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Author’s Note

Don’t you just love the porn industry?

All those long, happy hours. And your hands get so strong, too.

Did you know the porn industry is bigger and more powerful than the mainstream movie industry?

There are simply more people that would rather watch sex than some dried up, old actor pontificate on the whichness of the why.

Here’s some stats. Mainstream movies make 600 movies resulting in 10 billion dollars profit.

Porn makes 13,000 films and makes 15 billion dollars yearly.

Porn makes more money than Major League Baseball, The NFL and The NBA combined.

And while the movie biz has its ups and down, the porn biz only goes up.

In fact, according to one source the porn industry’s net worth is about $97 billion. That’s enough to feed 4.8 billion people a day.

Just thought you’d want to know.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“What’s it like having a dick?” Lisa asked Jack.

Jack, having just cum, wasn’t much interested in sex. He lay on his back, staring at the ceiling and pondered his answer.

“What’s it like have boobs?” he finally asked.

“Oh, it’s fun. They bounce a bit, and sometimes get in the way, but they feel good, and then you get horny and the nips stand up…almost anything will make them pulse and throb.

“I guess boobs are like dicks,” he said. “It bounces around in your pants, and sometimes it gets in the way, but it feels good and when it’s standing up and somebody rubs it…zowie.”

Lisa frowned. “I think you’re making fun of me.”

He was, but he would never admit it. “Nah. Just think, if I had told you what it was like having a dick, then you told me what it was like having tits, you wouldn't say that.”

“What?”

He kept his grin in and watched the ceiling.

It was dark outside, and he was a little high, and having cum he was ready to go to sleep.

So he did.

Lisa listened to his snoring incredulously. One second he’s making fun of her, the next second he’s sleeping…what an idiot!

She slipped out of bed and headed for the living room.

They were in his apartment, and he had ripped her clothes off and tossed them about like confetti.

Then he squirted and became a different man.

Ho hum. When you going home. I want to watch TV…and only the programs I like.

That was his attitude, and she was getting a bit tired of it.

She put her panties and bra on and thought about their relationship.

She liked him, thought she might even love him, but he was so…rude.

She put on her skirt and pulled her hoodie over her head. They had gone to a midnight horror show, and it had been fun, but…now he was sleeping and didn’t care how she got home.

She sighed and tied her black Converse sneakers.

What was wrong with him?

She stood up and went into his kitchen and looked out the kitchen window. The lights of LA twinkled and she came to a decision.

She was going to have to change him.

She reached into her pocket for her cell phone to call the Uber driver, and stopped.

She had tapped two sets of birth control pills to the back of her cell phone. She didn’t want to miss out on those. She wasn’t ready.

But…birth control. Hmmm.

She went to his cupboard and opened it. Two boxes of Raisin Bran. And he, in his odd way, had managed to open both of them. Probably forgot which one was open and grabbed the wrong one in the dark.

But…two open boxes.

She got out a saucer and put a pill in it, then she put her thumb in a spoon and crushed the pills. One at a time. And put one each, sprinkled them as powder, into the Raisin Bran.

She grinned. This was going to get a rise out of him. These were good pills, the most powerful on the market, and she had read what birth control pills did to a man. They upped his estrogen, and she figured if she upped his estrogen then maybe he would be a little more considerate and caring.

She giggled at the thought of him becoming a little bit more feminine.

Not a lot. She wasn’t doing this out of meanness. But…a little.

She had a fantasy of him growing small boobs, her brushing out his hair. His lips getting fatter.

She closed the boxes of Raisin Bran and shook them, spread the powder amongst the flakes of bran.

She knew he ate Raisin Bran every morning, so he would be getting a dose of estrogen every morning.

She sat down at the kitchen table and started thinking. She would bring some more pills over next time he went shopping. He went to Costco and bought in bulk. Four boxes at a time. She would bring eight pills over. Double doses for each box. Man, that would supercharge his behavior! He would be a giddy, little girl before he knew what had hit him!

Excellent. She would show him, and she would make him into something better.

Hadn’t he just asked what it was like to have boobs? Well, if these pills were as potent as they were claimed to be…he would find out.

Jack woke up the next morning and stretched. The sun was coming in the window, and Lisa was nowhere to be found.

“Lisa?”

Nothing. She must have gone home. He sighed. Sometimes that girl didn’t think things through. She could have spent the night and he would have taken her home. The only problem was that she was always a little too clingy after sex.

‘Hug me, honey.’

‘Hold me.’

‘Tell me how much you love me.’

Sheesh, what was it with women? Couldn’t they just relax? After all they had screwed, wasn’t that love enough?

He hopped out of bed and headed for the kitchen. He was naked, but who cared.

In the kitchen he got down a box of Raisin Bran and put some in a bowl.

He added almond milk and watched as the level of milk rose.

He studied the little white crystals on the flakes. That was the sugar the company added to the cereal. He liked sugar, and he smiled. Then he grabbed a spoon and headed for the balcony.

He sat in the sun, a big boner in his lap, and spooned the glop into his mouth.

The railing of the balcony was solid, so nobody could see him.

He waved to the girl across the way. She probably thought he was in a swim suit or something.

Or, who knows, maybe she suspected he was naked and didn’t care.

Or, maybe she did care. Maybe she was fantasizing about him right then. Thinking about his big cock. Admiring his manly chest.

Unfortunately, his chest wasn’t that manly. He was thin, not lots of muscles, and that was fine with him. Who cared if he had muscles as long as he got his nookie regularly?

Finished with his cereal he called up Lisa.

“Hey, babe. You coming over tonight?”

“I thought we had sex last night.”

“Well, sure,” he grinned. “But there is such a thing as not enough of a good thing.”

His confidence was arrogance, and she looked at the phone. Then she smiled. “Sure. I’ll be over about seven.”

They hung up, and Lisa headed for the bathroom. She wanted to make sure she had enough birth control pills.

For the next month Lisa was at Jack’s apartment constantly. She substituted birth control pills for his ibuprofen. She sprinkled it on his steaks. She added it to his protein powder.

Jack didn't notice a thing.

Well, he did notice that he was feeling more horny than usual. But that was about all. Until he felt his chest.

“I tell you, Lisa, my chest is growing.”

She snickered inside. On the outside she kept a straight face. “So you’re getting more muscular.”

“This doesn’t feel like muscles.”

“What does it feel like?”

They were once again at Jack’s place, and she was sitting on the couch and they were chatting.

Well, she was chatting. He was worried.

“It feels like…like…tits.”

Lisa moved away from him slightly and rejoiced inside. She hadn’t noticed anything, but it had only been a month, but she had given him so much of her birth control medicine that there should have been some reaction!

“Didn’t you tell me not long ago…no, you asked me…what it would be like to have tits?”

“Well, yeah, but that didn’t mean I wanted some!”

“Why not? You could be a medical marvel, get your name in the textbooks. The world’s first boy to have naturally occurring breasts.”

“But I don’t want breasts!” he whined.

“Well, you should. Show them to me.”

Jack was embarrassed as he lifted his sweat shirt.

His tee shirt was tight, and, sure enough, he had boobs.

They weren’t big, but they were definitely boobs. They were perfect, little shapes, and it even looked like his nipples were getting bigger.

“Nah,” she said. “Those aren’t boobs.”

“They aren’t?” Jack felt a bit of relief. “But they look…”

“You just need to do a little dieting.  I’ll make a list of foods you should eat. That will get rid of that gynecomastia.”

“Gynecom-whatea?”

“Gynecomastia. It’s when boys get fat on their chests. Looks a bit like boobs, but it’s nothing.”

“Well, they feel like something.” He stared at the growths on his chest.

“Well, relax. It’s nothing.”

She then proceeded to make love to him, and now that she knew he was worried, it was all the better for her. She grabbed his boobs and sucked on the nipples.

And he did admit that it was better for him.

Funny, he used to cum and leave her high and dry. But this time she left him high and dry.

Four cums. Heavy orgasms, and he had none.

Man, those birth control pills were really working!

She made up her mind to give him more.

The following month he could no longer deny it. Neither could she.

His slender body was still slender, but now it had boobs. Real boobs. Definitely boobs.

And his ass was spreading.

All of which made his waist appear thinner.

“I’m looking like a woman!” he said, staring at himself in the mirror.

She stared, too, and nodded. And she felt very proud of her self.

In bed he was struggling. He still had good boners, but he rarely came.

And she suggested that he wear a bra.

And in her mind she was sizing him up for a dress.

“No!” he snapped.

Then he went to see the doctor.

“Doc! I’m worried. I’ve got boobs! And my penis seems to be smaller. And…I’m starting to look like a girl!

The doc, a young woman who happened to be gay, saw right through him.

She smiled, did the usual tests, but knew what he was doing.

He was transitioning, but was too ashamed to tell anybody.

“I’ve got some stuff that will help you. It’s pretty strong stuff, but it should take care of your problems.”

“And these…these tits? They’ll be handled?”

“Of course.” And she wondered who would be handling them.

She prescribed pills that were ten times stronger than the birth control pills he had been unknowingly taking.

With his girlfriend double dosing him, and his doctor super dosing him, Jack’s progress increased. His boobs became quite a bit bigger, and his body looked more and more female.

Then his grandmother died.

Jack loved his grandmother. She had raised him when his mother died, and she was rich. In fact, Jack had not had to work because she always sent him money every month.

Now she was dead. Passed away in her sleep.

He would miss her.

And, the money immediately dried up.

Oh, somewhere down the line he would get a bundle, but right then he was suddenly on his own.

“I don’t know what I’m going to do,” he told Lisa. “I don’t have any job history. What it would take to keep this place going…I don’t have. I’m not sure what I’m going to do.”

Lisa had no suggestions. She rented a room in a house, and the people would never let Jack stay with her.

“Don’t worry, honey. We’ll figure something out.

Jack, feeling a bit emotional for some reason, cried on her shoulder.

The days passed. Jack’s meager savings were almost done, and he was face to face with homelessness.

He would have to get a tent, and sleep on the street. Go from homeless shelter to homeless shelter, begging for food.

He would have to make signs and stand on freeway ramps.

Out of work!

Please help!

Of course he had never been ‘in’ work, but what else was he going to do?

He had no unemployment because he had never been employed.

And his body was changing more and more.

He now had to wear a real bra. With sizable cups. His breasts seemed to always be too big, and he couldn’t even afford to get an operation to handle what he thought was a simple case of Gynecomastia.

So he was stuck.

He went through the want ads.

He went to apply for a warehouse job, but after a day it was obvious that he was too weak for this position. The birth control pills, and the doctor’s prescription had robbed him of muscle mass. He could no longer do jobs that required male muscles.

He worked at McDonald’s and that was okay, but he wasn’t going to have enough to pay his rent.

With the last of his savings and a month of McDonald’s he could pay one more month’s rent, and that was it.

Since he was now looking more and more female, he looked into secretary jobs. Unfortunately, he wasn’t very fast at typing, so job after job was snatched from him by girls who could type faster.

The month ended. One more month and he was on the street.

That was when Lisa asked him; “Jack? Do you know what a fluffer is?”

Jack frowned.

“Don’t move your eyebrows.”

She was plucking them, making them into pretty arches that were more appropriate for his shifting face. Shifting in that the male muscles were fading and fat was being redistributed.

“Do you?”

“No,” he said, careful not to move his face.

“There’s an ad in the newspaper for a fluffer. Maybe you should look into it.”

She finished plucking his eyebrows and started working on his hair. It was shaggy and needed some trimming and maybe a bit of layering.

Or maybe he just needed to start curling it.

“I guess I could find out,” he said.

She snipped scissors around the base of his neck and he stared at the mirror. He was going to end up with a bowl haircut. The ends would curl at his neck, he would have bangs, and…it worked.

When she was done they made love.

Sort of. He had a boner, not as big as usual, but it was sufficient. The only trouble was that it didn’t squirt.

Well, maybe once in a month or so.

But that was okay with Lisa, because she seemed to be squirting harder than ever.

Funny. The softer and more feminine he appeared, the harder she came.

She wondered if there was any correlation there.

The next day Jack hopped onto his bicycle and rode downtown.

He was wearing shorts and his hoodie and a ball cap. It was drizzling, so he put on a raincoat. It was yellow and looked like a dress.

Actually, it was Lisa’s, but he didn’t have one and it would do. He just hiked it up a bit and tried to avoid mud puddles.

He slipped through the downtown traffic and arrived at a warehouse on the east side of town. It was in a district of warehouses, and the buildings were being used for new businesses and lofts for artists.

He locked his bicycle to a lamp post and knocked on the warehouse door.

The sign over the door said, ‘Elagabalus Productions.’

He waited.

Knocked again, and this time he could see a shadow through the pebble glass window in the door.

The shadow was coming up a long hall, paused before the door, and opened it.

The security guard was the roundest man Jack had ever seen.

He was black, wore tents for pants, and a police style jacket. But how he ever found a police jacket that big Jack would never know.

Still, he had kind eyes, fat lips, and…he might be strong under all that roundness.

At least, he would be stronger than Jack.

“What you want, bro?”

“I’m here about the ad.”

The round security guard frowned, and Jack realized that his head was round, too. Round like a bowling ball.

The guard turned and yelled down the hallway.

“You advertising for somebody?”

A mumbled yell came back, and Jack couldn’t tell what was said, but the guard could. He stepped back  and opened the door and Jack slid past the round man.

“Go down and ask somebody what they want,” the guard mumbled, then he closed the door and made sure the lock latched.

Jack walked nervously down the hallway.

He passed doors with more pebble glass on the upper halves. He heard people talking, but it was all mumbles to him.

He reached the end of the hall and turned a corner.

Nakedness.

Two absolutely naked women were sitting at a folding table. Well, not totally naked. One had a boa feather, a long one, wrapped around her neck. And the other woman, on closer inspection, was wearing a thong.

But they might as well have been totally naked. There was that much flesh showing.

“Whacha want, honey?”

“Uh…”

“You here about the fluffing job?” asked the other one.

Jack nodded. He was trying not to look down, to stare at their voluptuous forms.

“Go upstairs and ask for Rod.” They woman nodded towards the stairs just past them.

Jack nodded and walked past them. He had a boner, a soft one these days, but, hell, how could he not have a boner around two beautiful and naked women?

He walked up the stairs, saw the security guard come around the corner and sit on a stool that looked very inadequate for the job of supporting him, and start chatting with the girls.

At the top of the stairs he turned and walked down a long hallway.

This was the working part of Elagabalus Productions. The doors were mostly open and he walked past the first door, stopped, and backed up.

It was a movie set. Across the room was a couch and two women were tribbing on it. Their legs scissored together and they grunted and moaned and rubbed their pussies together.

They were beautiful woman, and for the briefest moment Jack wondered why they weren’t with men.

Then he realized where he was, and what was being shot—lesbians—and he actually blushed.

He liked sex. A lot. But he didn’t scream it from the rooftops.

The next door revealed a woman fucking a man. Jack tilted his head and looked, and realized that she didn’t have a dick, she had just spread his legs apart and pushed them back and was doing something called the Amazon position.

The woman was howling, and the man under her had his forearm across his face and was making crying noises.

It Jack a second to figure it out—the man was acting like it hurt.

But why would he do that?

Because people had all sorts of tastes, and this was just one of them.

Another room, with an orgy. Men and women in daisy chains, humping and pumping and laughing merrily.

A closed door room with some screaming going on inside.

Screaming?

Maybe some BDSM?

Fortunately it sounded like acting screaming, and not like somebody was really getting hurt.

Screaming like in ecstasy.

He came to the last room. A beautiful woman was laying on a bed and two men were working her over. They used her mouth and cunt and she looked like she was really happy.

Jack stood and stared.

“What you want?” asked a girl with purple hair, a cigarette and a clipboard.

“Rod?”

“Back there. Third room, the one with the door closed.

Jack walked back down the hallway to the closed door. The screams had stopped, so he opened the door and slipped in.

It was a BDSM set. It had a camera operator, a boom operator, and a few other technicians. At the back of the room a structure had been erected. It was a small wall with several holes in it. A beautiful woman, naked, was sitting in one of the holes, her legs on the other side of the thing. Her hands were through holes higher up, and she sat and sagged and a make up person was touching up her face.

To the side the director was talking to an actor. The actor had a huge boner that stuck right out. Nobody seemed to notice.

“Okay, let’s get this next scene done. I want to go to lunch some time this year!”

“Don’t you mean rehab?” A camera operator quipped and everybody chuckled.

But the director just grinned, patted the naked boner donor on the back and said, “Go get her, Chuck.”

Chuck took a position behind the girl in the wall.

The director shouted, “Okay, insertion scene, take one. Go!”

Suddenly there was absolute quiet on the set.

Chuck: “Oh, baby, you didn’t have to hang around for me.”

Jack almost laughed, but he controlled himself.

Then Chuck moved forward and tried to put his penis into the girl in the wall. He fumbled for a few seconds, then backed off. “Ah, fuck. Rod, I can’t get the angle.”

Rod spoke to Sally. “Can you tilt your butt back?”

“I’ll try. Crap, I’m already bent out of shape.”

“Well, do your best.”

He turned to Chuck. “Put your feet closer to the wall.”

“I’m already as close as I can get.”

Rod thought for a moment, then said, “Let’ put a rope on the right of Sally, the camera won’t see it through her body and you can lean back further.”

A man stepped forward. And examined the wall. “Yeah, we can do that. Let me get some rope.”

The man went to a big box and pulled out some rope. He was tying it to the side of the wall when Rod noticed Jack. “Who are you?”

Jack blinked, everybody was now looking at him, and he stepped forward tentatively. “They sent me up here.”

“I figured. For what. Come on, speak up.”

Jack was throughly flustered. Naked bodies, seeing the nonchalance of the filming, not understanding what he was doing, he blurted, “A job.”

Rod bent his head forward and inch and tilted it. He squinted and examined Jack.

“You look okay, but…”

Jack was afraid he was going to lose out, so he quickly said, “Fluffing.”

Rod brightened right up. “All right! Where you been all my life, baby.”

Jack’s heart jumped. Baby? A man had just called him baby? And he realized that with the yellow raincoat he looked like…the coat looked like a dress!

Before he could explain Rod’s mistake the man had unzipped his pants and produced a rather large pecker.

Jack looked down at the hog.

The hog just hung there, not very inspired.

“Well, come on, if you can get me hard you got the job.”

Rod pushed down on Jack’s shoulder and Jack was just off balance enough to crumple at the knees. He knelt and stared at Rod’s rod right in the slit.

At that moment a girl came up to Rod and presented him with a clipboard. “You gotta okay this, Rod. They won’t deliver unless you do.”

Rod stayed where he was, dick hanging in front of Jack’s face, and turned his upper body to take the clipboard.

“Where’s Shiela,” he grumped. “I thought she was going to take care of this.”

“Shiela’s at home today. Don’t you remember? You said she could…”

The girl blathered on.

Rod checked boxes and signed his initials and finally his name.

Jack stared at the cock in his face.

Fuck. He suddenly understood what fluffing was. He had heard the term, and just hadn’t remembered, but now he did. When porn stars are between takes they need to be kept erect. The fluffer did that for them.

The fluffer sucked and gave hand jobs and…and…did they fuck?

Now Jack was in a high state of panic…but with a calm core inside all that emotional roiling. He needed to work. He had to have a job. He would get paid good for this. But…to take a man’s cock in his mouth? Could he do that?

Oddly, he didn’t think: I can’t do that! He wondered if he could.

He needed the money so bad. He was going to be homeless. That would probably nix his relationship with Lisa.

The cock loomed, bigger than life. A sack of fat and blood vessels.

All he had to do was touch it, make it pulse with a little blood, come erect.

Rod was still checking boxes and was oblivious of Jack’s dilemma.

The girl blathered on about how Rod should pay more attention to his people, and…

The cock hung, a little bloated. A little pale, at least in comparison to Rod’s bronze skin. The balls were still hanging back, half hidden by Rod’s pants.

Jack lifted his hand and was about to touch the cock—he had to have a job!—when Rod finished with the clipboard and handed it back.

The girl went away and Rod looked down. “Come on, honey. You didn’t have to wait for me.”

Nobody was looking.

Business as usual, somebody getting their cock sucked and who cared.

Rod reached down and lifted his cock, he grabbed the back of Jack’s head, and…blop! The cock was in Jack’s mouth.

Somebody was talking at Rod again, and Jack sat there with a cock in his mouth.

His mind, of course, was on vacation.

He was a man, with a cock in his mouth, he couldn’t think, a big thought crossed his mind—AM I QUEER?

But he wasn’t. He was just a man with a cock in his mouth.

Rod talking.

Nobody looking.

The taste of the pale slug, a little…not moldy, but…sweaty?

Oddly, that didn’t alarm Jack.

“Let’s go, babe,” Rod moved his hips back and forth. “You want this job or not?”

Jack swallowed, which moved his mouth around the penis.

“Yeah. There we go.”

Then…Jack sucked.

He needed the job. He wasn’t gay. He still wanted women. He loved Lisa. He brought his hand up and stroked the plump, sausage.

It was just meat. Like sucking a finger.

He imagined he was sucking on Lisa’s toes.

“Oh, yeah. We got a talent here.”

Jack thought Rod was maybe just encouraging him. They probably needed fluffers on a regular basis, for how many women would like to write home to their mothers: Gee, Mom, I got a wonderful job sucking dicks. The tips are great.…

Slowly, Rod’s dick got harder.

Gaining in confidence, Jack reached through Rod’s zipper and held his balls.

Fuck! He was sucking another man’s dick!

And he felt a surge of power. This was how women controlled men!

Then he had a mouthful of problems. Rod was getting too big to handle! And there was a weird taste, sort of sweet, then Rod pulled him back.

“Easy, girl. You got to know when to stop! You want me blowing my load? You want to ruin a scene?”

Jack stared up at the smiling director.

Chuck stepped forward. “Is that the new fluffer?”

Rod pushed his hard cock into his pants and grunted, “Yes. She’s a good one, too. You’re hired, baby. Go on, Chuck. Get hard.”

With that Chuck took Rod’s place.

Jack was still on his knees, and Chuck’s cock, though half soft, was bigger than Rod’s.

Chuck didn’t waste time, however, he stuck his cock forward and Jack opened his mouth to protest, though he wasn’t sure what he was protesting, and Chuck went right in.

“Oh, yeah!” Chuck grunted as he rocked back and forth. “Honey, you got a talent.”

Thirty seconds and chuck was hard as a rock. He turned to the woman in the wall. “Okay, Sally! Get ready for the rocket!”

Everybody seemed inordinately happy now. Cocks were up and the rope was on the wall, and Rod called for action.

Chuck stepped up behind Sally. “You didn’t have to hang around for me, baby, and the new angle worked. Chuck’s cock slid right up into Sally’s heinie.

Sally’s eyes opened and she gasped, and Jack thought she wasn’t acting. That was a mighty big hunk of meat she was taking.

And Jack had a job.


Part Two

Jack walked out of the Elagabalus Productions production facility in a mixed frame of mind.

On one hand, he was going to get paid good money.

On the other, he had sucked six cocks that day. Two of them, Rod and Chuck’s, big. The others sort of average. Like his.

He had sucked on men’s penises, and it hadn’t been difficult. It was just flesh. He had learned how to disassociate himself from the action, to just…do it.

And the men had liked it.

He had a talent.

They all agreed that he was a born cock sucker.

And he was going to be rich. Well, not rich, rich, but he was going to make more than his grandmother had given him.

Heck, a couple of months and he could buy a car.

Then he stopped, right in the bike lane, and thought about it.

He was looking at fellatio long term.

And he didn’t think it was wrong.

As long as he was not gay. Fine for other guys, but not him.

Then he had another thought, which thought was interrupted by a bicyclist going around him and yelling, “Move it, bitch!”

He was still being mistaken for a woman!

He started pedaling, but his mind returned to that one thought: What was he going to tell Lisa?

He just couldn’t see him walking in and saying: Gosh, I’m tired honey. I’ve been sucking cock all day, and my mouth is a little worn out.

He rode slowly, thinking about it. there was no way he could tell Lisa that. She would dump him in a flash. She might like sex, but she wasn’t a fan of porn, and to find out that he was involved…had actually had sex with a man’s tool, men’s tools, even if he they hadn’t cum…

Hmm. Could he say he had really sucked cock if they hadn’t cum?

That was a point in his favor, though it was a weak point. After all, he had had his mouth on their shafts, licked their glans, squeezed their balls.

He approached his apartment and saw that Lisa’s car was there. She had called him several times during the day, but he hadn’t answered.

But now he was going to have to answer.

He locked his bicycle in the bicycle area and walked up the stairs. Slowly. His mind thinking, trying to come up with something.

But how could he hide the facts from her?

In the end, he settled on a half truth.

“Hey! Where you been?” She greeted him with a kiss.

He kissed her back, but wondered if she could smell the penis on his breath.

Nope.

She kissed him again.

“Mmm. What have you been eating? It reminds me of something.”

Oh, crap! She could smell it!

“Uh, nothing. I had a tuna sandwich for lunch is all.”

“Mmm. I love tuna. So, how’d it go? Did you get the job?”

“Well, yeah?”

“So why aren’t you excited? Why aren’t you jumping for joy?”

“Well, uh…”

She stared at him, and he blurted out, “It’s in the porn industry!”

She blinked and her eyes opened up wide. “Porn?”

“Yeah! I do stuff around the set. You know, help with a hammer, move stuff…”

“Porn?”

“It’s not that bad,” his face was a brilliant red.

“So you’re working with a lot of naked women.”

It clicked. She wasn’t upset about him working in the porn industry, she was worried about him working around all those beautiful, naked women.

“You don’t have to worry,” a crooked grin coming onto his face. “They’re not all that beautiful without the make up, and they put on clothes as soon as their scene is done, and…and believe me, after getting porked all day they have no interest in sex. Especially with a geek like me.”

She stared at him. “You aren’t that big a geek. In fact, you’re pretty good looking.”

“Not good enough for them. Oh, I didn’t try or anything, but they mostly have boyfriends, and none of them hardly noticed me.”

She was suspicious, but…she was allayed. “So I’ve got a boyfriend who works in the porn industry.”

“I mean, I can quit if you want,” no, he wouldn’t, “but the money is real good.”

“Huh! I never thought you were that good with a hammer. You must have secret talents.”

Oh, shit! He gulped, but hid his reaction. Secret talents, if she only knew.

“So what does a fluffer actually do?”

“Oh, we just…just fluff up the set. Get everything ready for the scene.”

“So, does it make you horny? Being around all those beautiful women?”

She reached down and grabbed his package.

“Urk!” he gulped. “I told you, they aren’t that beautiful.”

“Well, okay. But if I find out you’re been shtupping any of those bitches…” she gave a squeeze and he made another urking sound.

“Did you just say ‘shtupping?’”

“I did,” she leaned into him, pulled his groin so his lips came closer to hers. “And I think I want to shtup. I think you should get a reward for being a working man.”

“Oh, yes!”

Although, to be truthful, he wasn’t that hard. A day of sucking dicks just didn’t do it for him.

Still, once divested of clothing, with her doing the sucking, and feeling of the mounds of flesh on his chest, he was in the proper mood.

“Oh, baby,” she moaned, riding him ruthlessly, “You’re so great.”

And she kneaded his pectorals happily.

That was fine with him. He had managed to dodge the bullet.

The next day was still gloomy, so he pulled on his shorts and the yellow raincoat.

Lisa, who had spent the night, giggled and brushed his hair out.

“What are you doing?”

“Practicing my styling. I like it when you let your hair out.”

He looked in the mirror. Man, it was really, feminine.

But the people at  Elagabalus Productions thought he was a woman, so…he didn’t brush his hair back into a more manly fashion.

But he was worried all the way to work.

They thought he was a woman. He was going to have to keep them thinking that.

He looked at himself in the reflection of a big store window.

The yellow raincoat was like a dress. It was thin enough that his little boobs could be seen. That was fine. Many women had small boobs.

But that stuck him in a contradiction. He wanted to get rid of his boobs, but to work he needed bigger boobs. He couldn’t have anybody doubting that he was female.

Well, he could fudge on his employment forms. He could just list his name as Jackie, and a little loop at the end of his signature and he could use his own name, his own signature, and get by.

But what was he going to do when summer came and he could no longer wear clothes that would give the impression that he was a woman?

Well, that would be dealt with in a month or two, when the weather turned springy.

He turned into the Elagabalus lot and locked his bicycle up.

He entered the building with other people and the guard recognized him and nodded.

The first scene of the day a fellow named Johnny Bigun needed a bit of encouragement. Between coffee and Jack’s mouth, the deed was accomplished, and Jack went on to the next set, and the next.

All day long he sucked, moving from set to set, being called occasionally.

By the end of the his first full day his mouth was sore and stretched, and he stopped off to buy some chapstick.

Chapstick, he looked at the little tube. What was next? Lipstick?

He coated his lips and continued on home.

There was a certain squeamishness to sucking cock all day, but only in the beginning. After a couple of days he felt no weirdness, was quite happy to go to his knees and help an actor rise to the occasion.

He even bought a pillow for his poor knees.

And a week passed.

“Hey, Jackie!”

“Yes, Rod?”

“Head for make up. Get yourself made up.”

“Me?”

“Who else? you’re a woman, right? And women wear make up. Besides, some of the actors said your face was a little plain. You know actors, they have to live the illusion, so they want you to wear a little make up, present yourself a little more beautiful.”

Rod touched Jackie’s chin, turned his face slightly, “You are a looker under the plain Jane stuff.” then he smiled and went on about his business.

Jackie stood for a moment. Make up. Oh, crap. But…he could take it off before he got home.

Except he couldn’t.

The make up girl was named Shelly, and she plopped Jackie down in a chair and went to work.

Strangely, it was exciting to have Shelly touching his face, brushing it and smoothing cream into it. He got a sort of a boner.

A sort of a boner. And he tried not to frown. Tried to stay unmoving so Shelly could do her work.

His dick was not as hardy as it had been. In the last month he had noticed that he was having a hard time getting hard, and a harder time squirting.

And it even looked like his dick was losing girth, maybe even shrinking.

Oh, not much, we’re talking fractions of an inch. But a man will always notice changes in his penis.

“What?” he suddenly asked. Shelly had said something important, and it had slid right past him.

“I said I’m using permanent lipstick on you. It’ll last a week, and it makes my job so much easier when I just have to do a light touch up and not start from scratch.”

“Is all my make up more…permanent?”

Shelly grinned. “It is. Don’t you just love it?”

Jackie didn’t love it. He wasn’t going to be able to wash this goop off! He was going to have to see Lisa with a made up face!

Oh, God! What would she think.

With this worry on his mind, the day went slower. And he slurped slower, and twice he had to be reminded to get to work.

When he did get to work he got the actor’s hard in a flash. He did have a talent, after all.

But what was he going to tell Lisa?

He rode home slowly. He stopped and looked at himself in the big store windows.

His face had gone from a middling half and half sexual aspect to a full on female aspect.

His hair was brushed out, he had brushed it out to match his face before he had left work.

His lips were red. His eyes were dusky, sexy, and seemed to have a glint to them.

The terrible thing was that this make up stuff, being made to look ever more feminine, was exciting.

His sorta hard dick stayed sorta hard, and he had to adjust it several times while riding his bicycle.

He parked his bike and went upstairs. He stopped outside the apartment and just stood there. Stood there and thought.

Lisa was home. She was spending more and more time at his apartment, and it was almost like she had moved in.

Would she move out when she saw him all decked out?

Would she run out screaming? Calling him a fag? Or a…a transvestite? Or something.

He probably would have stood there all night, trapped in indecision, but the door opened.

Lisa started to smile, then blinked, and the smile faded to shock.

“Jack?”

“I can explain.”

She backed away from him. She was shaking her head and looked totally confused.

He stepped into the apartment and blurted, “They needed an extra, a woman, so they made me up like one.”

For a long moment Lisa said nothing. Then she simply turned and walked into the kitchen.

Jackie followed her.

She reached into the cupboard and brought down a bottle. Rum. She wasn’t partial to rum, but with her confused state of mind she didn’t care. She took a big slug and slapped the bottle down on the counter.

“Whoo!” she whooped. And not just from the taste of rum sliding down her gullet.

She turned to him. “They made you a woman for a scene.”

He nodded. He took the bottle and put it back in the cupboard. He brought down the bourbon, took some Coke out of the fridge, and made them a couple of decent drinks.

He took her hand, and she went willingly, and set her down at the kitchen table. He sat down opposite her.

“I know. I was shocked when I saw myself.”

“Why didn’t you take it off?”

“Because they want to have me stand in again tomorrow. In fact, they’re talking about a long term arrangement. They gave me…uh…pretty permanent make up.”

“Are you going to get more money?”

“Not so much,” he admitted.

“So you’re going to be prancing around here like a woman.”

He nodded.

They drank, and she eyed him.

He wondered what was going on in her mind.

She finally said, “So you need to look like a woman all the time. At least for a while.”

He nodded.

She reached forward, a little tentatively, and touched his red lips. “Wow.”

“Are you upset?”

She touched his cheek, felt his face.

“Uh…no. I don’t think so. Surprised. I’m surprised, but…you sort of look good this way, Jack.”

“They call me Jackie at work,” he confessed.

“Jackie. Not bad. You look like a Jackie. Certainly not a Jack.”

Lisa stared at him, then she stood up and leaned across the table. She looked him in the eyes, fiercely, and touched her lips to his.

She backed off an inch, breathed on him, said, “You taste different. Not lipsticky.”

“So it’s all right that I look like this?”

She smiled, tasted his mouth again, and whispered. “It’s sort of sexy…Jackie.”

It was sexy, but it was also frustrating. Jackie’s cock was no longer a fully functioning member.

On one hand Lisa was glad she had fed Jackie the birth control pills, although she hadn’t expected this much of a change. He had little boobs now, and his shape was so feminine, and…it fit in with his new work.

On the other hand…she had to work extra hard to get him erect and to keep him erect. Which was sort of fun, but, depending on her mood, could be aggravating.

Sometimes a woman just wants a big, hard dick to screw her out of her frustrations and woes.

But she was doing the screwing, and this was getting her a little…pushy.

Heck, when your man can’t get it up you tend to turn a bit demanding.

Not that Jackie minded. He wasn’t as sexually driven as he had been.

But Lisa was feeling horny all the time.

Fortunately, she had a vibrator that was up to the task, and Jackie would often lay awake and listen to the sound of her vibrator getting her off.

He would lay in the dark and listen, and not be bothered. And he reasoned it out that he was getting so much sex at work that it just didn’t matter.

The days passed, and Jackie became ever more popular on the set. Now he was good looking, and his talent was shining through more and more.

He even had a couple of the set guys come and ask him for blow jobs.

He thought about it, then decided he should, and for one reason. He knew that one of these days one of the actors was going to lose it and blow his load in his mouth. He wanted to be prepared. He didn’t want to be the fluffer who gagged and maybe even threw up.

So, for the first time in his life, and in his career as a fluffer, Jackie took a penis to completion…and he swallowed.

It wasn’t bad. A bit salty, had a texture like eating clams out of the shell, but…it wasn’t bad.

But Lisa sure noticed the smell on his breath that night.

Fortunately, he made the lunch excuse, told her he had gone with a bunch of the guys to a sushi place and eaten that stuff raw.

“Yuck!” stated Lisa.

“Double yuck,” commented Jackie. “Let me go brush my teeth.”

Summer came, and with it weather and conditions inappropriate for a raincoat.

Fortunately, Lisa jumped right in.

“Let’s put you in dresses. You gynecomastia demands it, anyway.”

So Jackie finally put on a bra, and he wore skirts and blouses, and he liked it.

His legs were cooler in the hotter summer weather, and he could feel the breeze rippling across his balls.

Which led to another problem.

“I can’t get a boner in dresses,” he told Lisa. It shows in the scene.

So  she did a little research on female impersonators, for that was what he was, and bought him a gaff.

Oh, he didn’t like it. He didn’t think he’d like having his junk smashed up into his groin. but it was a solution.

“Look, Jackie,” said Lisa, “You’re supposed to be able to push your testicles up into the pubic area. Then we pull the gaff tight and everything—good Lord! Did you feel that?”

He did. She had pushed, and his balls slid right into little pockets.

“Stay that way. I’ll pull the gaff up.”

She pulled the gaff, and pushed his penis back between his legs, and suddenly it all fit.

He was smooth down there, no sign of the boner bump, and he could walk easily. His balls didn’t bang around back and forth between his thighs, and…it was interesting. And even sort of sexy.

He observed this ease of walking and Lisa got out some heels. “Try these on.”

He stepped into the heels, and…it worked! Suddenly he was taller, and walking, while initially awkward, made him realize how much fun it was to be taller, and how easily he could walk in heels with his balls and cock out of the way.

He went to work, and imitated the girls as they swayed and sashayed around. His ass, now getting quite round, moved back and forth enticingly. His chest was getting big enough to jounce.

And, most important of all, he was accepted!

People liked him. They appreciated his work. They greeted him and joked with him and he was thoroughly enjoying his life as a girl.

“Hey! Jackie!”

Jackie turned to Shelly.

“Stay late tonight. I’m going to do your nails.”

He did, and ended up with half inch claws. Bright red, sexy red.

And the actors, on the following day, responded even better to his taloned fingers wrapping around their cocks.

“It adds an element of danger,” said one actor. “Bloody, red claws that can rip and tear.”

Jackie laughed delightedly and made a scratching motion in the air and quipped, “Meow!”

Life was going good for Jackie. He had enough to buy a car, his rent was paid, and he even had a little  nest egg built up.

His relationship with Lisa was red hot. She liked him as a girl. Well, she liked him as a girl as long as he got her off, or she had access to a vibrator.

Okay by him.

And life would probably have gone on in this pleasant fashion for some time, except…one day…

Jackie had just sucked Chuck to a satisfactory almost conclusion, and he was ready to jump into his scene with a beautiful woman.

A woman, whom Jackie noted, probably wasn’t as good looking as he was.

Jackie stepped around a camera, was distracted by somebody dropping a box to the side, and tripped over a cable. He

He pitched forward, and his dress caught on a corner of a lighting stand and ripped. His head struck the base of the camera dolly and he was out like a light.

“Okay…he’s coming around.”

Jackie lay stretched out. He was surrounded by naked porn stars. Rod was bent over him and Shelly was dabbing at his head with a wet cloth.

“It’s okay…Jackie.” Why did Shelly hesitate in saying his name.

“Why didn’t he tell us?” somebody murmured.

“How’s his head?”

“Fine. No scars, but it’s under all that hair, anyway.”

Then Jackie got it. Pronouns. They were addressing him as ‘he,’ as ‘him.’

He moaned.

“All right, give him some water, and…come on guys, we’ve got work to do.”

The crowd dispersed and Rod and Shelly helped Jack to his feet.

“You okay, buddy?”

Jack looked down at his groin.

The gaff was plain to see. From the outside, through the dress, it was just a mons. No bulge.

But seen without the dress, in plain sight, it was obvious what it was.

“I’m all right,” Jack whispered, now terrified.

“All right. Shelly, why don’t you get him fixed up. I’ll be in the office downstairs when he’s ready.” He looked at Jack. “We’re going to have to talk…Jackie.”

Shelly moved him towards the make up area, and Rod headed for the door, and his office.

“What are they going to do to me?” Jack asked.

“I don’t know,” Shelly bit her lip. She was worried. One never knew in this business. “After all, male fluffers weren’t common in this business.

She handed him a dress from wardrobe and he slipped it on. Being from the wardrobe of a porn studio it was a slinky, kinky thing. Jack’s hips were shown as rounded, and when he tucked his blouse in his tits were accentuated.

He sighed, “Thanks, Shelly. I guess I better go down and face the music.”

He started walking and she called to him.

“Yeah?”

“You’re good guy, Jack, so good luck.”

“Thanks.”

“Come on in, Jackie.”

Rod didn’t look upset. In fact, he looked pleased. Was he the kind of guy who got off on firing people? He didn’t act like it, but in this business…

But it was going to get better. Rod set out some glasses and some Maker’s Mark. Rod sat behind his desk and sipped, and asked Jack about himself.

While there was guilt, there was also relief. Jack might get fired, but he wouldn’t be living a lie.

He explained how he was out of money, needed a job, and…

“But what about your boobs? You’ve got a female body, Jackie, a pretty luscious one.”

“I don’t know. I just started developing. Changing. It worked out, so I haven’t questioned it too much.”

“Well, if I didn’t know better, I would guess that somebody’s been giving you the HRT treatment.”

“HRT?”

“Hormone Replacement Therapy. It’s for people who wish to transition.”

Jackie blinked. He thought back. He thought over things Lisa had said, little innuendos…could it be?

But he shook himself and said, “Why are you being nice to me? I thought you’d want to fire my ass.”

Rod sat back, steepled his fingers over his belly, and smiled. “Jackie, you are the answer to a prayer.”

“I am?”

“Jackie, the porn business has multiple genres. The main ones are male on female, and then there’s male on male. But in the recent years a third large contender has come about. Trans porn.”

“Trans, like…shemales?”

“And ladyboys and whatever else people like to label that genre as.”

“But I’m not…” Jackie stopped talking. The fact was…he was.

“So, I could get all upset and fire your ass, in spite of the fact that you’ve been the best fluffer we’ve ever had. A couple of the guys are a little upset with me. They know what I’m planning, and they don’t want to lose their best fluffer.”

“They don’t.” Jackie not only sounded confused, he was confused. Greatly so.

“So, let me ask you, are you willing to do anal? I assumed you could because you’re so good at sucking cock. But if you’re not, that’s okay, we can train you. It’s pretty easy, and many of the guys and girls say they prefer anal.”

“But why would I want to…to…take it..up…”

Rod leaned forward, a light in his greedy eyes. “Because, Jackie, I want you to be the mainstay in our trans division. You’ll have to make love to both men and women, and that entails male on male, and strap ons, and all sorts of other stuff. But, listen…you have a talent. When you walk into a room it brightens up. People all greet you, and they perk up. You never say an unkind word, you’re a hard worker, and…I want to sign you to a picture deal. Jackie, I’m betting that your shining talent will translate to the big screen.

Jackie sat back and his whole body went kind of numb.

It was too much. Too much.

But now he had another secret, a bigger secret, to hide from Lisa.

She didn’t know that he was a cocksucker, and a mighty good one.

And she didn’t know that he made love to men and women.

She didn’t know that he was taking it up the fanny on a regular basis.

And she really didn’t know that he had started having anal orgasms on the set.

Heck, he couldn’t have regular orgasms any more, so…why not? He had to relieve his sexual frustrations somehow!

So he acted during the day, and he acted innocent during the night, and life could have passed quite happily like this, except that Jackie knew it had to all come out.

He couldn’t live a lie. He had to be honest. And she had to be honest with him.             

So a couple of months passed, and it was near Christmas, and Jackie asked Lisa to go to the movies with him.

“Sure,” she said. “Are you going to go en femme?”

“I guess I have to,” he said enigmatically.

She didn’t think about his attitude, however, and they got ready and headed downtown in Jackie’s new car.

They were almost at the theater when Jackie asked her, pointblank, “Did you give me some sort of…I don’t know…medicine? Pills? Something that would turn me into a woman?”

Lisa suddenly felt like crying. Busted. Tears forming in the corners of her eyes, “Jackie…”

But he raised a hand. From her reaction he knew. He said, “It’s okay. Because of that everything else has happened, and now you don’t have a secret anymore. You aren’t keeping something back from me.”

“Oh, Jackie…”

“But I’ve got a secret from you.”

“Huh? What?”

They arrived at the movie theater and Jackie pulled over to the curb.

Lisa was staring at him, wanting to find out what his secret was, but somebody came up and hopped into Jackie’s car and drove it away.

And a crowd of people surrounded Jackie. They were asking for his autograph, taking pictures, asking for selfies.

Then Lisa looked up at the marquee and saw it.

“Jackie O! The Best of Both Worlds.”

She was stunned. It was a porn film! And Jackie’s name and face were on big posters, and suddenly a young women linked an arm through hers and spoke into her ear.

“I’m Shelly, I do make up. Jack asked me to escort you in while he talks to his fans.”

“But…but…”

Shelly pulled her, and Lisa found herself going with her, as much to escape the growing crowd as anything else.

Inside the theater she had a long talk with Shelly, who explained a lot of things to her.

Finally, Jackie appeared, the crowd went to their seats, and Jackie settled in next to Lisa.

She stared at him.

He smiled at her. “You can’t be mad at me, because you started it.”

And he was right.

“Now, watch the show, and if you want to get mad, break up with me, or whatever, you can do it after the show.”

Lisa watched the movie.

She watched as Jackie  was made love to by men and women.

She was especially fascinated when he was bent over and screwed.

“You…you…” she whispered, not able to take her eyes off the screen.

“All the actors have been checked for diseases, and I don’t penetrate you any more. My dick is soft, you know.”

She glanced at him, her eyes bright in the gloom of the theater.

Yes. She knew. She had done it to him.

But then he had changed, and she loved him. Loved him with all her heart.

And before the movie was over she was crying, and they were hugging, and kissing, and they were okay.

END
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PART ONE

“Your grades are falling.” Danny’s mother was peeling potatoes and she was not happy.

Danny stood, hang dog, called on the carpet, and wished he were elsewhere.

“What do you have to say for yourself, young man?”

“Uh…” Danny replied.

Danny’s sister, Elize was at the kitchen table working on her computer. She concealed a snicker, but not very well.

His mother turned to him, paring knife in hand, and eyed him narrowly. Your grades are falling, you were in a fight last month and got suspended for three days, and you are not doing your chores around the house.

“Sorry,” he muttered. He wished the lecture would end so he could go play video games.

“Your attitude, young man, needs adjustment.”

Danny just stood there, waiting for it to end.

“What am I going to do with you?”

Petticoat punishment,” blurted Elize.

Danny and his mother both turned their heads.

“What did you say?”

Elize sighed and turned in her chair to face her mother. “Petticoat punishment. It’s the latest craze for raising rude children.”

“And how, exactly, does petticoat punishment work?”

“You can find it all over the net,” Elize said. She was a little worried about jumping into this conversation. Even though she was a straight A student and quite popular and never got in fights it was unwise to jump in  between Danny and her mother.

Elizabeth Montgomery, a single mother, put down the paring knife and walked over to the table and sat down. “Okay, young lady, you will tell me what this petticoat punishment is right now. No obfuscation. Start.”

“Obfuscation?” asked Danny, now confused.

“Concealing facts with blather,” his mother snapped.

“I don’t—“

Elizabeth held up a finger to stop him and glared at Elize.

Elize sighed. She started typing and said, “When a young man is recalcitrant—“

“What?” asked Danny?

“Obstinate!” snapped his mother.

Danny opened his mouth to ask ‘what’ again, but decided he better just shut and listen. His future was being decided.

“Go on, Elize.”

Elize turned her laptop around and pushed it across the table.

Elizabeth stared at the screen. She opened her mouth to speak, then shut it. She began scrolling.

Elize sighed and got up to finish peeling the potatoes.

Elizabeth scrolled, and started visiting sites, and she murmured, “So many sites! Good Lord. And look, there’s Roosevelt in petticoats.

Danny moved up next to his sister and hissed, “What did you do to me?”

“Made you a better behaved person, you little hooligan.”

“What’s a hooligan.”

Elize just sighed. Her brother spent so much time on video games, shooting people and cheering, he had neglected his basic education and vocabulary.

“Elize. Why don’t you finish dinner.” Elizabeth picked up the laptop and walked into the other room.

“Oh, goodie,” Elize smiled. “I get to burn your meatloaf.”

“Oh, crap.”

“Language,” Elize stated haughtily.

They ate dinner, and Elize didn’t burn his meat loaf, but Danny didn’t taste anything anyway. His mother was buried in the laptop in the living room. She was reading and reading, scrolling and mumbling things.

“I cook, you wash.”

Danny growled at her.

“Okay, give Mom more ammunition.”

“What the hell is this petticoat stuff?” he begged.

“You’ll find out,” she grinned, then left the room.

Danny was stuck. He hated doing dishes, but he’d better do them because his Mom was acting weird, and he was a little worried about this petticoating thing. Weren’t petticoats some sort of female thing? What the hell?

He dug in, be it miserably, and washed the dishes. He had just finished and had started the washing machine when he heard the voice of doom.

“Danny?”

Danny walked into the living room. His mother was sitting on the couch, the laptop closed, her arms folded under her breasts. One leg was crossed over the other at the thigh and her foot bobbed up and down.

“Yeah?”

“First of all, it’s ‘Yes, mother.’”

“Whatever.”

Her eyes slitted and she took a deep breath. “You are a perfect candidate for petticoat punishment. However, I wish to give you one, last chance.”

“I don’t get it,” Danny said. “What is this petticoat punishment stuff?”

“When a boy is behaving like a stubborn jackass the mother, or female in charge, should dress him in petticoats.”

“What are petticoats.”

“Petticoats refers to a type of dress. When a boy is not capable of acting like a human being he wears female clothes, dresses, bras, Mary Jane shoes, even a touch of make up.”

“Whoa! Wait a minute!” He took a step back. “There’s no way you’re going to get me to dress up like a girl!” He put his hands out and shook his head.

“That will depend on you. I get one more bad report and I will dress you in petticoats. Period. If your grades don’t improve you will be in petticoats. If you don’t pitch in and do your fair share around the house…” she glared at him.

“I…I think I should go to my room.”

He headed upstairs, and felt like monsters were about to jump on his neck. Wearing girl’s stuff? He had never heard anything so ridiculous in his life. There was no way he was going to wear dresses.

Upstairs in his room, laying on his back on his bed, a video game open but him not doing anything, he thought. Heysoos. It really sounded like his mother had gone off her rocker. If she thought—

“Ahem.”

He looked at the door. Elize was leaning against the jamb a smirky sort of smile on her face.

“What do you want?”

“You’ve really stepped in it this time, brother dear.”

“It was your idea. How could you do this to me.”

“Maybe I’m tired of your smart mouth, lazy, good for nothing ways.”

“Bitch,” he muttered and turned back to his game. Oh, crap, he had been killed while he was day dreaming.

“You know she’s downstairs right now ordering things for you.”

“What?” His voice squeaked like he hadn’t gone through puberty.

“Yep. She knows you can’t behave. She’s getting ready.”

“Oh, man,” he muttered to himself. Then he started actually playing the video game. Elize watched for a moment, then left.

Danny worried about the proposed petticoating for two days. He was on his best behavior, he even tried to pay attention in class.

Some of the guys, Rich Evans, his best friend, being one of them, noticed that he was different. Subdued.

“What’s going on, man?”

“My mother is going crazy,” Danny confided.

“Going? Mothers were crazy a long time ago.”

Danny sighed, looked at him, and asked, “Have you ever heard of petticoat punishment.”

“Nope.”

When Danny was finished explaining Rich’s mouth was open.

“You’re gonna be…she’s gonna make you a girl?”

“I’m not gonna be a girl. It’s just that if I get in trouble she’s going to make me wear female stuff.”

“Oh, man. That’s crazy.”

“You’re telling me.”

Rich, unfortunately, couldn’t keep the news to himself. Danny had told him during first period, by noon everybody in school knew. Danny Montgomery was going to be a girl. he was going to take hormones and transition. He was not going to grow up and be a man.

Arnold came up to where he was eating his lunch and laughed at him. “Hear you’re going to be a sissy, Danny boy. Or should I say Danny girl.”

Danny, of course, jumped up and popped Arnold in the nose. Arnold cried and bled, the teachers sent him to the nurse’s office. Danny went to the principal’s office where, less than an hour later, his mother showed up.

She walked into the principal’s office, giving him a ‘no expression’ that was worse than any expression.

Ten minutes later Danny was called in. He sat down in a ladder back wooden chair and hung his head.

“Danny,” said Principal Andrews, “We were going to expel you, but your mother has interceded and come up with a solution that will satisfy everybody, and help you see the errors of your ways.

Danny groaned inside. He had known, as soon as he hit Arnold, that he was going to be in trouble. Still, he didn’t expect his mother to go through with it. No woman would ever treat a son like that!

“I will apprise the teachers that there will be an exception to the dress code, and they will apprise their students. You will receive a three day suspension, but this is the last one, young man. You behave yourself or you may find yourself finding another school. Good day.”

Danny sat in the car while his mother drove him home. Exception to the rule, that’s what the principal had said, and he knew what it meant. He was going to be wearing…no he wasn’t.

“I’m not going to school anymore.”

Elizabeth watched the road, but her mouth made a moue. She was conflicted but determined.

Danny was 18, but because he had taken ill the first few years of his life he was short and slender. He was recovered, and strong enough, but he was behind in school, and that often meant in maturity.

Still, she had to draw the line. She had to take a stand and demand that he grow up.

“I’ll be homeschooled. I’ll teach myself. I don’t need an education to be a video game programmer.”

Elizabeth glanced at him. She said, “You can always go live with your father.”

Danny’s eyes opened. His father was…not nice. He was a drunk and when he was in his cups he was violent. Danny remembered spankings that were little less than beatings.

“You can’t do that.”

Elizabeth drove the car into the driveway and turned off the ignition.

“Danny, do you realize that when you’re rude and inconsiderate you are being your father’s son.”

Danny rejected that argument right away. “There is a huge difference between a guy who beats his wife and a kid who stands up for himself.”

“Is that what you’re doing? Standing up for yourself?”

“Yeah.”

“Hunh!” she grunted, then she got out of the car and went into the house.

Danny followed along. Kicked out of school wasn’t that bad, he thought. He would get to play video games all day long.

He trudged through the house and into his room. He planted his body on the bed and reached for his computer.

“You want to play that downstairs? I have to vacuum,” his mother barged into the room dragging a vacuum.”

“Now? Can’t you do it later?”

She turned on the machine for an answer.

“Man! Talk about rude!” Danny groused as he picked up his lap top and headed for the living room. He wasn’t even to the stairs before he heard his door shut and the lock click. He glanced back and frowned. What his mother doing now?

Elizabeth looked around the room. Clothes everywhere. Her son was in the habit of wearing something once and tossing it on the floor.

The sports trophies he had won before he discovered video games were dusty and askew.

His dresser drawers were open and…she sighed.

She reached for the big shears she had put in one of the tube holders on the vacuum. She kicked all his clothes to one side and began cutting them. Snip, snip, the big shears sliced off pant legs and sleeved. She tossed the rendered material into a heap next to the door.

The floor now clean she went through his drawers. Snip, snip, underwear was sliced through quickly and cleanly. Tee shirts were cut into pieces. Even his socks suffered the scissor blades.

Into his closet. Jackets took a little work, but that was okay. The rain coat was the easiest. She even cut apart the baseball uniform he had saved from Little League.

Swim suit, sweaters, a toga he had worn for Halloween. Everything in the room was cut into pieces too small to be of use and thrown into the pile of rags.

She finished, and smiled. Her son had only one set of clothes left, the clothes he was wearing.

And she felt good. She felt that satisfaction that people feel when they do a good job.

She turned off the vacuum and unlocked the door. She returned the vacuum to the hall closet and went down to the kitchen for a couple of garbage bags. She went back upstairs and placed the rags into the bags, then carried the bags out to the curb.

Back up stairs she went, and into her bedroom. Amazon had been delivering boxes and she opened them and transferred the contents to Danny’s room.

She put bras and panties into the top drawer.

Chemises and negligees she put into the middle drawer. She had had so much fun picking those things out, and she had smiled and imagined Danny in them.

She had bought three corsets and she put those in the bottom drawer. She loved the stiff structure of them. Danny wasn’t fat, but he needed a more slender waist if he was going to look like a girl.

She hung a half a dozen garments in his closet. Simple pinafores. blouses that buttoned up the back, a couple of light summer dresses, a couple of skirts.

She smiled when she stood back and inspected his new closet. She remembered how much fun it was to buy clothes for Elize. I should  have done this a long time ago, she thought. I love having daughters, and boys are so…willful.

Finally, she retrieved a small make up kit and placed it on the corner of his desk. A tube of pink lipstick, a little bottle of perfume, little containers of powders and lotions.

Oh, she was going to have fun teaching Danny about make up.

Downstairs Danny was still playing video games. Elizabeth went out and stared over the railing. He was planted on the couch, headphones delivering screaming music to his ears, and moving his joystick quickly as he shot snipers and ran cars into buildings or whatever the video games did this year.

She smiled, then looked at the clock. First step taken, she had to wait a couple of hours for the next step. She was bigger than Danny, but she wasn’t about to miscalculate male strength.

Elize entered the house and Elizabeth was waiting for her.

“Daughter, sit.”

Elize tilted her head and looked at her mother, then sat down across from her.

Elizabeth shoved a Coke towards her. “Enjoy. Prepare. You’ve been drafted.”

“Mother, what the loony tunes is going on?”

Elizabeth smiled and told her.

Elize’s mouth opened, then she started giggling.

“So I need your help.”

“It’s liable to get rough.”

“I know, but it’s got to be done.”

Elize leaned out and glanced into the living room. Danny had played video games all day and he stretched and yawned.

“He looks ready to get up. Want to do it now?”

“Yup.”

Mother and daughter stood up and looked at each other, then marched into the living room.

Elize went behind the couch and Elizabeth went to the front.

Danny saw his mother, yawned again, and closed the laptop. He started to get up and Elize came over the back of the couch.

Elize and Elizabeth were similar in size, and they were both slightly taller than Danny. They didn’t, however, have his male muscles. They did have weight on their side.

“Hey!” Danny yelled, then Elizabeth jumped on him.

Elize tried to control his arms, using her weight to trap them.

Elizabeth laid across his legs.  She held the shears and went to work.

“Hey! Stop!”

“Don’t struggle, Danny,” Elize yelled. “You don’t want to get cut by the scissors.”

Danny tried to wiggle out from under Elize, but all he could do was get his hands under her body…and then he felt her tits.

“Oh…stop!” He was now not just struggling, he was embarrassed.

“Hurry up, Mom, he’s feeling my boobs.”

Elisabeth managed a strained laugh. She was half way up a leg and going great guns. She had great position, her weight was on his lap, then she stopped.

Danny was getting an erection!

Now she was embarrassed, but embarrassed or not, she was determined.

Danny was fighting for all he was worth, but his position, their weight, and his embarrassment at feeling his sister’s tits…and he was actually getting hard!

“Get off me!”

His sister started laughing, and she grabbed his wrists and kept them on her boobs.

His dick was getting harder.

“Danny, stop that!” His mother squeaked.

“What’s he doing!”

She was up both legs and rolled higher on him, running into Elize.

“He’s having a physical reaction.”

Elize howled. “He’s getting a boner!”

Even Elizabeth had to chuckle about that.

She sliced through his pants, then his underpants.

Oh, God! Thought Elizabeth, and his penis suddenly sprang out of the ruin of his underwear.

Danny was crying now. He was helpless, being bullied, and he was…naked!

“I need to get his shirt.”

Danny’s dick was poking up right next to her face. It made Elizabeth think of blow jobs she had given his father. She really blushed then. Sexual thoughts around her own son?

“Let’s just rip it off.”

“No!” screamed Danny.

“We might have to,” Elizabeth agreed.

Elize shifted and felt his penis touch her butt. “Is that him?”

Elizabeth didn’t answer. Her face was red as a tomato. She managed to make a couple of cuts into his tee shirt. Then she tossed the scissors and gripped the sides of the cut. “Rip it!” she yelled.

Elizabeth and Elize pulled at the then material and it parted. They rolled off Danny and each had a part of his tee shirt. All that was left on Danny was a ring of material at his neck.

Danny bounced to his feet. He was raging. He was naked. It’s hard to rage when you’re totally mortified. His face was red and his cock was standing straight out and bouncing.

Elizabeth and Elize looked down at his manhood.

“Teeny weeny,” said Elize.

“Ar…thuu…waa…guh!” Danny was totally beyond words. In his mind he was screaming curses, but he was so messed up he was unintelligible.

“It’s not that small,” said his mother.”

“Yes, it is.”

Elizabeth turned to her daughter. “And what do you know about penises?” She dripped with suspicion.

“Nothing,” Elize blurted, suddenly afraid that some of her secrets would be revealed.

“Elize?”

“Here, let me put that in the garbage.” Elize quickly grabbed the bits of tee shirt and ran for the kitchen.

Danny had stopped trying to talk. He stood, his fists clenched, his face purple.

Elizabeth couldn’t help it. It had been so long since she had seen a cock. And there was something about seeing that tool all erect that made her flush, reminded her of her own womanly desires.

Not for my son! she thought.

But, still, she felt a little warm down in her junction. The physicality of subduing Danny, feeling her tits being touched during the struggle, bouncing around like they had when she had a good bout of lovemaking.

She turned redder.

Danny broke. Sobbing, he turned and ran for the stairs.

Whew! sighed Elizabeth. Just in time!

She watched Danny’s cock bounce as he mounted the stairs. The sight of his round, strong buttocks was particularly appealing.

Then she saw Elize staring up at Danny from the kitchen doorway. She was also studying the way his cock flopped around, observing his lithe muscles.

The door to Danny’s room slammed and Elizabeth walked over to her daughter. They knew what was about to happen and they were waiting for it.

“Heysoos, Mother.”

“That was weird,” Elizabeth agreed.

Then Elize grinned. “He does have a small weenie.”

Elizabeth turned to her daughter and glared at her. “You and I are going to have to talk.”

Before Elize could answer, however, they heard Danny upstairs, discovering that his drawers were filled with female underwear, his closets held dresses, and that there was a small kit of make up on his desk.

“FUCK! WHAT THE FUCK! WHAT THE FUCK IS GOING ON!”

“I don’t think you should bother telling him ‘language.’” said Elize.

“I’m skipping this one,” Elizabeth nodded.

Danny’s door opened and he stood at the railing, his cock sticking through the balusters, as purple as his face.

“Where are my clothes?” his face was a strangled snarl.

“Hanging up, dear. In your dresser.”

“I’m not wearing that shit!”

Elizabeth didn’t like him swearing, and she had let the ‘fucks’ pass, but she had to start drawing the line. She walked over to his laptop, opened it up.

Danny moved down the landing and yelled, “What are you doing?” But he was too embarrassed to come down and see, let alone retrieve his laptop.

Elizabeth called up settings, entered a new password, then turned off the computer. She looked up at her raging son. “I have entered a new password.”

His jaw dropped, and it seemed impossible that he could turned any redder, or become even more outraged, but he did. “Wha…wha…” he was losing the capability of speech again.

“If you wish to play your video games come to me and I will open your computer IF…you are appropriately dressed and have not had a bad case of potty mouth for 24 hours.”

“Wha…wha…wha…wha…” He acted like somebody had just punched his nose so hard it stuck out the back of his head. He backed up, suffering the knock out punch, into his room, and the door closed. Not a slam, but with positivity.

Mother and daughter stared at his door.

“What’s for dinner, Mother?”

Elizabeth shook her head. “Wow. That was intense.” She turned to Elize. “Let’s go out. He needs some alone time.”

So they did.

Danny sat on his bed. He stared at the dresser. He looked at the closet. He studied the make up on his desk.

This was wrong. Everything was wrong. He had to call somebody…the police!

But he couldn’t do that. The police had stopped him a few times over the months, and they knew about his troubles at school, and he called them pigs to their faces. They weren’t going to be helping him.

He heard the front door open and close, then the car started up and left. The bitches had done this to him and now they were running away.

His father. He could call his father and…no. He couldn’t call his father. If his father heard he was failing school and had been in trouble he’d probably fly down just to spank him.

Fuck! Who was left?

His aunts and uncles were too far away, his grandmother was in the next state, and she’d probably go along with Mom.

He decided to call his best friend, Rich Evans.

“Can you bring over some clothes?”

“I can’t now. Maybe tomorrow afternoon. Oh, wait…I got another…hold on.”

The line went blank for a minute and Danny waited. Finally his friend came back on the line.

“Dude! You’re not going to believe it…that was your mother!”

“What?”

“Yeah. She told me if I gave you anything to wear she would ban me from your house forever, she said she would cut up any clothes I brought you, and…”

“What?” Danny was aghast with this latest turn of events.

“She said that if you didn’t wear the…the clothes she gave you that you’d get expelled from school! Man, you wouldn’t even go to our school anymore!”

“She can’t do that!” Danny yelped. But he knew she could. The way the principal felt about him, that talk about being expelled…oh, man. He was truly fucked!

“I don’t know if she can, but, sorry, dude, I ain’t bringing you any clothes.”

Danny hung up and was devastated. Richie was his last resort. Sure, he had a couple of other friends that might give him clothes, but he knew his mother was probably talking to them right now.

Fuck, fuck, fuck! He walked in circles and tried to figure out what to do.

He couldn’t live naked! And come three days he was supposed to be in school…wearing…wearing those clothes!

He walked and walked, his mind going crazy.

He heard the car come back, then the front door opened and closed.

He looked at the clock. It read eight o’clock. He heard footsteps on the stairs and quickly turned off the lights and jumped under the covers. He could hardly breath, he was wired, he wanted this terrible nightmare to end.

His door opened. He knew it was his mother right away. He didn’t move. He tried not to breath.

“I know you’re awake.”

He said nothing.

She came into the room and sat on the side of his bed.

“I know you’re having a rough time, but once you’re through it you’ll be okay.”

“Why are you doing this to me?” he sobbed.

“Why are you doing this to yourself? All you have to do is study a little, be polite, help out around the house. I even gave you a warning and told you what was going to happen.”

He didn’t say anything.

Elizabeth’s heart was breaking. She was determined, but it was difficult to see her son having such difficulties.

“You will be going to school when your suspension is up. I suggest you try on your clothes. Elize or I can help you with the make up.”

“I’m going to live in my bed.”

“Honey, have you ever heard of flagellation?”

“He half turned his head and looked up at her in the darkness, “Flaga who?”

“It’s also called birching, strapping, switching, tanning, and a bunch of other things. Basically it is a spanking. But not just a normal hand on the butt spanking. It is a serious whipping designed to leave you crying and unable to sit down.”

“You wouldn’t,” he breathed.

“Yes. I would. If good sense and reason doesn’t work, then a super spanking will.”

Danny turned his head back down to his mattress and whimpered, “Fuck!”

“Language,” Elizabeth said. “No video games for 24 hours.” She stood up and left the room.

Danny lay under the covers. He felt weak, helpless, and didn’t know what to do. What was worse was that he had an erection.

Normally, he liked erections. He liked doing a little stroking and relieving his urges. But to get a boner when his mother was trying to dress him like a girl, and when she threatened to give him some kind of super spanking…that was an erection he didn’t like.

He lay in the darkness and put his hand on his dick. He just held it, felt it, and felt sorry for himself.

Two hours later he heard his mother walk past his room and go into her own room.

He was getting hungry now, and if he was going to figure his way out of this mess he needed nourishment.

He threw the covers off and went to the door. He peeked out. No lights. Elize had gone to bed.

He stepped into the hallway and headed for the stairs. He trotted down the stairs and was aware of his penis. his boner had gone away, but now it started to wake up again.

He entered the kitchen and looked into the fridge. He took out a loaf of bread, peanut butter, jelly.

When he straightened up and closed the door, however, Elize was standing there. She was wearing a chemise and her boobs were showing. The material wasn’t that thick and her nipples poked out through the material.

“Hello, brother dear.”

“Bitch,” he stated, ignoring her. Trying to ignore his own bobbing cock.

She frowned, her mouth pursed, and she responded. “Teeny weeny.”

“Hey! Shut the fuck up with that!”

“Every time you call me bitch, or swear at me in anger…I will call you teeny weeny.”

“You fucking cunt!” He whispered savagely. He didn’t want his mother to come downstairs. She had already seen him naked and with an erection.

“Okay, have it your way…teeny weeny.”

He turned redder, but tried to ignore her. He slapped peanut butter on one of the slices of bread, then slathered jelly on the other one.

“So what are you going to do?”

“About what?” he snarled.

“About wearing girly clothes and make up.”

He sat down at the table, which enabled him to hide his boner from her inspecting eyes. “Nothing.”

Elize sat down opposite him. “Mother isn’t going to back off, you know.”

“Neither am I.”

Elize sighed. “Look, I can help you.”

“And why would you do that?” He took a bite of his sandwich.

Elize sat for a moment, frowning, then said, “You’re my brother and, contrary to opinion and our little spats, I don’t like to see you in pain.”

He grunted and chewed. He was thinking bitch, but he didn’t say anything. He didn’t want to be called teeny weeny again.

“Look, just put on some panties. They’re close enough to male underwear. They’ll feel better though, sexy even, and they’ll help hide your, uh…you know.”

“My penis,” he blurted.

“Yes. Your penis.”

For a long moment Danny said nothing, then something wormed out of him, and he whispered, “Is my penis really small?”

Elize nodded. “Sorry. Compared to what I’ve seen, it’s a bit under sized.”

That comment was worse than any of her taunts, and the reason was that he had to admit the truth of it. It was a calm assessment, and…and he knew he wasn’t well endowed.

“You know that is probably why Father was such a bastard.”

“What?”

“A small-dicked man tried to make up for it by pretending he’s a big-dicked man, and he doesn’t understand that the true measure of a man isn’t the size of his penis.”

Danny was silent. He wasn’t asking, but he knew it was coming: what was the true measure of a man?

“The true measure of a man is how kind he is.”

“No,” blurted Danny, instantly.

Elize got up and got a pair of Cokes out of the fridge. She opened one for him and one for herself. She sat down. “I’m only a couple of years ahead of you, but I have dated boys, and I can tell when they are going to be kind and when they are going to be assholes. This is something we girls talk about a lot, so I might, just might, have an opinion that you should think about.”

He waited. Listened. he didn’t listen to many people, but when his sister was serious and talked to him and not at him or down on him, he listened.

“Was Hitler a man?”

He shrugged.

“He was a bully, and in the end, a very evil bully. Killing people just because he thought he was better than him. Sort of makes them better than him.” she snorted.

“Is Father Murphy a man?” Father Murphy was their priest.

Danny thought about that. It was odd to call a man father when he wasn’t your real father, but Father Murphy acted the way he wished his own father acted. He offered kind words and help.

“Yeah.”

“What about Dad?”

Danny snorted. “He’s a bully.”

She nodded. “He was. Is. It happens.”

“How about that guy, Chuck Lemon, who coached you at Little League?”

“Guy was cool.”

“You want to be like Chuck or Dad?”

Danny was silent, but thinking hard. In a way these questions were manipulating him, but he couldn’t argue against them.

“Do you want to be a man? And who cares how big your dick is? Or do you want to be like Dad, or Hitler, or some other asshole.”

Danny didn’t say anything, but he had been boxed into a corner. He didn’t like being boxed, but the things he was thinking…it was difficult.

“Okay, so think what you want, but all Mom wants is for you to be a man. Heck, I’d like you to be a man. Sure, I bust your balls when I can, but you know I have your back.”

He did know that.

“So try on the panties, at least hide that ugly thing of yours,” she grinned, but at least she didn’t call it teeny weeny, “and if you want to go further, if you can confront being a kind person instead of a…an asshole, then I’m here for you. I’ll help you figure out the clothes, the make up, I’ll even teach you how to act a little more feminine.”

“I don’t…”

She held up a hand to forestall his objection.

“You’re going to school in three days, and you can look like a clown who doesn’t know how to dress himself, or you can look like a lady.”

Now Danny didn’t try to talk. She was making sense. But it was so hard to accept all this.

“And, bonus, if you try, if you accept my help, then I’ll make things easier for you.”

“How?”

“I and my friends,” and she had a lot of friends, “will talk to the other girls in school. We’ll hang with you, and if anybody tries to make fun of you, we’ll be there.”

Danny blinked, and the changes within…they began.             

This has been an excerpt from

[image: ]

Girlism!

Read it on kindle or paperback

OEBPS/image_rsrc155.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc152.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc159.jpg
Girlism!
He suffered feminization, emasculation
and castration...but would she be happy?

. 4





OEBPS/image_rsrc156.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc153.jpg
I CHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO A WOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!

GRACE MANSFIELD





OEBPS/image_rsrc158.jpg
s

I was Feminized and

Dominated!
And she looked like such a nice lady!

g






OEBPS/image_rsrc154.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrc157.jpg
A
complete
novel!





