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PART ONE

“So what really goes on?”

Jan smiled, leaned toward her vanity mirror and curled her eyelashes. “You don’t want to know.”

“See, that’s what pisses me off. Every few months you go away for a weekend. No explanation as to who and where, you don’t tell me what’s going on…what am I supposed to think?”

“Honey, you should think that I’m having the best time of my life. I’m meeting with friends, we’re doing what friends do, you should be happy for me.”

“I’m happy, but what do you do?”

Jan put the eye lash applicator in the thin tube and grinned at Jason. She was an amazing looking woman. Five foot six, 36 by 24 by 36, magnetic, green eyes that dazzled, Long blonde hair that looked like a golden waterfall.

“Okay. You want the truth.”

“I can handle the truth.”

“I meet with friends from college. Some of them have huge dicks, so big it’s impossible to do without them. So every few months I get together with these friends and they dick me. Big, fucking dicks. Big as a horse’s peeny. Hell, big as a rhino’s cock. They tie me up so I can’t move. They push that sucker into my vagina until I am out of my mind. They ream me with it. They fuck me until I’m crying for joy. Sometimes they put me on all fours and take me like a dog, slapping my ass and squeezing my tits. Sometimes they hang me from a wall, legs out to the sides, then they fuck me with a giant vibrator. Then they start cumming. They cum all over my butt, my tits, my face. Some of them cum in me. Gallons of cum. A lot of it gets in my mouth, so much that I can’t eat for a couple of days. I mean, I’m full up. I swallow so much gizz my eyeballs turn white. And then, when my mouth is full and my pussy is bruised…they take me up the asshole. They—“

“Enough!” barked Jason. “You won’t tell me the truth. I got it.”

“But honey?” She moved to him, put her manicured hands into his pants and fondled hi balls. “I always come home horny, so what do you care?”

“I care because there should be honesty between a man and wife. There shouldn’t be secrets. I don’t hold things back from you, and you shouldn’t have secrets from me. So tell me the truth. What do you really do when you leave for a weekend?”

Jan held his nuts in one hand then, and stroked his dick with the other. It was crowded with all that happening in his pants, so she said, “Unzip.”

He couldn’t help himself. He unzipped, and then she had room to fully stroke him.

“Oooh. You feel full. Your balls are so full of sperm they’re hard. You want me to give you a little relief right now? Before I go?”

Of course he did, but, fool that he was, he said, “No! I want to get to the bottom of the big mystery!”

She let go of him and turned away. “Too bad. I was really feeling like getting you off. But, if you don’t wanna then you don’t wanna.”

She turned to her suitcase on the bed, folded some underwear and put it on top of the dresses, then closed it.

Jason stood in the middle of the room, looking forlorn and hopeless.

“You’re really going to leave me like this?”

“Hey, I was going to get you off!”

“No, I mean in mystery.”

“Honey! I told you. I get together with friends, and they have big dicks, and they like to throw me down and—“

“ARGH!”

Jason stomped out of the room. He tromped down the hall and into the kitchen. He took down a big bottle of bourbon and a glass. He filled the glass with ice cubes, added half a glass of bourbon, the added Coke.

He drank, and felt the cold liquor burn his throat, hit his stomach, and make his eyes water.

Wooo!

But he needed it.

He was a short man, five foot six, and that gave him a bit of a Napoleon complex. He didn’t like it when people made fun of him, or kept secrets, or…or…he took another big gulp.

“Jason? Will you carry my bag out?”

Jason took a third gulp, and now the glass was half empty. His irritation somewhat soothed over, he headed for the bedroom.

Jan was absolutely gorgeous. She was wearing a green dress with a porthole to show her cleavage. Her legs stretched down to the floor, sleek and shiny with hose. Her patent leather heels made her taller than him.

She smiled at him, and he gulped.

“Honey, just learn to take it easy. Have a few drinks, watch a little porn, and get ready. When I get back I’m going to want to ride you like we’re in the Kentucky Derby. Okay?”

He gulped again and nodded. He picked up her suitcase and toted it out to the car. He put it in the trunk.

“Are you going to drive all the way?”

“Yep. It’s not that far. And…oh, you bad boy. You’re fishing for information!”

“No…no…I just…” he shrugged.

“Honey, you just have a good time and relax. I’ll be back before you know it, and then we’ll take care of you. All right.”

“All right.”

She touched her red lips to his, just a touch as she didn’t want to mess her make up. She squeezed his groin and whispered into his ear, “See you in a couple of days.”

“Okay.”

She got in the car, waved at him, and shot off down the street.

Jason sighed and turned back to the house. He went back into the kitchen and topped off his drink, then he went into the computer room.

He sat glumly at his computer and powered up. He sipped his drink and started surfing.

And he was feeling pretty low.

His wife was out doing who knew what, and all he had was a lousy computer full of porn.

He shucked his pants and pulled up milfmovs.com. That was a good place to start, a good place to lose himself for a while. Lots of big tits, great porn stars, a bit of kink here and there.

Yet, as he surfed through the site he felt disappointed.

Damn it! He was horny! He should have let Jan do him!

Sitting there, naked from the waist down, getting horned up, he finally had enough.

He stood up and went to the closet and got out his little box of toys. Jan didn’t know about this, but…he pulled out a prostate massager. One was supposed to be able to get oneself off with one of these up the butt. He kept trying, but it wasn’t working yet. It sure did make him horny.

He took out a chastity tube. Jan really didn’t know about this. He often wondered what she would do if she knew he had these little toys, this hobby of putting his weenie in prison and stuffing a mini-dick sort of thing up his heinie.

Well, what his wife didn’t know wouldn’t hurt her. Or him.

He greased up and inserted the plug. Then he put the chastity tube on quick. Putting the massager up his ass usually made his weenie small for the moment, and he had just enough time to lock his cock up before it got big again.

He looked down at his poor dick. It was as big as a Vienna sausage. One of those ones that came in a can. Yet it was trying to get big.

Fat chance.

He sat down on his swivel and that pushed that prostate massager further into his butt. God, it felt good. It put him on the edge of cumming, but never enough that he did cum.

Now he was ready to go to work. Now he was ready to surf some porn!

He began by looking for fistings. Two women fisting was unusually juicy, and he spent some time watching the women do each other.

Then there was the BDSM.

Oh, Lord! He checked out the standard kink sites, then went searching for the House of Gord.

Man, he loved it. He found women mounted on the front of trucks, upside down, legs spread and big dildos going in and out as the truck drove around.

He saw a little tractor with a woman stretched out like a swan’s neck. She was impaled and loving it. Every stroke of the dick made her raise her head in pleasure.

Women on poles, being milked by machines, fucked, fucked, fucked!

Then he went looking for shemales. One of his guilty pleasures. The idea of a man with tits was almost more than he could stand. It put him off and pulled him in at the same time.

He wondered what it would be like to have breasts. Like a woman.

Once he had worn his wife’s bra, put a couple of softballs in the thing. But…that was sort of weird.

He poured another drink, he wiggled his butt on the swivel chair, felt the thing inside him, massaging his prostate. He wondered if he could cum that way.

He wondered if—

“Get him!”

A black hood was brought down over his head. Hands grabbed him, held his arms down. He was shoved forward and bent over, and his arms were forced up behind him.

Click! Click! Somebody had put handcuffs on him.

“Let me loose! Stop it!”

Hands wheeled his swivel chair out of the room and down the hall.

“Who are you!? Let me go!”

It seemed like his kidnappers were women. Their hands were soft, and he could feel fingernails, and there were a lot of them.

As they rolled him somebody wrapped something around his ankles. It felt like duc tape.

Through the kitchen and then he was lifted out of the chair and carried into the garage.

“Open the trunk!”

“You have his keys?”

“Got ‘em!”

The sound of the trunk opening.

“Move that stuff.”

“Here’s some blankets.”

“What’s that…he’s wearing a chastity device!”

“And a butt plug!”

Hands wiggled his prostate massager and he groaned helplessly.

Then he was stuffed into the trunk, and the lid came down.

Voices were muffled now, but he could still make out what they were saying.

“Did you see what he was looking at on his computer?”

“We’ve been looking for a guy like him for awhile!”

Then the voices faded.

Jason struggled, but he was caught. His wrists were cuffed, his legs duc taped his head was locked in a bag and even his dick was out of action.

He lay in the trunk for about five minutes, his mind going crazy, his heart pounding, his cock struggling.

Who were these people? What the fuck was—

Click. The trunk lid rose. He couldn’t see, but he could tell from the feel of air and the glow of light through the bag over his head.

A hand went down to his groin and grabbed his chastity device. He jerked, tried to move his body away, but the hand held him firmly, turned his imprisoned cock this way and that.

“Well, well.”

He froze.

“Honey, I can’t believe you never told me about this! I never would have had you pegged for a chastity tube type.”

“Jan?”

“And this butt plug is absolutely precious!” She reached around and grabbed the base of the plug and wiggled it.

“Oh, fuck!” he wheezed. He felt like he was going to pee, his balls suddenly felt hot, they felt so full of semen.

She grabbed his balls and gave a squeeze.

“What is going on?” he cried. “What are you doing to me?”

“Well, honey, every time I go on holiday you give me a hard time. You whine and you cry and act like it was some big thing, and not like it’s just me and my girlfriends getting together for a good old pajama party.

“Honey, all we do is have a few drinks, talk about good, old times, and compare notes on the men we’ve been with in our lives. Unfortunately, I can’t do much bragging, because I’m always stuck with the same, old cock.

“But when you started bugging me this year, I finally had enough. The other girls don’t get bugged by their husbands, only you are insecure enough to carry on and give me such a rough time. So I decided that if you have such a vivid imagination, if you really thought I was a loose legged woman who had to go out and get giant cock every couple of months, then I figured that was what you wanted.

“You were using me for proxy, letting your imagination run wild, so I began checking up on you. I checked your internet history. I checked your purchase history on Amazon—though I admit I didn’t catch this little jewel,” she shook the chastity cage again.

“Anyway, I found out that you really are that perverted, and I brought it up with the girls, and…well, honey, you’re about to have a good time.”

“What are you going to do?” Jason blubbered. “You can’t hurt me! I love you! It’s just that I love you too much.”

“I know, isn’t that wonderful? And the truth is…I have no idea what they’re going to do to you. Since I’m your wife they want me out of the way. They don’t want me interfering with them because of some weird idea, being married, fear that they might hurt you, concern for you. So they’re going to take you to a cabin in the woods, a specially prepared cabin, I might add. And they are going to treat you to a wonderful time. I guess it’s me that’s going to have to sit and watch porn and get drunk while you have a good time.”

“Wait! You can’t do this! It’s kidnapping!”

“What? You’re a kid? No, no. You’re a man, and there aren’t any laws against man-napping.

While they had been talking other women had been gathering around the trunk. Jason could hear them muttering and chuckling.

“Honey! you can’t do this!”

“See you in a few days, Jason.” She gave his balls a final squeeze, then closed the trunk lid.

Jason sobbed in the darkness of the compartment.

Then he felt the car sag on one side, then the other, as a driver and a passenger got in.

The car started up.

He tried to kick, but his feet were still tied with duc tape.

“Hey!” he screamed.

“Turn on some music,” he heard the voice through the back seat.

The music was turned on. He could hear them talking, but couldn’t hear what they were saying. Yelling was going to do him no good now.

The car zoomed down the road, and he lay in the trunk. He wasn’t uncomfortable, but he was caught.

The car, it was actually his car, rolled smoothly down a highway.

At first he had tried to keep track of the turns, but when the car powered up a ramp and onto the freeway he knew where he was, and he even had an idea what direction he was going in.

Down the 101, away from San Jose.

He lay and listened to the hum of the tires. It was warm in the boot, and he wiggled and tried to get comfortable. He had to keep his strength up. He had to relax. There was going to be a way out of this mess, and…and why the hell had Jan done this to him?

He felt a bitterness as he thought about what she had told him.

She had been spying on him, and plotting, and…what kind of a wife was she?

Then he tried not to think about it, and couldn’t, and tried again, and the trip miles whiled away as his mind tried to cope with his situation.

He tried counting seconds to get an idea of the time of the journey.

Finally, he realized that that wasn’t going to do him any good.

So he lay there, and wondered, and the minutes and the miles passed.

His best guess, when the car finally slowed down, was that they had been driving for two hours. The drive wasn’t over, though. The car started wiggling down a country road. Now he was bounced around by potholes and ruts. He heard the scratch of bushes on the sides of the car.

“Hey!” he yelled. “Don’t scratch the paint!”

He was met with laughter. And more scratches.

Damn. He was going to have to have his car repainted.

Up a hill and he was rolled to the back side of the trunk, then a curve, as if around some trees, a sharp turn, and the car stopped.

The car doors opened and he heard the sound of feet crunching on gravel, leaving the vicinity of the car. Then high heels climbing stairs, maybe crossing a porch. A door closed and it was silent.

Silent except for the pinging of his car engine.

And other pings. So other cars were parked near to his.

He sighed.

The long trip had allowed him to get over his initial panic, and now he just lay in the boot and wondered what was going to happen.

Fifteen minutes later he heard the sound of heels on wood, and knew they were coming for him.

He thought about things he could do. He could kick. He could, once his feet were freed, run at them and butt them with his shoulder. Somehow—

Click. The trunk lid went up.

Hands reached in and women grunted as they lifted him up over the lip of the trunk, then lowered him to the ground.

A collar was fastened around his neck, felt like a dog collar, and he felt little hands and heard the click of a small padlock. Fuck! They had locked him into the collar!

“Okay, Jason, we’re going to put you on your feet. Just so you know, the collar you are wearing is a shock collar. We all have remotes, so if you get antsy, or don’t follow instructions, you are going to be one sad puppy. Got it?”

He nodded.

“Say it, puppy dog.”

“I got it.” His voice sounded a bit strangled, having been in the trunk for so long, but his words were clear.

“All right, are you ready for the fun to begin?”

“I want to go home.”

“Oh, honey! No, you don’t! We’re going to make your dreams come true.”

Another voice said, “If your internet history is any indication of your dreams.”

Everybody giggled at that one.

Somebody pulled at the duc tape, but it didn’t come loose.

“Cut him free,” suggested someone.

“Don’t move, Jason. I don’t want to cut you.”

He felt hands at his ankles, then the pressure of the duc tape disappeared.

“Okay. Help him to his feet.”

Several hands helped him to stand, and he wavered for a minute, then felt stronger. Then the hood was pulled off his head.

He blinked and looked around.

He was in a clearing in front of a log cabin. The cabin was surrounded by tall evergreens. It was lit by bright lights and looked friendly and homey.

He looked away from the cabin. A road headed down hill and into the darkness. There was no sign of city lights in the distance.

He looked at the women who had kidnapped him.

They wore no clothes. They were naked, except for Zorro masks.

He couldn’t help it, his cock surged in his cage.

“Okay, Jason, come into the house.”

“I’m going home,” he said, and he turned and walked for the road.

“Jason!”

He ignored them.

“Don’t zap him, he’s going to have to learn the hard way.”

He was about fifty yards from the house when the burning started. His throat seemed to ignite, then flame. Then he felt like his neck was actually crackling!

The pain was enormous, but he tried to keep walking. Then he couldn’t stand it and fell to his knees. Then he lay down and tried to wriggle back up the trail.

Feet crunching near him. Hands under his arms.

“You should listen when we speak, Jason,” a voice whispered in his ear.

They dragged him back up the trail and the burning waned, then ceased.

He lay there, gasping, and the woman whispered to him again. “There’s a perimeter. Cross that perimeter and the collar gives a shock, and it will get worse and worse until you return. Now, when you have recovered, come into the cabin.”

The crunch of feet on gravel, the sound of happy voices chatting, then the sound of high heels going up stairs, across a porch, and into the cabin.

Jason lay there. He was still naked. His hands were still cuffed behind his back. His cock wiggled inside his cage.

He rolled on his side, struggled to a sitting position, and looked at the world.

It was warm. He could hear music playing in the cabin.

He struggled to his feet and took a longer look at the world.

Darkness beyond the tall trees. Constellations and a million stars in the heavens.

Little squares of warm light in the shadow of the cabin.

A mosquito decided him. It landed on his arm and sunk its proboscis into his flesh. He yelped and tried to shake his arm, but the mosquito just grinned and gulped.

He trotted towards the house. He had no shoes on and the gravel hurt his feet.

He climbed the stairs and crossed the porch. He could hear the sound of laughter. The door was an inch ajar and he pushed on it, scraping the mosquito, now very fat, off his arm, and stepped into the room.

Instant silence, and he looked around.

He was naked, except for his chastity tube and his handcuffs.

They were naked, except for their Zorro masks and high heels.

And they were beautiful.

He remembered that these were Jan’s friends, and they had the same high standards. They were all gym trim, full chested, and smiling.

They all had white teeth under the black Zorro masks. He could see their eyes, made up and sparkling with color.

His cock surged inside his cage as the truth of his situation sunk in.

A dozen women had kidnapped him, and…what were they going to do to him?

“Well, well. Look what the cat dragged in,” one woman spoke drolly.

“It is an ugly specimen of man, is it not?”

Nods and grunts of agreement filled the room.

Jason: “I’d like to go home.”

“And you will go home. But you will be a better man before you go.”

There were muttered agreements to that statement.

For a long moment everybody just held their places. Jason said nothing, but the quips from the ladies were fast and furious.

“He might have a big dick if he hadn’t put it in a cage.”

“Have you seen his butt plug?”

“He is a horny, little bastard, is he not?”

Finally, one of the women, the first one who had spoken, stood up. “Girls, it is time to walk the walk. Shelly, Janice, get the restraints ready.”

Two girls went to the opposite sides of the room. Ropes were tied to cleats, went to black and tackle arrangements on the high central beam and near the walls. They loosened the ropes and brought the ends of ropes that led up to the block and tackle to the center of the room.

“Right this way, Jason,” said the leader, whose name was Sabrina.

Jason didn’t move.

“Get him, girls.”

A half a dozen women charged Jason. They pushed him against a wall, hooked their arms through his, and started pulling him towards the center of the room.

At first Jason struggled, tried to kick, but one of the women grabbed his balls and pulled.

Jason yelped and went up on his toes and staggered out to the center of the room.

Shelly took one arm and Janice the other. They fastened leather straps around his wrists.

“Got him. Girls, take the ropes.”

Half the women went to one side, the other half to the other side, and they grabbed the roped coming down from the pullies.

Sabrina sauntered to a place in front of Jason. She was a proud woman, breasts extra large, red lipped, sexy smile, a look in her eyes that said ‘The world is my oyster, and you’re my pearl.’

“Okay, Jason. We’re going to take the handcuffs off. The girls are going to restrain you, and if you give us any trouble…we haven’t had to zap you, yet, but…” She held up a remote and eyeballed him.

“Okay, girls.”

One of the women behind him loosened his cuffs, and the women at the walls pulled on the ropes.

Jason felt his arms go out, and he didn’t want that, so he began to struggle.

Even though the women had the weight and the leverage, he managed to clasp his hands in front of himself.

They pulled, he held on, and he started to step to the side.

ZZZZZ!

He collapsed. He thought he could smell smoke, but it was just his arms being stretched to the side, then he was actually lifted up by the arms. With one eye he saw the woman wrapping the rope around the cleats on the wall.

Then the other.

Then he was hanging from the two ropes, spread eagled, dangling, dazed.

“Come on, Jason, take a sip.”

Sabrina held a glass to his lips and he found himself sucking.

It was bourbon and Coke, and he took a big sip, then she stepped away.

“I told you, Jason, don’t struggle. You really don’t want a diet of electrocution.

Jason moved his feet, stood on them, looked around.

The girls were going back to their places on couches and chairs. They were chatting, ignoring him, and…he just hung there.

Sabrina patted his cheek. “Now be a good boy. We’re partying tonight, and the real work starts tomorrow. Would you like a drink?”

He blinked, was bleary, but managed to nod. Man, being electrified really took it out of a guy.

Sabrina called for one of the women to get him a drink.

Then, while the drink was being gotten, she held up a key.

“Would you like to get out of your little cage?”

He gulped and nodded. His throat felt dry and his head was throbbing.

Sabrina squatted and pushed the key into his padlock. A second later he was free, and growing, and the women all cheered.

“Way to go, stud!” yelled someone.

“That’s what I call a dick!”

Jason felt the blood fill his member, then he was straight out and bobbing.

A couple of the women came over to feel him.

“Nice and straight. Just the way I like them.”

Then commenced a broad argument as to whether a long dick was better than a fat dick.

Janice held Jason’s drink for him, a little pink straw in it, and he sucked thirstily.

“That’s a boy,” she rubbed his nipples.

He groaned. That made his dick harder.

“Look! He’s dripping!”

It was true. White drops were seeping out of his slit and a long strand stretched to the floor.

Jason looked down. He had never been so horny. He had been abused, manhandled, but all that seemed to do was make him hornier.

Janice reached down and scooped a finger under his strand of semen. She gathered as much as she could on her finger, then licked her. finger.

“How’s it taste, sister?”

She nodded, and other girls moved in. They set up chairs right in front of Jason. They played with his cock, stroked it, kissed it, and almost fought over the silvery droplets exuding from his penis.

“Girls,” warned Sabrina. “Don’t let him cum.”

They all promised they wouldn’t.

“Besides, I know he tastes good, but he’s a butt boy. Play with his plug if you really want to make him happy.”

Jason groaned as hands grabbed the base of his prostate massager and began moving it around and around, in and out, lifting him to his toes then lowering him.

The girls all laughed and he contorted and moved to accommodate them.

Then a pair of red lips, Jason had no idea whose, engulfed his penis.

“Oh, fuck!”

Janice pushed the straw into his mouth and told him to suck.

The mouth down below knew what it was doing. A hand reached between his legs and took control of his plug.

“Oh, fuck!” he whined, feeling his prostate being rubbed, feeling his juice trying to get out.

“Look how purple it is.”

“And he tastes so good!”

Jason moved his hips back and forth, now not struggling, but trying to get more.

More sweet bourbon into his mouth.

Somebody kissed him, and he couldn’t help it…he kissed back.

Hands on his nipples, on his balls. His cock being sucked and stroked, his butt plug being waggled about, reaming him out.

He had never felt such massive pleasure, and suddenly he didn’t want it to ever end.

He humped, and grunted, groaned and moaned, but every time he got close the women would move back, laugh, touch his nipples and buns and wait for his desire to squirt to wane.

Again and again and again.

It was going to be a long night.


PART TWO

Jason awoke. He was still standing, spread eagled by the ropes, and totally dazed.

He had never experienced such a night as he had the last night.

Naked women dancing all over the place.

They danced with each other, kissed each other, and he even saw two women fingering a third, and her shouting happily, urging them to fist her.

They danced with him, wiggling their bodies up and down on his. They sucked on his cock, kissed him, and had a lot of fun with his prostate massager.

And the party had gone on long into the night. They Jason felt something down at his groin and looked down. He realized that small hands fiddling with his anatomy had awoken him, and he looked down to see Sabrina looking up at him with a grin.

“It was fun playing with you, Jason, but you should realize that we can’t have your big dick swinging free. Right?”

She clicked the padlock and he was once again prison.

“You need to let me go,” he croaked. He cleared his rusty throat and tried again, “You—“

“Shush, little boy. We don’t have to do anything but have fun with you. You realize that we have your wife’s permission to do anything we want to you, right?

She rose up and pressed her chest against him. He could feel her erect nipples moved across his flesh.

“Do you…do you do this…party thing all the time?”

“Yep. We get drunk and play with each other and stay young.”

“Have you ever had a man here before?”

“Nope.”

He blinked.

“You’re the first, though, I should add, you probably won’t be the last. It is so fun to play with a man, to bring him to the edge time and again just to back off.”

Jason had nothing to say to that.

“You should feel ashamed that you bugged Jan that much that she was forced to this resolution, but you should feel proud that she thought enough of you to turn us loose on you.”

“Oh.”

“You see, Jason, there is a huge misconception in society. People think that women are bitches, don’t like sex, and so on. The fact is that women, once freed from the societal dictates, have just as high a sex drive as men. Maybe higher. So why should we be deprived? Why shouldn’t we be allowed to be sluts, to use our pussies as we see fit? You don’t look down on a man who uses his cock, why should anybody look down on a woman who uses her cunt?”

Jason didn’t have much to say to that.

“The fact is that women have needs, and men don’t own us, and…you get the idea.”

“When are you going to let me go?”

“We’re going to keep you for a while. We’re going to do things to you. You wanted to know what your wife did on these little outings, we’re going to show you. Your wife has already asked for you to have vacation time. She called your boss when you were on your way home on Friday night. Did you know that you have a full month of vacation time built up? Now we probably won’t use that whole month, but we’re not going to worry if we do.”

“But…this is wrong. What about my free will? What about my choice in the matter?”

“Oh, Jason. You don’t understand. When we’re done with you you’re going to be glad. You might think we’re taking away your free choice, but we’re really sharing a reality with you. You are going to be so grateful when we’re done. Want some breakfast?”

He blinked at the quick change of subject. He nodded.

“You probably have to pee, too. I’ll hang a bucket on you.”

Sabrina walked away, then came back a minute later. She had a small, light bucket the size of a pitcher. It had two wires that led up to a leather strap. She put the strap around his manhood, the bucket dangled under his chastity tube.

“Pee to your heart’s content, Jason baby.” She patted his cheek and went to the kitchen.

Jason stood there for a moment, then realized that he was going to have to pee. The extra weight of the bucket, as small as it was, was going to force the matter. He sighed, and relaxed his muscles. The pee didn’t come out in a stream, but dribbled out from the end of the chastity tube. He listened to the water, and the weight of the bucket increased.

Oh, fuck. He didn’t know that water weighed that much!

The bucket was half full when he was done, and it felt like his dick was being stretched. It didn’t hurt, but it did pull on him uncomfortably.

In the kitchen he could hear Sabrina rattling pots and pans. Asking rhetorical questions, “Now where is that pancake mix!”

“Good morning, Jason. How’s it hanging?”

“Uh?”

Shelly kissed his cheek and patted his ass, then continued on to the kitchen. A moment later he heard Sabrina and Shelly conversing.

“Hi, Jason.” A wiggle to his plug and a grope to his dick. Janice walked past and into the kitchen.

More and more women were waking up. A couple of women were passed out on the couches, snoring, with their bare boobs exposed, their legs spread so he could see their slits.

Most women came down the stairs from bedrooms. Two women came out of the back of the first floor. Their arms were around each other and they appeared very much in love.

Jason stood. He was a bit sore from standing all night, but he was okay. He stretched and wiggled a bit, and his body woke up and came to life.

Sabrina came back in and hand fed him pancakes. They were doused in butter and syrup and delicious. He gobbled, and when she got syrup on his face she just giggled and licked it off.

He loved the feeling of her breasts pressed against him when she did this.

He loved the feel of her lips kissing and lapping at his mouth.

For an hour the house woke up, women fed themselves, and Jason was pretty much left to himself. Finally, the interlude was over and the women turned their attention to him again.

“Okay, ladies. It’s time for Jason’s tits. Bring the table up behind him.”

Jason didn’t understand, and therefore didn’t like, what she had said. Still, he had no choice in the matter.

A dining table was pushed up behind him. Ropes were tied around his wrists, the ropes leading to the wall cleats were loosened, and he was bent back until he was lying on the table.

A woman went upstairs, then returned a moment later. She was wearing a nurse’s cap and carrying a doctor’s medical bag. All the ladies cheered lustily and gathered around the table.

“They call me Nurse Ratshit!” The woman pronounced.

More cheers.

She began taking Jason’s vitals. It turned out she was a real doctor, and she checked his blood, his breathing, everything she needed to to pronounce, “He is fit and healthy. I see no reason why we can’t operate.”

“Wait a min—“

Sabrina had been waiting for him to open his mouth, and she shoved a penis gag into it and closed the strap behind his head.

Again, the women cheered, and one of them yelled, “I need one of those for my husband!”

One of the other girls yelled out, “And for your lover and your boyfriend and your booty call!”

“Well, yeah!”

The women laughed, a few were already drinking, and Nurse Ratshit in her Zorro mask held up a needle and squirted a minute amount of chemical out of it.

“Take his gag out for a minute.”

Sabrina loosened the strap, but held it ready to tighten up again. He could be understood mumbling around the penis.

“Now, Jason, this is leuprolide, it is an LHRH agonist, which means it is used to combat prostate cancer. It will be harmless for you, except that it will stop your testicles from making testosterone.”

Jason didn’t know where this was going, but he didn’t like it. “But I like my testosterone,” he yelped.

“Spoken like a man who has too much of it. Did you know that men who don’t make testosterone live up to 15% longer? You know, men like eunuchs?”

“Eunuchs? I don’t want to be a eunuch!”

He was starting to understand, and now he was terrified.

“Don’t knock it till you’ve tried it.” Nurse Ratshit poked the needle into his upper arm and injected. She kept her weight on his arm so he couldn’t move.

When she was done she put the needle away and said, “Now, the good news, you’ll still be horny, I only gave you a low dose, but for a month you’re going to be horny without being able to cum. Your dick, you see, is going to be soft.”

“Hey!”

Nurse Ratshit nodded to Sabrina, who pulled the penis gag tight.

Jason gurgled and tried to speak, but he had no choice.

While Nurse Ratshit was getting ready for the next procedure, Sabrina leaned close to him and said, “You told your wife that you wanted to know what women did at these little retreats, but how can you understand unless you are a woman?”

Jason’s eyes rolled around in his sockets.

“Women don’t get hard ons, so you aren’t going to get hard ons.  Not for a month, at last. And women have tits, so you’re going to get tits. At last for a month. Maybe longer, if you want.”

Jason tried to scream, but his gargled out yelp just caused the women to laugh.

Nurse Ratshit made marks on his chest with a little dark pencil. “These boobs will be temporary. They’re called vacation boobs. A month from now and you’ll miss them.

He looked down and saw she had made dots in three circles around his nipples.

“You want his nipples erect?”

“Yes!” the women all roared.

“Okay. Better get him drunk, though, it tends to hurt when I put a hardener in his nipples. But they will get big and juicy.”

Sabrina had one of the girls prepare a sippy cup full of bourbon and Coke, and she kept raising his head and feeding him.

When his head was raised he could see what Nurse Ratshit was doing. She was making injections at each of the dots. the needles were long, and as she went around and around the circles she injected more and more of the boob juice. It looked like she was putting a gallon into each of his pectorals.

His chest swelled, became legitimate boobs, and he drank more and more.

Finally, she was done. He had magnificent mounds, and she put a needle to his nipple.

It was a sharp, burning pain, and he howled and cried, but when she was done his nipples were twice as big, and they stood out from his tits.

The women all gathered around. They felt his tits, they oohed and ahhed. They held up his dick, but now it was limp.

But he still felt horny.

In fact, he felt hornier than before. He had never felt so horny in his life.

One of the women took his limp dick in her mouth. She rolled it around, sucked, and bobbed and smiled. “This is so cool!”

Other women sucked his dick, felt his tits, and Nurse Ratshit put her medical equipment away. “You’ll get my bill in the mail.” She laughed and strolled upstairs. She came back a minute later without her medical equipment or nurse’s cap. Now she only wore heels and a Zorro mask.

Jason felt like the world had ended. He cried, and the more they played with him, the more he cried.

“Let’s get him up, girls.”

They pulled on the ropes, took the table away, and he just stood there, his limp manhood hanging down. His testicles were filled, he wanted release, but he no longer had the shaft necessary to a release.

Sabrina whispered into his ear. “You’ll get over it, honey, and you’ll really enjoy what’s coming your way.”

Jason just sniffled and hung in his restraints.

For the next hour the women sat around and talked, a few had drinks, and they got out a container of Men’s Nair and sprayed it on him. It foamed on contact, they left it there for fifteen minutes, then, when it started to burn, they wiped it off.

An hour later Jason was body bald. Not a hair on him, except for his head. Oddly, his skin felt energized, more sensitive.

An hour before lunch the women decided to go for a hike.              They put on hiking boots, panties and bra, and gathered on the porch.

Sabrina went to Jason. “Would you like to go for a hike with us?”

“I…I…”

“Come on, Jason. It’ll be fun. It’ll get your mind off your problems.”

Sabrina cautioned him against trying to escape, they were all holding remotes, and they let him out of his restraints.

Jason stood there, and felt the weight of his new boobs.

And he saw himself in the reflection of a window. He was a man with boobs.

He went out on the porch and the women all gathered around him, kissed him, welcomed him to ‘womanhood.’

“You know, we have to do something about his manhood. It looks so pathetic, but it still marks him as a man.

“Shelly, get some stretch tape from my room upstairs. Come here, Jason.”

Jason was walked over and stood in front of Nurse Ratshit, who was sitting on the porch swing.

Nurse Ratshit took his balls in hand and said, “Spread a little bit. Now, girls, when men’s testicles drop they leave a little space. It is easy to push the testicles back into the space. She pushed Jason’s balls into their pockets. Shelly showed up with the stretch tape, and she proceeded to tape his balls so they would stay in their little places, then she taped his dick back.

Surprisingly, it didn’t hurt. It made walking a little…different. And it make his front look exactly like a woman’s.

Looking down at his absent package, Jason walked down the stairs and around the cabin to a trail.

He wanted to run, but he was crushed by what was happening to him. Besides, the girls were all vying to link their arms through his. And if that wasn’t enough, he saw that they all held remotes on little chains around their necks.

He didn’t stand a chance in heck of getting away.

It was beautiful country. They passed over a meadow, and he felt his boobs waggling and jiggling.

They crossed a stream, and several women sat down in the water and let the cold sluice their privates.

Jason sat on a rock and Janice sat next to him. He was watching everybody, then she pulled his chin around and began kissing him. One hand was feeling his breasts.

Jason found himself kissing back. He couldn't do anything, his dick was virtually gone, but…he was horny.

After being kidnapped and abused, he needed the warm touch of humanity, and the women all wanted to give him that.

After Janice was Shelly, then another woman, and another.

The ladies all lay in the stream and watched him. They discussed his little cock, they talked about how ideal he was, how he wouldn't be a bother with his constant demands for sex.

Which didn’t help Jason, as he was so damned horny. finally, he blurted, “How am I going to get relief?”

The women all just smiled. They didn’t seem concerned at all about his question.

Of course, they didn’t have shrunken balls and a shriveled sack and a penis that was about as big as a big man’s thumb.

A couple of hours passed, and the women all put their shoes on, gathered around Jason, and hustled him up the trail.

His balls were still tight in their little ‘caves.’ His cock was still pulled back.

He was, if anything, hornier.

They arrived at the cabin and Jason was untapped and free to roam through the house. The perimeter was turned on so he couldn't leave, and he was no danger to any of the women, so why not let him wander?

They skipped lunch and the afternoon whiled away.

Jason sat in a small sunroom on a couch and watched the far horizons. And the women kept coming in, sitting next to him, and making out.

And somewhere during that day he thought about his wife.

Jan had done this to him.

She had turned a dozen women loose on him. Told them to do whatever they wanted, and she must have known what they planned. but…but…so what?

His mind just sort of stopped, unable to progress past that one point.

His wife had given him to a bunch of sex starved vixens. Period.

“Okay, Jason,” it was evening and everybody was eating. “You now have a woman’s body, and it’s time for you to go further.”

He looked up from his salad. “What do you mean?”

“It’s not enough to just have tits, or to lose your dick. You need to explore you femininity. You need to learn how to conduct yourself as a woman.”

“Oh.”

“Tonight we are going to celebrate your empowerment. You are going to learn about underwear and clothes. You, my dear, are going to learn that clothes makes the woman.”

There was an excited gabble about the table, and a few of the women smiled at him and even congratulated him.

After dinner they put him in the shower. They checked for hair, then put body cream on him and made him smell like a woman. Then they had a ‘fashion show’ in the living room.

For hours they had him put on underwear, panties and bra, garters and nylons, tummy shapers, and, finally, a real corset.

Jason was pretty well cowed by now. He followed directions, and the odd thing, he started to enjoy himself.

Yes, he was still shattered by the loss of his manhood, the growths on his chest, but the way the women took him in, held him, helped him, kissed him and said nice things about him…he was starting to get over it.

After all, they told him it was all temporary. His boobs would be absorbed by his body in a month, and his dick would started getting erections after a month.

So he couldn’t buy into their ‘just enjoy it,’ but he was feeling better.

At nine o’clock the liquor appeared in heavy doses, and they started dressing him in real clothes. And, man, these women were all wealthy, they had lots of ‘real’ clothes.

Jason was put in dress after dress. He learned what underclothes went with which dress, he was shown how to show off his cleavage. He explored various types of shoes, and was even able to walk around in high heels.

The women were no longer calling him Jason. Now they were calling him Jase, and they made it sound so feminine.

Midnight approached, and Jase was tipsy. To say the least.

As were the women.

Jase was fully accoutered as a woman, and suddenly the women were talking about make up.

“We might just as well put make up now as later.”

“We planned to do it tomorrow.”

“But look how Jase is taking to it. He acts more like a women than some of you alley cats.”

To which there were a bunch of good natured boos.

“How about it, Jason? Would you like to learn about make up tonight?”

He gazed around, bleary eyed, and realized there was something more than make up going on.

“I don’t know.”

“Okay. Sit there.”

Jason sat at the head of the dining table and the women all gathered around. Two of them began putting long fingernails on his digits.

He sipped bourbon and Coke and watched, and the women brought out their make up kits.

Every woman had a different idea they wanted to implement. Every woman had their own make up and believed in it.

Sabrina was hard put on it to referee the melee.

First they cleaned his face. Everybody could agree on that, and he was surprised at how much blackness their little sponges got off his face.

“Black heads and pimples, honey,” one of the girls cooed, and they all laughed.

They the primed him, and there wasn’t too much argument about that.

Foundation and blush they argued about, but not to vociferously.

It was when they reached the eyes and lips that the women got belligerent.

Still, with Sabrina taking charge, they made decisions and worked their magic.

Jase watched his reflection in a hand mirror and kept blinking, then drinking. They were running roughshod over his image of himself.

“Carly, you want to give him extensions?”

Carly, a short girl with red hair and green eyes, did. She wove the extensions into his hair.

Meanwhile, the girls started experimenting with plumper on his lips.

Jase had regular lips, but when they applied plumper to them they grew larger and larger. When they finally painted them bright red they were amazing. They didn’t look like male lips at all. They looked like Angeline Jolie’s lips. Big and powerful and ready to yell at the world.

Jase was amazed and couldn’t stop staring at himself.

And, somewhere in there, late in the morning, the sun illuminating the tips of the trees, the party died down. Women went to sleep where they were sitting. And Jase just put his head back and slept in his new curls.

The next morning a few of the women were pissed off. You’re not supposed to sleep in make up, and a ton of cold cream made appearance. Jase was stripped of his new found female glory, then remade up.

He wasn’t drunk now. He wasn’t totally sober, but he could think.

He walked into the bathroom and stared at himself. He just stood, hands on sink, and looked at himself.

Woman after woman came into the bathroom. They checked themselves in the mirror and sat on the toilet and peed, and they ignored Jase. Except for a few happy smiles, of course.

An hour passed, and Jase still stood there.

Sabrina came in, stood behind him, combed his hair out gently. “How you doing, Jase?”

“I’m a woman.”

“Yes and no.”

“Oh?

“Tonight you will be a woman. Today you are a man still wondering.”

“Oh.”

“Come on, let’s get breakfast and enjoy the day.”

Jase went out and had breakfast. He was somber, but not unhappy. In fact, something was happening inside him. Some bit of sunlight was clawing at the gloom, trying to break through.

Jase ate, and he repaired his lipstick, and he found himself engaged in conversations with the women. Sometimes he would explain the man viewpoint, and sometimes they would explain the female viewpoint. But all conversations were done almost in whispers, and he would feel their gentle hands feeling his tits, groping him as if to make sure there was no weenie down there.

The day passed slowly. The next day was Monday, and Jan, if she had come to this shindig, would have been going home. And he would have been there to meet her.

But now it was him, and he wasn’t going home, anyway.

They had a walk in the afternoon, and the evening came. Many of the women lost their clothes, but Jase didn’t. He felt like a proud puppy, all made up, all dressed up. He wanted to stay this way.

He went to Sabrina after dinner. “Something’s wrong,” he said.

“Oh?”

“I like this. You told me I would, but…but I like being like this. I love talking to women, and especially in a way I never would have imagined.”

“And why is that wrong?”

“Because I’m a man. I’m married, and I have a wife. I can’t do this.”

“You’d be surprised at what you can do, Jase. Now come along. Let’s liquor up for the big party. Tonight is the big party, you know.”

He followed her into the kitchen and helped pour drinks. Then he took the drinks out and gave them to the women.

He loved it. He had been converted. If he could have served these women forever, he would have been as happy as it was possible for him to be.

Nine o’clock, and he was drunk. Not so drunk as to be incapacitated, but drunk enough.

Sabrina called him to the center of the room. He stood in the middle of the ladies and was humbled.

They were so beautiful. They had given him so much. Yet there was one more thing they had to give.

“Jase, have a seat.”

Shelly pushed a chair to the center of the room and Jase faced the women.

“Jase, in appearance you are a woman. But there is more.”

He stared at her, wondering what more there could be.

“To be a true woman you have to make love like a woman. We don’t have a man here to help you in this regard, but we can still help you out.”

“I don’t understand.”

Sabrina stood up and lifted her dress. She was wearing a strap on and Jase gasped.

“We have all brought penises for you to fuck and suck. The only question is…are you woman enough to do that?”

Jase gulped, and the truth burst upon him.

Did he want to be a woman in appearance forever? Or did he want to take the big step? Did he want to learn how to make love like a woman?

Did he want to be a woman?

He knew he would go home changed; that this would change his life.

Would Jan accept him…the new him? Would she accept him as Jase?

But he knew the answer. She had sent him here, so she wanted him to have this opportunity.

“Okay,” he whispered.

The ladies all smiled. No big cheers this time, just a gladness that overwhelmed.

“Excellent. We have prepared a special bed for you.” Janice and Shelly pushed a bed into the big room.

It was a set up of folding cushions, but they had been taken apart and resewed so that he could lay on a slant, his butt up in the air, and his mouth at cock level on the other end. His legs would be spread, and he would be able to just lay there and take it all in.

Jase went to the ‘bed’ and stared down at it.

Sabrina stood next to him, and the rest of the women stood behind them.

“You must take us all, Jase. Once started, you can’t stop. You must suck us and fuck us until there is no resistance in you, until you know that this is what you really want.”

Jase nodded. He lifted up his dress and pulled his panties down. He was wearing high heels, nylons, and he lay down with his ass in the air.

It was comfortable, and Sabrina moved between his legs.

“We left the butt plug in you to help you acclimate.” She pulled it out, and he groaned. He had grown used to having it inside, he wanted to be filled.

Sabrina put her hands on his ass, then beside his ass, and she hand walked up the bed until her plastic penis touched his rectum.

Jase gasped, felt her lubing him up, then she was poking into him.

Some of the ladies pushed his legs apart, made entry easier for Sabrina.

She bottomed out in him, and he had never felt so open, so exposed, so vulnerable. And so good.

She began to saw in and out.

His nuts were hidden and his dick was pulled taped up. He had a smooth front, like a woman, and he took it like a woman.

Sabrina fucked him gently, remorselessly, and he found himself crying out with the pleasure.

Janice moved up to his face and flopped her big cock down in front of him.

He opened his mouth and took it in. He wanted to gag, but Janice took her time, encouraged him to relax, and the cock slowly went down his throat.

Sabrina moaned, and Jase knew she had cum. He didn’t know how until much later when one of the women explained about the knob on the end of the dildo. The more you fucked, the more you got fucked. And eventually the woman wearing the dildo could have an orgasm.

Women switched places, and he lost himself in the eternal pump and grind, the way they humped his rump. He felt so full, and his prostate was singing.

He sucked, and the women sat down next to him. They rubbed him and whispered to him. They kissed him and felt his breasts, and Jase began to feel more and more golden.

He was the center of a supreme sexual experience, and he loved it.

Woman after woman pushed their big cocks into him. Woman after woman fucked him, was sucked by him, and he entered a golden haze. This was paradise. This was heaven, and Jase wanted it to never end.


EPILOGUE

A MONTH LATER…

Jason drove up to his house. He turned the car off, went to the trunk and got out his bags. The ladies had all made presents of clothes and underwear and shoes and, and everything that a woman might need. He even had a new make up kit.

He walked up to the house and entered. “Jan? Honey? I’m home.”

Jan came out of the bedroom, and she had a massive smile on her face.

“Oh, my! Let’s look at you.”

She walked around Jase. She inspected his hair, placed a hand on his breasts….

“I had them pump up my tits for you before I came home.”

“Oh, that was so thoughtful.” She touched his face, examined his impeccable make up. “You are so beautiful.”

“And…I brought home a syringe.”

“A syringe?”

“Yes. It’s the drug that makes the dick soft. Chemical castration it’s called. You weren’t able to be there, you weren’t able to take advantage of my limpness. So if you want me to be limp for another month, or even longer, we can do it. Nurse Ratshit said she could make me limp forever, if I…if you, wanted it.”

“Oh, honey. I love it. You are so thoughtful. Come back in the bedroom. Bring your syringe.”

Jase followed his wife into the bedroom. He put down his bags and turned to face her.

Jan slipped into some high heels. “Take off your heels.”

He did, and now he was shorter than her.

“Where do we inject you?”

“On the arm.”

Jan smiled, took the syringe and poked it into his arm.

They sat on the bed and…just sat.

Jan put an arm around him, held him, and she whispered, “Don’t wear high heels when I do. I want to be taller. Did you bring home a strap on?”

“Yes. of course.”

“Excellent. Shall we try it out right now?”

Jase smiled. He got up and found the strap on in his luggage. It was long and quite large. He handed it to her, then pulled his dress up and lowered his panties and leaned across the bed.

He could hardly wait.

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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