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Author’s Note

Thank God I’ve never had to do the diet bit! All the suffering, all the different diets that don’t work, or are downright dangerous!

In this story Burt needs to go on a diet, and baby, is it a doozy!

Interestingly, the idea came from an old joke.

A woman goes to the doctor and says, “I can’t lose weight.”

The doctor says, “Try eating through the rear end. Just put it in your rear end. Guaranteed you’ll lose weight.”

The woman tried it, and comes back a month later. She is ecstatic. “Doctor! I’m losing so much weight.”

The doctor is happy, but notices that she is squirming on her chair. Moving back and forth, grinding her butt into the chair.

“That’s great, but why are you wiggling like that?”

“Oh, I’m chewing gum.”

Pretty bad, eh?

But the story is pretty good, and you know what happens when men put things up their butts, right?

You don’t!

OMG! You better start reading right now!

STAY HORNY

Gracie


Part One

“Burt is the greatest,” said Marsha. “He’s so witty.”

Marsha and Lanny were sitting on one side of the pool. They were in lounge chairs watching the dancing and festivities on the other side of the pool.

The music was cool and they watched the bodies sway. They especially watched Burt, Lanny’s husband.

He was dancing with a slender, little girl. She wasn’t skinny, but she looked like a pencil next to his bulk. She was laughing and he was obviously cracking jokes.

Good, old Burt. Everybody’s choice for Santa Claus, he had a massive weight problem.

At that moment he looked over at her, waved and grinned, and turned back to the girl.

The girl had sizable boobs, but the flesh on Burt was bouncing more than her boobs ever would.

“He is great,” Lanny agreed. “But he worries me.”

Marsha took a sip of her drink and glanced at Lanny. “What’s to worry?”

“He’s so overweight.”

Marsha was silent.

“Oh, we can talk about it. Burt doesn’t care, but I do. We’ve tried all the diets and he goes down for a minute, then he’s back up, and bigger than ever.

“He could stand to lose a little weight,” murmured Marsha.

“A little weight? Ha! A lot of weight! His knees hurt, he always has indigestion, he can’t exercise…”

“He’s dancing okay.”

“Sure, but he’s not really moving a lot, just jiggling and talking,” Lanny observed bitterly. “I love that man with my whole soul, but I know he’s going to end up with a heart attack or something. And he’s such a good guy!”

“Have you ever heard of Endema?”

“Endema? Don’t you mean enema?”

Lanny thought Marsha was making a joke and she grinned crookedly.

“Nope. Endema. It’s not widely known, not yet, but it’s going to revolutionize weight loss.”

Now Marsha had Lanny’s attention. Lanny turned and stared at her friend.

“The theory behind Endema is simple. The name of the company, they say it stands for ’End of mass,’ but I think you’ll draw your own conclusion.”

“It’s not one of those crazy, stupid things like you can only eat asparagus at midnight, artichokes at noon and the rest of the time you have to swallow beans whole, it is?

Marsha laughed. “Oh, honey, it’s worse, a lot worse, but from everything I’ve read it really works. I know that I’m going to try it—“

“But you’re not overweight!”

“No, but I want good health, and…” she looked around to make sure they were alone, “..and it is supposed to rejuvenate sexual function.”

“Rejuvenate…” Lanny’s brows dipped in question.

“Gives men giant boners. Women get wet. Don’t make me get crude, but…”

They both chuckled. If there’s one thing that women can do, but don’t let men know, is be crude.

“Okay. So how does this thing work?”

Marsha leaned closer and spoke in a low voice. Within five seconds Lanny was shocked, then giggling, then astounded.

This diet was going to be different, all right. But could Burt handle it?

“This is crazy,” Burt said, looking at the package his wife was holding.

“It’s not crazy. The girls told me about it, and there’s even before and after videos on the net.”

Burt was a large fellow, not tall, but round. He was handsome under the extra mass, good features, long hair, but…he couldn’t seem to lose the weight.

Burt stared at Lanny dubiously. Lanny was slender with big boobs. She, too was good looking, blonde and voluptuous, but she wasn’t carrying around Burt’s weight.

“Well, I think I want to lose weight some other way.”

“Honey, you’ve tried ‘em all. Paleo, vegeo, carbeo…” she made fun of the names of the various diets he had tried. “But nothing seems to work.”

“But this idea…this concept of eating through the wrong end…”

“It’s not so much that you’re eating, it’s that once a day you take an enema. That enema will supply all sorts of minerals and things, and they won’t be filtered by your stomach, your organs, your colon. Instead, you’ll get the straight goods, absorbed into your body directly, full power.”

“But eating through the mouth is the way the body is designed!”

“It’s been over-designed. It’s built to filter out things you shouldn’t eat. But this formula the Endema people came up with is pure, nothing to be filtered out. It just goes straight to work in the most undiluted fashion.”

He stared at her.

She held out the hose, “Look at it. It’s small. It’s going to slide right in and you’ll never even know it’s there. Then power packed vitamins enter through the back door and you feel the instant effects of good health.”

“Good health.” He soughed, then took the can she had brought home. It was about the size of powdered milk, but he could hear the liquid slosh inside.”

“And,” she smiled, “people tell me that sexual vigor comes back.”

He couldn’t help it. He hadn’t had any sexual vigor for months. Years. He was feeling in the mood for a bit of sexual vigor.

He looked up at her. “What if something goes wrong?

“What could go wrong? It’s an enema! You get cleaned out, do a little poop, and, if reports are right, it will start acting like viagra. Wouldn’t you like to have a little pick up in the peter department? A little willingness in the wang? A charge in the barge?”

“A charge in the barge?” He gave her a look, but he was also holding in a chuckle. “A charge in the barge? Where the fuck did you come up with that?”

Lanny laughed, then grew serious. “Honey, let’s face it, you’ve got too much chub. It makes your dick hard to get to, and it seems shorter, buried in the pudge the way it is.

Burt frowned. His wife was right. He was so round that his belly hung down over his dick, making it hard to get to. And when he got boners, which was infrequently, which he suspected was because his health was suffering from too much weight, they couldn’t stick out past his fleshy belly.

“Well…”

“Look, honey. I’ll help. I’ll be right there and I’ll make sure nothing goes wrong. Besides, you’ve had enemas before, and—“

He shook his head.”

“What? You’ve never had an enema before?”

His lips were a tight line as he shook his head again.

Lanny was sort of dumfounded. Everybody had had enemas. Doctors recommended them, they were a good way to clean out the system, and… “Never?”

He shook his head.

She smiled. “Well, relax. It’ll be fun. You don’t have to do anything but hold it in for a minute, then…it’ll feel good.”

“But…it’s so messy. I’ll be so embarrassed.

“You can do it yourself,” she said, “But we’re man and wife. We’ve been intimate. We can handle this. And…you’ve got to handle it. It’s time you lost some weight, regained some health, and…don’t you remember what it was like when we first go married and…” she smiled, “We used to fuck like bunnies.”

“Bunnies on steroids,” he confessed, venturing a smile.

Then he thought about how it had all gone wrong. He had gotten too heavy to lay on her. Then he had gotten so fat she could hardly find his dick. Now he hardly ever got erections, and if he did there wasn’t anything he could do about them.

He missed sex. He wanted sex again. And he didn’t like being the fat kid, the one people made jokes about.

Heck, he had tried all the diets, and he used to exercise, but nothing seemed to work.

But what if this did?

What if he could drop the weight off and look svelte and handsome again?

What if the women started paying attention to him not just because he had a good sense of humor and was likable, but because he was actually sexy?

“What are you thinking,” Lanny asked.

He looked at the can again. Read the ingredients. Solid, healthy stuff.

He shook the can and listened to the sloshing inside.

It shouldn’t hurt going in. Lanny took enemas, and she never complained about pain, and she always acted fresh and rejuvenated after she was done.

“Well?”

He looked at her.  “Okay.”

Lanny clapped her hands and gave a little jump. “Oh, honey. You’re going to be so glad!”

He smiled, but he wondered.

On the surface, an enema is a simple thing. Stick a tube up the butt.

Under the surface, however, there are things to be careful of.

First, the tube has to be small and have rounded edges on the end.

Second, lubrication, to butt and tube, is a good thing.

Third, make sure you’re lower than the enema bag.

Fourth, the solution that you plan to put into your body.

With these things in mind Lanny bought an expensive enema kit that had the first item, rounded edges.

She bought good lubrication.

She laid a blanket on the bathroom floor and hung the bag high.

“Okay, honey,” she smiled at Burt. “It’s time.”

Burt undressed and put on a robe. He entered the bathroom.

There wasn’t much room for anything in the bathroom except Burt, and Lanny stood in the shower and arranged the bag.

He took off his robe and struggled to get down on all fours. It was awkward with his bulk, and Lanny waited patiently.

“Do you want me on my back?”

There was no way he could get on his back, take an enema, then leap to his feet and get on the toilet quickly.

“Let’s just do all fours to start,” she said politely.

Burt knelt on all fours. He felt his weight, and he cursed being overweight.

Lanny separate his buns and used a finger to apply lubricant. She smeared it on, pushed it in, and swirled her finger.

“Oh, fuck,” whined Burt.

“Does it hurt?”

“No! It feels good.”

“Well, good!” she smiled and went back to lubing him. She was glad that it didn’t hurt. She wanted this to be easy and painless.

Burt knelt, his big belly hanging to the floor, his balls and tiny peeny barely visible through the rolls of flesh. His head hung and he felt weak and vulnerable.

Then Lanny putting her finger in him…it was beyond embarrassing and he almost called the whole thing off.

But he knew he needed to lose weight. He was going to have to do this.

Finally, Lanny gently began inserting the tube into him.

Burt grunted, and felt the tube sliding over his sensitive nerves. It caused a hot itch, and he really wanted to scratch.

Dully, he realized there was sexual excitement in there somewhere.

Lanny fed a couple of feet into him. It felt like a couple of yards to him, and he had the distinct desire to move his hips, to hump the tube. But he didn’t have the ability to do that.

“Okay, honey, I’m going to release the solution.”

He waited, and a moment later he felt the Endema solution filling his heiny. It was warm, and it felt sloshy good, and it seemed to pour into him forever.

He felt pressure. He felt like he was filling up, and he wanted to poop.

“No!” blurted Lanny. “You’ve got to wait five minutes!”

“But I’m feeling like I have to go!”

“Hold it!”

“But it hurts!” he whined.

“It doesn’t hurt that much! Now just hold it!”

Burt held it. Lanny turned the solution off and pulled the tube out of his ass. That was the roughest. He was holding things in, and she was pulling things out, and it was a near thing.

“Oh, fuck…oh, fuck…oh, fuck…” Burt chanted. He lowered his head, bent his arms, and tilted his body so his face was on the blanket and his butt was pointed up.

“You’re doing good, honey. Just hold on. Three minutes.”

Burt became desperate, frantic, and wanted to jump on the toilet. He could feel stuff sloshing and rumbling deep inside. His muscles in his anus were hurting.

“Four minutes! Just one more minute!”

“Oh…God! Oh…God!” He gritted his teeth, he clamped his butt muscles down. He prayed.

“Okay! Onto the toilet! Now!”

He was big and round, and he was not agile. But the relief of being able to move helped him, and he put his hands on the lip of the toilet, got his legs under him, and managed to stand up.

And turn.

And…

There are descriptions that might be adequate.

The eruption of Mt. Vesuvius.

Forty days and forty nights.

The impact when a giant meteor hit the earth 65 million years ago and killed all the dinosaurs.

But, in the interests of clean prose and not wanting to offend sensitive readers, let’s just say…it was a lot.

A lot of stuff filled the bowl.

A lot of aroma filled the room.

And Lanny ran out, gagging and trying not to barf.

Burt sat on the throne, his flesh overflowing, sweating pouring off him, and a happy set of anal muscles.

After the deluge, Burt got up and tried to wipe. Unfortunately, he had made such a mess, and he was so big and awkward, he had to have help.

This wasn’t a quick dab and pull those panties up.

This was use a garden hose and dry with a beach towel.

Fortunately, Lanny was prepared. She was wearing a covid face mask and latex gloves and she set to work.

Burt sighed and as her gentle hands worked over him.

“Thank you, honey. I know this is difficult.”

He reached out and flushed the toilet.

Gurgle, gurgle, SPHHT! Cunk!

“Oh, crap!” He stared at the clogged toilet.

“Don’t worry about it. I’ve got the plumber’s helper in the hallway.”

“Sorry,” he whispered.

“No prob,” she reassured him, and continued cleaning up.

Afterwards, Burt felt good.

In fact, he felt really good!

He felt ten pounds lighter in the gut, and his penis was even getting hard. Somewhere in his rolls of fat.

And it hadn’t been that bad!

In fact, it had felt pretty good. He really loved when the tube was pushing into him, and when he finally emptied into the bowl it was like winning the lottery.

Of course, Lanny was tired, she had done a lot of work, but that was okay. She was willing.

The things that people will do for love, eh?

Anyway, for the rest of the day Burt was in a good mood. A great mood. He joked, he drank some lemonade, which was supposed to be good for cleansing the body. And he didn’t really have that big an appetite for dinner.

The next day he awoke, had a small breakfast, and mid day Lanny helped him with his enema.

Again, it felt good when she fed the tube into him, and he actually wiggled his butt and sighed.

Then he held the enema for five minutes, and a few odd seconds, and released a ginormous amount of waste.

Again, the toilet was clogged.

Again, Lanny helped him.

And the next day.

And the next day.

A week later it was time to weigh him.

Except they didn’t have a scale that went up high enough.

He normally didn’t weigh himself. Hadn’t weighed himself for years.

But now he was curious.

But…to bad, so sad.

The days passed, and he became more mobile.

He had no scale, but he was sure he was losing weight.

Lanny agreed. She could see the shrinkage.

Burt was losing pounds in waste, and not replacing it with his normal gargantuan appetite.

He was getting nutrients through the colon, and was experiencing a reduced appetite as his body started working better and better.

One day, a month later, Burt couldn’t stand it.

He got on the floor and tilted his butt up and Lanny put the tube in him.

“Wait,” he said.

“What?” she froze, afraid she had hurt him.

Burt began moving back and forth, rubbing his rectum on the hose, and giving little shivers.

“Burt!” Lanny blurted. “Are you getting off on this?”

Ashamed, but desperate, he nodded. “It feels good,” he sounded like he was begging.

Lanny thought about that.

Burt hadn’t had sexual release in months. Maybe years. And now she could actually see his package emerging from the bulk of his body.

`She reached forward and touched it.

“Hey!”

“What?”

“What did you do?”

“I touched your weenie.”

“Oh.”

And she realized that he had not felt his penis for so long he had forgotten what it felt like.

She touched it again, then gripped it with her fingers and started stroking it.

“Oh…yes!”

She stoked him for a long time, and he swayed, back and forth, with her motion. His eyes were closed and he couldn’t believe how good it felt!

Then she finished feeding the tube into him and gave him his enema.

The next day she massaged him extra long in preparing for the insertion of the tube.

She used her fingers, two of them, and he groaned like he was in pain.

But it was a good kind of pain. The kind of pain that people want.

And Lanny loved it. It had been so long since Burt had groaned out loud, and this sounded so sexual, she began giving him extra long ‘anal massages’ every day.

The weight dropped off fast.

When he began the Endema diet he had been around four hundred pounds.

Three months later he had lost a hundred pounds.

His knees stopped hurting and he could walk around the block easily.

His clothes didn’t fit.

He was still enormous, but…it was working.

And he really looked forward to his daily massages.

Then, disaster, he felt pain in his chest.

It wasn’t bad, but it was bad enough that he went to the doctor.

Inside the hospital the doctors and nurses said nothing, but he could see concern in their eyes. They checked his vitals, checked his heart, checked his organs, and he lay on a hospital bed in a little room with Lanny and waited for results.

“Hello, Burt, I’m Doctor Harrison.”

They shook hands and Lanny was introduced, then the doc sat down in a chair next to the bed.

“Good news and bad news.” He spoke cheerfully, so maybe the bad news wasn’t that bad?

“The good news, no heart attack. You’ve been losing a lot of weight recently?”

“Almost a hundred pounds in three months.”

“Well, that’s good, but your body is readjusting. That pain you felt, it more of a king sized heart belch. This happens when…” and he went into along spiel of technical terms. He finished with, “And now the bad news.”

Burt and Lanny waited. It was impossible not to feel a little dread. Bad news in a hospital has a serious ring to it.

“You’ve actually started losing weight just in time. However, your organs are having a rough time. I’ve prescribed a series of supplements for you, pills, and that should do the trick. But you do have a prostate problem.”

“What’s wrong with my prostate?”

“You are pre-cancerous, and that is something we have to watch.”

“Cancer?”

“Not to worry. I think we’ve caught it in time. I’ve got some medicine that should work, but there are two other things you should consider. I know this may be a bit embarrassing, but you need to do enemas.”

Burt and Lanny exchanged startled glances.

“We need to keep you clean down there, and in addition to enemas we need to massage your prostate, and you need to take hormones.”

“Massage my…through my asshole?”

“Yes.”

The doctor maintained a professional attitude and explained the procedure. He had a little tool, a prostate massager, that would be inserted, then a light pressure applied.

Neither Lanny nor Burt revealed that he had been doing enemas, and that he had been getting massages of a sort on a daily basis. They just listened, and nodded, and had a conversation on the way home.

“So I’m going to need to massage your butt,” she grinned.

He smiled ruefully. “When he first talked about it I got the picture that you were going to reach your fist in there and grip my prostate like a baseball.”

She laughed. “That would be fun.”

And they giggled all the way home.

The days passed, and they followed the doctors orders. With much joy.

Lanny actually liked to rub his anal ring, and it was a short throw to feeling inside him with the prostate massager, locating the prostate, and rubbing it and pressing on it gently.

But it drove Burt out of his mind.

“It’s giving me boners,” he complained.

“Oh, poor boy,” she laughed.

His sex organs had come out of the blubber now, and she had taken to rubbing his dick and fondling his balls as she massaged his innards.

“But I can’t cum!” he blurted.

That was a problem. He was getting his fancy tickled, his dingus stroked, and his balls were obviously full, and…no relief.

But, what was there to do?

Three months later and he was down to 200 pounds. He was exercising regularly, had bought gym equipment, and was enjoying his new found mobility.

“50 more pounds and I’ll be down to fighting weight,” he proclaimed proudly.

“Honey, you are my hero,” Lanny said, pressing on his prostate. Then she got an idea.

His asshole was so loose, and he was enjoying it so much, and she had small hands…she pressed three fingers into his ring and began swirling them about.

“Oh, whoa! What are you doing?” he gasped.

“Feel good?”

“It’s making me feel…making me feel…”

She went to four fingers, her thumb sticking up his crack, pushing and pulling, turning and twisting.

He grunted and groaned loudly, then gasped, “Rub my dick! I’m gonna cum!”

She grabbed his weenie, and pulled. She folded the fourth finger down and pushed her hand into him.

It was so much better than feeling him through the prostate massager. Now she could feel him, and she could feel the prostate. She ran her wrist back and forth in him, and rubbed that little walnut, and pulled on his weenie.

“Oh…ah! OHHH!”

He let loose with the semen. Just as the first times he had pooped from the enemas, this was a huge outpouring. It was literally years of stored up squirt, and he let it loose.

His ass clamped on her wrist and she couldn’t move it.

The sounds he made were like a tiger being kicked in the balls.

He came and he came and he came.

Then he lay there, exhausted, unable to move.

Lanny gently extricated her hand. She patted his butt and said, “Sleep, baby.”

He snored.

However, there was a problem.

That last fifty pounds. As he lost it, he gained it, and it looked like he had reached some sort of a plateau.

He had plateaued before, and it was no big thing, but this one, because as he lost belly weight, he gained…chest weight.

The doctor had warned him that he might get gynecomastia, and he had.

And his hips were not shrinking, but becoming rounder.

Fortunately, his waist was still shrinking, though now slower.

“Oh, Lord,” he said, looking in the mirror.

A few months ago he had admired his slenderizing form. Now he stared at the large mounds growing on his chest.

“Looks good,” Lanny said cheerfully.

“I guess.” But he sounded sad.

“Why so glum, bum? You’re a beautiful man.”

“But…these boobs!”

“What’s wrong with boobs?” she countered. “You like boobs on me? you like my boobs? Now you get to have your own.”

He turned and hefted them.

She stared, and realized: “You just need a bra.”

“I’m not going to wear a bra!”

“Then you’re going to be saggy baggy, like a grandmother.”

She was smiling. Partly because she wasn’t alarmed, was, indeed, liking his feminine attribute, and partly because she wanted to calm him down.

And she thought about the way their life was.

She put her hand in his anus every day. He was having orgasms from that, and he liked it.

Now he was growing boobs.

Sure, it was all misadventure, but that didn’t mean she didn’t like it.

On the contrary, she loved it.

She would sit there, massaging his prostate, and he would be moaning like…like…like a bitch in heat.

What’s not to like about that?

And, in fact, she had put off spreading her legs for him, claiming he was still too heavy—he wasn’t—just so she could keep diddling him the way he was.

“Do you want to look like a grandmother?” she grinned at him.

“Well, no.”

“Then why don’t you try a bra. Just around here. You’ll be amazed at how good a good bra feels.”

And I’ll love seeing you prancing around with your boobs on display, she thought.

“Well, I don’t know…”

“Then it’s settled. I’ll go shop for a few bras and we’ll get this thing started.

This thing.

What thing?

Nothing had been stated, but actions were being taken, and she suddenly knew where it was all heading.

Feminization.

Burt was in good shape. He was down to 175 pounds. Being short and originally slender, he only had 25 pounds to go.

But he realized that things were different now, and he knew that his weight might be different as he homed in on an ideal shape.

His waist was thick, and Lanny was telling him he had to work on crunches and cardio.

His chest was large, protruding, and held up by a bra. He could bind his boobs, but he didn’t want to. Binding was very uncomfortable, and a bra was much better.

His ass was looking good, but there was a small problem. His dick, which had started rejuvenating, seemed to have stalled. It was small, and it wasn’t getting bigger.

And his nuts were small.

Lanny could now give him head, and she had never been able to deep throat him before, but now she could.

And she could take both his nuts in her mouth and swirl them around like ben wah balls.

Which drove him crazy, and which he loved, but which reminded him that his body was getting too feminine, and not enough masculine.

Things were coming to a head.

Burt was on the edge. He had a choice, he could get off the hormones, though the doctor wanted him to go a full year, and his penis would revert. It would grow big and strong, and his balls would fill up and deliver the sperm.

Or he could stay on the hormones and his penis would shrink, but his boobs would get bigger. His ass would get rounder and his waist would become wasp like.

He had played around with a corset, Lanny’s idea, and could see where it was all heading.

Choices.

Lanny obviously wanted him to keep feminizing.

He didn’t know what he wanted.

He loved his enemas and his daily butt massages.

He loved his little squirts, which were becoming quite intense, almost painfully intense, but they were infrequent.

The matter was resolved for him, one night.

“Hey, honey, are you ready for a little in and out?” Lanny was wearing a peignoir and looking very sexy.

“Sure,” he smiled.

“Then hop up on the bed.”

Now he was small and flexible. He jumped on the bed and waggled his fanny.

“”Hey, Mikey. I think he likes it!” Lanny giggled.

“He loves it.”

She lubed him up and began fisting him and stroking him.

Burt was in heaven.

Then Lanny slowed down.

“Honey, you know I love you like this.”

“But what’s in it for you?”

“I don’t know. I just know it makes me happy. When I have my fist up your heinie I feel powerful, like I’m in charge of the world.”

He groaned as she rubbed his prostate.

“Besides, I like it so much, it’s better than sex.”

He froze, and the truth burst on him. “You don’t intend to let me fuck you again.”

She was quiet, working her hands, thinking. She knew they were on dangerous ground here.

“I wouldn’t say never,” she lied.

But he understood. “I would.”

They were quiet for a long time then, thinking, Burt trying to think through the massive amount of pleasure he was receiving. Lanny trying to keep him going, yet not let him go over the edge. She wanted to have this talk before she let him cum.

“Burt,” she said.

“Yes?”

“It’s pretty obvious that I want to change you into a girl.”

Burt was silent.

“And I think that’s what you want, too.”

The sound of her fist squelching in and out.

His grunts and moans.

It looked like she was punching him in the asshole, but she was really rubbing his favorite spot.

“So admit it. Let’s go for it.”

“What do I get out of it?”

“More of this,” she rammed him hard.

She reached under him and pinched his nipple.

“And this.”

“And…more of…”

She had intended to pull on his weenie, but he felt a sharp pain lancing up through him. The pain was in his balls, in his prick, and it occupied his universe.

“Oh,” he cried.

“Burt?”

“AHHHHH!”

He came, but not like a man. He came like a woman. A prostate orgasm. Some people call it an anal orgasm. Other people call it a sissygasm.

But, whatever you call it, it washed over Burt. The sharp lancing pain in his groin exploded, spread out, consumed him. He forgot about the world, he was a bright flash of light in the cosmos, blown right out of his skull by the force of the experience.

He flattened out on the bed, pulled Lannie with him, her hand stuck in his rear end, clamped down by his muscles.

He turned and assumed the fetal position and cried, sobbed, and Lanny slowly pulled her fist out. “Honey? What happened? Are you all right?”

“Yes,” he said. And, “I’ll do it.”

A moment while Lanny understood and exulted.

Burt whispered, “Make me a girl.”


Part Two

“If you think I’m going to slap some make up on you and call you a girl you’ve got another think coming.”

He blinked.

“It takes a lot of work to be a woman. Those hormones you’ve been taking for your prostate have done wonders for you. Your body is really coming along, but there’s more to a woman than a pair of tits.”

She was speaking in a low voice and very intently.

Burt nodded. “I’ll do whatever you say.”

“Okay. First, we’ve got to get rid of all your hair.”

Burt put a hand to his head. “All of it?”

“No, you ninny!” she laughed. “Just the hair on your body.

Burt nodded.

“So do it.”

“How?”

“You could try shaving?”

“My whole body?”

“Everything but your head.”

Burt took a deep breath, stood up, and headed for the bathroom.

He reached for his electric razor. He hadn’t used it much, his whiskers had thinned out since he started using hormones, but—

“Not that.”

“Why not? I see you using that little pink razor.”

“That’s right. I use a razor, not an electric shaver. When you use an electric shaver it cuts the hair but it also stimulates growth. If you use a razor it won’t do that as much.

“I’ll pick up a razor.”

“Just use mine.”

“But it’s too small!”

“I use it. If it’s good enough for this girl, it’s good enough for that girl.” She poked him in the breast and he instinctively grabbed the spot she had poked.

“Now, have a seat on the toilet and start getting rid of your manly hair.”

Burt said on the throne. He was able to get the easy to reach parts fairly easily. He bent over and started pulling up his legs.

“Ow!”

“You need to lather up, sweetheart,” she smirked.

Burt got a grouchy look on his face and reached for the soap. “You could have told me.”

“You mean you didn’t know? Men shave, they use soap.”

“Yeah, but…” he trailed off. He knew he wasn’t going to win this argument.

He got the soap wet, wished he had shaving cream, and smeared  the soap all over his legs.

It was still a bit scratchy, but it wasn’t bad. He shaved his legs, the easy parts, then started faltering.

“What’s the matter?”

“I don’t bend that way,” he confessed.

She smiled. “You’ll have to.”

So he took a breath, contorted, and did the best he could.

When his legs were fairly smooth he began working on his groin.

He soaped up and began scraping, and this was weird.

His ball sacs were wrinkled., and it was hard to get in the nooks and crannies. He actually cut himself a couple of times, but when he was done it wasn’t too bad.

He shaved his arms, not too hard, and his chest, easy, but when he started on his back it went to hell.

“Poor boy,” Lanny observed. “Hair on your back.” She shook her head and made tsking sounds.

Burt used the mirror, contorted until his muscles started to cramp, but finally, an hour after he had started, he was done.

Sort of.

Lanny ran her hands over him. She felt places where the stubble was still there, places where he missed totally, and places that were smooth.

“Okay, you missed this area, and your back needs work, and…you’re gong to have to do it again.”

“What? But I shaved for an hour! I bent in ways that I don’t bend! I can’t…isn’t there any other way of doing this?”

“Well, there are two things, both of which you’ll have to do.”

“Okay,” he felt a bit of relief at not having to stretch and bend any more.

“First, you’re going to have to do this anyway to get as flexible as a woman; you’re going to have to do Yoga.”

“Really?”

“Really. I want you waking up in the morning, early, and I’ll get you some Yoga DVDs.”

He wasn’t looking forward to that, but, he would do what he had to do. “What’s the other thing?”

“Second, you could use the Nair.”

His eyes opened. “What? I could have used the Nair first and not gone through all that!”

“Most women, when they learn to depilate, don’t use Nair. They do it the old-fashioned way. They contort and scrape and…and you need to learn to be flexible, and you need to experience some of the things that women go through.”

He shook his head.

She laughed and handed him a bottle of Nair.

What had taken him an hour before, and had not resulted in a good job, was now done in fifteen minutes, and it was a good job.

He slathered Nair all over his body, waited until his flesh got hot, and simple rinsed his hairs off.

Done with his depilation, he dried himself off and marveled. “This is an incredible feeling,” he said. “I feel like my skin is super sensitive.”

Lanny nodded. “Now you’re learning.”

“Okay. What’s next?”

“Nothing. It’s time for bed.”

“But I want to do more!”

“You will. Tomorrow. Right now you have to take me to bed and please me.”

He blinked.

She pulled him to bed, kissed him, then they slid under the covers.

That night was a revelation for Burt.

He had had a female type orgasm, and he wanted more, but she said he had to earn his orgasms.

“How do I do that?” he whispered in the darkness.

“Learn how to make love like a woman.”

“But I had that orgasm!”

“What does an orgasm have to do with making love?”

That blanked him. He obviously didn’t understand.

“Look, the big O comes at the end of love making. It comes after the passion and the petting, the kissing and the feeling of body parts. The big O is your reward for being soft and gentle, learning how to tease and deny and wake a man up to his sex.”

“But I’m soft and gentle!”

She laughed, and he got red in the face.

“Well, I am!”

“Sure you are, for a man. Which just means that you use a different grade of sand paper.”

“Hunh?”

“A real woman uses silk. She uses the lightest touch with gobs of anticipation.”

He said nothing.

“Now, watch, and I’ll show you.”

They were facing each other, the covers up to their necks. She touched his face, placed her hands on his cheeks, held his face and leaned her head forward.

He thought she wanted a kiss and he tried to move forward, but she stopped him.

He grunted in frustration.

She licked his lips.

It was soft, slithery, and he could feel his teeny weeny standing up. His heart started to pound harder.

She let go of his cheeks and lowered her hand to his groin. Her touch was like a feather as she  held his package. Then she ran her hands up his newly sensitive flesh to his boobs.

“Oh, fuck.” he whispered.

She licked his nipples, teased them, her tongue feeling like silk on those little pebbles.

He tried to kiss her, but she pushed him back.

“Now, you do that to me. I’ll try to kiss you, but you refuse, gently, and figure out how to arouse me, to tease me.”

She leaned forward and he wanted to kiss her red lips in the strongest way, but he followed directions and stopped her. Then he moved in and kissed her lips so softly she could hardly feel it.

He went down on her, breathing into her snatch, licking along the labia, sucking the clitoris.

“Oh, yes!” she sighed. “Now do this until you get me off.”

He began easily enough, but within ten minutes he was frustrated. When he said so she remarked, “That’s because you want satisfaction. But a woman gives satisfaction, she doesn’t take it.”

That was an eye opener. That was a whole concept that shifted Burt’s world.

He was not supposed to take, he was supposed to give. And he drew all sorts of conclusions about the woman’s sex being on the inside and the man’s on the outside.

Men walk around stimulated all the time. Their junk rubs this way and that, and almost anything will cause stimulation.

Women, on the other hand, conceal their sex, and it is not in a constant state of stimulation.

He blurted, “But how do you ever get horny?”

“Hey, we’re horny all the time, just like men. We’ve got hormones that drive us, the same as men. We just don’t have as much. It’s not as intense for us…until you make love like you’re doing now.”

That did the deed for Burt. Now he focused on giving, instead of taking, and he found that it worked. And not only did it make her horny, it made him hornier.

He loved her then. He brushed her skin, he stroked her hair, he played with her nipples tantalizingly.

And, a half hour later, she began to climb the mountain.

“Oh, yeah,” she sighed, and she began tightening and trying, then relaxing, and trying again.

“Women are different,” she explained as she built herself up. “Men just push until the orgasm. We have to sneak up on it. Sometimes pushing, sometimes ignoring the orgasm so that it will become curious and come looking for us.

He paid attention, and she finally burst into clamping muscles and arching back, her thighs tightening on his head so hard he thought he would suffocate as her legs squeezed.

Then she relaxed and he was able to come up for air.

“Oh, God, that was good!” she sighed.

“Great,” he was happy, and thought he was going to get the treatment from her.

But she just patted his cheek, said good night and turned over.

He blinked in the darkness, then, his voice a little whiny, asked, “Aren’t you going to do me?”

“Oh, Lord, no!”

“But my dick is hard!”

“Good.” She turned to him and he could feel her grin in the darkness. “Do you know how many times I’ve faked an orgasm, just done without because you were all done?”

“But…but I didn’t know!”

“Now you do. And you can experience what women go through when they have chosen a selfish man.”

She turned back over, pushed her butt into him for a bit of snuggling, then sighed and began the drift into sleep.

Holding her, his nose tickled by her hair, his little cock screaming for relief, all he could do was…think.

Oh, Lord, he had been so selfish.

He awoke early because Lanny was shaking his shoulder, then shaking the whole bed, then threatening to turn over the bed and pour cold water on him.

“All right,” he said, with a touch of the grump in him. “All right!”

He sat on the edge of the bed and yawned. “What’s so important, anyway?”

“Yoga,” she answered.

Burt stared at her lush body.

“Many people like to do yoga in the nude. Like me.”

He gulped. His weenie was hard, and he had lost so much weight that, small as it was, it was sticking out.

“And now so do you.”

“I do?”

God, he was horny!

“Absolutely. You’ve got one minute to pee and get into the living room.”

One minute to pee? Heck, it often took him a minute to even start peeing! Hormones had slowed certain functions down.

So he ran for the bathroom, sat and peed, then ran for the living room, and stopped.

Lanny had hooked up her laptop to the big screen and a good looking woman was sitting in the lotus position on the screen and speaking.

“Namaste! Today we’re going to stretch the back and…”

“This is it?”

Lanny had laid two yoga mats on the floor and was sitting on one.

“Come,” she said. “Take a load off.”

For the next hour Burt suffered. He tried to stretch, but his body didn’t feel like it. He tried to relax, but his mind didn’t feel like it.

He didn’t try to get hard because his body not only felt like it, it was doing it.

All through the exercises, called ‘asanas,’ Lanny encouraged him.

“That’s it, honey. Breath out and you’ll get a little more stretch. Now pivot like this and put this leg there.”

“But it doesn’t go there, he half sobbed.

“Sure it does.” She leaned over and helped his leg move, and darned if it didn’t go there. It was never coming back, though.

After an hour he was drenched, wrung out, and yet, oddly, he felt good.

He didn’t feel like he was going to be weak for the rest of the day, like if he had worked out with weights or something. He felt…zingy!

Now how could that be?

After he was all yoga-cized Lanny sat him down in a chair on the patio. He was still naked, and Lanny moved a small table up next to him.

“What’s this?”

“A woman has to learn to relax, and one of the most relaxing things in the world is to get your nails done, or a facial, or any kind of make over. So this morning we’re going to do some stuff to you and help you relax.”

She looked down at his erect weenie and giggled. “Of course this little fellow doesn’t have to relax.”

She spread his hand out on the little table, told him to close his eyes, and began preparing his fingers.

Burt lay there and, at first, he was nervous. But as her slender hands worked on his he began to relax.

She trimmed his nails, taking her time, determined to make his first nail job a professional one.

“You have such magnificent boobs,” she spoke softly as she glued long nails onto his digits.

“The better to breast feed you, my dear,” he quipped. He could feel her hands moving, and the pressing on the tips of his fingers, but he didn’t really know what she was doing.

He was tempted to open his eyes and see, but she had told him to keep his eyes closed and to relax.

Lanny giggled at his remark. “Yes, well, we can do that a little later.”

She went to the other hand and prepared, glued and painted. A half hour later she was done. “Open your eyes.”

Burt opened, then closed them,, then opened and blinked, and stared at his mitts.

His fingernails were a half inch, tapering ovals, and he gulped.

“They’re long.”

“Men think they are measured by the length of their dicks. Women know that they are measured by the length of their nails.” She paused. “And the size of their boobs. And the color of their lips. And…you get the idea.”

“And here I thought beauty was only skin deep,” he murmured.

“Okay, now the fun begins. I want you to paint your toes.”

“What?”

“No big deal. You’ve learned how to stretch, and you can see what I’ve done, and most importantly, you’ve felt it. Now you just have to make your toes feel the same way.”

“Make my toes feel,” he muttered.

She helped him get set up, and he sat like one of the yoga poses and began making a mess of things.

He got polish everywhere, smearing it on his toes, dripping on the newspaper Lanny had set up under his feet.

The funny thing was that he actually thought he could do this. The yoga, the ‘feeling’ of her doing his hands…he understood what he was supposed to do, but…it just wasn’t quite happening.

Still, she kept complimenting him, taking over and helping him clean the mess, and finally, two hours later, he was done.

And, with her eventual help, they looked good.

He stood up, looked at himself in the reflection in the big window.

He was slender, big boobs, and now his fingers and toes…wow!

“Okay, honey, it’s time to style your hair.”

She took him to the kitchen sink and washed his hair. He hadn’t cut it for months, Lanny hadn’t wanted him to, and now he knew why. She had him lean back and she washed it, then she set it in curlers.

Talk about weird.

And, talk about a dick that wouldn’t go down.

“If this keeps up,” he said, looking down at Mr. Happy, “It might grow large again.”

“I hope not,” she giggled, then she pinched his nipple.

“Ow!”

And put make up on him.

Not a lot. She would save the complete facial for some other day. Now she just wanted a bit of shadow on his eyes, to work on his lashes, and, of course, lipstick.

He sat, his hair setting, and felt the warm luxuriousness of being pampered.

“So this is why there are beauty salons,” he murmured.

“It is,” she nodded. Her face was close to his, her breath on his mouth and nose, as she took a sharp pencil and outlined his eyes.

Then they fixed lunch. This was a blast of frustration as the simplest things were awkward. With his nails he had trouble holding a knife, let alone trimming the crust. And when he tried to open a can of soup he was sure he was going to break a nail.

But he didn’t, and they sat at the table and ate and Lanny watched him with a wry grin.

“What?”

“You’re beautiful.”

“Oh.”

“And I can feel what’s inside you.”

Now he was curious. “So what’s inside me?”

“Confusion. Terror. A blossoming feeling of happiness.”

He thought about it, and she was right.

Yes, he had agreed to become a woman, but the process was scary. To see himself with a softer face, red lips, big boobs…it was upsetting all his notions concerning himself.

He sighed, and she put her hand on his. “But it’s all right.”

Then he blurted, “I can’t stop thinking about sex.”

“Me neither.”

“But…you don’t want my dick, and my dick isn’t big enough, anyway!”

“Don’t worry,” she spoke enigmatically. “We’ll do it the other way.”

Which made him feel good and even giddy.

She took out the curlers and he was amazed at how full and bouncy his hair was.

It was the afternoon now, and Lanny told him to sit tight, watch some porn or something, and she’d be back in an hour or two.

So Burt watched some TV, and he was restless. He was bursting with energy. He had been denied and he was filled with sexual energy, and the whole change thing, that was a supercharge of energy.

He turned off the TV and tried to read, but that didn't work. He would be turning pages, then he’d be off in some dreamland, not seeing anything, wondering at what was happening to him, staring at his fingernails.

He was depilated, made up, his fingers shiny, red tipped.

His body was feminine, his chest actually shrinking a bit from the hormones, and that made his boobs look quite a bit big.

His hips were round and shapely.

He was becoming a woman.

And he felt it. He felt womanly. Sort of.

But it was like there was something missing.

He sighed. There was no answer to his cogitations, and he put down the magazine and headed into the computer room.

He smiled as the first porn images rolled across the screen.

This is what he needed. He needed to immerse himself in this world.

Lanny returned home a couple of hours later, and she was smiling.

“What?” he asked.

“This.” She handed him a box.

The box was small and grey and not imposing. When he lifted the lid, however, it was more than imposing. It was downright frightening.

Inside the box, was a bulbous thing with a knob on the end of the handle. The knob was flat and had a blue diamond set in it.

He lifted it up and knew what it was. But he asked, “What is it?”

“Honey, if you’re going to be a woman, you need to take it like a woman.”

He stared at her, his eyes glittering. Fear and desire, a wonderful mix.

“So it goes up my rear end.”

“Just like those wonderful enemas that you love. It was help stretch you out so that when I finally make love to you you can handle it.”

He felt the object, the plug, and noted how smooth it was.

No edges.

Just…pleasure.

They went into the bedroom and she asked if she could do the honors. “I’m going to be the one that eventually pops your cherry, so it’s only right.”

He was nervous, and gulped and nodded.

She had him bend over the bed and got out the lube.

Burt was already fairly loose back there. Lanny regularly fingered him, and even fisted him, and got him off, but this was more. The plug would stay in him, and he knew what she was intending.

She was going to get a strap on. Heck, she probably already had one, sitting in a drawer and waiting for the big day.

Now, a fist is pretty big, maybe bigger than a dick, depending on the person who’s fist is being compared, but taking a penis is a totally different thing.

Taking a cock up the heinie, pushed by hips, had not just a different feel, but a different emotion.

When one is fucked by a cock they are owned.

The person with the cock effectively has become the alpha in the relationship, and the person penetrated has become subservient. Submissive. They have become the beta in the relationship.

And, in a way, it was all superfluous. She was already in charge of him. But it’s like the difference a ring makes. Before a person is married they are still free. They can break loose and find other orbit. But once that ring goes on the finger they are sealed by contract.

And the same held true for her taking him with a cock.

Fingers, even fist, he was owned, but not like being owned by a dick.

And he wanted it.

He wanted to be owned.

He wanted to submit to his wife in the deepest way.

The days passed. They worked on his appearance. He learned mannerisms. He learned make up and was able to bend over and paint his nails with no problem.

He was even excelling at yoga.

Lanny was quite pleased with his progress, and she often joked that one of these days he would be able to suck his own cock!

He would look down at his nubbin, it was now the size of a five year old boys, and say, “Not likely.”

But she loved it. She kissed it felt it, sucked it, and called it his little clitoris.

And…the day came.

They spent the day leisurely. Went to yard sales, both as women, and then the mall. Again, both as women.

She bought him earrings, and he felt quite giddy getting his ears pierced.

They went to dinner, then…home.

They had had a couple of drinks, and they had a couple more when they arrived home, and they both knew it was time.

“You want to go get ready?”

He smiled. “I do. Give me an hour.”

“I’ll bring you another drink.”

And she did, and was pleased at how he was preparing himself for the great de-flowering.

And, an hour later, he called to her.

He was laying on the covers, his hands behind his head, his breasts large and expansive in the dim light.

She went to him and began making love.

Light kisses, filled with anticipation.

They caressed each others bosoms, taking their time and making sure the nipples were stiff and turgid.

They ate each other out, and Lanny removed his plug and fingered him, greasing him up.

Then she got out of bed and wrapped the strap on around her hips, buckled it in place.

Burt watched avidly. His stomach was in knots, but they were knots of the good kind.

Then Lanny smiled lovingly and came to him.

“Do you want to be facing up or on all fours.”

“On all fours,” he stated. “I want to submit in the fullest sense of the word.”

“You want me to slap your ass and pull your hair?”

“I want you to use me. Take your pleasure and discard me.”

But they both knew she wasn’t going to be doing that.

She had been working him for weeks, edging him, getting him right  to the point of cumming, then backing off.

They wanted him to cum on her dick.

He turned over and presented his butt to her, and she entered him gently.

She loved him softly, and she angled the weenie down to press on his prostate.

And, before his passion became too great, he thought of all he had been through.

He had been badly overweight, obese, then he had started the Endema diet, the ‘rear end’ diet, and everything had changed.

And now his prostate was healthy, and he was skinny but voluptuous, and…he was happy.

No more male mannerisms. No more male selfishness. No more the unthinking bully.

And, as Lanny penetrated him, rode him harder and harder, and finally pushed him over the edge…as the semen poured out of his little nub, he was glad.

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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