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PART ONE

“I have got the weirdest job,” Josie threw her bag on the kitchen table and headed for the liquor cabinet.”

Ben looked up at his wife. “What’s weird?”

“Let me make a drink first. You want one?”

“Only if it’s got bourbon in it.”

“Well, I wasn’t going to give you carrot juice.”

“Whew.” He laughed and watch Josie get down the bottle of Whistlepig.

Josie put ice cubes into two glasses, then half filled the glasses with the good stuff. Then she ruined it all with Coke.

Ben studied his wife’s figure as she made the libation.

She hard hard calves that attached to sexy thighs. The thighs rounded out into two curvy and sensual buns. Then everything got thin again, until her breasts flared out.

She turned and smiled. Green eyes and auburn hair, a wicked smile, and a drink held out to him.

He took the drink and sipped.

“Heaven,” he murmured as the fiery liquid gurgled down his pipe.

“You ain’t just a dickin’ wixlie.”

He laughed. “Now what is this weird job. It can’t be any weirder than what I do.”

Joe worked for the police department on a contract basis. He was in charge of examining porn for standards.

Underage? Ben reported it.

Animals involved? Ben got on it.

Any hint of sex trafficking or any other crazy sicko shit and Ben was the first to see, and he immediately reported violations for the state to take action.

The upside was that he watched porn all day. The downside was that he watched porn all day.

“Well, it is. I’m supposed to take pills to make me lactate. They work pretty fast, and then, if I produce enough, I can sell it.”

“What?”

“Told you it was weird.”

“But that’s…how the hell did you come up with that?

“The Pink Stork company has a small program. If I qualify I’ll be producing milk for women who can’t. Mothers who cant’ produce, who’s produce doesn’t have enough nutrients.

“And all you have to do it take a pill and produce milk?”

“Yep.” She took a sip, kicked off her shoes and put her feet in his lap. “Of course I had to get a background check, they don’t want just any old perverts giving them milk, but…” she shrugged.

“Wow.”

“Now the downside of this is that, I know you like to suck on my tits, but you can’t. I can’t be wasting good milk that I can sell. Of course they told me that sometimes they get ahead, and then you’ll have to suck. They want me to keep my boobs dripping until milk is needed again.”

“Now wait a minute. If I can’t suck your tits then you can’t take this job.” He dug his fingers into her feet and made her groan with pleasure.

“Sorry, babe. But that’s the way the mop flops.”

“Then I’m going on strike.”

She tilted her head, “Strike for what?”

“If I can’t suck on your boobs then…then…”

“You can suck on my toes?”

“No! I’ll…uh…”

“Suck on my pussy?”

“Darn it, honey! This is no fair! I need to suck on your tits! I’ve done it for years and I’m not about to stop now.”

She grinned. “You know? I think this might be fun.”             

“Fun for who?”

“Fun for me. I love it when you get frustrated. When you get too antsy about suckling then I’ll put a muzzle on you. Maybe a penis gag. You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

“That’s not funny!”

“And then I’ll make you wear your chastity thing. You’ll be so horny…you’ll be out of your mind.”

“And that will make me stop wanting to fondle your breasts and suck your nipples?”

“Nope. It’ll make you want harder, and then you’ll get more frustrated, and that is what I want.

Ben was rubbing higher on her feet now. He stopped to freshen their drinks, and began massaging her thighs.

“You know what the bad thing is? My Mr. Boob man?”

“I’m afraid to ask.”

“What’s bad is that you sucking on my mammary glands will help bring in the milk. So for the next week, until the pill starts to work, you are going to have to do double duty on making me happy.”

“Well, I guess that is an upside, with a downside at the end.”

Ben had slid into her bench and was rubbing her groin now.

He leaned in to kiss her, but she pushed him back. She began unbuttoning her blouse and he smiled.

“Did you want to start now?”

“I thought I was starting.”

“No, dear boy, you were only begging.” She opened her blouse and revealed her over sized boobs. They were pushed up by a half bra and the nipples were erect.

He ducked his head and put his mouth on her delicious nips.

She moaned, then said, “Carry me to the bedroom, slave.”

If he was a slave, he was the happiest slave in the world. He placed one of his hands under her buttocks, and lifted. She held on to one drink with her hand and moved the other arm around his neck.

She kissed him as he walked down the hallway, chewing remorselessly on his mouth.

He entered the bedroom, broke the kiss long enough to swing her around so she could put her drink on the side table, then placed her on the bed.

She smiled. “Undress me, lout.”

He loved this game, her taking charge, making him do the things that he most wanted to do.

He reached under her skirt and pulled off her panties. He unzipped her skirt and pulled it off. Then he buried his face in her crotch. He liked her labs and sucked her clitoris until she groaned with pleasure. Then he moved up to her breasts.

He reached around to her back and undid the clasp while he licked her nipples and sucked on as much tit as he could.

“Yes,” she groaned. “Do me!”

He tossed her bra away, pulled her blouse off, and placed his knees between hers.

Staring at each other, feeing each others heat, Ben moved forward.

She gripped his cock with both hands and pulled on him.

“Fuck!” he whimpered.

She stroked the head and fondled his balls.

“Too bad you can’t give milk, honey.”

He laughed, though her eyes were very serious. “Male milk? I don’t think so. What baby would want masculine milk?”             

“Babies who wanted to grow up to be horny, young men.”

He pushed her back, was on his hands on each side of her, and pushed his penis into her.

“You can’t deny me your milk when you start lactating.”

“If it means money, then I can.”

“Oh, you bitch.”

He began moving back and forth, in and out, and she felt his hot skin worming against her soft moistness. She loved this, and she put her hands around his neck and pulled him to her tits.

“Suck while you can, lover. Suck hard. Make me give milk.”

He tried. He sucked till she yelped, then sucked some more.

In his mind he cold taste her. In his mind he could see her tits, bigger than ever, and dripping a constant stream.

He humped, tilted his hips and drove them into her, and his cock went all the way to his balls.

She felt his balls slapping on her ass, and she grinned.

She knew this was going to be hard on Ben, but she was determined to have fun. She knew this would turn him on, and she was determined to make him suffer, make him hard. Make him fuck her more and more.

And she would lactate into bottles and turn those bottles in for money.

It would drive him crazy, and that was good.

“Come on, honey. You know you want it. All that tasty milk.”

That was all it took. He was a boob man. He fantasized about milk, and now…now…he came. His balls tightened up and he felt the lightening sensation of sperm shooting up his dick. He groaned and squirted into her.
“Oh, yeah!” She hung on tight and rode it out. She wasn’t worried about cumming herself. As he got hornier and fucked her more, she would get her cums.

So she held on as he jerked and trembled and filled her up. And when he was done she lay back and they cuddled. And she dreamed of the cums to come.

The next day Josie took her first pill. It was small and pink and had no taste and she didn’t have to eat it with meals. She popped it down, took a swig of water, and smiled.

The scientists in the lab all applauded. This was the start of a great adventure, in their minds.

It was a pill in Josie’s mind.

The rest of the day she talked to people. Her diet was discussed, which was ridiculous because there wasn’t any change in her diet.

Proper breast support was discussed, the right way to size bras, using milk pumps, how to store milk, and on and on. and on.

It was almost like they expected her boobs to squirt out a stream by lunch.

And this type of attention wasn’t helped when she came home and Ben said, “Are you milking yet?”

“Grrr,” she responded.

He sat back and looked at her. “Is there dissension in the ranks?”

“I’m already tired of giving milk.”

“Aw, poor baby. Come here and lie down and I’ll give you a massage.”

She was grumpy, but loving always put a smile on her face. She lay down on the bed and Ben gave her a long body rub. Clothes were divested, Ben spent an inordinate amount of time massaging her mammary glands, but…it was good.

After all, Ben was acting out of love. Sure, a lot of lust, but…love.

The people at the Pink Stork were doing it out of a bottom line.

Grrr.

For the next week nothing happened. The scientists at the Pink Stork took lots of tests. Checked her blood, adjusted her hormones, and treated her like a lab rat.

But with Ben’s encouragement and attention she was able to stand it.

On day eight there was a change.

“You’re bigger,” said Ben.

“Get out.”

“No. Serious. I don’t have a tape measure, but, not to be crude, My hand is holding larger mounds.”

Josie looked down at her breasts. They looked the same to her.

“Put on your half bra. That’ll show you.

She took off her blouse, teased Ben, then slipped on her half bra.

She was bigger. No argument. Her boobs overflowed. Usually the half bra pushed her up and out, made her bulge. Now her boobs were slopping over, too big for the half bra.

Ben moved in and held her boobs.

“Oh, my God!”

Ben smiled and kissed her nips. “I think these are bigger, too.”

“But that’s…it’s too soon.”

“It’s been over a week, you’ve been taking your pills, and I’ve been massaging your breasts every night.

“Maybe they’re just swollen from your massages?”

“Ha,” he said, equably. “The fact is, my dear, you are now a milk cow.”

“You know what this means, don’t you?”

“What?”

“I need to hook up to the milking machine for a couple of hours a day.”

“Aha!” He was quite happy.

The company had delivered a portable milking machine. Once a week she was going to have to go in and be milked by the big, industrial milker.

And when her milk came in she would have to report to the company, an hour in the morning and an hour in the evening, and be milked for product.

Her milk would be bottled and sold to women who didn’t have her ability to produce.

But for now they went into the guest room and she lay on the narrow bed and Ben attached the teat cups to her breasts and turned on the machines.

Chunka…chunka…chunka.

She read a magazine on her iPad. It was sort of comfortable to just lay there and feel her tits being sucked. Made her horny.

Ben sat next to her in a stiff backed chair and watched the small TV on the dresser.

After a half hour she sighed.

He looked at her, “What’s up?”

“It’s making me horny?”

“Want my dick in you?”

“Oh, God! Yes!”

Grinning, Ben took off his clothes, arranged the tubes leading from her mounds, and parted her legs.

She groaned, she couldn’t get up or move around, but it felt so goo when he plunged his pecker into her pussy.

Ben humped happily.

They couldn’t lay on each other because of the tubes, and it was like fucking long distance in a way, and that sort of made them frustrated.

After fifteen minutes he squirted. His rump humped and then he drove his cock deep, and he filled her with seed.

“Oh, God! That feels good! But…don’t leave.”

She hadn’t cum, and she wanted to be fucked some more. Unfortunately, his cock started to shrivel.

“Oh, you bastard!” she whined.

“Sorry, babe, but you’re just too much.”

A look came into her eyes. “Suck one of my tits and use your hand.

An ‘aha’ look came into his eyes and he complied. He removed one of the suckers and mouthed her nipple. He could feel a groove around her nipple, make by the teat suction cup, and he licked it tenderly.

“Oh, fuck,” she whimpered. “It just gets better.”

For long minutes Ben sucked on her nipple, then Josie finally got her cum. It was a big, violent one, and she held to the back of Ben’s head.

He pulled with his mouth, sucked, and he tasted a strange sweetness.

When she was done with her orgasm he pulled back and licked hi lips. “I think I tasted milk.”

“Really?”

He nodded.

She was lactating, and the scientists at the Pink Stork were thrilled.  They redoubled their tests and insisted she come in for the ‘industrial suck,’ which was what she referred to their big milking machine as.

Day after day the volume of milk increased, and Ben was under strict orders not to suck on her tits at all.

Which orders he chose to ignore as much as he could.

Late at night, his cock rigid and ready to go, he would roll over and put his hands on her body. And Josie couldn’t resist. Being sucked all the time was making her hornier and hornier, and it Ben wanted to suck her tits for a few minutes, while he plunged his weenie into her, that was fine with her.

And Ben began tasting more and more milk.

After three months Josie was producing a gallon of milk each day. Her tits were big. Triple H. And they were saggy and needed a lot of support.

If it wasn’t for the money she would have given up her tits in a New York minute.

But…the money. Ahhh.

Ben was very understanding. And very happy. He worked around her ‘chest girth,’ kept sucking on her boobs when he could get away with it, and was the happiest hubby in 50 states.

Josie’s back hurt from the extra weight on her chest.

Her shoulders hurt where the bra straps dug in.

She was always off balance, even had trouble walking.

But…the money.

Thus, with everything working, with the money coming in, with their lives assured if they could keep this up for five years, they would be set for life and Josie could give up lactating, and she could have her monster boobs reduced.

And that’s when the fit hit the shan.

“Ow,” said Ben, as they lay in bed one night.

“What?”

“I don’t know. Your hand brushed my nipple and it hurt.”

“Your nipple hurt? Ha! That’s my province.”

He grinned. “I know. It was just weird.”

With that he rolled over and began to play with her.

But he didn’t feel as muscular as he usually did.

In fact, he felt sort of flabby.

Still, he was probably just off his feed, and he ignored any feelings or sensations and focused on Josie’s super boobs.

The next day he got up, looked in the mirror, and frowned.

Josie came into the bathroom. She was trying to put on a bra and she said, “Hook me up.”

She held her boobs up, he pulled the bra tight, and attached the fastener in the back.

Then he looked at the mirror again.

“Admiring yourself?”

“Are my nipples bigger?”

“Nah.”

She reached up to tweak one, and—

“OW!”

She jerked her hand back. “What?”

“It hurts! My nipple hurts!”

He felt the other one. “Oh, fuck! That hurts, too!”

Josie didn’t think much about it. “You’re just raw. Are you wearing a tee shirt with rough material?”

“No. I’m wearing my regular clothes.”

“Sometimes nipples get raw. Sometimes you have to put a little vaseline on them.” She reached into the medicine cabinet, putting her hand on his shoulder for balance, and drew out a jar of vaseline.

“Here,” she scooped tiny amounts of vaseline out of the jar and began rubbing them on his nipples.

“Fuck! That hurts!”

“It should feel good. Just relax and let it feel good.”

She gently massaged the vaseline into his nipples, and he started to relax. “It hurts, but it feels good, too.”

“It looks like I’m going to have to return all your favors. You rubbed my nipples, and sucked them, and you massaged vitamin B into my tits to stop stretch marks. Hunh?”

“Ben looked at her, “Hunh what?”

“Your pectorals are a little flabby. You should probably break out the weight set again, do a little toning up.”

“Right.”

“No, I’m serious.” She poked a finger into his pectoral and it did sink in, it did look a little flabby.

“Well, crap. Okay.”

The next day Ben went into the garage, set up the weight lifting station, and had a small work out. Interestingly, he didn’t feel as strong s he usually did.

He had last worked out a year before, but even a year wouldn’t make him weak!

So he struggled through a work out, three sets of 8 different lifts, and he was really tired when he was done.

And, feeling weak and thinking he needed a bit more protein for his work outs, he cooked a big steak for dinner.

“Going cave man on me, eh?” Josie laughed.

He frowned. “This is weird.”

“What’s weird?”

“I used to eat a steak like this for a work out no problem. Now…I don’t even like the taste. You want half?”

She did, and she ate half his steak, and he sighed and wondered what the fuck was going on.

Josie’s tits shrunk very slightly, but it appeared to just be the body adapting to the situation. None of the scientists were alarmed. No extra tests, just turn in your two gallons a day and keep going.

And she did.

Day after day.

“What the fuck is happening to me?” Ben asked when she came home from her industrial milking one day.

“What?”

“Look at my chest!”

She did. It was only two days after his nipples had proven sensitive, and one day after his ‘weakened’ work out. But she saw the difference right away.

“Honey, you’re growing boobs.”

“What?”

“I’m serious. Not boobs like mine, but they look like the boobs a young girl might have when she starts to develop.”

“That’s impossible!”

“It might be impossible, but it’s happening.”

Ben took off his shirt and examined himself in the mirror.

His chest did look flabby. But…boobs? No fucking way.

Josie cupped his pectorals, squeezed, and he yelped. The nips were still sensitive.

“You should see a doctor.”

“One of your boob doctors?”

“Maybe. Probably. At the least they would know more than a normal doctor.”

He frowned, he fidgeted, he second guessed, but in the end he agreed to meet with her doctors.

And he wore loose shirts and was very nervous for the next three days.

Especially as during the next three days his boobs grew a little more.

When they walked into the back entrance of the Pink Stork he was a very chastened, very humbled, downright scared man.

His chest was swollen. Where his pectorals had been strong yet subtle, now they were puffy and round. And the nipples were always erect and always itched. And they hurt when he touched them.

“Hey, it’s okay,” Josie held his hand and soothed him.

“It’s not okay,” his eyes were darting around. He felt like a real freak.

She took him through the back entrance, down a long hall, past her milking room, and into a lunch room. “You just sit down and wait. I’ll get my doctors.”

Ben sat, and tried to ignore everybody. He was totally embarrassed. Even though he was wearing a jacket that covered up his burgeoning boobs, he was embarrassed.

Or maybe even mortified.

A couple of minutes passed and Josie returned. Following her were two geeks in lab coats.

“Hi, Ben. I’m Frank and this is Joseph.”

They shook hands.

“Let’s all find a room and sit down.

They did, and Frank had Ben sit on a chair and he sat on a rolling swivel stool. “Let take a look at your breasts.”

Was that a bit of disbelief? Of humor?

Well, no matter. Ben parted his coat, took it off, then pulled off his tee shirt.

Frank blinked. Joseph leaned down and his eyes frowned.

“They look like…”

“I don’t think…”

“But the configuration…”

“Of course it might be different for a male.”

“But…” he looked up at Ben. “When did this start?”

Ben explained about feeling tender, the nipples actually hurting. He listed the days since then, and the growth of his boobs.

“Well, it looks like you’re growing boobs,” Frank said, when Ben was done.

“But how is that possible?”

Frank mused, “We control the pills, I don’t see any point of contact.”

“Unless Josie…somehow there was…crossover.”

“Not…I don’t…” he looked at Josie, adjusted his glasses. “We gave you the pills, and you didn’t hide one and take it home.”

“No! I would never do that.”

“What about…does Ben suck on your breasts when you…uh, when you make love?”

This was a very delicate area.

“He kisses my nipples, but he doesn’t really suck on my nipples.”

“He doesn’t ingest your milk?”

“No!”

Ben was sitting very quietly, his face bright red.

Frank turned to him. “Ben? You haven’t tasted any of her milk, have you?”

“Uh, well, I have suckled, but when I taste any milk I stop. I know you guys have a contract. Whatever milk Josie produces is yours. I’ve respected that.”

“But you tasted her product, then you stopped. So you did actually ingest minute amounts of her milk.”

“Heysoos, guys. I didn’t suck on her tits and drink her milk! Not like you think.”

Jospeh heaved a sigh. “But the point is, even in minute amounts, you ingested her milk.”

“Well, I guess so.”

Ben was mumbling. He had never been so embarrassed in his life.

“Would you mind if we took some samples from you?”

“Samples?”

“We’d like to do a complete work up. Get all your numbers. And…have you lactated?”

“No!”

“Well, then everything else. But if you lactate you need to contact us immediately.”

“I’m not going to lactate!”

“Well, sorry to say, but you swallowing her milk is like taking one of her pills. The chemicals are that strong.”

“So don’t the people you sell her milk to…why don’t they lactate?”

“Children don’t lactate, and we are sure they won’t lactate when they reach puberty. We’ve done extensive testing.”

“But you think I’m going to…you know…lactate.”

“Your breasts are growing, and in a manner similar to our women feeders.”

Ben almost flinched when Frank used the word ‘feeders.’ it sounded so…so hucowish.

“So can we have some samples?”

Ben looked at Josie, who nodded.

“Okay.”

For the next few hours Ben was poked and prodded, all his vitals taken, blood samples, measurements, everything was recorded in their Pink Stork iPads.

Finally, late in the day, they were done.

Ben and Josie drove home, and Ben was very silent.

“A penny for your thoughts.”

“Doom, defeat, despair, disaster,” answered Ben.

“What?”

He turned to her, placed a hand under his pectoral as if he was hefting it. “I’m supposed to lactate? Seriously?”

Josie shrugged. “It’s not that bad.”

“What?”

“I know it hurts, your nipples hurt, now, but that will go away. The feeling of somebody sucking your milk is quite pleasurable, even sexual.”

“But I don’t want that!”

Josie was silent, yet her silence was loud.

“What?”

“Look, I know it’s tough, but think about it this way. Every woman goes through the puberty stage, and that causes a lot of problems, a lot of mental wailing and gnashing of the teeth, but when it’s all over…we enjoy being women. We enjoy men playing with our breasts, having a cunt is fine, and the idea of having a baby is pretty amazing. Not that I’ve had one, but…I’ve got the potential, and…” she shrugged.

Ben was silent for a long moment. “I’m a man. I don’t want to be a woman. And it sounds like you are trying to talk me into lactating, and talking about having a baby? Do you think I want that?”

“Honey! No! I’m just talking about what it feels like in general, and you don’t need to have…bad feelings about this. I know you’re not going to change in to a woman, but…something is happening, and you really need to relax. Woman have gone through what you’re going through for thousands of years. Millions of years. You just need to relax, ride it out, see how it feels.”

Ben paid attention to the road. He didn’t like this conversation. He didn’t want to think about his chest suddenly spurting out milk.

He turned into their driveway and parked the car. They got out and went into the house. Ben stomping, scared, shaken.

Josie with the teensiest bit of a smile on her lips.

“Ben?”

“What?” he snapped.

“There’s one way to find out about all this.”

“What are you talking about?”

“I’m talking about you’ve been changing very slowly. Maybe you should consider changing fast.”

“And how would I do that?”

“Take me into the bedroom and really suck on my breasts. Drink my milk. Get a heaping helping of boob juice and see what effect it has.”

“So I could turn into a woman?”

“So you could find out what’s at the end of the rainbow. Come into the kitchen.”

She walked into the kitchen, and he, now puzzled, followed her.

She poured two drinks, placed them on the table.

“What’s this?”

“Something to help you relax.”

“I don’t want to relax.”

She laughed at that, and even he grinned ruefully.

She picked up her glass and sipped. He watched her, and when she grinned he gave up. He picked up his glass and took a glug.

For a while they sipped. Ben started to relax a bit, and then they were laughing and joking. And they were talking about what it would be like if Ben actually went with it, got himself a big pair of boobs, and started lactating.

“You’ll like it,” said Josie with a belch. You feel it draining through your ducts, and it makes you feel all warm.

“Yeah, but then I’d have to be on the milk machine a couple of hours a day.”

“That’s not so bad. You lay there, there is the constant stimulation to your nips, you get really, really horny. Haven’t you noticed that after milking is when I’m the horniest?”

“Well, yeah. But that’s you.”

“Besides,” she continued, riding right over him, “You suck my tits all the time, I’d sort of like to give tit for tat.”

“Oh, that’s bad.”

She saw the pun and laughed. “Yes. But I can’t take it back. The truth of the matter is that I’m turning into sort of a boob man. I like to feel your breasts. I like to squeeze them. I never understood how men could like that, but now…now I’m starting to.”

“You want to suck my tits.” It was a statement, not a question. But the question in her statement could not be denied.

She leaned back in her chair and smiled a sultry smile. “The thought has crossed my mind. I look at you, hunkered down over my mammary glands, and I think about what it would be like. I think about how men get to suck on tits and women don’t, and I wonder what’s it’s like.”

He was silent.

And he was drunk.

Drunk enough to say, “You can suck on my tits any time.”

And she was focused enough to say, “Right now.”

He stood up, and she stood up, and it was like a dare. He walked down the hall, losing clothes as he went. When he entered the bedroom, naked, he was aware that there was a definite jiggle to his chest.

Yet he was drunk and pissed and in a contest of some sort with hi wife.

She was behind him, naked except for a bra. She couldn’t go anywhere without the bra.

She pushed him when he wasn’t looking and he fell on the bed.

She crawled on top of him, held him down, reached under him and grabbed his. tits.

“Stop it!” he struggled, and she let him turned face up.

They watched each other, now incredibly horny.

“You want to fuck me like this?” he asked.

“Oh, yes.”

She pushed him back, spread his legs, pushed his legs all the way back to his shoulders. His cock stuck up, ad she moved forward and settled on it.

She was inside his legs, fucking him Amazon style.

He was dazed. He didn’t feel male strong, he felt female weak. He couldn’t defend himself and she did with him what she wanted.

She rode his cock, up and down, and he loved it.

She leaned over him, put her weight on him, and her boobs hung over his face.

He put his mouth on one, and she felt the skin stretch as he sucked.

She groaned.

He went to the other tit.

She was in full lactation now, and milk poured into his mouth.

He pressed on one tit, then the other, switching his mouth and drinking greedily.

She was in between her daily milkings, and she gave about a pint from each tit, and he drank the sweetness. He pressed on each boob and caused the flow to increase.

She groaned, and fucked him, and he began to feel full, his belly actually sloshing inside, and then she came.

He didn’t cum, and it would be a long time before they realized that the one doing the lactating had to work harder for their orgasms.

But they didn’t realize it then, and in the Amazon position he couldn’t drive his weight into her. All he could do was be the victim of the fuck.

All he could do was lay there and take it, be a rag doll for her, be a victim to her lust, and he tried to cum, but she came again, and again, and then again.


PART TWO

He woke up sober and realized what he had done. If her milk was making him change, then he had just ingested a quart of it.

He lay in bed, afraid to move, afraid to see what drinking her milk had done to him.

He could hear Josie in the other end of the house, doing dishes.

He lay there, and wanted to cry.

He didn’t want tits!

But…he had fallen to her yesterday, he had taken the challenge. So…did he want tits?

He moved, and his chest moved.

He had drunk from her chest less than a day ago, and he already felt the effects.

“Oh, fuck,” he whispered/whimpered.

He sat up, and his chest sagged.

His boobs were now totally recognizable as milk sacs. They had doubled in size, and they hung from his chest.

He needed a bra. He didn’t have the musculature to support these heavy bosoms.

“Josie!” His voice was weak, afraid. He called out louder. “Josie!”

The sound of rattling pots and pans stopped and he heard her walking down the hallway. She entered the room, stopped, and gasped.

He looked up from his boobs, despair upon his face. “Honey…?”

She waked across the room to the bed, sat on the side of it. She reached out and held one of his breasts.

“Well,” she said. “I guess we know.”

“I grew tits,” he muttered, looking down.

His milk bags were hefty pillows. Not giant, but definitely large.

And if they continued growing they would be giant.

“Maybe we shouldn’t have done what we did last night.”

“You think?”

“Okay. We need to call Frank and Joseph. They’re going to want to see this.”

“I can’t go anywhere.”

She looked at him, and she knew what he was talking about.

He was ashamed to walk the streets with these humungous milk pillows on his chest.

But it was more than that.

“It hurts to move,” he said.

“You need support.”

He nodded.

“Okay. I’ve got lots of extra bras. Let’s get you fixed up, then I’ll call the boys.

He nodded, and a tear seeped out of his eye.

Ben’s chest was bigger than hers. The wrap around tape measure, that is. He wasn’t a big, muscly kind of guy, but men usually had bigger around chests.

She found a bra that had enough ‘diameter’ and fit it to him. The cups were too big, but they did offer support.

Then she called Frank, and he called Joseph, and they agreed to make a house call. An hour later they pulled up to the house in a Pink Stork van.

“This is amazing growth.”

“Yes, there does seem to be a male to female effect.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means that your boobs grew as big as they could for your chest. His chest being bigger, it is assumed that his boobs will grow to the largest size possible for his chest.”

Ben blinked.

“He’s going to be bigger than me?”

Frank nodded.

Josie looked at Ben. “And I thought I was big. You’ve got to do something.”

Frank and Joseph looked at each other, then they nodded. “Let me make a phone call.”

Frank went out to the front yard and talked into his cell phone. They could see him from the front window, and he was gesticulating excitedly, speaking emphatically, and waving his arms around.

“It looks like he’s having a rough time.”

“Don’t worry about it. His mother runs the company. He’ll get what he wants.”

Ben and Josie exchanged looks, then shrugged.

Fifteen minutes later Frank came back into the living room. He was wearing a Cheshire smile.

“How’d it go?” Joseph asked.

Ben and Josie just waited.

Frank sat down on the couch and nodded. “Okay, I’ve been empowered to make an offer.”

“An offer?” Ben’s eyebrows went down in consternation.

“Ben, there was been much conjecture, a lot of theorizing, that men can give milk as well as woman. There are actually case histories of men who have managed to lactate, and who have breast fed their children, and so on.

Ben’s mouth started to open as he tried to follow where this was going.

“The point here is that if we can get men to lactate, as well as women, we could conceivably double our production. That would lower the price of product, and revolutionize the food industry.”

“Revolutionize…” Ben sputtered.

“Yes. Revolutionize. What if we could eliminate cows as the source of milk? And, at the same time, put a million men to work.”

“Producing milk,” breathed Josie.

“Exactly. And Ben here is in the perfect position to break ground, spearhead, establish an opportunity for all men everywhere.”

“By breast feeding.”

Frank nodded.

Joseph marveled, “You think we can actually put a million men to work?”

“The US has 9.34 million milk cows. Do the math.”

Joseph smiled. “And we’re on the ground floor.”

“We’ll patent it, we can establish operations, then go international.”

“How many milk cows in the world?”

“270 million.”

“We could put 270 million men to work.”

“And human milk is much easier to work with. We could have men giving chocolate milk, strawberry milk, we could eliminate allergies…there is no end to what we can do.”

He turned to Ben and Josie, whose heads were turning back and forth like spectators at a tennis match. “We can pay you in shares, if you want. This is going to be massive.”

“If I can actually lactate.”

Everybody in the room was now looking at Ben, and they were nodding.

“Oh, fuck,” Ben said.

The following day workmen came over from the Pink Stork company and built another milking machine. This one was designed to Ben’s specifications. It was bigger, quieter, and more comfortable.

“Wow, they’re treating you better than they did me.”

Ben watched as the workmen tightened the bolts and hooked up the  tubes of the milking machine. I wonder…do you think men will be as excited as women to sit around and give milk?

“Maybe.”

“But you weren’t excited. You were actually irritated, and if it wasn’t for the money.”

“But men are kinkier than women.”

Ben looked at her.

“Hey, it’s true. Fair or not, women fuck, but men fuck every which way they can.”

“You make it sound like there is something wrong with men.”

She smiled and hooked her arm in his. “Depends on your definition of wrong. Men think women are too prudish. Women think men are too kinky. So where’s the middle ground?

“We’re all done. Do you know how it works?” asked one of the workers.

“I do,” answered Ben. “We’ve already got one machine.”

The workman nodded, and he had his fellows packed up and headed out. Ben wondered what the fellow would think if he knew that within six months he would be working 14 hour days doing nothing but installing milking machines.

Probably wouldn’t think about it at all, except to chuckle. And count his overtime.

People. Humanity. All stuck in their kink and money. Was there anything else in this world?

“Ready to try it out?”

Ben nodded.

“Off with the clothes.”

Ben undressed except for his bra.

“You can take that off, too. It looks like they made some improvements.”

Ben took off his bra and climbed onto the machine. This machine was more like a slanted plank with two large holes for his breasts to hang through. He could get onto it himself, but it was easier with Josie’s help.

Josie fit the teat cups to his nipples and turned on the machine.

Chunka…chunka…chunka…

Ben jerked when the tubes first started sucking him. Then he relaxed. It wasn’t totally comfortable, but then he wasn't lactating, yet, either.

Josie moved behind him and started rubbing his back.

“Oh, that feels good.”

“Told you so.”

“I feel like my tits are being sucked inside out. It feels so good. It makes me want to fuck.”

“Sorry, Ben. You’re being paid by the hour. No fucking on the job.”

Ben laughed. “My dick says otherwise.”

His dick was hanging down through a little hole in the table. The hole was over a bucket so he could pee without having to get up.

Josie reached under the table and began stroking his penis.

“Oh, yeah.”

“I wonder if there’s a market for another kind of milk?”

“Maybe. Would women buy a spermshake?”

“There’s so much protein in my semen…”

“Maybe there’s other uses for it, too.”

“Get me off, then have Mutt and Jeff analyze it. Maybe we can kill another 300 million milk cows.”

Josie laughed, and rubbed underneath the head of his dick. His dick bobbed and he could feel that deep urging within. He wanted to cum.

“Oh, yeah, baby.”

She stroked him and stroked him, and used the other hand to fondle his balls. Then, a moment of inspiration, she massaged his rectum.

“Oh, fuck!”

She inserted her finger and he was ashamed and wanted to get up, but her finger kept him down. Ashamed or not, he liked it, and he started wiggling his hips.

“Fuck…fuck!” he moaned.

And Josie said, “Honey?”

“Wha…wha…” He was close.

“You’re going to need more bras.”

“Oh…oh…oh…”

“And I want to get you some panties, too, and nylons.”

“Wha…what?” His mind was shattering within. He couldn’t think. He just…wanted…to…

“You’ve got the boobs for it, so you should look like a. woman.”

“AHHHHHH!” He tried his very best to fill the bucket.

And a drop of milk formed on each of his nipples. But just a drop, and they were never noticed.

But sometimes you don’t notice a sprinkle before a thunder shower.

Ben was put on a schedule of an hour in the morning and an hour at night. He didn’t give any milk that first week. Oh, a drop here, two drops there, but the main thing was that his tits started to expand, to grow, to become huge.

Each day it seemed he needed a bigger bra size, and by the end of the week he needed a bigger bra than Josie.

“Wow!” she said one morning, as she strapped him into the machine. “I’m jealous.”

“I don’t understand why I’m not lactating.”

“It just takes time. You make the building, then you have to put the plumbing into it.”

He chuckled. “That’s a terrible analogy.”

She went into the house to do some chores, and heard him yelling fifteen minutes later.

She ran into the room and her jaw dropped. Milk was pouring from his nipples. His nipples were huge, much larger than hers, and milk was seeping out of the ducts in a flow. Not a stream, or a drizzle, but a flow.

“It hurt for a second,” he yelped, “Then it started.”

She stared, then ran for the containers. If this flow kept up he would be filling a bottle every couple of minutes.

The company, of course, was pleased. Right from the beginning he was putting out twice as much milk as Josie, and within a couple of weeks the Pink Stork was rethinking all their plans.

“We don’t need women anymore,” Frank explained. He had come over to the house himself to break the bad news. “We can give you a job in accounting, but it will be real work.”

Ben and Josie looked at each other. The fact was that Ben was putting out twice as much milk as she was, and it was higher in nutrients and vitamins and minerals and everything.

Early trials had shown that his milk even caused a serious degree of weight loss.

“So,” she asked Ben. “Do I really need to work?”

Ben: “Not really.”

“So my job would be to take care of you, like a good wife should.”

He nodded.

The fact of the matter was that he liked being milked. The suction on his teats caused serious horniness. As soon as he was hooked up he drifted into a delightful, little subspace. Everything was warm and cozy, and he felt so good.

And then, to top it off, Josie would reach under and give him a hand job.

Frank said, “And, by the way, we have special food we would like you to try. We’re hoping to increase nutritional value. I brought a case of it with me.”

Ben took his place on the milk machine that night. Josie hooked up the teat tubes, placed the bucket under his dick, and hung a bag of Ben’s new food above his table. A tube led down to his mouth and he could suck nourishment any time he wanted.

That night he was in seventh heaven. He lactated, he fed, and he came. And he didn’t even have to do anything. He just laid there and everything was done for him.

He was very lazy that night. After feeding he just wanted to sit in his recliner and watch TV.

The next morning he was in the same position. He lay there and produced, and sucked breakfast, and was stroked.

“I think I’m going to have to get some kind of a machine to suck your dick,” Josie mentioned, as she ate her breakfast of bacon and eggs.

Ben wrinkled his nose. His new feed was much tastier than bacon and eggs. “Okay.”

He was dazed from feeding, and he didn’t really know what she was proposing.

That day, in between his feedings and lactating, they had nothing to do.

Josie took him on a shopping spree. She bought panties and bras, nylons and garters, tummy shapers and chemises and an assortment of skirts and even a few dresses.

Now not feeding, or lactating, Ben was able to think a bit, and he asked, “Why am I going to need all this?”

“Because with your hooters you no long look male.”

Ben looked at his reflection in a window, and she was right.

His hair was a bit short for a woman, but his lips were large and red from sucking the feed tube, and his enormous boobs made his waist smaller, and…he looked sort of like a woman. Or, at least not like a man.

Oddly, he didn’t care. He just was looking forward to the evening feeding.

Funny, he was calling it feeding more than lactating. But…that was what he was looking forward to. Lactating was good, it was fun, it was sensual, but he loved sucking that formula the company had prepared for him.

Two weeks later Ben realized that he was putting on weight.

Of course he was. He wasn't getting exercise. He just sat around and waited for the next feeding.

“You should get out and do some running, warm up the weight lifting set. You’re getting out of shape.”

“Oh, yeah. I guess I am. I’ll do it right after this evening’s feeding.

Josie frowned. He wasn’t going to, and they both knew it. After dinner he would watch some TV, yawn, and then head for bed.

Four weeks later Josie realized that he was no longer the man she had married.

He had gone from 150 pounds to 250 pounds, and none of it was muscle.

“Honey, you have got to do some exercise!”

“I will. Could you hang another bag of feed? I’m feeling a little hungry today.”

She did.

“Now I need you to jack me off.”

She didn’t want to. She was on a constant program of attend to his needs, and she was getting nothing. It had been more than a month since he had porked her, and she was needing some loving.

“I can’t tonight,” she answered. “I’ve got some work to do.”             

But she didn’t work, and he didn’t connect the dots, and she went into the bedroom. While he was getting his nipples sucked, while he filled bottle after bottle with his male milk, she opened the bottom dresser drawer and took out her vibrator.

“Oh, fuck,” she whimpered, as she put the pink vibrator into her ass, then worked the big one on her pussy.

She missed her husband’s hands and mouth. She wanted cock, but she wasn’t getting it, so she gave it to herself.

She felt her nipples with one hand and jacked the big vibrator into her pussy with the other.

Interestingly, her breasts had started to dry up. They were only half as big as they had been, and another month they’d be almost back to normal. That would be a relief.

She groaned, forgot about milk and lactation, and even her husband, and moved the vibrator rapidly over her clitoris.

“Fuck…fuck…fuck…AHHHH!” She came with a violent jerking of her hips. Her insides turned into lava and her eyeballs rolled back.

Sometime later she went into the guest room and started capping the bottles of milk that Ben had produced.

Two months later Josie hooked the teat cups to her husbands enormous udders. She put a butt plug into his ass, and attached the ejaculator tube to his cock.

Ben sighed.

He was over three hundred pounds now. Heavy enough to break most bathroom scales.

He didn’t get up much, and when he did he just wandered around the house in a muumuu.

His face had fatted out and he had blubbery lips.

Sometimes he still played the female, put on a little lipstick, curled his hair, and then he would lay down on the new milking table.

It was a beaut. Large enough to accommodate his larger shape, the jacker was built in. It was made of space age materials and he felt like he was flying a spaceship.

Sometimes Josie would sit with Ben. She would read a book while he watched the soap opera.

Sometimes she would initiate a conversation, but his answers were lacking in wit and substance, so the conversations usually died quickly.

During the day she would usually go out. Sometimes with girl friends, sometimes with male friends.

Ben wasn’t paying attention to her, and she had needs. Strange men filled her needs.

Interestingly, she had a feeling that Ben knew about her infidelities, but didn’t care.

He didn’t care about anything except getting his feedings. His whole world revolved around being milked, and sucking on that tube of specially designed nourishment the company gave to him.

Three months later Ben was 350 pounds, and putting out several gallons of milk a day, and Frank dropped by.

“Hi, Josie.”

“Hey, Frank. How’s the bottom dollar.”

He grinned. His bottom dollar was looking pretty damned good.

For that matter, so was Josie’s.

And Ben’s, though she never thought about that. Ben had no interest in the amount of money he was making with his milk.

“So, the reason I dropped by?”

“Yes?”

“We’re setting up a warehouse. Well, not exactly a warehouse, but I don’t know what to call it.”

Josie waited.

“The point is that you and I know that you can no longer take care of Frank. If there’s an emergency, the house burns down, you could never get him out in time.”

She nodded. “He has put on a bit of weight.”

“So we’re building a special house for Frank and…and others like him.”

“You have other people like Frank.”

“You knew we would. There are millions of men who would love to get a job like Ben’s. Just sitting around and producing milk, and knowing that they were helping the entire world.”

She nodded. She had figured things out months before, and now she was just going along, watching it all play out.

“So you’re going to move Frank into this new building. Along with some others.”

“He’ll love it, Josie. The milking machines are bigger, more comfortable, more amenities built in. We’ll have doctors on call every minute of the day, his nutritional needs will be looked to, it will be wonderful.”

Josie got a far away look in her eyes. Ben would be cared for. He would be fed and jacked and produce milk for the world. He would watch soap operas and have his needs taken care of for the rest of his life.

Josie asked, “These other men, who are going to give milk. How did they…did they volunteer?”

Frank spoke carefully here, but he pulled no punches. “The men volunteered to drink Frank’s milk. He is much more potent than…his milk is the post powerful milk in the world. A couple of gulps and men start to change. They grow huge breasts and they don’t want to change back. They know when they have found a good thing.

Josie sighed. She missed her husband, but the truth was…he didn’t care about her. He just wanted to feed and lactate and have his dick stroked. He was getting quite obese, with tremendous folds of fat all over his body. She wouldn’t have recognized his face if she hadn’t seen it change over the weeks.

“Well, I suppose if Ben wants to…then it’s all right with me.”

“Wonderful. This is a great thing you’re doing!”

“But…”

Frank’s face shut down. As the first female lactator Josie had a lot of punch. She knew things, and she could be a pill, or a wonderful attribute.

“But what?”

“Let’s talk about what is really happening.”

He tilted his head and waited.

“You’re going to make nine million men into the spitting image of Ben, in the United States alone.

“Men have proven to be the most amenable to our industry,” he spoke carefully, not giving a thing away.

“That is going to upset the applecart. You’re going to have everything from longshoremen scream for unions, the EPA screaming about regulating male milk, the FDA is going to get into the act…it’s going to be a mess.”

“We’ve considered some of those things. Yes.”

“So you’re going to need to fight back. You’re going to need people to fight these Philistines who stand in the way of progress. You’re going to need people in government who will act to protect the country.”

Frank was interested now. He leaned forward slightly.

“What, exactly, are you proposing?”

“I’d like to run for office.” As a former lactator I would have a unique viewpoint. I can protect the company, and it wouldn’t hurt if the company offered me a few more shares.

They talked for an hour after that, and they delved deep into the needs of a country, of how a society can be shaped to benefit all.

All in their viewpoint.

In the end they shook hands and Frank went to make her pitch to his mother.

Josie walked into the guest room. Ben was laying on his table, his dick hung from the hole in the table, and his breasts hung down and were attached to the teat cups.

“Hello, honey,” he said, opening his eyes a slit and observing her. He looked sort of like a huge, fat lizard with his eyes half open that way.

“Hi, babe. Got some news for you.”

“Oh. Could you rub my dick while we talk? Your hand is so much better than the jacker.

She pulled up a chair and reached under him. She stroked him and he sighed.

“So what is this big news.”

“The company wants to move you to a big warehouse, to be with your own kind. They’ll have a doctor on call, people to wait on your every need.”

“Oh, wonderful.”

“Of course you don’t have to go.”

He turned his head slightly and focused an eye on her.

“Ben, if you give up lactating I’ll take you away with me. You’ll probably return to normal. We can make love again. We’ve got enough money now we can live the lifestyle we want.”

“And if I choose the warehouse?”

“Then we’ll be parting ways. I’ll file for divorce, find men to screw, and live my life the way I see fit.”

“Without me.”

“Without you.”

Ben sighed.

“What’s your decision, my love?”

He didn’t even hesitate. “I think my needs will best be looked after by the Pink Stork company.”

Josie nodded. She had expected this decision. She let go of his dick and stood up, but he wasn’t done. As she had guessed at the path of mankind, so had he.

“It’s going to be a different world from here on out.”

She nodded.

“I’ll be remembered as the first, the one who started it all. Before me there were just people, now…now it’s going to be different.”

“You’ll be a legend,” she agreed.

“That’s why, honey. Do you understand?”

“I do.”

“Thank you. And…I love you.”

“I love you, too, honey.”

“All right. Good bye.”

“Good bye.”

She walked out of the door, and out of his life.

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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