching him, and licked her lips. It was a small move, could be subconscious, but…she was looking at him and licking her lips.

“I never talk about what I don’t like, except with my wife.” He nodded towards the front of the art gallery.

The woman paid no mind to his hint. She moved closer, she placed a hand on his wrist.

He had lost weight, and muscles, and his wrist looked very feminine. And her touch was very sexual.

“So you are Lesbian?”

Tom grew flustered for a moment, then tamped it down. This was actually the exact kind of thing that Vickie had in mind. Getting out and meeting people, overcoming his own mind.

“Actually, I’m more trans. I think I am. I haven’t got all the lingo down yet.”

She moved an inch closer. Their faces were now a foot apart. She was a face talker, very intimate, almost scarily intimate.

“So you’re a man masquerading as a woman. What makes you think you can be a woman?”

Yet she wasn’t putting him off, attacking him, she was an artist with a perceptive mind.

Tom decided to tell the truth. Sort of.

“I, uh…had an accident. I was castrated.”

She blinked. A slow shuttering of the eyes, a wave of her long eyelashes. A glimmer way down deep inside her dark eyes. Eyes so deep that a man could lose himself in them. If he was a man.

But the direction of the conversation, if it had a direction, was suddenly truncated.

“Hi, I’m Vickie.”

Vickie took his arm and extended her hand.

The women shook, politely, like two barracudas kissing.

“I’m Nancy.”

“She painted this piece,” put in Tom. “Oh, and it looks like a few others.”

Tom, to be honest, wanted to escape. He had been roped in by the diminutive artist, but he didn’t want to see any fireworks. And one never knew when two women started discussing the same man.

Tom wandered to the next painting, and the next. They were marvelous pieces, some better than the woman on the cross-eyed bed, and some not. But they were all worth looking at.

Tom forgot about his wife and the artist and began truly inspecting this outpouring of sheer talent.

“So Tom had an accident.”

Vickie blinked. In an odd way, she was relieved. Even as she was alarmed.

Tom had told her, but why?

And what did this woman have that could get to talk about that which he was normally trying to avoid. At least in company.

“Accident, I suppose you could call it that.”

Nancy raised a hand for some champagne and shortly the girls’ hands were holding flutes with rising bubbles.

“And what would you call it?”

Vickie was conflicted. The woman had an intense manner about her. She was passionate and inquisitive without being rough or rude.

How much should she say? She had already revealed something, and…fuck it. “I sold his balls.”

There. That was blunt, but it was all she was capable of. She spent months avoiding the topic herself. It felt good to just drop the bomb. She raised her glass and drained it. “Well…” preparatory to leaving, but Nancy was truly focused now. She raised a hand for more champagne and moved to block off Nancy’s path.

“There’s a story here,” she said. “And an artist needs a story. It is essential to her being. Tell me your story. Inspire me. Make me run to my canvas and splatter paint.

Vickie stood, caught, and, yet…she began to talk.

“Actually, Tom’s company was in trouble, and he was contacted by…”

Nancy listened avidly.

Tom was at the back of the gallery now. He had been cornered by another artist and they were discussing unartful things. Like politics. And it was disgusting and fascinating at the same time. Artists are empathetic, Tom was a conservative, and never the twain shall meet. Still it was a fascinating conversation and he lost himself in it.

At the painting of the girl with the cross-eyed window Nancy and Vickie had moved away from any passersby and were deep into it.

“So it was my fault. That I could do such a thing was betrayal of the worst sort.”

“But Tom forgives you.”

“He doesn’t blame me at all.”

“But that makes you feel guilt.”

“Yes.”

“So what are you doing to help him as he makes this unasked for transition?”

Vickie explained about clothes and make up and such. She talked about how they had had deep discussions on everything, discussions that they had never had before. When she was done Nancy nodded her head.

“What?”

“You are doing everything right, and nothing right.”

“What does that mean?”

Nancy said, “I’ve been Lesbian. Now I’m bi. I’ve got friends from all sexual persuasions, but as a painter I know this: You can’t make a painting unless you drop a bomb in the well.”

“Hunh?”

“I know sounds artsy fartsy, obscurative Bullshit. But the simple truth in life is that to get something you travel into it until you become it.”

“I’m still a little hazy.”

“I tried for years to become an artist. Finally I quit my job, told my family to go fuck, and began living my life. I didn’t paint for a few years, and then I reached the edge. I reached the limit. I reached a point from which there was no going back. At that point I became an artist again. And this time a real artist.”

Vickie understood, but it was difficult to relate. “So…what? I make Tom quit his job?”

“We’re not talking about silly real world fantasies like career and insurance and all that. We’re talking about being a woman.”

“Being a woman,” Vickie mused while staring at Nancy.

“If you want him to figure it out, to be complete, to be a woman, you’re going to have to take him all the way.”

“All the way to where?”

“All the way to what his heart desires.”

“And how do I do that?”

Nancy began to talk, and Vickie’s mouth opened, then shut, and, finally, she began to nod.

Maybe there was a way to make up for the damage she had done.

Tom was about done with the moron. At first he thought the fellow was clever, but then he realized he was stupid. He would make the weirdest arguments, and hold to them like they were scripture. Logic was not involved in any way.

Well, he was an artist, he dealt in fantasies and make believe, so Tom understood.

Suddenly he felt a hand on his shoulder and turned.

“Hello, honey, found anything interesting?”

Tom excused himself from the political loony tunes and they wandered away from the fellow, who was now preaching to a pair of old ladies with big purses.

“Thank you. I need rescuing.”

“Are you about ready to go?”

“Sure. Any time you are.”

“Did you have fun?”

“I did. You’re right, I do need to get out and away from my own thoughts.”

“I’m glad to hear you say that,” and she smiled mysteriously. “Well, come on. I promised a ride to that artist you were talking to. Nancy.”

“Oh, okay.” Tom smiled. He was done, but a ride home wasn’t out of the question. “Gather her up and we’ll head home.”

They walked over to where Nancy was holding court to a skinny fellow with red hair and a tattoo of a tiger on his skinny forearm.

“We’re ready. Tom? Why don’t you walk Nancy to the front and I’ll bring the car around.”

Tom agreed, and shortly Nancy was hanging on his arm. They walked to the entrance and Nancy looked down at a half empty case of champagne. She put a twenty in the case and took a bottle.

Tom laughed, and they went outside and stood on the curb.

They talked art then, and other things, but Nancy seemed to have lost any fascination for his ‘accident.’

The car arrived and Tom got into the backseat. He expected Nancy to get in the front seat, but she surprised him by climbing in after him, sitting next to him, and hugging his arm.

Vickie didn’t seem to notice, or perhaps to care. She just smiled in the mirror and the car left the curb.

Nancy immediately climbed onto Tom’s lap and kissed him.

“Hey!” he tried to push her away. He wasn’t quite strong enough, however.

“What’s the matter?”

“I’m married!”

Vickie interrupted him. “Tom?”

“What?” he was looking for a way to climb into the front seat, or to get Nancy into the front seat, or to do something to relieve the situation.

“Kiss her.”

Tom blinked, and stared into the mirror.

“As your wife I’m telling you. Kiss Nancy. And do it good.”

Still, Tom wouldn’t have, but Nancy moved into the breech. She hugged him and kissed him. She put her hands on his tits, and he almost freaked. He was a conservative! He was true to his wife! He…she kissed him.

It wasn’t a long ride to Nancy’s apartment, and when they got there Vickie parked the car and got out.

“Come on, slick,” said Nancy, pulling on Tom’s arm.

Tom followed the two giggling girls up the stairs and into a two bedroom apartment. One of the bedrooms was a bedroom. The other was a studio, littered with brushes and canvases and half done paintings.

“What is going on?” asked Tom, as Nancy went to pour champagne.

POP! The cork sailed through the air.

Vickie whispered into Tom’s ear. “You are to do whatever Nancy wants. Whatever she says. Do you understand?”

Tom was about ready to cry. “But we’re married!”

“Yep. And I’m in charge, and I’m telling you to do whatever Nancy says.”

Nancy handed them flutes of bubbly and sipped from her own.

For the next half hour the two girls talked, and they kept Tom’s glass filled. They didn’t drink much, but they made sure he drank a lot.

Finally, the bottle was empty, and Tom was feeling quite jolly.

“Okay, Tom, here’s how it’s going to go.”

Both women stood up and began taking off their clothes.

Tom gaped, but was too drunk to complain. In a moment Tom was the only one left wearing clothes.

“What the hell is going on?” he demanded.

“Tom, I did a bad thing to you. I sold you nuts…”

“I sold one of them,” he muttered.

“…but now I’m going to make it up to you. You want to be a woman, and I’m going to take you all the way. With a little help, of course.” She looked at Nancy and chuckled.

“Oh. Are you going to give me my nuts back?”

Just the barest, barest trace of bitterness.

“Nope,” said Nancy, pulling on his arm and lifting him from the couch.

The two girls led him into the bedroom. They pushed him down and began kissing him. He was the meat in a sandwich, and they were devouring him. No help for it, Tom couldn’t help but respond. He might not have nuts, but he had passion. He had desires.

They rolled him over, kissing every part of his body, and arranged him face down on a couple of pillows. His ass was now in the air.

Vickie kissed him some more, grabbed his penis and stroked it, and next to the bed Nancy opened a drawer and took out a strap on with a big dildo.

“Spread your legs like a good, little slut, Tom.”

“What the fuck?” he answered. He was a bit giddy, and he did as she asked.

Nancy climbed between his legs and handed Vickie a jar of lube. Vickie began to slather it on his hole.

“Hey!”

“What?”

“What are you doing?”

The girls were pushing down on his buns and back, making sure he couldn’t stand up or roll over.

“We’re going all the way, Thomasina.”

Nancy giggled.

Vickie fingered his butt hole. She pushed lube into him and reamed him. The lube was making his asshole very accessible.

Nancy moved forward and pushed her dildo into him.

Tom gasped, and froze, and didn’t know what to do. He didn’t actually understand that he had a prick in his butt. He just knew there was something that gave him a little pain, but a lot of pleasure.

Nancy began to move. She kissed Tom’s ear and whispered for him to stay calm.

Vickie moved up next to Tom and kissed his mouth.

Tom was blown out in every sense of the words. His asshole was singing. His dick was erect, softly erect, but still erect.

Nancy started going in and out.

Tom grunted, and went with it. He was starting to understand that he was getting fucked. And it made sense. This was what they were talking about. They were talking about making him a woman. And what made a woman like getting fucked?

“That’s a boy, Thomasina,” whispered Vickie.

“Hump back, little girl,” commanded Nancy.

For a long minute she fucked him, and slowly he figured out how to push when she pulled, pull when she pushed.

Vickie reached under him and began stroking his cock.

Nancy plowed in, pulled out, filled him up, wiggled and twisted and it felt like she was stirring his insides with her penis.

Then Tom felt it. He felt the weird sensation of his asshole becoming warm…warmer…hot…hotter.

He pushed back with his rump, accepting as much dick as he could.

Nancy exulted, and shoved her penis directly into his brown hole.

Minutes passed. Vickie kissed him, felt his nipples, and enjoyed the look of happiness on Tom’s face.

“Come on, Tom. You can do it.

He felt the coming of the tsunami. Creeping from his ass, but more from the center of his body.

Then the tremors started. His body jerked, waved, and the orgasm started.

It was like nothing he had ever felt in his life. It was massive, and it swallowed him whole. It felt like he was riding the biggest wave in the world…scratch that…it felt like he was the biggest wave in the world.

Nancy felt him locking up. She felt his legs twitching and trying to close. She drove into him viciously, trying to make sure he got absolutely everything he could out of the orgasm.

Tom slid along the cosmos, enlightened, fulfilled, and happy. And in the middle of this vast, cosmic cumming he had a thought, a very enlightened thought.

Man does not live by nuts alone.

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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