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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 ballusters, 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.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Danny woke up, and the shame of the night before burst over him. Being stripped, having his clothes cut up, all the dresses and things in his room. 
 
    Then he thought about what Elize had told him the night before. 
 
    He slipped out from under the covers and went to his dresser. he opened the top drawer and looked into it. 
 
    Neat stacks of panties and bras and socks with flowery edges. He picked out a pair of white panties. As an after thought he put the contents of the drawer back into their net piles. 
 
    He sat on the edge of the bed and sighed and stared at the offending panties. 
 
    They were plain, a bit stretchy, and they had a small flower on the front band. 
 
    He bent over and put his feet through the leg holes. He pulled the panties up and…blinked. 
 
    They actually felt comfortable! 
 
    “Oh, they were a little lacking in material where his balls and cock hung down—shit, his cock was starting to get bigger—but the stretchy material felt good. He felt like he was wearing a sexy kind of a jock strap. He wasn’t hanging loose, and it felt good to be supported. 
 
    He stood up and bounced on his toes. His balls bounced hardly at all, but his cock was still growing. 
 
    Well, maybe his cock would go down after a while, when he got used to wearing the things. 
 
    He looked at the rest of the things in his dresser, and was afraid. He touched the material, picked a few items up. Yes, it made his cock even harder, but to actually wear this stuff? 
 
    He went into the closet and looked for a shirt to wear. No shirts. Only blouses. And they all buttoned in the back. Crap! How was he going to get those buttons buttoned? 
 
    He picked out the least offensive blouse and put it on backwards. 
 
    Man, that felt all wrong. The sleeves were wrong at the shoulders, the collar was pressing against his throat. No way. 
 
    He took off the blouse and put it on the right way, the buttons in the back. He tried to button the buttons, and he got the top two, and the bottom two, but there were four in the center he could touch, but he just couldn’t seem to manipulate them into the holes. 
 
    At least he was somewhat covered up. It was almost like he was just wearing underpants and a shirt. 
 
    Still, his heart was pounding, and his cock just didn’t want to go down. 
 
    But, his mother and sister had seen it the previous day, and they had seen it naked. Seeing it at least covered up by panties wouldn't be as bad. He hoped. 
 
    He opened the door to his room and looked up and down the hallway. Nobody. Good. He walked out to the hallway and headed down the stairs. He picked up his laptop and stopped. Oh, crap. She had changed the password. 
 
    Then he had another thought: What was he going to do all day? 
 
    He usually spent his time playing videos. But now…what the hell was he supposed to do? 
 
    He walked into the kitchen. He usually didn’t eat till after he had played for a while, but now, nothing else to do, he went in and looked in the fridge. Hunh. He usually ate cereal, but…he had the time, and nothing else to do…he got out bacon and eggs. He wasn’t much of a cook, but he could manage that. 
 
    He laid some strips of bacon in the pan and cracked a couple of eggs. Soon he was cooking merrily away. Which meant that he was standing there and staring at stuff that was getting hotter and starting to bubble and spit. 
 
    “Put on an apron or your blouse will get splattered.” 
 
    Elize walked up behind him and buttoned his last buttons. The blouse suddenly felt right. He stretched his arms and wiggled them. 
 
    “Good fit,” she said. 
 
    “Why don’t I get splattered when I’m wearing regular clothes?” 
 
    “You do. But flannel shirts hide grease splatters. Girls can smell the grease though. Sometimes not for a day or two, but…we smell it.” 
 
    “What does it smell like?” 
 
    She put an apron on him, it went up to his pectorals and felt weird, but it was just in time because as he looked at it two little pops in the pan resulted in two little grease marks on his apron. 
 
    “Old and rancid,” said Elize. “You want to give me those? Make yourself another breakfast?” 
 
    He blinked. It was a novel idea, cooking for her, but the talk they had had the night before had changed something in him. Danny thought: She’s already treating me like a sister. 
 
    He put the bacon and eggs on a plate and handed it to her. 
 
    “I’ll start the toast,” she volunteered. She placed the plate on the counter and took little bites of eggs and bacon as she popped four pieces of toast into the toaster.               
 
    A couple of minutes later Danny was sitting at the table and munching thoughtfully. Finished with her bacon and eggs Elize chewed on toast. She buttered and jellied Danny’s and pushed the slices over to him. 
 
    Danny was blinking. Usually they were at each other’s throats. Usually they were insulting each other and calling each other names. 
 
    Now it was different. And it wasn’t bad. 
 
    “Are you going to try on a dress today?” 
 
    “Maybe.” 
 
    “Might just as well get it over with.” 
 
    “Good morning, children!” Elizabeth entered the kitchen. She snatched a piece of toast off Elize’s plate and chewed it. “Too much jelly, Miss Sweet Tooth.” 
 
    “Not enough.” 
 
    Elize smiled at Danny. “That’s a very pretty blouse. But why aren’t you wearing a bra?” 
 
    Danny had intended to try, heck, he had tried at school the past couple of days, but he couldn’t overcome his own personality. “I don’t want to wear that shit.” 
 
    “Danny, the things I’ve been reading, they say that a man should be spanked periodically. But I’m not going to spank you right now.” 
 
    “Better not,” he sneered. 
 
    “I’m going to wait for you to ask to be spanked. 
 
    He blinked. “What? Why in hell would I ask somebody to spank me?” 
 
    “Well, I’ve got to go to work,” Elizabeth stated, ignoring his question. Let him think about it. 
 
    “Have a good. day, mother,” Elize said, and she gave her mother a quick hug and touched cheeks. 
 
    Danny just twisted his lips and stared. 
 
    Elizabeth considered him, gave a nod, and went out the door. 
 
    “Twenty-four hours before you can play video games for swearing.” 
 
    “Oh, fuck you!” He stormed out of the kitchen. 
 
     
 
    Damn it, he had tried, but as soon as his mother tried to lay that shit on him…he just had to say something. 
 
    He lay on his bed and did nothing. It was sort of peaceful doing nothing, and he closed his eyes and napped a little, but an hour later he was wide awake and ready to go. And had no where to go. 
 
    His laptop was locked and what the heck was there to do? 
 
    He got up and looked through his closet, hoping he could find some male clothes. At least then he could go out. But there was nothing. His mother had snipped every article of clothing he owned. 
 
    He went down to the garage and poked around, but his mother must have gone to the Goodwill, there were no clothes down there, either. 
 
    He looked in his sister’s room and found culottes, which were almost like shorts, but they still looked like a dress. And the sweat shirt he found had a ‘pink’ logo across the front of it. 
 
    He watched TV for a while, but there was were cooking shows, the Kardashians, and RuPaul. 
 
    He turned off the TV and went out back.  
 
    Nothing to do. 
 
    Damn. It was funny, he always hated school, but he hadn’t realized how much time school took out of the day. 
 
    Then he thought about going back to school and being subjected to ridicule. 
 
    He had lunch. That took all of fifteen minutes. 
 
    He went back upstairs, figured he would see if he could sleep some more, and his eyes fell on his book shelf. It was next to the dresser, and he looked at all the books. When he was younger his Mother had bought him a big collection of Oz books. Fourteen books inside of three volumes. Then she had bought him Sherlock Holmes, that was cool. And then Tarzan. Zowie, he had liked that. Swinging from the trees on vines, beating up gorillas….that was good stuff. 
 
    Idly, he sat on the floor Indian style and looked at the books. He opened one up and began reading. 
 
      
 
    “Hey! Where are you?” 
 
    He had barely heard the door slam, and he had ignored it. He was swinging through the jungle in search of the Jewels of Opar. Then he heard Elize coming down the hallway. He turned towards the door just as she arrived. 
 
    “Hey! How’s it going?” 
 
    “Pretty good,” he answered. 
 
    She took in his blouse and panties and sighed. “You haven’t even tried.” 
 
    “I was pretty busy.” 
 
    “Reading. Yeah. Right.” 
 
    He started to turn around but she said, “Look, let me help you. We’ll just try on a couple of things, see how they fit, and…would you rather run into an enraged Mother in a couple of days? Get taken to school in a sheet or something? Would you like to be forcefully dressed and thrust into school sink or swim? Or would you like me to help you figure this out. At least if you choose what clothes you will wear then you’ll stand a chance.” 
 
    He stared at her. 
 
    “And I’ll even make a deal with you.” 
 
    “What kind of a deal?” Even though she was treating him nicely he was still suspicious. Old habits die hard. 
 
    “If you let me dress you up I’ll let you read my Grace Mansfield collection.” 
 
    “Grace who?” 
 
    Elize smiled. “Grace Mansfield. And believe me, bro, you don’t want to miss out on that girl.” 
 
    He frowned. 
 
    “It’s erotica,” she explained. 
 
    He tilted his head a bit. 
 
    Patiently, she said, “Erotica is what porn is called when girls write it.” 
 
    “That makes no sense.” 
 
    “You’re right. But…I’ll let you read one right now. If you like it, then we have a deal. Okay?” 
 
    He was curious. Erotica? Hmm. “Okay.” 
 
    She ran to her room and got her cell phone. A second later his cell phone dinged. He opened it up and found ‘The Were-Fem.” 
 
    “What the fuck?” He frowned, and a few seconds later he was gone. He was not in this universe. His eyes were sliding over words faster than he had ever read in his life. 
 
    Elize snickered when she glanced into his room to check on him. 
 
    A half hour later she was on the phone, talking to a girlfriend, and Danny entered her room. His eyes were feverish, his skin was flushed, and he nodded. 
 
    “Got to go,” Elize said, then hung up. 
 
     
 
    “First, we have to get you into a bra. I think Mother thinks a bra is really going to change your mind.” 
 
    “How could a bra change my mind?” 
 
    “You’ll find out,” she said, going through his drawers. She pulled out a pink, satiny bra and panty set. 
 
    “Whoa,” he said dubiously. 
 
    Elize just chuckled and undid his blouse. “Change,” she commanded, handing him the panties. 
 
    “With you here?” 
 
    “I’ve already seen a prick before, so do it.” 
 
    She hooked her thumbs into his waistband and jerked his panties down his legs. 
 
    His cock sprang up and almost hit her in the face. 
 
    He stood, was embarrassed, and she waited. So, no other choice, he kicked off the old panties and put the pretty, pink ones on. 
 
    Elize watched and smiled. 
 
    His cock was stiff and poked out the front. Danny was really humiliated now, and he tried to push his dick down. 
 
    “Don’t worry about it,” murmured Elize. 
 
    Easy for you to say, he thought. But he said,  “These fit better.” 
 
    “I thought so. Now the bra.” 
 
    Danny had no clue about how to put on a bra, so Elize put it around his chest and fastened it in the back. 
 
    “How am I going to get out of this?” Danny asked. 
 
    “Just come ask. I’ll help you.” 
 
    “I have to have help getting dressed. Do you know how that makes me feel?” 
 
    “Yep.” She adjusted the shoulder straps and stepped back. “Excellent. You look good.” 
 
    He might look good, which he doubted, but he felt funny. 
 
    “All right, let’s put a real blouse on you.” 
 
    “What’s wrong with this one?” 
 
    “Not girly enough.” 
 
    He opened his mouth to complain at that, then didn’t say anything. 
 
    She picked out one of the few blouses that buttoned in the front. It was shiny blue and had puffy arms. It also had big ruffles that looked almost like lapels. 
 
    “Put this on.” 
 
    He gave a mock shiver at the femininity of the thing, then put it on. “Hey, it’s backwards!” 
 
    Elize laughed. “The buttons are backwards. Buttons are always backwards on women’s clothes. 
 
    She began buttoning him up. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “So when we get dressed in the dark we know we’re not men.” She snickered. “I don’t know. I’ve heard that it’s because clothes were modeled after old suits of armor, and since men were right handed the overlap of seams were arranged so right handed men couldn’t stick their knives in.” 
 
    Danny looked at the blouse she was buttoning. He turned his hand this way and that and tried to insert and realized that right handed men could stab women, but they wouldn’t be able to stab men. 
 
    Elize laughed at his efforts to stab himself and he looked up at her, then laughed himself.  
 
    “Okay,” she said as she arranged the ruffles. “Let’s try a skirt on you.” 
 
    “A skirt,” he mouthed the words. 
 
    “A skirt,” she reaffirmed wryly. 
 
    She brought a skirt out of the closet and helped him into it. She zipped it up and led him down the hallway to the big mirror in the foyer. 
 
    He stared at himself. The clothes fit nicely, but there was something wrong. Elize summed it up. 
 
    “You need long hair and tits.” 
 
    “I don’t think…” 
 
    “No, you don’t, but I’ll think for you. But…nothing to be done for it now. Besides, it’s almost time to fix dinner.” 
 
    “Dinner?” 
 
    “Sure. Mom’s due home, wouldn’t it be nice to have dinner ready for her?” 
 
    “Well, I guess.” 
 
    “And when are you going to ask her to spank you.” 
 
    “Bullshit!” he snapped. “Nobody is going to spank me!” 
 
    Elize didn’t react to his sudden anger, just said, “Shall we make spaghetti?” 
 
    He wanted to rant more, but it seemed sort of fruitless, so he shrugged. “Okay.” 
 
    They went into the kitchen. Elize got out the makings, long noodles and hamburger and sauce. Danny got out the pot and pan and added water. Soon the water was boiling on the stove and Elize put the noodles in. 
 
    They watched the pasta cook for a minute, then Elize said, “That’s’ 24 hours.” 
 
    “Oh, fu—“ Danny actually managed to stop himself. “Can I still read your books?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    A half hour later the kitchen was smelling like Italian farts, according to Danny. But it was a good smell and when their mother entered the kitchen she stopped and smiled happily. “Oh, thank you. And I had a tough day, too. Danny! You look lovely.” 
 
    Danny turned instantly red. And, worse, his cock bounced. Fuck! He hadn’t had a boner for a while now! It was almost like he was getting used to the girly clothes, but…now he had one.  
 
    He tried to ignore his cock, but he couldn’t. What was worse was that his mother couldn’t either. She kept glancing down, and every time she looked he felt his dick trying to get harder. 
 
    “Sit here, Mother. Danny, why don’t you get her some wine?” 
 
    Elizabeth hung up her purse and jacket and sat down. 
 
    Danny, more to get his cock out of the line of sight than anything, got down a wine glass, filled it with red wine, and placed it on the table in front of his mother. 
 
    “Danny! That’s wonderful. How did you know red wine is best with Spaghetti.” 
 
    “I don’t know,” he mumbled, but he felt an intense pleasure at the compliment.” 
 
    “Well, this is wonderful. Sit down, children. Let’s eat like a family. I haven’t had a good sit down without…” she stopped talking, but Danny knew what she was about to say. Without an argument or a fight. Without childish bickering. Or…with adults. 
 
    Danny and Elize sat down and the meal was actually enjoyable. It reminded Danny of times long past. 
 
    “So tell me how your day went.” 
 
    Elize filled in the space, talking about classes and assignments. 
 
    “You should pay attention, Danny, you’re going to be taking those same classes in two years.” 
 
    “What? Oh, yeah.” he had been thinking, and he wasn’t even sure what he was thinking about. But he did know that this was the first time he had been happy in a long time. Even if he did have an uncontrollable boner. 
 
    “And how was your day? Did your clothes fit well? Or should we make adjustments.” 
 
    “They’re good,” he answered. 
 
    “He needs tits.” 
 
    “Elize!” Elizabeth stared at her daughter. 
 
    “Sorry, Mom. But it’s the truth. You can see he has a perfect body for a dress, except that he needs a pair of cones.” 
 
    “Well, one thing at a time. We should be very circumspect as Danny gets used to his new situation. We do want this to be a pleasurable experience for him.” 
 
    “Of course, but…can I be excused?” 
 
    “Certainly, but…” 
 
    Elize was gone, running up the stairs. 
 
    “Now what has gotten into that girl,” Elizabeth wondered. Then she shook herself. “But let’s talk about you?” 
 
    The conversation became awkward, and Elizabeth realized that Danny still had a ways to go. But that was okay, he was making progress. She finally pushed her chair back and dabbed at her lips. She looked at Danny and placed her hand on his. She stared at her red fingernails, felt the softness of her hand, was aware of her perfume. “Would you mind doing the dishes.” 
 
    He felt resentment, even anger, but it wasn’t as strong as it had been. In light of him noticing her femininity his anger evaporated. He nodded. 
 
    “Thank you, honey. You’re a good boy.” And that was really awkward. She realized that he was a boy, but he was a girl, and he didn’t feel like a boy. 
 
    She smiled and left the kitchen. 
 
    Danny sat there in his dress. He had a boner. He had had a boner all night, ever since Elize helped him put on girly stuff. And now he was noticing that his mother was…sexy. 
 
    But that was wrong! He shouldn’t feel that way about his mother! 
 
    He got up and did the dishes. He even put on yellow gloves and an apron. He scrubbed the pots and pans, did the dishes, and wondered what was wrong with him. Usually he hated doing dishes, but now, horny, he didn’t mind it. 
 
    Though he did want to go to the bathroom and rub one out. 
 
    He finished the dishes and went upstairs. “Can I read another Grace Mansfield?” 
 
    She smiled yes and shot a book to his cell phone. He lay on his bed and began reading those saucy adventures. There was a lot of feminism here, and it wasn’t lost on him that these stories were encouraging his boners. 
 
    But, he liked boners. In fact, he was almost ready to go to the bathroom and relieve his testicles when Elize walked into his room. 
 
    He looked up, his mouth opened, and two girls followed her! 
 
    “Oh, my God!” He pulled his skirt down and tried to cover his boner.” 
 
    “Hi, Danny! “ 
 
    “Hello.” 
 
    It was Jenny Harding and Laura Benson. They were his sister’s best friends, and they were sexy as all get out. Both of them had sweet faces and large breasts. They were each carrying a paper sack. 
 
    “What are you doing here?” 
 
    “Oh, he’s cute. But you’re right.” Jenny was a blonde and had the bluest eyes. “He really is flat.”  
 
    Laura knelt right in front of him. She brushed his hair back and held it. “He really needs to do something about his hair. 
 
    “I called the girls over to help. They know all about your problem, and they really want to help.” 
 
    “My problem,” his voice seemed a little high. 
 
    “Okay. We can fix flat. “Undo your buttons.” 
 
    “I will not!” 
 
    The girls giggled and they just pushed him back and Laura started undoing his buttons. Jenny waited, and Danny stared wildly, but with Elize helping his blouse was undone quickly. 
 
    “Okay, try this,” Laura held out a bra, this one had cups. Big cups. Double D cups. 
 
    Laura helped him, in spite of his embarrassment and blustering, and when his new bra was on she reached into her sack and pulled out two breast forms. Large ones. She quickly slipped them into his cups and began doing his blouse back up. 
 
    Danny stared at his new chest. The more buttons were buttoned the more tightly the material strained, the more obvious he became. 
 
    “Now that’s a bod,” declared Elize when Laura stepped back. 
 
    “I wish mine was that sexy. Lord, how the boys would stare at me.” 
 
    “They already stare at you, slut,” giggled Jenny. 
 
    “Okay, now the hair,” Jenny reached into her bag and pulled out a wig. It was an expensive wig and she settled it on his head. Suddenly he had long, sexy hair. It curled around his face and waved about his shoulders. 
 
    Jenny took the hair off and Elize and Laura placed a skull cap on his head. They slathered glue on a strip running along the edge of the cap, then Jenny pressed the wig back on. A minute later the wig was secure, and it looked as natural as his own hair. 
 
    “Oh, wonderful!” Laura clapped her hands. 
 
    Elize nodded and smiled. 
 
    “Oh, honey,” said Jenny. “You need a little color.” 
 
    She picked up the tube of lipstick and turned the base. 
 
    “Wait a minute?” 
 
    “What for?” She was sitting right next to him and he was aware of her face, her lips, her breasts. She was honestly puzzled. “You really need this.” 
 
    “It will really make you sexy. Men either look at lips or tits.” 
 
    “Or butts,” put in Elize. 
 
    “Tits first, lips second, butts are in the rear.” 
 
    They all chuckled at this bad pun. 
 
    “Now put your hands down and let me do this.” 
 
    Danny didn’t want to, but he was caught. He was trembling as Jenny placed the pink pillar on his lips and began coloring them. 
 
    The girls stared at his mouth fixedly. 
 
    “Now smack your lips,” said Jenny. 
 
    Danny did. 
 
    “Excellent.” She turned to the other girls. “Should I put gloss on them?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “No,” he said. 
 
    But he ended up with his lips getting a coat of shine. 
 
    “Oh, he’s beautiful. I could fuck him.” 
 
    “Hey! That’s my brother we’re talking about!” 
 
    “So? He’s got a dick, right?” 
 
    “Don’t care. No fucking.” 
 
    Danny couldn’t help it. He blurted, “Why not?” 
 
    The girls all went into gales of laughter. 
 
    “Because you’re my brother, stupid,” grinned Elize. 
 
    “But that shouldn’t stop me from…from…” 
 
    “He’s right,” agreed Laura. 
 
    Elize frowned, then said, “Okay, no fuck, but he can have a hand job.” 
 
    “Really?” squeaked Danny, and they all laughed. 
 
    “Come on!” Danny resisted a little, but only a little, as they dragged him out of the room and downstairs. 
 
    “Mom! Look!” 
 
    “Hey, Mrs. Montgomery.” 
 
    Danny was presented to her. 
 
    Danny’s heart was pounding. He was embarrassed, and his mother was looking at him, and he felt faint. 
 
    “Oh, Lord! Wonderful! He’s beautiful!” 
 
    Danny opened his eyes. 
 
    “Danny, you’re beautiful.” His mother was crying, dabbing at her eyes with a handkerchief. 
 
    “I…I am?” 
 
    “Thank you, girls. you’ve given me a daughter I can be proud of.” 
 
    For a long moment everybody gushed and laughed and complimented Danny, then Elize said, “We’re going to walk Laura and Jenny home, then we’ll come back. Okay.” 
 
    “Of course honey.” 
 
    Laura and Jenny bid Elizabeth good by, then the quartet headed for the door. 
 
    Outside they walked quickly down the sidewalk. Laura took Danny’s hand and held it, and Danny’s cock was never harder. He couldn’t talk, but he didn’t have to. The other girl’s all chattered away, and though he didn’t speak, he was included, and he had never felt so wonderful in his life. 
 
    Laura lived one street over, and Jenny the street past that, so it was only a few minutes until they were walking up to Laura’s house. 
 
    Danny was sorry when she let go of his hand, then he got an extra thrill. 
 
    Laura put her hands on his face and pulled it close to her own. “You’re beautiful, Danny. And we’re going to have to figure out a name for you.” 
 
    She kissed him then. His eyes were open and he thought he was going to swoon. Her lips felt so perfect on his. Then she actually poked her tongue into his mouth. 
 
    She moved her face away, kept looking at him, then she said, “Girl’s, he’ll meet you on the corner. 
 
    “Whoa…” 
 
    “Danny’s going to get some!” 
 
    “Don’t let anything get on him.” 
 
    Elize and Jenny continued down the street, and Jenny pulled Danny into the shade of trees. She was a couple of inches taller than him, and she wrapped her arms around him, and now she really did mess up his lipstick. 
 
    Then her hand snaked under his skirt and into his panties. 
 
    “Oh!” Danny grunted helplessly. 
 
    She wrapped her hands around him and felt him. 
 
    “Oh, that is cute.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It’s so small. I love it when penises are small. They just feel so cute.” 
 
    She continued kissing him, and suddenly he didn’t care that he was small down there. Not if what he had was making Laura so happy. 
 
    “Are you close?” 
 
    He nodded, and gulped. 
 
    “Good.” She took her hand out of his pants and laughed. “Now you’ll think of me all night long.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    Laura ran for her front door. “Don’t masturbate now. Good girls don’t jack off.” 
 
    He stared after her, was frozen for a long moment. Then he remembered his sister and Jenny. 
 
    His cock feeling like it was huge, he tried to adjust it a little, but it was so stiff there was no adjusting. He ran down the sidewalk, They had given him Mary Janes to wear and he listened to the unfamiliar sound of the little shoes tapping on the cement. 
 
    “Well, it’s about time!” 
 
    “Sorry,” he mumbled. 
 
    “Did she do you?” 
 
    And Elize actually groped him. 
 
    His own sister! 
 
    “Nope. Looks like you’re going to have to do it yourself, bro.” 
 
    Jenny took his hand now, and they walked over to the next block. 
 
    “I don’t think he should cum.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Of course not.” 
 
    “Because he’s your brother?” 
 
    “Because he’s too young. He should wait a while.” 
 
    “Oh, no,” whispered Danny. 
 
    The girls laughed. 
 
    They reached Jenny’s house, and she kissed Danny on the lips. And her hand brushed against his still hard cock. She breathed into his ear. “Don’t jack off, Danny. Don’t waste it. Who knows, maybe you’ll get lucky. Maybe some girl will want to go all the way with you.” 
 
    Then Jenny ran into her house and Danny and Elize were alone. 
 
    They walked back to their own house and Elize asked, “Do you think you’ll be able to go to school now?” 
 
    “I…I guess.” 
 
    “You’re got three bitchin’ girls behind you. Laura, Jenny and I, we’ll have your back. So…what do you think.” 
 
    “Okay,” said Danny, suddenly feeling a confidence and determination. 
 
    “Good. I’ll help you the rest of the weekend. I’ve got a few other girlfriends who would like to help…” 
 
    “Did you tell everybody about me?” 
 
    “Pretty much. It’s going to be all over town tomorrow. When you go back to school you are going to have a lot of friends.” 
 
    As they walked up the street to their house Danny was in heaven. Girls were liking him. They were feeling his penis. And they even liked the fact that he wasn’t big down there. 
 
    Maybe this dress thing was going to work out after all.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART THREE 
 
      
 
      
 
    On Saturday morning Danny awoke early. He had stayed awake late the night before, talking to his sister about what it meant to be a girl, but he wasn’t tired, he was wired. 
 
    Two days previous he had been an angry, young man, getting in fights, poor grades, and disrespectful around the house. Then his mother had put in petticoat punishment and…he felt totally different. 
 
    At first he had felt hurt and confused, but his sister had worked with him, and he had finally given in and let himself be dressed up as a girl. And when her friends came over they had pushed him even further. 
 
    He got out of bed and looked down at his penis. It pressed out against his chemise. It wasn’t a big penis, his childhood illness had ensured that, but no matter how small, it felt good. That was one of the things Elize, his sister had told him: what does it matter how big your dick is as long as you feel it? 
 
    He stripped out of the chemise, hung it carefully on the back of his closet door, and searched through his drawers for underwear. 
 
    “What are you up for?” He turned and faced his sister, who was yawning at the door. She was wearing her own nightgown, and it was a sexy one. It was flimsy and he had a full view of her breasts. They thrust out and the nipples were hard. Damn! He was actually glad he had a boner when she came in; he didn’t want her to know that she was making his dick pound harder. 
 
    “I can’t help it. I’m just awake.” 
 
    “Well, good, Go back to sleep.” 
 
    “I can’t.” 
 
    She stretched and considered him. He was an inch or two smaller than her, and he was naked. He was still a little embarrassed being seen naked by her, but now he was starting to embrace it. 
 
    She sighed. “Okay, if you insist. First off, you don’t have too much hair, but any hair is too much.” 
 
    “But I need long hair!” 
 
    She grinned. “Wear the wig and let the head grow. But for the rest, there’s some Nair in the bathroom. Go use that on your whole body. I’ll wait here for you.” 
 
    Danny grinned and trotted past her and headed down the hall for their bathroom. 
 
    Elize groaned, took two steps and flopped onto his bed. She began snoring within ten seconds. 
 
    Danny and Elize shared a bathroom, and that had led to some tension and disagreements, but that time was no more. Now they would be sharing the bathroom as sisters. 
 
    He reached into the medicine cabinet and brought out a white and pink bottle. He read the instructions. Slather on, wait till it burns (20 minutes?) and shower off. Sounded simple enough. 
 
    He wiped the goo over his body, tried his best to get that hard to reach area on his back, and stood in front of the mirror to watch. 
 
    While waiting he studied his face. It was a bit soft. Even though he had played baseball, and done pretty good, his face was an oval. Not a hard chin like his father. 
 
    He chuckled. What would his asshole father think of the fact that he was now wearing dresses? 
 
    He looked at his eyes. They were brown, a bit large for his face, and his skin was good. 
 
    He frowned. Not in unhappiness, but in concentration. He could see his face as girlish. When he had been sick those first couple of years of life this had been the result. A small frame, round features, and an attitude. 
 
    He had hated the world because he wasn’t a manly man. He hadn’t understood, let alone embraced, the idea that he could be feminine. 
 
    He looked down at his penis. The girls called it cute. He had always been ashamed of it, but now…it was cute. 
 
    Suddenly he felt the burn start up over his whole body. He quickly  slipped on a cap to protect his wig, and jumped into the shower and soaped and rinsed. Amazed, he watched hair slide off his body. As Elize had said, he didn’t have much, but it was enough. 
 
    He stepped out of the shower and dried himself off. His skin felt incredibly different. Who would have thought that hairlessness would create a unique sensation of the flesh? 
 
    Finally, dried and baby butt naked, he trotted down the hall…and his mother’s bedroom door opened. 
 
    “Hello, dear,” his mother yawned. She was wearing a blue, silk robe and holding the lapels together loosely. He could see her ample breasts bulging behind the thin material. Her nipples were quite prominent. 
 
    He froze. He was completely naked. Yes, she had seen him naked, but…not with a boner. Of course she had felt it yesterday, when she was wrestling him down so as to destroy his last male clothes, but…and she had constantly been glancing at his erection when he had dressed up in girl clothes, but…he was naked! 
 
    But she just smiled, glanced at it, and said, “Nice way to wake up.” 
 
    She stepped forward, hugged him briefly. He felt her nipples press against him, and his little cock poked against her thigh. 
 
    She ignored all that, put her hands to his wig and said, “The girls really did a bang up job.” 
 
    Then she continued down the hallway. It was Saturday and she had the day off. It was normal for her to eat a small breakfast and lounge around and read the paper or watch a little TV. 
 
    Danny watched her slim body descend the stairs. He could see her buns moving up and down, and she had an exciting body. 
 
    He shook his head. Damn! His own mother! What was he thinking? But his boner just kept bobbing. 
 
    He turned and entered his room. Elize was sound asleep on his bed. She hadn’t gotten his clothes ready. He stood and stared at her form. 
 
    God, she was beautiful. And her buns were so round and juicy under the thin material of her nightgown. 
 
    Suddenly, grinning, he slowly lifted her nightgown. He pushed it up to the small of her back and her buns were totally exposed. 
 
    He began rubbing her buns and he whispered in her ear. 
 
    “Oh, baby, it’s just you and me. Come on, honey. Eat my pussy. Oh, yeah. I want to suck you. Oh, baby…” On and on he went softly running his fingers over her rounded buttocks. 
 
    She stirred, she smiled. “Mmmm.” Then her eyes flicked open and she jerked to a sitting position. 
 
    Danny fell on the floor laughing. “Oh, baby! Baby!” 
 
    At first Elize was pissed, but it’s hard to stay angry when somebody else is laughing hysterically. 
 
    “You started mumbling and moaning…just like you were getting ready to have sex.” 
 
    Elize grinned ruefully. “As if you would know what it feels like to ‘get ready to have sex.’ 
 
    He sat up, cross legged, his little cock pocking out. “I do now.” 
 
    She grinned evil and held two fingers up. She brought them together like they were scissors and said, “Snip, snip.” 
 
    He knew exactly what she was referring to. “Hey!” 
 
    “Sauce for the goose, baby bro, is sauce for the gander.” 
 
    Then they both started grinning. 
 
    “Okay, you wanted to get dressed. You want to try a corset today?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “I can’t believe Mom actually bought you one, let alone three. But you are really fat.” 
 
    “I am not!” 
 
    “Fatter than a real girl, and you do want to be a real girl, don’t you?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” this slightly embarrassed him. 
 
    “Come on. Just for a few hours. It might be like the panties and bra, you might like it.” 
 
    He heaved a breath and said, “okay.” 
 
    “Oh, goodie.” She bounced across the room, literally, those big breasts of hers, and opened his dresser drawer. Blue, black or red?” 
 
    “Blue.” 
 
    “Red is sexier.” 
 
    “Yeah, but I like the blue color.” 
 
    Elize picked up the corset and held it for him to look at. 
 
    “First rule of bitches, bro: Dress for somebody else, not yourself.” 
 
    He shrugged. 
 
    She didn’t really care, so she had him stand up and she placed the corset around his midsection. It was a short one, and he would still need a bra and panties, but it was perfect. His mother had picked his under things carefully. 
 
    “Okay, we attach the clasps like this,” she inserted hooks into eyes up his front. His weenie poked out happily and she slapped it. “You pervert.” 
 
    He grinned. “Takes one to know one.” 
 
    She considered him, then ignored the statement. After all, she wasn’t the one dressing as the opposite sex. 
 
    She had a brief moment of wondering at that; at how she could be so happily helping him in his transvestitism. But only for a moment, and then she smiled. She liked him as a sister ten times better than as a brother. 
 
    As a boy he was insufferable. As a sister he was…charming, and amenable, and even cute. 
 
    “Now, turn around and lay down on your bed.” 
 
    He did so. He had to hump his hips a little as his cock, though small, was poking into the mattress. 
 
    Elize began pulling ties and the corset began to slim down and shape Danny’s body. No, he didn’t have much fat, but what little he had quickly disappeared. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he whispered. “This is tight.” 
 
    “Language, Danny. You swear again and I’ll hear it and it’ll be 24 hours until you can play your video games.” 
 
    “Wow,” he said, not appropriate of her remark. 
 
    “What?” she grunted as she pulled hard on the laces. 
 
    “I haven’t even thought of playing video games.” 
 
    “Good. You’re pretty unconscious when you play those things.” 
 
    “Unconscious?” 
 
    “Sure. Oblivious to the world. Don’t know where you are. Don’t even know who you are.” 
 
    “That’s not true!” 
 
    “Okay,” she didn’t bother to argue. “But try talking to you when you’re in the zone and it’s like trying to talk to a pear. There. Stand up.” 
 
    He stood up, and he was forced to have proper posture. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Now you’re looking good.” 
 
    He ran down the hall and into the bathroom and looked in the mirror. 
 
    It did look sexy, but it was tight. He returned to his room. “When do I get to breath?” 
 
    “Just take little breaths, you’ll be fine. Here’s your bra. See if you can put it on yourself.” 
 
    He couldn’t, and she laughed as he tried to reach behind himself. “Don’t worry, with practice you’ll get more flexible. Try some yoga, it helps.” She placed the bra around his midsection and fastened it. Then she moved it around his waist, it slid easily over the material of the corset. 
 
    “Okay, arms down, hook up and…zingo bingo.” 
 
    He blinked. “Why didn’t you show me that first?” 
 
    “Didn’t think about it. Here, put in your cups.” 
 
    He slid the breast forms into the cups and bounced on his toes. The breasts forms bounced a little, but his penis bobbed up and down happily. 
 
    “Sweet,” said Elize, noticing his cock, and she handed him panties. 
 
    He pulled them up and his cock poked out through the material. 
 
    “Okay, dress.” She selected a pull over blouse, soft material, more like a sweater, then handed him a pinafore. It was red and came to his boobs. He was stunned at how the dress made his boobs look so big. It was like the top part of the pinafore was designed to frame his boobs. 
 
    Suddenly a sad expression flitted across his face. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’m jealous of yours. They’re real.” 
 
    “Boob envy, it’s called.” 
 
    “Yeah, well…” 
 
    “So when are you going to ask Mom to spank you?” 
 
    He frowned. “That’s stupid.” 
 
    “Why? Because you deserve it?” 
 
    “I don’t deserve a spanking!” 
 
    Elize sat down on his bed and patted the mattress for him to sit next to her. He did, and she said, “Danny, do you realize how mean and disrespectful you have been?” 
 
    He did realize it, but he didn’t say anything. 
 
    “Besides, you should read some of the stuff on the internet. For a boy to be spanked requires a lot of trust, and it really helps him understand what his place is.” 
 
    “I’m a man, not a boy, and I know my place.” 
 
    “You’re a boy in a dress, and that requires something you have never thought of, let alone experienced.” 
 
    “Has Mom ever really spanked you?” 
 
    “No need. I’m a girl.” 
 
    “But I need a spanking?” 
 
    Elize just nodded somberly. “And the longer you go without…the longer you won’t understand what your place is.” She put her arm around his shoulders, “Bro, I am totally serious when I say that you need this. You need a spanking. You need to be put in your place. Until you. are spanked, until you ask for a spanking, a good one, and get it…you are a lost, little soul.” 
 
    He frowned. “Well, I’ll think about it.” 
 
    DING DONG! 
 
    “Oh, Goodie! Brush your hair and put on your lipstick. The girls are here. I’ll be right back.” 
 
    Elize ran out the door and Danny sat in thought for a moment. He was thinking about a spanking, and how he was supposed to ask his mother for one. 
 
    Then he heard voices and realized Elize was bringing the girls upstairs. For a second he felt a bit of panic. Then he realized it was probably Laura and Jenny, and they had already seen him. Laura had even felt his penis and called it cute. 
 
    He picked up a hair brush and gently stroked his hair. He listened to the sound of whispery voices and giggles, the Elize brought in Laura and a girl named Tammi. 
 
    “Oh, my gosh! This is your brother!” Tammi put her hands to her face and ran to him. “He’s so beautiful! Here, let me tease your hair a bit,” she took his hair brush and began working it over the wig. “She giggled and said, “And where did you get tits, little boy?” 
 
    It was delivered with humor and they all chuckled. 
 
    “They grow on all the girls this year,” Danny confided, keeping his voice breathy and even mysterious. 
 
    The girls all laughed. 
 
    “So what are we going to do with Danny today?” asked Laura. 
 
    Danny’s cock was hidden under the dress, and that was good. It was going crazy, almost as if it knew that here was the person in the room who had stroked him until he nearly came. 
 
    “I thought we might paint his nails and put him in nylons.” 
 
    “Oh, yes!” Laura was eyeing him hungrily. “Long, red nails. Kitty cat claws. That would be delish!” 
 
    So it was decided. Elize went to her room and came back with a nail kit and the girls started working. 
 
    Tammi prepared his toenails, sanding them and shaping them, then she began painting them a bright red. She put foam spreaders between his toes and told him not to wiggle his toes. Danny watched in fascination as his toes became pretty and sexy. 
 
    Laura began working on his hands. She prepared his nails, then selected mid length ovals. She glued them on, held each fake nail firmly and looked at him with a smile. “You’re going to have to walk me home more often,” she said. 
 
    Danny turned bright red and Tammi noticed. “What’d you guys do?” 
 
    “I felt his penis.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “It’s really cute. And it’s hard. But it’s so short it felt like a clitoris.” 
 
    “Wow! I want to see!” 
 
    “Stand in line, bitch.” The girls giggled. 
 
    Meanwhile, Elize ran downstairs and into the kitchen where her mother was washing her breakfast dishes. 
 
    “Mom! Can I have some nylons for Danny? I’m out right now.” 
 
    Elizabeth looked at her daughter with a bit of bemusement on her face. “And he’s okay with this?” 
 
    “Mom, he loves it. Petticoat punishment is the best thing you could have done for him.” 
 
    “Really?” That pleased Elizabeth. 
 
    “Really, and, Mom, I’m trying to get him to ask for his spanking.” 
 
    Elizabeth sighed. “Heck, I’m going to have to talk myself into administering it.” 
 
    “You’ve read the stuff on the net. Every sissy needs a good spanking. Lot’s of spankings. It really helps them.” 
 
    “I know, but I’ve never been one for physical punishment. It’s so…archaic.” 
 
    “Maybe so, but if the boy needs it.” 
 
    “Honey, is what we’re doing right?” 
 
    This surprised Elize. “Mom?” She was admonishing as much as anything else. “Of course it is. He needs this!” 
 
    “But he is a boy under it all.” 
 
    “Is he?” 
 
    “He’s got a penis. He’s a son.” 
 
    “But he likes what we’re doing. He likes being a girl, and it’s making him a better person.” 
 
    “Yes, but—“ 
 
    “Mom,” Elize interrupted her mother. “You and I know that when Danny was sick, when he was born, he barely made it. But it also took something from him. He’s never acted like he’s got much testosterone, and he took after Daddy in a way, being mean. Maybe God didn’t mean for him to be a him. Maybe God just set him on a path to really find himself.” 
 
    “You sound like you’re almost jealous.” 
 
    Elize blinked, then, “I guess I am. But maybe that’s why I’m helping him so much. It just feels right to…to convert him. 
 
    Elizabeth mused, “Convert. Like transition or transform. I used to read about things like that and…and I thought mothers were being silly. but now…now I find the shoe is on the other foot. And…I don’t know.” 
 
    “Well, know this, Mother. Danny is a better person as a girl than he ever was as a boy. Maybe when some time has passed he’ll decide to go back to being a boy. Maybe not. But we’ve set something in motion and it would be unfair not to pursue it to the end. It would be unfair to Danny.” 
 
    Elize was almost glaring, and Elizabeth suddenly chuckled. 
 
    “Well, with that said, my nylons are in my top drawer. I’ve got extra and I’ll buy some more. Let me know if yo need anything else.” 
 
    “Okay, Mom.” Elize suddenly kissed her mother on the cheek. Then, almost as if she was embarrassed by this show of affection, she ran out of the kitchen. 
 
      
 
    “These are the prettiest fakes I have ever seen in my life.” 
 
    “It’s almost as if his hands were made for them.” 
 
    The girls oohed and giggled as they applied lacquer to his fingernails. Danny’s hands were now totally feminine. He stared at them in wonder. 
 
    “Be careful when you wipe yourself,” said Tammi. 
 
    They laughed about that, then Elize entered the room. She was holding a pair of nylons. 
 
    “Lift his dress, girls.” 
 
    Laura and Tammi lifted Danny’s pinafore and they could see the garter straps hanging from the corset. They could also see the little point of his cock pushing his panties. 
 
    “Wow,” said Tammi. “That is cute.” 
 
    “I told you. It’s just like a little clitoris.” 
 
    “A big clitoris,” quipped Tammi. “Small penis but big clitoris.” 
 
    Elize had rolled up the nylons and was snapping the snaps over the nylons. Danny’s legs were sleek and sheet. Then he jerked. Tammi had touched his penis. 
 
    “Oh, that’s so cool.” 
 
    “Stroke it.” 
 
    Tammi did. 
 
    Danny gasped. 
 
    “Don’t let him cum, though.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “He’s Elize’s brother.” 
 
    “Well, that doesn’t make any sense, but—“ 
 
    “We want him to be as horny as possible. We’re talking about who gets to deflower him.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “What do you think about that?” Tammi asked Elize. 
 
    “We should have a lottery, charge money for tickets. He could use the money to buy things like make up and jewelry.” 
 
    Tammi and Laura looked at each other and were immediately excited. 
 
    “There’s probably a hundred girls in school that would go for that.” 
 
    “Buy as many tickets as you want if you want a bigger chance.” 
 
    “Really?” asked Danny. The eager tone of his voice cracked them up and the girls all laughed hysterically. When they calmed down Elize said, “You know, this has got to be the best secret in the world. If any parent finds out about this…” 
 
    “Right. And…senior class only?” 
 
    “Yes. We don’t want any statutory charges if somebody finds out. So 18 and above only.” 
 
    “What about college girls?” 
 
    “Nah. Let them find their own virgin.” The all snickered at that. Everybody knew that by the time a girl entered college they were never a virgin. 
 
    “Okay. Let’s get organized on this. We’ll treat it like a business. We only talk to girls we agree can be trusted to keep their mouths shut. We keep records, but we keep them hidden, and if a parent ever questions any of us we have to make story that will hold.” 
 
    “All right, and…” Laura turned to Danny. “Are you okay with this?” 
 
    “Uh, sure!” But he was looking at her with longing, and she understood instantly. 
 
    “Oh, honey, I’d love to be the one to pop your cherry, and I’ll buy extra tickets. Lots of tickets.  But if I’m not the one to de-virginize you, then I’ll be the second one.” 
 
    “Well, okay.” 
 
    Laura reached up under his dress and grabbed his penis. “And, get used to it, everybody is going to want to feel your cute, little cock. Everybody is going to need to want to feel the merchandise.” 
 
    Danny nodded. He wanted Laura, but he simply ‘wanted.’  
 
    “Okay, enough chit chat. Stand up, Danny. Let’s see how your nylons look.” 
 
    Danny stood up and they all stood back and inspected him. 
 
    “Oh, perfect.” 
 
    “I wish my legs looked that good.” 
 
    “Danny, you ‘da girl’.” 
 
    Danny blushed. 
 
    “Okay, shoes!” 
 
    Elize ran into her room and back. She was holding high heels. 
 
    “Oh, yes,” chortled Laura. 
 
    Danny sat on the bed and put the high heels on. They were shiny black and open toed. His pretty red toenails could be seen. The girls buckled the little straps around his heels and the shoes were firmly in place. 
 
    “Okay, Danny boy.” 
 
    “Danny girl,” said Laura, beaming at him. 
 
    “Take your baby steps.” 
 
    Danny stood up, and almost fell over. He flailed and the girls held his arms.  
 
    His feet felt totally stretched out. It wasn’t comfortable, but it wasn’t bad, either. He took a step and his ankles wobbled. His knees were shaking, and his hips felt like they were on a hill. 
 
    “Small steps, baby bro,” advised Elize. 
 
    He walked across the room, held up by the girls. He walked out into the hallway and grabbed the railing with one hand. Supporting himself he walked down the length of the hallway. Every step got easier. He turned around and came back, taking his hand off the rail every once in a while. 
 
    “Let’s go downstairs and show Mom.” 
 
    The girls helped him down the stairs. That was awkward because of the extra height of the heels, but he made it to the bottom of the stairs. At that point Elizabeth came out of the kitchen. “What in the world is all this…Danny!” She noticed his extra height and looked at his feet. She smiled. “Oh, my. That really looks good.” 
 
    Danny grinned. His cock had gone down a little while he was walking down the stairs, but now it was back up again. Seeing his mother in the blue robe, her nipples, and having her compliment him…it was the nicest thing that had ever happened to him. 
 
    Elizabeth walked around her son. “Wow. That really is amazing. 
 
    Danny just kept grinning wider and wider. 
 
    In the back of his mind, in spite of his smiling, was the thought: spanking. 
 
    But this wasn’t the moment to bring it up. Besides, he wasn’t totally convinced. He was going to have to do some looking on the internet to find out what spanking really did for a guy. 
 
    Or for a girl. 
 
    And he wondered whether it would make him more feminine. 
 
    Then his mother frowned. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “What, Mrs. Montgomery?” 
 
    “Well, I’m not being critical, but…” 
 
    “Out with it, Mom.” 
 
    “He needs make up.” 
 
    There was a moment while the girls figuratively slapped their foreheads and murmured, ‘Of course!’ ‘We were so busy we didn’t think…’ 
 
    “Danny, have a seat at the dining table. Elize, go get his make up kit. Girls, gather around.” 
 
    Two minutes later they were all seated at the table, chattering and watching as Elizabeth opened up the kit. 
 
    “Now I know you girls will know most of this stuff, if not all, but I’ve worked as a beautician…so this is how you cleanse his pores.” 
 
    Elizabeth used little sponges and scrubbed his face. “You all know this is how you get rid of the grease in his pores.” 
 
    When she was done Danny felt like his face was fresh and finally breathing. 
 
    “Now, the primer. When you apply this you should follow certain lines…” She applied the primer to his face. It removed imperfections, smoothed his face out, made it seem somehow rounder. 
 
    “Now then…when you…” 
 
    Elizabeth went on and on, taking her time, and the girls all watched carefully. All of them were accomplished at make up, but this was lessons from a pro. 
 
    “After the foundation you need to put color back on his face. The foundation is like a canvas, but now you have to paint your masterpiece.” 
 
    She brushed on blush and began working on his eyes. She plucked his eyebrows, making very nice arches over his eyes. She very careful colored the eyes, making them just dark enough to make his eyes pop, just light enough that he wasn’t sluttish. 
 
    “Now, girls, who wants to work on his eyelashes?” 
 
    There were volunteers and Danny marveled, and reached new heights of horniness, as they curled his lashes and added mascara. Finally, they were done. 
 
    “Okay, the pièce de résistance, let’s let Danny do this himself.” 
 
    “Don’t you think she should do it?” blurted Laura. 
 
    Elizabeth was silent and considered the girl. She looked at Danny. “Would you like to be referred to as he or her?” 
 
    Danny really didn’t know. He hadn’t thought about it. He finally said, “Whichever you feel I am.” 
 
    There were nods at his statement, and Elizabeth realized that this feminization was maturing her son. Or daughter. 
 
    “Lordy,” murmured Elizabeth, “I really don’t know, but…I’ll just address you as the whim moves me, and you let me know what you like or don’t like.” 
 
    “Fair enough.” 
 
    Elizabeth almost cried at that point. He was maturing so rapidly. Yesterday he had been a rude, little creep. Now he was thinking, figuring things out, and was considerate of what other people thought. 
 
    But she held the tears in and handed Danny the lipstick. 
 
    Danny looked at the little, golden tube. 
 
    “It has plumping agents in it, so your lips will sting, but they will also grow a little plumper.” 
 
    Elize took a small mirror out of the make up kit and held it for him. 
 
    Danny turned the base and a pillar of red grew out of the tube. 
 
    The girls started chanting. 
 
    “Go! Go! Go!” 
 
    Danny held the lipstick to his mouth, watched the mirror, and rolled the red over his lips. 
 
    The girls cheered, and Danny smacked his lips like he had seen his mother do. 
 
    His cock set an all time record for being hard. No, he wasn’t big, but if hardness had counted for anything he had a world class dick. 
 
    Elizabeth sat back and stared at her son. Her daughter. So beautiful. And he was becoming polite and considerate. Once again she blessed petticoat punishment for the changes being wrought in her son. 
 
    The girls were all hugging him, and he looked happier than she had ever seen him. 
 
    “So what are you girls going to do now?” 
 
    “We’re off to the mall, Mom.” 
 
    “Aha!” Elizabeth raised her eyebrows. “I should have known.” 
 
    “Can we get his ears pierced?” 
 
    The girls all looked at her with begging eyes. She almost laughed, then said, “I would say that’s up to him. No tattoos, though.” 
 
    “Oh, you spoil all our fun!” teased Elize. “We were going to have a big spider tattooed on his cheek, like it was crawling out of his eye.” 
 
    “Ack!” shrieked Elizabeth. 
 
    With that the girls gathered purses, and one was handed to Danny. It held lipstick and a compact and not much else. It looked so cute hanging on his shoulder by a long strap. 
 
    “Okay, Mrs. Montgomery, we’ll see you later.” 
 
    Elizabeth bid the girls good bye. The front door closed and she watched the quartet of young ladies saunter down the front walk. They were all so pretty, and Danny was the prettiest. He looked awkward, but that would pass with time. 
 
    She dried an eye, and the girls were around the hedge and out of sight. 
 
    What a day. What a day. 
 
    She headed upstairs to get dressed.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART FOUR 
 
      
 
      
 
    The four girls, actually three girls and one boy, walked along the sidewalk. It was a mile to the mall, and Danny was glad they had let him wear Mary Janes. They weren’t comfortable for a long hike, but they were ten times better than heels. 
 
    As they walked they discussed Danny’s deflowering. 
 
    “A dollar a ticket,” said Tammi. 
 
    “Five dollars a ticket,” responded Laura. 
 
    “They settled on two dollars a ticket. High school kids would eagerly buy as many tickets as they could, but they weren’t rich.  
 
    Next was whether they should film it or not. 
 
    “Danny and whoever are going to need a video for memories.” 
 
    “And if the police ever get the video we all go to jail.” 
 
    It was decided that there would be no videos. 
 
    Then the subject of where and when came up, and that was easily handled. Danny’s room when Elizabeth was at work. 
 
    Danny was dazed by all this talk. He was going to lose his virginity, but it sounded like such a big production. He didn’t say anything, however. He knew he was lucky and he should just let it happen. 
 
    They reached mall and crossed the big parking lot. There were a zillion cars and the girls picked their way through the endless rows and entered the mall. 
 
    They were on the far end, where the food court lay, and they sauntered through the mall. They stopped at kiosks and tried on sunglasses. Danny liked the sunglasses, he could see they really helped his look, but it seemed a shame to cover up his eyes after they had been made up so well. 
 
    They wandered through dress shops, holding dresses up to their fronts and snickering or admiring as the look affected them. 
 
    They spent a long time in a shoe store arguing over sandals, and Danny finally walked outside and looked at the mall. 
 
    Thousands of people, and none of them knew he was a boy. They thought he was a girl. They looked at him and didn’t see a tough kid who was a bully in training, they saw a gentle girl who got along with people. 
 
    He turned and looked up the mall. To one side was a gaming store. It was filled with boys looking cool. Their pants low, their sweat shirts baggy, laughing and smoking and being…cool. 
 
    And Danny realized that was it not for the girls, and this petticoat punishment, he would be down there. Swaggering like he really was tough. Acting cool. What he thought was cool. 
 
    But was it really cool? He didn’t see any girls there, so who were they trying to impress. 
 
    And he thought about it: these guys weren’t interested in girls, or grades, or anything but immersing themselves in a make believe world. 
 
    For the first time in his life Danny thought about who he was, and he didn’t like what he was seeing. 
 
    He had been an imaginary tough guy sniping imaginary enemy soldiers and thinking that made him important. 
 
    Yet…wearing these sissy clothes made him feel a lot more real. For the first time in ages he felt like he was encountering real emotions, actually living life. He hadn’t done that since he played in Little League. 
 
    What had happened to him? 
 
    What had—he spun around. Arnold and three of his friends had come out of the gaming store. They were walking like they owned the world, and they were walking towards him. 
 
    Danny dodged back into the shoe store and sidled up to the girls. Elize looked at him and knew something was up. “What?” 
 
    “Arnold and his friends,” he whispered. 
 
    She nodded. “Don’t worry. They won’t come in here. We’ll just wait them out.” 
 
    “He might not have even seen me.” 
 
    “I’m proud of you, bro. That’s pretty brave avoiding a fight.” 
 
    Danny blinked, on one hand that made no sense. How could he be brave for running? On the other hand, it was responsible to avoid a fight. While the girls finished talking about sandals and other things he waited, and he started to understand some of what Elize had been talking about the other night. 
 
    Fighting didn’t make a man, being kind, and that meant responsible…that made a man. 
 
    Finally, enough time had passed, the girls were ready to hit the food court, they sauntered out of the shoe store. Giggling and joking they walked down the mall. They walked around a kiosk, Laura and Elize on one side, Danny and Tammi on the other. When they were furthest apart, and the view blocked by the kiosk, Danny suddenly felt something hit his foot. His right leg got tangled behind his left and he went down in a belly flop. 
 
    Tammi gave an eek and was pushed to the side. 
 
    Danny rolled over and looked back. 
 
    Arnold stood over him, “I thought that was you, sissy. You thought you could hide, but it’s time we settled up.” he rubbed his nose. “You hit me, and now I’m going to get some payback.” 
 
    One of his friends was behind Arnold, and his other two friends were keeping Tammi from coming forward. 
 
    “Leave him alone!” She yelled. 
 
    Danny got up. He had dirt on his sleeves and he brushed himself off. 
 
    “Well, sissy? You gonna fight?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    Arnold slapped him. “How about now.” 
 
    “Real men don’t fight, Arnold.” 
 
    “Hah! Look who’s talking about real men.” 
 
    “Elize! Laura!” 
 
    On the other side of the Kiosk the two girls looked around and saw Arnold. 
 
    “Oh, shit,” mumbled Elize, and she began pushing through the crowd. 
 
    Arnold sneered and punched Danny in the belly. Danny bent over and knelt on the ground. The punch had been hard, but he wasn’t hurt, just had to breath for a second. 
 
    “How about now, sissy?” 
 
    Danny struggled to his feet. “Nope.” 
 
    Arnold looked ready to come in again, but Elize and Laura arrived. Arnold’s third friend grabbed Laura and held her back. 
 
    Elize got between Arnold and Danny. 
 
    “Get out of here you fucking bully!” 
 
    Arnold laughed, put his hand on Elize’s face and shoved. 
 
    Elize went back, but Danny went forward. He punched Arnold right square in the nose, and it was a beaut. Arnold sat right on his butt and grabbed his nose in surprise. Blood leaked out, and Arnold brought his hand up in surprise. He saw the blood and stood up. His eyes were filled with rage. It didn’t help that somebody in the crowd yelled, “He’s getting his ass kicked by a girl!” 
 
    And the mall police arrived at that instant. One of the mall cops hooked Arnold’s arm as he punched, the other one moved the kids to the side and yelled for the crowd to keep moving. 
 
    “He hit me!” yelled Arnold. 
 
    “Who? That little girl?” The mall cop was chuckling, and that Arnold all the madder. 
 
    “That’s a guy! It’s a sissy!” 
 
    The cop looked at Danny, who was following the other kids to the side of the mall. “Well, that sissy sure punched you. Now knock it off or I’ll get the city police down here and we can see about assault and battery.” 
 
    Arnold struggled to get free, and finally the two cops moved all the kids, plus Danny and Arnold, down to their mall location. It wasn’t a big office and the kids all sat and stood and glared at each other. 
 
    Elize kept sniping at the boys who had followed Arnold. “Pretty brave the way you grabbed me. Do you grab girls all the time?” 
 
    That pissed the boys off and shamed them at the same time. 
 
    Laura laughed at Arnold. “Your nose is big and red. Did you run into a girl?” 
 
    The other girls were snickering. 
 
    “Knock it off, kids,” one of the mall cops said, though he was chuckling. 
 
    Elizabeth wasn’t chuckling when she arrived. None of the other parents seemed to happy, either, though Arnold’s father looked around as if he was ready to hit somebody. 
 
    “I’m in charge of these girls. Their parents are at work, but we all live in the same neighborhood and I will be responsible.” 
 
    “Who hit you?” the older Arnold, his name was the same, asked his son. 
 
    “He did!” Arnold pointed at Danny. 
 
    At that moment Elizabeth moved in on Danny. “I thought you were changing. And you get in a fight. What am I supposed to do? Nothing. seems to work.” 
 
    “Mom!”  
 
    “Mrs. Montgomery!” 
 
    But Elizabeth was too pissed off to hear the girls. “I trust you, I provide for you, and you can’t get over your male bullshit.” To swear she had to be really mad. 
 
    Danny just sat and looked at her. He felt guilty because he had hit Arnold. Even though there was nothing else he could do. 
 
    Six feet away Arnold Sr. was berating Arnold Jr. “You let a girl hit you?” 
 
    “But it’s not a girl! He’s a guy!” 
 
    Arnold Sr. turned and glared at Danny. “Are you a man?” 
 
    Elize said, “Fuck you, fat ass.” 
 
    Elizabeth’s mouth opened in shock, but before she could say anything the police walked in. 
 
    Two no nonsense cops. Not mall cops hired to provide presence but having no real authority 
 
    “Okay,” said the senior of the cops, a sergeant. “I want one person to tell me what happened. No one else will talk or I will cuff you and put you in the back of the police car while the adults sort this out.” 
 
    That put a damper on the chatter. 
 
    Elize raised her hand. “I can tell you what happened. I saw it and I was involved.” 
 
    The cop looked around and nobody objected. Arnold Sr. looked like he wanted to say something, but he managed to hold still. 
 
    “Okay, young lady. Speak up.” 
 
    Elize stood up. “We girls, and that’s my brother,” she pointed at Danny, who immediately turned eighteen shades of red, “we were walking through the mall. Danny punched Arnold,” she pointed at Arnold, “at school. Arnold decided to get back at Danny. He slapped him, and he punched him, and Danny refused to fight. He got in big trouble for fighting before and he doesn’t want to fight anymore. But Arnold kept pushing, and when I stepped between them and told Arnold Danny didn’t want to fight Arnold pushed me in the face. That was when Danny hit Arnold. He was defending me.” 
 
    Her words had come out in a rush, but they were intelligible and they told the story. 
 
    The cop looked around. Everybody was silent. The girls nodded. The boys hung their heads. 
 
    Then Arnold Sr. said, “Did you really push her face?” 
 
    “Well, I didn’t—“ 
 
    Arnold Sr. slapped Arnold Jr. on the back of the head. 
 
    “None of that!” The sergeant moved in quickly. 
 
    Elizabeth was confused. She had been sure, but the way Elize had described it…“Do they have video?” 
 
    The cop nodded. “Now that’s an idea. George, can you pull the video up for where the fight occurred? 
 
    The mall cop named George nodded and sat down behind a computer. 
 
    Arnold Sr. and Elizabeth crowded in behind the cops. 
 
    On the far wall where the girls sat Laura whispered to Danny. “You were brave. I can’t wait to do really nasty things to you.” 
 
    Danny’s looked at her and he wanted to grin. 
 
    “Hell, too bad you’re my brother. I’d suck you off myself.” 
 
    That made Danny blink. He hadn’t thought when he had punched Arnold. He had just reacted to a threat to his sister. 
 
    Behind the console the adults watched the drama unwind. They saw Danny confronted, slapped, punched, and refusing to fight. They watched as Elize arrived and got pushed in the face. Then Danny uncorked his punch and Arnold went down. The shock on his face was obvious even with the grainy quality of the video. 
 
    One of the cops chuckled, “Damn.” Then he straightened his face up. 
 
    “Wait until I get you home,” Arnold Sr. muttered, eyeing his son across the room. 
 
    “Okay,” said the sergeant finally. He was talking to the adults, but the kids could hear him. “It looks like an excitable bit of nothing. I doubt anybody wants to press charges.” 
 
    The adults all murmured in the negative. 
 
    “Then how about we all shake hands and go home.” 
 
    That was agreeable. Arnold even shook hands with Elizabeth and apologized, to which Elizabeth was very gracious.  
 
    “Okay, kids. File out. I’ll take you all home,” Elizabeth announced. 
 
    The boys went with Arnold and headed for the entrance to the mall. Elizabeth and the girls headed for the food court. 
 
    “Oh, damn!” blurted Tammi. “We didn’t get Danny’s ear pierced.” 
 
    Elizabeth, though her children and the girls had been proven innocent, was still not happy. This was not the way she wanted to spend a day off. “Language,” she snapped. 
 
    The girls were silent as they walked through the food court. “I’m hungry,” whispered Laura. 
 
    Elizabeth fixed her with a glare and Laura shut up. 
 
    They walked through the parking lot and got into Elizabeth’s SUV. The doors shut, Elizabeth started up the car and then just sat there. The air conditioning cooled everybody off, and Elizabeth turned to face them. 
 
    “I’m still mad. But I understand what went down, and we can all agree to get over it. I’ll even try not to be angry.” 
 
    “Thank you, Mrs Montgomery.” 
 
    “Thanks, Mom.” 
 
    “But I think you’ll all agree that a little situational awareness could have gone a long way. If you could have avoided Arnold and his friends…that would have solved everything before it happened.” 
 
    The girls agreed, and were properly chastened. Elizabeth backed up and headed for the exit. 
 
    They turned onto the main road and everybody was silent. 
 
    Danny was in the back and he turned to Elizabeth and said, “You swore.” 
 
    The car was silent, it was like the set up to a punch line, it was electric. 
 
    And Danny delivered the punch line. “Fat ass.” 
 
    Nobody moved, nobody said anything, then Elizabeth broke. She snorted so hard she almost choked, then she was laughing. Then they were all laughing. Hysterically. Knee slapping, gut busting, roll on the floor laughter. 
 
    They laughed all the way home. 
 
      
 
    Danny was in his room. He knew he had 24 hours, and probably more, before he could play video games. But, oddly, he didn’t care. He was content to lay on his back and read Grace Mansfield on his cell phone. Elize had downloaded three stories to his phone because he had defended her so bravely. 
 
    He was at peace with himself. He had tried not to fight, and if Arnold hadn’t pushed Elize he would have succeeded. After all those years of fighting and acting like an idiot…it felt pretty good. 
 
    In her room, Elize was working on her computer. She was telling the tale of the great Mall Shoot Out to all her friends. Come this time tomorrow Arnold wouldn’t have a friend in town. She didn’t stop to think that this might have unwanted effects, she was too hyped up for that. Besides, even if she hadn’t said her piece, Laura and Tammi were saying theirs. 
 
    Downstairs Elizabeth was sipping wine and thinking about what had happened. 
 
    Her boy had behaved himself. He had tried to avoid a fight, even though he was physically struck. Now that was progress. She almost wished she could go out and buy him some ice cream or something. But that wouldn’t have been entirely appropriate. 
 
    Laying on his bed, at peace with himself, Danny yet had a problem. He had punched somebody, and even though he was vindicated, it made him think about the spanking he was supposed to ask for. 
 
    But why? 
 
    But he felt guilty, and like only a spanking would help. 
 
    But would it? 
 
    What good would it do if his mother spanked him? 
 
    Even if it was as tough as she described, belts and whips or whatever, so what? What would that do to him? Or for him? 
 
    Yet…it kept bugging him, and his mind kept turning to it. 
 
    Suddenly his cell phone rang. He didn’t know the number and almost didn’t answer, but he did, and he was glad he did. 
 
    “Hello?” 
 
    “Hey, Danny. this is Laura, can you talk?” 
 
    He sat up and adjusted his panties. The books had given him a boner, and now Laura hd actually called him. 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “Gosh, you really were brave. I wanted to go kick fat ass Arnold in the fat ass, picking on you that way.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “Have you been thinking about who you’re going to lose your virginity to?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Of course you have. I really wish it could be me. I mean, I’ll buy all sorts of tickets, I’ll have a good chance, but there’s a possibility it won’t be me. Is that okay?” 
 
    “I’d really like it to be you. Should I refuse if it’s somebody else?” 
 
    “Oh, gosh. No! Whoever gets you gets you fair and square.” 
 
    “Well, okay.” 
 
    “Besides, we’ll have plenty of opportunity to, uh, do things afterwards.” 
 
    “I’d like that. But you won’t be angry if I have to fuck somebody else?” 
 
    “Nope. This is a golden opportunity for you, and I’ll love you no matter what. Of course, I might act a little funny, but I’ll get over that.” 
 
    And so they talked, for hours, and Danny felt better and better. When he hung up he was on top of the world. Laura had said she loved him.  
 
    It was getting late now, and Danny closed his phone and put it on the charger. 
 
    He undressed, hung his clothes up neatly, and put on his chemise. 
 
    In just two days he had become totally comfortable with girl’s clothes. He looked down at his teeny weeny and grinned. The head was being rubbed by the material and it was bobbing like nobody’s business. 
 
    Heysoos, he wanted to masturbate. But the girls had told him not to. Elize had explained it all, and Laura had told him to save himself for the big de-flowering. 
 
    So he didn’t. 
 
    But he couldn’t stop thinking about a spanking. 
 
     
 
    Sunday morning and once again Danny was up bright and early. He took a quick shower, in the downstairs bathroom so as not to wake anybody. 
 
    He selected panties and underwear, decided not to try the corset today, it was cool, but he decided not to. He pulled on his underwear, wished he could wear nylons again, those were really cool, too, but, again, he decided not to. 
 
    He was thinking about spankings. 
 
    He put on a summer dress, mauve with little white birds that you couldn’t even tell were birds on it. It felt cool and comfortable, and his tits really stuck out. 
 
    He wanted to try the make up, but he figured he should wait for Elize to help him with that. 
 
    Or his mother. 
 
    That was a blinker. He needed his mother to help him. He had gotten so used to being rude that it was a surprise to recognize that he needed her. 
 
    Sure, as a boy he was pretty self sufficient. But as a girl he had to rely on others, and that was teaching him things. 
 
    Dressed, he went to Elize’s room and peeked in. She was sleeping, snoring like a ‘fat ass,’ which made him suppress a giggle. 
 
    He tip toed in and picked up her laptop. Hopefully she hadn’t changed her password. He tiptoed out. 
 
    Inside his own room, laying on his bed, he looked up ‘do boys need to be spanked.’ 
 
    He found an enormous amount of material on petticoating and spanking. Interestingly, the scientific types all said no, and they all sounded like they wanted to be spanked. 
 
    Then there were the others, men and woman who craved spanking. They talked about it like it was a religious experience, how they had changed and realized so many things. 
 
    He read stories and personal experiences. He came across sites with photos and even poems. 
 
    Finally, he closed the laptop and went into deep thought. 
 
    Suddenly his door opened. “Have you…oh, there it is.” Eliza, wearing her sexy negligee again, came in and took her computer. 
 
    “Hey,” he said.  
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I think I might ask Mom to spank me.” 
 
    Elize stared at him, then she bent over and gave him a big hug. Pressed her breasts against him. Then she went back to her own room. 
 
    He went downstairs and fixed breakfast. He was munching on sausage and waffles when his mother entered the room. 
 
    “Good morning.” 
 
    “Hi, Mom.” 
 
    She went about fixing her own breakfast and he sat and watched her. She was so damned sexy in her robe, and his cock was standing up and saluting. But he was still thinking about other things. 
 
    She suddenly turned around and leaned against the sink. Her robe was half open and he could see her beautiful legs and the swell of her breasts. 
 
    “I swear! I can feel your eyes on my flesh. What the heck are you thinking so hard about?” 
 
    For a long second Danny just sat there, his mouth looking like it wanted to talk, feeling like it wanted to talk. His mother cocked her head and waited. 
 
    “Mom, I got in a fight yesterday.” 
 
    “Yes, but…” at the expression on his face she knew he wasn’t done and she stopped talking. 
 
    “And I got in fights at school and I played hooky and didn’t do my homework. I’ve been rude to you and Elize, and…” 
 
    She waited. 
 
    “Maybe I need that spanking.” 
 
    His mother nodded, then came and sat down opposite him. 
 
    “This is a big step. And it’s going to hurt. I will use a hair brush on you this first time, and when you’re done you’re going to be crying and you definitely won’t be sitting down.” 
 
    “I borrowed Elize’s computer this morning and looked up all sorts of stuff about spanking. I know it’s going to hurt—I want it to hurt. I have been so bad…I need…I need to be spanked. 
 
    Elizabeth placed her hand over his. She marveled at his pretty fingernails. He looked so beautiful with long hair. 
 
    And she knew his cock was rigid. 
 
    And she knew that it was rigid for her…and she was okay with that. Boys must go through things to be men. 
 
    “If you’re sure then I will give you a spanking. We should probably do it soon so you have time to recover by tomorrow.” 
 
    Tomorrow, when he went back to school. 
 
    He nodded. “I’m ready when you are.” 
 
    “Okay. Let me eat my breakfast, then I’ll call you up to my room.” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Why don’t you go upstairs. Take everything off and put on your chemise. Wait for me.” 
 
    Danny nodded and started to get up, but his mother stopped him. She put her hand around his neck and pulled his head down. She kissed the center of his forehead. He looked down and saw her breasts exposed in her robe. His cock throbbed, then she let him go and he went upstairs. 
 
    He stopped in Elize’s room. She was working on her laptop and she looked at him. 
 
    “I asked for my spanking.” 
 
    Elize nodded and smiled and gave him a thumbs up. 
 
    Danny continued to his room. He took off all his clothes and put on the chemise. He sat on the edge of the bed and waited. He didn’t lay down. He was nervous, but he wasn’t scared. He had been bad, and this would help make up for it. 
 
    After fifteen minutes he heard his mother walk past his room. 
 
    He waited about five minutes longer, then she tapped on his door and opened it. 
 
    He looked up at her. 
 
    “I’d like to talk to you, Danny.” 
 
    Danny stood up and followed her down the hall to her bedroom. 
 
    Elizabeth had a big bed. At the bottom of the bed was a chest, and she sat down on the chest. 
 
    Danny faced her. His Chemise did nothing to cover him. His penis was poking out. His face was red. He deserved this. 
 
    “Please remove your chemise Put it on the bed.” 
 
    He took off the thin garment and placed it on her bed. He was naked and he was so nervous he was almost ready to cry before she even started. 
 
    “Please lay across my lap.” 
 
    She was so formal, and that unnerved him even as it reassured him. 
 
    He lay across her lap. His penis was poking on her thigh and she spread her legs momentarily so his penis could slip between her thighs. 
 
    She picked up the hair brush with one hand and rubbed his bottom with her other hand. 
 
    “I don’t know how long I will spank you, but it will be long. This is therapeutic for me, as well as you. I have a lot of anger in me because of the way you’ve acted.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Mom,” he was trying desperately not to blubber. 
 
    She rubbed his buns and said, “It’s okay if you cry. Are you ready?” 
 
    He nodded, gulped, and said, “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Danny lurched, was surprised at how much it hurt. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    The hairbrush was hard, there was no give, and Elizabeth was a strong, young woman. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Danny wasn’t sure when he started to cry, but when the tears came they came hard. He didn’t cry loudly, he just blubbered and sobbed and the tears rolled down his cheeks. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    His legs kicked out, the pain was accumulating and his ass was burning up. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    She had one hand holding a leg so he wouldn’t fall off her lap. Her arm kept going up and down, up and down. 
 
    Suddenly he became aware of his penis. It was rubbing between her thighs. It felt heavenly. 
 
    In the middle of all this pain he felt the pleasure, and that was the moment everything changed for him. That was the moment the spanking became more than punishment. It became almost a divine guidance. 
 
    He cried, and his penis wiggled between her legs, and he couldn’t stop, and he wanted more pain….more… 
 
    The spanking continued for a long time, she really did have a lot of emotion stored up, but she finally stopped. 
 
    She sighed, and she placed her hands on his buns and started rubbing them.  
 
    He continued to sob, and she paused and squirted some lotion in her hands. She began to rub again, and this time the pain was leeched out by the lotion. 
 
    She soothed him and soothed him, and finally she helped him sit up. She held him then, and he wrapped his arms around her. His face was against her neck and his tears made her robe wet, but it was okay. Everything was okay. 
 
    Slowly, his tears dried up. Then he was just clinging to her, being held by her. He could feel her breasts against him, and, wonder of wonders, his penis wasn’t hard. It was soft. After these past days of being totally out of control it felt…empty. 
 
    “All right, honey. Time for you to go get dressed.” 
 
    He stood up and stared at her. She was so beautiful. Then he looked down at her lap. There was a big wet spot. “Did I…do that?” 
 
    “You did, honey, and it’s okay. You’ve had your spanking, and when you need another one I’ll give it to you. But for right now, run along. Maybe take a shower and get dressed. 
 
    Danny walked out of the room, and it was hard walking. His ass felt like it was exploding. 
 
    Yet, it wasn’t bad. After all, he had deserved it. Now if he could only figure out how to deserve one without being a bad son. 
 
    He walked into this room, and a moment later he heard his mother head downstairs. 
 
    Then his door opened. 
 
    “Holy heysoos!” whispered Elize. “She really laid into you!” 
 
    “Was it a long time?” 
 
    “God, yes! And I could hear those smacks…they could probably heard them on the next block. 
 
    Danny sniffed and nodded, then he was on his feet, crying some more and hugging his sister. 
 
    “I’m sorry…I’m sorry,” he kept saying. 
 
    Elize was surprised, then she smiled and held him. 
 
    “It’s okay. It’s okay.” 
 
    Then, when he was once again cried out, she said, “Are you going to be able to go to school tomorrow?” 
 
    “I’m going to have to.” 
 
    “Well, lay down. I’ll get the lotion and give your ass a rub.” 
 
    Elizabeth had already soothed him, but he laid down. That was a world class spanking and he needed some world class soothing. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART FIVE 
 
      
 
    Danny woke up early on Monday morning. He lay there for a moment, he was going to have to go to school as a girl. He was going to wear female underwear and a dress. He had a wig, and he had a feeling his girlfriends were going to ambush him and make him wear make up. 
 
    The principal had said she was going to make an exception to the dress code so he could come to school.  
 
    Arnold was going to be waiting for him, and he and his friends would show him no mercy. 
 
    He was actually okay with all that stuff, but this would be going to school, not just hanging with the girls. 
 
    Danny’s mind went back a couple of days to the start of this crazy adventure. 
 
    He had hit Arnold and the principal was going to expel him, then his sister came up with the crazy idea of petticoat punishment. Now he was dressing like a girl. 
 
    Oh, man. 
 
    He started to get up, then groaned and lay back down. He had forgotten the spanking his mother had given him. Oh, man, his ass felt like King Kong had used it for a drum. 
 
    Well, he had asked for it. 
 
    His door opened and his sister, Elize, poked her head in the door. “You awake?” 
 
    “I am now,” he groaned. 
 
    Elize chuckled and entered the room. “What’s the matter?” 
 
    “My ass. Oh, man. How am I going to do this?” 
 
    “Elize went to his dresser and picked up a bottle of lotion she had left there. She sat down and pulled his covers off and lifted his chemise. She quirted goop in her hand and gently began rubbing his ass. 
 
    “Oh, God! Thank you.” 
 
    “Man, you’re bruised. Mom really whaled the tar out of you.” 
 
    “Tell me about it.” 
 
    “I guess you’ll be a good girl from here on out.” 
 
    “Better than being a bad boy.” 
 
    For long minutes her soft hands soothed his injured buttocks.  It felt good, and it also gave him a boner. Finally she grabbed his arm and said, “Let’s go. Moving around is going to be the best medicine.” 
 
    Danny struggled up, and though his butt felt better for her ministrations it still hurt like the dickens. 
 
    “Keep moving. I’ll get your underwear.” 
 
    Danny stood in the center of the room and shifted from foot to foot and swayed. 
 
    Elize opened his drawers and selected panties and bra. She leaned down and helped him put one foot in, then the other. She pulled the panties up his legs and gently pulled it over his butt. 
 
    He groaned, but once it was in place he felt better. 
 
    “Okay, bra.” 
 
    “Are you going to make me wear the breast forms?” He looked at the bra in her hand. 
 
    “Absolutely. You’re going to walk into that school loud and proud. If you’re a victim they’ll laugh at you. If you walk in like you own the place then you will.” 
 
    She hooked the bra in the back and stuffed his breast forms into the cups. 
 
    Danny looked down at his chest. Damn. That was cool. 
 
    Elize went into his closet and selected a blouse and summer dress. “This will be loose on you. Less pressure for your poor ass.” 
 
    “You know,” said Danny as she pulled the garment over his head. “When Mom was spanking me I squirted.” 
 
    Elize paused in surprise. “Like you had an orgasm?” 
 
    “No. I didn’t feel an orgasm, but I leaked semen all over her leg, and afterwards my dick was actually soft.” 
 
    “No,” mocked Elize. “The Energizer Bunny couldn’t get it up?” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “So why are you telling me this.” 
 
    “I don’t know. It’s just…since this petticoat punishment started weird things are happening.” 
 
    “Like you’re enjoying it. 
 
    He nodded. “There’s that.” 
 
    “Well, that’s interesting, but let’s finish getting ready for school.” 
 
    “Should I wear nylons?” 
 
    “Yep. That’s in the dress code.” Lots of girls wear them, and they look so cool.” 
 
    That was good. He liked nylons. 
 
    “What about make up?” 
 
    “That’s a toughie. Some girls wear a little, and sometimes they get away with it. But they’re going to be inspecting the hell out of you. I would say a little pink lipstick. That’s about as far as I would go.” 
 
    Danny nodded. Make up was weird. He liked it, but he felt funny in it. And his face always felt…trapped. That was the only way to put it. 
 
    “Okay, slick. You can wear athletic—never mind.” She had seen the condition of his sneakers. “Better wear the Mary Janes.” 
 
    Danny managed to slip his feet into the pretty, black shoes and he and Elize headed down the stairs. 
 
    “Good morning, mother.”  
 
    “Uh, hi, Mom.”  
 
    “What are you doing up so early?” 
 
    Elizabeth was taking waffles out of the toaster and she said, “I had to see my two beautiful girls off now, didn’t I?” 
 
    Danny was still awkward around his mother; he was overcoming the bad habits he had cultivated. Still, the spanking helped. It made him shy, but he felt sort of honest now. He had made up for some of the bad stuff. 
 
    The three ate waffles and sausage slathered with syrup. Danny kept wiggling a bit because his ass was so sore, which make Elize grin. 
 
    “Are you ready for the big day, Danny?” 
 
    “I have got about ten million butterflies in my stomach,” he admitted. 
 
    “Ten million!” gasped Elize. “Maybe you’d better wear a corset!” 
 
    Elizabeth chuckled. “It will all work out fine.” 
 
    Soon it was time to leave. Elizabeth offered a ride, but Danny and Elize opted to walk. 
 
    “I want to see Laura and Jenny. We’re going to ride shotgun for baby bro.” 
 
    “That’s sweet. There shouldn’t be any trouble, though. The principal has notified the teachers, the teachers will watch out for you. 
 
    Danny wasn’t so sure. “I don’t know. Arnold really hates me.” 
 
    “Yes, but his father said he was going to give him a good talking to.” 
 
    Danny and Elize looked at each other. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Arnold is crazy. He doesn’t stop just because somebody talks to him.” 
 
    Elizabeth frowned. “Well, just be careful then. And I know it’s hard, Danny, but don’t let him get to you. You really don’t want to get in a fight.” 
 
    “I know.” But inside there was a glumness. He knew what Arnold was capable of. 
 
      
 
    Danny and Elize walked down the street. They each carried a small back pack. Danny’s lips were pale pink and his chest was emphasized by the straps on the back pack. 
 
    “Hey, girlfriends!” Laura and Jenny were waiting for them at the corner. Laura immediately grabbed Danny’s hand and held it. She nudged him with her body and grinned, and Danny felt like his chest was swelling up. 
 
    “So, are you ready for the big day?” 
 
    “Ready as I’ll ever be.” 
 
    “Just stay away from Fat Ass and you’ll be fine.” Fat Ass was the new nickname for Arnold. 
 
    They sauntered happily along the street, chatting about classes and clothes and the various kids at school. Like any school there were cliques and clubs. This didn’t bother Elize because she was so popular. It worried Danny, though. He had been part of the gaming clique, and he wasn’t sure if any of his friends would still like him. 
 
    They came to the back entrance of the school, went through the gate and cut across the big lawn. Other kids were walking, too, and a lot of them stared at Danny. 
 
    Some of the kids actually hadn’t heard about his petticoat punishment and didn’t know who he was. After all, he didn’t look like Danny Montgomery. Now he looked like Danielle Whoever. 
 
    As they reached the asphalt kids took more notice, and several of Elize’s friends came up. Surprisingly, they all greeted him like everything was natural and right. A few of them kidded him, a few of them were a little standoffish, but all were curious, and he had to field an interesting array of questions. 
 
    “How do you like being in a dress?” 
 
    “Sort of cool, actually. My legs feel bare.” 
 
    “Where do you put your thing? Aren’t panties tight? Or are you wearing those stinky, old BVDs? 
 
    “It’s a little tight, but my panties are stretchy so….it’s cool.” 
 
    But the one question, in its various forms, that really got to him was: “Are you really going to have a lottery to see who gets to…” 
 
    But that question was handled pretty quickly by Elize, Laura and Jenny. They laughed at it, then took the girl who asked  aside and told them they couldn’t talk about it, or they would be excluded from the lottery, and all mention of it. 
 
    Still, the question did come up, and Danny was sort of embarrassed, but he quickly picked up on what Elize was doing and he started laughing it off and giving his sister or one of the other two girls the high sign. Here’s one that needs to be quiet! 
 
    Now, the truth of the matter is that where there are girls, there will be boys. There were a couple of boys hanging with their girlfriends, and they were cool and talked to Danny like regular. They were on their best behavior because it was obvious that Danny was part of the girl clique. 
 
    Then there were the boys who sauntered in, did a double take, then tried to figure out what Danny’s deal was. 
 
    At any rate, by the time first bell rang everybody knew that Danny was being ‘petticoat punished,’ and, surprisingly, though Danny got the weird looks, everybody was okay with that. 
 
      
 
    He walked into home room and went back to his desk. Kids stared at him. A couple of the girls giggled. He put his pack on the floor and opened the lid of his desk. The smell hit him first, then his eyes took in what he was seeing. Shit. Somebody had crapped all over his stuff. He didn’t have much in his desk, but…it was bad. 
 
    Kids next to him gagged and a couple of kids came back to see what was wrong. 
 
    Three big turds lay on his papers, and it looked like there was piss, too. One of the turds was soft and gooey and had leeched out. 
 
    “Oh, crap,” he muttered again. 
 
    “Okay, children, roll call.” Mrs. Turner was a battle ax from the word go. She also didn’t like Danny. And she really didn’t like that, right in the middle of roll call he walked up to the front of the class. 
 
    “In your seat Mr. Montgomery.” She emphasized the ‘Mister.’ 
 
    “I’ve got a problem, Mrs—“ 
 
    “I’ll say you’ve got a problem,” she looked down her long nose at him. “Get back to your seat.” 
 
    “No, somebody took a—“ 
 
    “I said to go back to your seat.” 
 
    Every kid in the class was watching intently. A couple of the boys, friends of Arnold, were snickering. 
 
    “You don’t understand. There’s a big pile of—“ 
 
    “That’s it!” Mrs. Turner spoke harshly. “One more word and you’ will go to the principal’s office! Now return to your seat!” 
 
    Danny stood there, conflicted. He could go back and sit down and let shit drop all over his pretty dress, or he could risk further ire from the bitch. in front of him. 
 
    He sighed. “Mrs. Tur—“ 
 
    “You will go to the office right now!” She pulled out a hall pass and wrote instructions on it. ‘Danny Montgomery to the principal’s office. Talking back in class, refusal to follow instructions, causing a disturbance.’ 
 
    She handed the slip of paper to him with a glare. 
 
    Danny took it, looked around at the kids, then turned and walked out of the classroom. 
 
    As he opened the door one of Arnold’s friends, it had to be one of Arnold’s friends, gave a wolf whistle. The class erupted in laughter. 
 
    His face red, Danny walked slowly up the hallway. He was upset, it wasn’t his fault, he couldn’t sit at that desk, but what could he do? 
 
    And somewhere during that long walk to the principal’s office, kids staring at him from windows, his mind chattering about how unfair life is, something happened. 
 
    Elize had said to walk in loud and proud. He had been scared, worrying about what kids thought of him. Yet…he didn’t really know most of the kids. He was a gamer, not popular. So what did he care what they thought? 
 
    His back started to straighten up. He stopped worrying. He was in trouble…and what else could they do to him? 
 
    By the time he reached the administration offices his back was straighter than if he had been wearing a corset. His fake tits were thrust out. Loud and proud. He walked into the office. The staff stared at him. The few parent’s ignored him because they thought he was a girl. 
 
    He handed the hall pass to the Principal’s Assistant and said in an assertive voice. “Danny Montgomery to see Principal Andrews.” 
 
    The assistant was a middle aged woman, grey hair, a little chubby, but she responded to the command in Danny’s voice. Without a word she stood up and went into the principal’s office. 
 
    Only a moment, and the PA came out and ushered Danny in. 
 
    Principal Andrews was staring at the hall pass and biting his lip. He looked up at Danny, then reached for the phone. He was going to call Danny’s mother. 
 
    “Principal Andrews. I—“ 
 
    “That’s enough Danny. I’ve given you more than enough chances.” 
 
    “But somebody went to the bath—“ 
 
    “Shut!” 
 
    Danny shook his head at the terse command. 
 
    “Mrs. Montgomery, I’m afraid Danny has gotten in trouble for the last time.” 
 
    For a half a minute the principal relayed Danny’s trouble to his mother. Then he suddenly handed the phone to Danny. “Your mother would like to talk to you.” 
 
    “Hi, Mom.” his voice sounded meek. 
 
    “Danny, what did you do?” Yet she didn’t sound mad. She just sounded concerned. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Mom. Somebody took a shit in my desk.” 
 
    Principal Andrews suddenly opened his mouth, his eyes, and his brain. He leaned forward and started to say, “Wha…” 
 
    “I tried to tell Mrs Turner but she wouldn’t listen. She just sent me to the office. I tried to tell Principal Andrews but he wouldn’t listen, either. I’m sorry, Mom. I’m really trying.” 
 
    “Okay, Danny. I believe you. I assume Principal Andrews has heard you?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    Silence for a split second, then, “Put him on the phone.” 
 
    Principal Andrews took the phone, and he looked like he didn’t want it. 
 
    “Mrs. Montgomery. I‘m sorry, I just heard what Danny said and it’s obvious that I must investigate this matter fur—“ 
 
    Danny could hear his mother’s voice as she interrupted him. 
 
    “I know that Danny has been trouble. But he’s behaving differently, and he needs your help.” 
 
    “Believe me, Mrs. Montgomery, I will get to the bottom of this and give you a call back within fifteen minutes.” 
 
    He put the phone closer to his ear and Danny could hear no more, but within 30 seconds the Principal had hung up the phone and sat back. 
 
    “Danny, it looks like I might owe you— 
 
    Danny started to cry. The tears came hard and fast and he was glad he hadn’t worn mascara. It would have run all over his face. 
 
    “Danny!” Principal Andrews handed him tissues and made comforting noises. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” Danny blubbered. “I know I’ve caused a lot of trouble. But I’m trying!” He was almost wailing now, and the outer office was silent and all ears. 
 
    Danny cried for a couple of minutes, then he got himself under control. He sniffed and said, “I’m sorry.” 
 
    Principal Andrews was stunned and shocked. Danny was behaving totally differently.  Usually the boy sneered and made rude comments. Now he was soft and…and…he was acting like a girl! 
 
    “Are you all right now, Danny?” 
 
    “Yes, sir.” 
 
    “Okay, let’s go see what happened to your desk.” 
 
    Danny followed the Principal out of the office and down the hallway. 
 
    Homeroom was in session when they walked into the classroom. 
 
    “Good morning Mrs. Turner.” 
 
    “Good morn—“ 
 
    Principal Andrews walked past her, past the surprised faces of the kids, and went to Danny’s desk. He opened it up. Sighed, and motioned to Mrs. Turner. 
 
    Mrs. Turner took one look inside the desk and stepped back and grabbed another desk for balance. Her face turned totally white and she looked at Danny. “I’m sorry. I didn’t…I—“ 
 
    “It’s okay, Mrs. Turner. I did the same thing. I jumped to a wrong conclusion. It’s Danny Montgomery so it must be trouble. But it looks like the leopard is changing its spots.” 
 
    “Danny, I’m sorry.” 
 
    Danny mumbled, “It’s okay.” 
 
    Principal Andrews took out his cell phone and called the front office. “Margaret, please have John Havers report to room 108. Tell him it’s…” he paused and eyed the desk. “Tell him it’s a hazmat spill. No. No police. John will be able to handle it. 
 
    The kids were now totally goggle-eyed. 
 
    Andrews turned to Mrs. Turner. Please tell John I want this desk replaced. He can throw this one out. 
 
    As he spoke he was tapping numbers into his cell. 
 
    “Mrs. Montgomery. You and Danny have my most sincere apologies.”               
 
    Kids were gasping and they had big grins on their faces. This was better than the time Jane Hastings threw up on Miss Turkle’s chair. 
 
    Having apologized profusely, Principal Andrews went to the front of the class room and faced the kids. 
 
    “All right. Somebody is going to get caught. A rumor will be heard, an eyewitness will be found. Somebody will be caught. When they are caught they will be expelled from school…permanently. OR…” he held up a finger. “He can confess right now and suffer a three day suspension. Now, speak up or suffer the consequences.” 
 
    Nobody said anything. 
 
    “Looking around the room Danny didn’t see any guilty looks. Even Arnold’s friends looked at each other helplessly. 
 
    Principal Andrews waited a moment, then, “Very well. Be warned.” 
 
    He turned to Mrs. Turner. “I apologize for the interruption.” And he stomped out, a very upset man. 
 
    Mrs. Turner’s mouth was open. She looked at the kids, closed her mouth, and looked at Danny. 
 
    “Please sit in the empty seat by the window.” 
 
    Danny picked up his pack and took the seat. 
 
    “Now then, let’s get back to your education…” 
 
      
 
    “He actually said ‘hazmat?’” 
 
    Jenny and Laura stood with Danny at break. 
 
    “He did, and man, it was stinky. Somebody has a bowels problem. 
 
    The girls snickered. 
 
    “Man, I wish I could see it.” 
 
    Elize hurried up. “I heard, it’s all over school! Are you all right?” 
 
    “Yeah.” Then he opted for the more polite, “Yes. He called Mom, though.” 
 
    The girls listened to his words raptly. 
 
    “She went to bat for me. She wasn’t even mad.” 
 
    Elize smiled exultantly, then turned to Jenny, “How’s the lottery going?” 
 
    “Word is definitely out. We’re having trouble keeping the lid on it.” 
 
    “Oh, man. We have to keep this silent, or…” 
 
      
 
    Across the quad Arnold was standing with his buddies. He had a huge grin on his face. “So they don’t know who did it?” 
 
    “No. Did you?” 
 
    Arnold shook his head. “Not a chance. I’m too smart to be that stupid.” 
 
    He was, of course, lying through his teeth. 
 
    The group of boys looked across to where the girls were gathering around Danny.  
 
    “That guy has the luck of a fuck,” muttered one of the boys. 
 
    Arnold frowned. Yes, Danny had luck, but that luck was going to run out just as soon as he got him alone. Danny had hit him twice, and now kids were treating him like he was the bad guy. Girls looked at him with disgust, and wouldn’t talk to him, and…he had even heard somebody call him ‘fat ass.’ He didn’t know who, it had been shouted out from a group of kids, who all snickered when he looked at them, but…it was aimed at him. 
 
    So those bitch girls must have relayed what Elize called him at the mall. 
 
    Probably Elize herself. The bitch. 
 
    “So what you gonna do about Danny?” somebody asked him. 
 
    Arnold smiled. “Nothing. It’s all over.” 
 
    The kids doubted him, but they didn’t cross him. They all knew that Arnold had a bad temper. 
 
      
 
    At lunch Danny had a problem. Which bathroom to use. He had to go, but he couldn’t go in the girl’s room, and he didn’t dare go in the boy’s room. 
 
    He actually thought about going behind the school and pissing in some bushes, but that was too risky. He was actually making progress, kids were liking him, and the teachers had apologized to him, he couldn’t risk that. 
 
    “What am I going to do?” he asked Elize. 
 
    “Go to the office. Pee in their toilet.” 
 
    Danny blinked. So simple. And there was even a better solution. The janitor’s room had a bathroom with no symbol of boy or girl on it. He went to the room and took care of matters, and left. The janitor wasn’t even there. 
 
    Zippity do dah! One more problem solved.  
 
    He was returning to the cafeteria, walking up the center hall, but when he turned the corner he came face to face with Arnold. 
 
    He backed up and put his hands out. “No fight, man.” 
 
    Arnold just grinned. He didn’t raise his hands or swing, but he stepped closer and whispered, “I did it.” It was obvious he was referring to the mess in Danny’s desk. “And I’m going to do it to you.” 
 
    Then he walked past Danny, chuckling. 
 
    Danny stared after him. Man. that kid was…and it clicked in his mind. Arnold was like him, before he started wearing dresses. 
 
    Stunned by this epiphany, Danny continued up to the auditorium. 
 
    When he sat down, which he did gingerly because his butt was still sore, Laura whispered to him. “You need to go up on the stage. Don’t let anybody see you.” 
 
    Puzzled, Danny waited until the monitors were looking the other way, then he moved up the short flight of stairs. 
 
    He stood in the darkness. An electrical panel for the lighting was against the wall. The stage was bare except for one chair, and it was gloomy. Only a bit of light got past the heavy curtains at the front of the stage. 
 
    What the fuck? Why was he here? Was this some kind of joke? 
 
    Then a shadow slipped across the stage from the stairway on the other side. 
 
    “Danny?” 
 
    Danny was stunned. It was Leslie Wielder. She was the prettiest girl in school! She never talked to him! Now she came up to him and whispered, “I’m going to buy a ticket, but they said I could feel the goods first.” 
 
    Danny’s mouth was open, but in the darkness she couldn’t see how stunned he was. 
 
    “Lift up your dress.” 
 
    Danny looked around, then lifted his dress. 
 
    Leslie pulled his panties down and snaked a hand in to grab his dick. 
 
    Danny gasped. 
 
    Leslie’s hands were warm and soft. She was standing so close to him her breasts were pressed against him. He couldn’t feel them much, because his own breasts were in the way, but…man! 
 
    She rubbed his penis up and down and giggled. “This really is small. Not only will whoever gets you get a virgin, but they’ll get the smallest weenie in the world.” 
 
    Danny had come prepared, however. As she stroked him and felt his balls Danny said, “I looked it up on the net. The optimum size penis for giving a woman orgasms is 5.2 inches.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Yup.” 
 
    “Are you 5.2 inches?” She asked as she felt his balls. 
 
    Danny grinned and did what men have been doing since they first discovered their penis wasn’t as big as the next guy’s. “Pretty close.” 
 
    He was actually four inches, and even that required a little ‘stretch’ of the imagination. 
 
    “Wow!” In the gloom of the stage she went all dewy-eyed with admiration. “Can I suck on it?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah. Sure.” 
 
    “Don’t worry, I know you’re not supposed to cum…” 
 
    Fuck! 
 
    “…so I’ll stop when you get close.” 
 
    She was on her knees now and she managed to get his whole prick in her mouth. She gobbled happily for a second and Danny groaned and his knees buckled a little. 
 
    Sure enough, when he was close she backed off. “Wow. I actually deep throated you.” 
 
    Danny grinned and grabbed the heavy curtain for balance. 
 
    She kissed him then, and ran for the stairs. Danny tucked his weenie into his panties and straightened out his dress. He was at the top of the stairs, ready to go into the cafeteria, when he heard, “Danny?” 
 
    Cyndi Jansen came running across the stage. Another knock out, big boobs, a Miss America face, and rumored to be the best piece of ass in school. 
 
    “Over here,” he called out low. 
 
    She found him and didn’t waste time. She hugged him and kissed him, then she felt his boobs. “Wow, these are really nice! Don’t you wish you had real ones?” 
 
    Danny nodded. “I have a bad case of boob envy. Can I feel yours?” 
 
    “Of course you can!” 
 
    He touched her breasts as she lifted his dress and began feeling his cock. 
 
    “Wow, it really is small. How much does it squirt?” 
 
    “Not much,” Danny admitted. “But I can squirt three times in one day.” He said this last proudly. 
 
    Wistfully, Cyndi sighed. “I sure wish I could fuck you right now, but…the other girls said you were off limits until whoever wins the lottery does you. Do you want to fuck after the lottery? If I don’t win, that is?” 
 
    “Oh, God! Yes.” He was close and she giggled and let go of him. “None of that now, Danny boy. No cummie until the lottery!” 
 
    Danny sighed. “Sorry, it’s just that Leslie Wielder was just up here and she got me all excited.” 
 
    “That skank!”  
 
    “I thought you guys were friends?” 
 
    “Oh, we are, but I want to win you. I’ve already bought five tickets!” Danny was recovered a little bit, so she dropped to her knees and began sucking. 
 
    Danny groaned and held her head. Man, he was so close! Her mouth was so warm and moist! And her tongue was doing things to the head of his penis… 
 
    “No, no!” she admonished, grinning as she got to her feet. “I’m going to go buy more tickets.” 
 
    Danny was alone again. And horny. He tucked his weenie in and straightened his dress and headed for the stairs. 
 
    “Danny!” called a voice from across the stage. 
 
      
 
    Danny staggered down the stairs and went to the table where Elize and her friends were sitting and talking. 
 
    They took one look at him and grinned. 
 
    “Oh, poor Danielle,” said Laura. 
 
    “Geez, bro. You look like you can hardly stand up!” 
 
    Danny sat down and put his head in his hands. “I’m not going to make it to the lottery.” 
 
    The girls laughed. 
 
    “Yes, you will,” grinned Elize. “We told the girls you aren’t to be allowed to cum. You’ll make it.” 
 
    “What if my balls explode?” 
 
    “Wouldn’t that be cool?” blurted Jenny. “I can see the headlines now. Boy turns into a woman and his balls explode.” 
 
    They all looked at her and giggled. Even Danny. “I don’t…no.” He shook his head. 
 
    “So how many tickets have we sold?” Laura asked Elize. 
 
    “Over a hundred, and this is just the first day. I figure we can sell tickets for a couple of weeks, then buda boom!” 
 
    Danny grinned. 
 
    “You know how many kids are asking for a video? They think if they don’t win they should be allowed to at least see it.” 
 
    Elize leaned back and contemplated. “I don’t like it because it’s dangerous. If that video gets out…” 
 
    “We could have them wear masks.” 
 
    “That’s an idea.” 
 
    “We disguise the bedroom, have them wear masks, and people have to pay extra for the video.” 
 
    “Or we take one video and I show it to people without letting them have a copy.” 
 
    “That’s still dangerous. Any record is dangerous. 
 
    Elize nodded. “Then the best idea is to have them wear masks.” She turned to Danny. “Can you do it while wearing a mask?” 
 
    “I don’t know. That’s sort of embarrassing.” 
 
    “Not wearing masks is embarrassing. This will protect you from embarrassment,” Jenny said. 
 
    Finally, they agreed on wearing masks. If it didn’t work it didn’t work, but they were betting that Danny would be so horny he wouldn’t fail to squirt. 
 
    “Okay, that all said and done…” Laura stood up. 
 
    “Where are you going?” 
 
    “Up on the stage. I didn’t get my chance to feel the prize.” 
 
    She sauntered off to laughter and gibes. 
 
    “Better get up there, Danny,” Elize said. “You don’t want to disappoint.” 
 
    Danny and Laura met on the stage, and while he didn’t cum, she took him further than he had previously been taken. She stroked him, sucked him, then rubbed his butthole with her finger. 
 
    Danny came as close as it was possible, but Laura drew back just in time. 
 
    The bell rang and they ran for class. They were sweaty and disheveled, but they were happy.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART SIX 
 
      
 
    The day passed slowly and Danny became an accepted part of the school scene. He used the bathroom in the janitor’s room and nobody caught on. And, wonder of wonders, he was finding it easier to stay focused on his schoolwork. 
 
    He didn’t volunteer anything, but for some reason he was focused, and when he was going over his notes that night Elize complimented him on his organization and thoroughness. 
 
    And Arnold, in spite of the dire looks, kept his distance. He had to, because Danny was always surrounded by girls. 
 
    And the girls were finding any chance they could to feel him up. Walking to class somebody would grope him. Hands patted his ass, girls ‘accidentally’ bumped into him. 
 
    He was harder than hard all day long. 
 
    Finally, the end of the day came, and he found himself walking home with the girls.  
 
    He felt good. 
 
    His ass didn’t feel so bad, and he just sauntered along, holding hands with Laura. 
 
    “What if you have to fuck Joanna Barso?” 
 
    Joanna was the ugliest girl in school. 
 
    “Oh, wow.” 
 
    Laura giggled. 
 
    Jenny asked, “What if one of the teachers got into the lottery. Would you fuck Mrs. Turner?” 
 
    “No! And you can’t make me!” Everybody laughed. 
 
    “What if we opened the lottery to boys.” 
 
    Danny’s jaw dropped and the girls again laughed. “I’m not fucking a boy! How would I do that, anyway? I don’t have a pussy!” 
 
    “You could always bend over. Do that anal sex thing. I heard that’s how Alice Widders does it.” 
 
    “That’s silly! Why would Alice take it up the butt?” 
 
    “So she doesn’t get pregnant.” 
 
    “That would hurt,” muttered Danny. 
 
    “Not so,” Elize grinned. “Or why would gay people do it up the butt?” 
 
    The argument about anal sex lasted until Danny and Elize reached their street, then they peeled off and said they would see the other girls later. 
 
    They were silent as they walked to their house. They were each thinking. 
 
    “Can I read more of your Grace Mansfield stories?” 
 
    “Sure.” Then, “Danny?” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “Are you aware that you’re walking differently?” 
 
    “I am? How?” 
 
    Just differently. Like…like us.” Us meaning her and Jenny and Laura. 
 
    “Come on. Really?” 
 
    “And I’ve got a theory.” 
 
    “What’s your theory?” 
 
    “Well, we all know you don’t have the biggest dick in the world.” 
 
    “The girls seem to find it attractive.” 
 
    Elize grinned. “Yes, they do, but the point is that your package is small, and now you’re wearing panties that lift it up, press it into your crotch.” 
 
    Danny nodded. It felt good, but he was pretty well jammed up down there. 
 
    “So you’re walking like you don’t have a pair. You don’t have to worry about your big, old nuts getting squashed between your thighs.” 
 
    “What about the fact that I’m a bit overbalanced topside?” 
 
    She looked at his big fake knockers. “That, too.” 
 
    “So what am I supposed to do? Wear tighty whiteys and let my balls and dick hang?” 
 
    “No, no! You misunderstand me. I think it’s cool. It’s sexy, and it fits. If you were walking around like you had a pair you wouldn’t be able to pass as a girl. At least, not as much.” 
 
    “So what are you telling me to do?” 
 
    “Learn how to move like a girl in all things.” 
 
    “Heck, I thought I already was. I can’t pick up things the right way with these finger nails. I have to bend a certain way so I don’t show my underwear. What else is there?” 
 
    “Really?” She looked at him and was amazed. 
 
    “Yeah. Yes.” 
 
    “Danny, there is a world of ‘girl-ism’ that you need to learn.” 
 
    “Girl-ism?’” He raised his sculpted eyebrow at her. 
 
    “The study of girls and all things girls.” She giggled. “I just made that up.” 
 
    He laughed. “Pretty good. So I need to take a course in girl-ism.” 
 
    “You do. From hand gestures to walking to flirting…” she looked at him wryly, “well, maybe not flirting. But you have so much to learn. Aping me, Laura and Jenny isn’t enough.” 
 
    “So what do I do?” 
 
    “First, watch me and Mom. Then watch the girls in school and everywhere. And ask questions, take advice. “Like when you move your head there has to be a little swish to it, like a sort of a surfer. You have to realize that you’re on stage and everybody is watching you. You have to play to them.” 
 
    “Is that what you do?” 
 
    “Of course it is!” She acted surprised that he even asked. “Look, women rule the earth.” 
 
    “Ha!” He couldn’t help but snort his laughter. That was such a ridiculous notion. 
 
    “You really don’t see it?” 
 
    “”Men are in charge of businesses. Men are soldiers. Men do things women can’t do.” 
 
    Elize started to grin wider and wider as he spoke. 
 
    Women own over 40% of the businesses, and that is a rising rocket. Women can be soldiers, but men do the dying part. And there are things that women can do that men can’t.” 
 
    “Name one!” Danny burst out. 
 
    “It would be trite of me to mention having babies, but we are, in addition to being business owners, teachers, secretaries, lawyers, judges, nurses, doctors and just about everything else under the sun. Even Grace Mansfield, your favorite writer, is a girl. 
 
    That shut Danny up. 
 
    “Think about it. Think about how many women are checkers at the store, own beauty parlors, everything.” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    Elize didn’t say anything. They were in front of their house now and stopped in the driveway. 
 
    “Well, maybe, I mean, oh shit. Uh, crud!” He looked at her anxiously hoping he wouldn’t get 24 hours of not playing video games for swearing. 
 
    Funny, he didn’t even play video games now, but he still didn’t want the punishment. And he realized that he didn’t want it because…just because. It was part of being a good person. A good girl. 
 
    And he didn’t even think about being a good boy. 
 
    Then it hit him. “You know, yesterday I would have said that’s stupid and you’re an idiot. But…” 
 
    “But what?” 
 
    “But now I wear a dress. Today I made more friends than I ever made in my life, and it’s because I wear a dress. I’m not saying I totally agree with you, but I certainly won’t argue until I have more facts. 
 
    Elize blinked in surprise. “Is this my baby bro talking like an adult?” 
 
    “Nope,” he announced. “It’s your baby sister.” 
 
    Eliza laughed and slapped his ass, then winced when he groaned. “Sorry.” 
 
     
 
    That afternoon, for the first time in three years, Danny did homework. He even asked Elize for help on his math. 
 
    His mother came home and he greeted her with a hug. 
 
    He helped fix dinner and he complained when he had to do the dishes with his long fingernails, which got him a laughing ‘boo hoo’ from Elize and Elizabeth. 
 
    After dinner he was in his room reading Grace Mansfield when he heard the doorbell, then voices. 
 
    Grinning, he went to his door and saw Laura and Tammi coming up the stairs. 
 
    “Hey!” he said. 
 
    “Hey, yourself,” Laura trotted down to him and kissed him on the lips and whispered, “I want to win the lottery.” 
 
    Then she and Tammi went into Elize’s room. 
 
    Danny started to move back into his room, then he saw his mother sitting on the couch downstairs. She was looking up at him, her head tilted slightly, her lips pursed. She had seen Laura kiss him. 
 
    He shrugged, and she laughed and went back to reading a book. 
 
    Danny sat in his room and read his book. This was a really hot one. Some guy had dressed up like a girl and been caught by somebody on the internet. He was being forced to do the craziest things, and it was so fucking hot! He glanced at the title. ‘The Sissy Ride,’ and it was billed as ‘THE’ classic of feminization. Man, it was. He adjusted himself in his panties and kept reading. 
 
    And Elize and Laura and Tammi filed in. He closed his cell phone and sat up. 
 
    “We are going to give you a crash course on girl-ism.” 
 
    “Okay.” And he was intrigued. Also, he was finding that he liked hanging out with the girls. They talked about boys too much, but they talked about a lot of stuff that he never thought about as gamer. 
 
    “Now, then when you walk you want to walk on a line. If you want to overstate your ass, then let your feet cross over a bit.” 
 
    Laura demonstrated, then turned to him. “Go on. Try it.” 
 
    Danny walked across the room. “It feels like my ass is swaying all over the place.” 
 
    “It’s only moving a little. Now cross your feet when you walk and see what happens.” 
 
    Danny did, and it felt like he was moving his butt from one side of the room to the other. 
 
    “Take a look,” Elize held up her cell phone. She had been taking a video. 
 
    Danny looked at the video and saw what they were talking about. He had to loosen up on the straight line. His hips were male hips and he had to retrain them. 
 
    They had him walk for fifteen minutes, constantly offering advice, and finally he passed their inspection. 
 
    “Now sit down in that chair.” 
 
    He plopped down, and winced because of his butt. 
 
    “When a lady sits down she should have enough self-control that if somebody pulled the chair out at the last second she wouldn't fall.” 
 
    Danny grinned, he loved to pull the chair out from under guys. Then he sobered. It was funny to a gamer, but not funny to a girl. 
 
    He practiced sitting down, and that was easy. His butt still had a touch of soreness so he was quite willing to slow down and be willing not to hurt his butt. 
 
    “Okay. Pass,” blurted Laura. “Let’s talk about hand motions.” 
 
    Hand motions took a while. The reason because Danny would overemphasize everything. 
 
    “No! No! That’s not a girl, that’s a guy trying to act like a girl!” 
 
    Still, by the end of the night Danny was getting pretty good. 
 
     
 
    “Mom, we’re going to walk Tammi and Laura home. Back in fifteen.” 
 
    “Okay, girls.” She smiled and realized that she had included Danny in that ‘girls.’ 
 
    It was dark in the night and once again Laura held Danny’s hand. There was a little breeze and their skirts lifted up and they giggled and acted like Marilyn Monroe on a subway grate. 
 
    Then they played tag. Finally they arrived at Laura’s house and she and Danny stepped into the shadow of a large tree. 
 
    She kissed him deeply and felt his boner. 
 
    Danny kissed her back, and suddenly she pushed him away and laughed. “You girls go on. I’ve got to teach Danny how to kiss like a girl.” 
 
    “Be right back, sis,” said Elize, and she and Tammi headed down the street. 
 
    “Now, kiss gentle. Take your time.” 
 
    She showed him, and the pause and the hesitation made him even more excited. 
 
    “You try it.” 
 
    He did, and he did well because Laura was gasping when he drew back. 
 
    “Oh, Danielle, that is the way.” 
 
    For a long minute they practiced on each other, then Laura went down on him. He held his dress up and she cupped his balls and sucked on his shaft. 
 
    “Oh, God,” he muttered. 
 
    Then the lights went on at her front door and the door opened.  
 
    Laura pushed his balls back in his panties and he dropped his dress. 
 
    “Laura? Is that you?” 
 
    “Yes, Mother.” 
 
    “You aren’t with a boy there, are you?” 
 
    “No, Mother.” 
 
    She stepped out and pulled Danny. Danny blinked in the light. 
 
    “Oh, okay. You come in now.” 
 
    “I will. One minute while I say good bye to Danielle.” 
 
    Laura’s mother closed the door and Danny and Laura giggled. 
 
    “She thought I was a girl.” 
 
    Laura pushed him back under the tree and kissed him again. “Of course she did. Everybody thinks you’re a girl. And when we’re done with you…you’ll think you’re a girl.” 
 
    And they kissed again. 
 
      
 
    “How’s it going, sis?” 
 
    “Pretty good,” Danny fell in step with Elize. 
 
    “You haven’t cum yet, have you?” 
 
    “Oh, God! I want to, but…no.” 
 
    “Good girl. Save it for that special some one.” 
 
    “Whoever she is,” Danny added. 
 
    They giggled and ran home. 
 
      
 
    The days passed. Danny went to school dressed as a girl, and sometimes it seemed that that was all he had ever been. He studied with the girls, he wore make up and his corsets on the weekend and they hung out at the mall. He got his ears pierced and each of the girls gave him a set of earrings. He was very proud when he wore his earrings to school. 
 
    Not much was heard from Arnold. Danny saw him every once in a while, and when their eyes met Arnold would sneer, and Danny knew he was still planning on doing something. But what he didn’t know. 
 
    The lottery was picking up steam. Over a thousand tickets had been sold, and the girls were now talking about when this planned event should happen. 
 
    Danny helped around the house much more. He gave up arguing with his sister. He learned how to do his own fingernails and he kept them in tip top shape.  
 
    And he was getting better at make up. He watched shows on the internet that taught make up, he even watched a couple of cooking shows. His first effort, an apple pie, was met with an uncomfortable silence, and Elize finally broke the news. 
 
    “Stinks, sis. But keep going. It’s just a matter of work and practice.” 
 
    His mother merely gave him a “Good Effort. Next time will be better.” 
 
    Most important, his mother and sister referred to him as daughter or sister, and more and more girls were calling him Danielle. 
 
    He had mixed feelings on that. He was, under it all, and in spite of all joy, a boy. But…he liked being a girl more. He was Danny, but…but Danielle was becoming more and more a part of  him. 
 
     
 
    “Well, Danny, are you ready for the big de-flowering?” 
 
    Laura, Jenny, Tammi and Elize were all in his room. They were speaking in low voices because they didn’t want Elizabeth to hear. 
 
    “Am I? Boy!” 
 
    “Girl!” corrected Tammie, and they all giggled. 
 
    “We figure next Friday. Mom’s got a seminar and she’ll be gone all day until nine at night.” 
 
    “Are you going to film it?” Danny asked. 
 
    “Yes,” answered Laura. 
 
    Danny sighed, and felt a shiver run through him. He was not only going to lose his cherry, there was going to be a permanent record of it. 
 
    “So who’s the lucky girl?” 
 
    “We want you to draw the winner. We’re going to have the drawing on Monday. We’ll invite a few girls over after school, before Mom gets home, and make a party of it.” 
 
    “All right,” gulped Danny. 
 
    “One question, do you have a rubber?” 
 
    “A condom?” 
 
    “Yes. A condom.” 
 
    Outside the door, to the left, Elizabeth stood, her mouth open. They were going to raffle off Danny’s first sexual experience! 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Okay, I’ll get one.” 
 
    Elizabeth recognized her daughter’s voice. And what did Elize know about condoms? 
 
    “Okay. That’s about it. You guys ready to go?” 
 
    Elizabeth tip toed to her room and closed the door. She held her breath and listened as the kids all came out. 
 
    “Just a second, I’ll tell Mom. Looks like she’s already gone to bed. 
 
    Elizabeth literally dove for the bed. She got herself under the covers just in the nick of time. 
 
    Elize opened the door and whispered, “Mom?”  
 
    “Mmm, yes?” 
 
    “We’re going to walk the girls home.” 
 
    “Okay dear.” 
 
    Her door closed and she lay under the covers, her mind going a mile a minute. 
 
    They were going to raffle off her son’s virtue. Yes, he was her son, and sons required less looking after in sex because they didn’t get pregnant, but she also considered him her daughter, and that made her automatically worry. 
 
    As soon as the girls had left the house she ran to Danny’s room and started looking, and stopped. Danny wouldn’t raffle himself off. No. This had to be Elize. 
 
    She ran to Elize’s room and began looking through notebooks. She found her evidence almost immediately, and her eyes bulged. 
 
    There was a list of ticket buyers, hundreds of girls, and they had all paid a couple of dollars a ticket, and most of them had bought more than one ticket. 
 
    Totally stunned, Elizabeth put everything back in order and retreated to her own room. 
 
    What was she going to do? She couldn’t let this thing happen, but…but what? She decided that she wanted to bust them when they were choosing a winner. 
 
    But…she didn’t want any other parents to know. This was scandalous. It was shameful, and she didn’t want to embarrass anybody. So she would bust them, and make them return the money and hopefully nobody would ever find out. 
 
     
 
    Unaware of how their plans had come undone, the girls walked down the street. They chattered and yakked and giggled and pinched each other’s bottoms and did the things that wild and crazy young girls did. 
 
    Danny and Laura went under the big tree and made out while the other went on, and when Elize came back for her sister Danielle was red in the face, aching between the legs, and hornier than a goat in a sheep pen. 
 
    They walked home slowly, discussed various things, usually related to Danny losing his virtue, and were unaware that their mother was on to them. 
 
    The week passed And the weekend. 
 
    Elizabeth acted normal, concealed her knowledge of the lottery. 
 
    Danielle worked hard to bring up her grades, and was succeeding. 
 
    Teachers were marveling at the change in the former demon of their school. 
 
    Elize counted money and giggled and congratulated herself on her successful lottery. 
 
    And Monday arrived. 
 
    And the only day worse than Monday would be Tuesday. 
 
     
 
    Danielle got up early. She wore a wide skirt and a blouse that buttoned up the back. It really made her fake tits stick out, and one could even see a trace of the nipples through the material. She put on nylons and admired her legs. She slipped into her Mary Janes, and wished high heels were allowed at school. Finally, she picked up her purse and headed downstairs. 
 
    “Hello, girls.” Elizabeth greeted them cheerfully. 
 
    They hugged their mother and sat down for breakfast. 
 
    It was a cheerful breakfast. Elizabeth seemed in a good mood. Neither Danielle nor Elize realized that their mother had a secret and was gloating. 
 
    They went to school and everything was normal. Everybody was happy, kids talked about the weekend, teachers handed out assignments, and it was a fine day. 
 
    The only bad news for Danielle was that when he came out of the janitor’s room at noon he saw Arnold. Yes, he was going away, but Danielle didn’t like seeing him anywhere. 
 
    The whole school was happy. The teachers didn’t have a clue, but a couple of hundred girls were snickering and hoping that their number would drawn that night.  
 
    There was even a phone network set up so kids could share the name of the winner as soon as it was drawn. 
 
    After school every went home, took the bus, walked, and began their after school activities. 
 
    The boys played football in the big field. The cheerleaders practiced their yells, and grinned at each other. 
 
    Danny Montgomery was going to get fucked tonight! 
 
    The chess club met in room 314. The drama club was in full tilt in the auditorium, the heavy curtains drawn back and lines being projected throughout the large room. 
 
    Teachers graded tests, or put the tests in folders to take home. 
 
    Principal Andrews met with Superintendent Vickers, and the subject, of all things, was how successful petticoat punishment had been with Danny Montgomery. 
 
    All in all, it was a normal Monday. 
 
    Danielle and Elize walked home with their friends and were full of excitement. They were going to have the drawing this very afternoon. 
 
    In addition to Elize, Tammi, Laura and Jenny there were six other girls. They had been chosen from the hundreds to make sure the lottery was on the up and up. 
 
    Ten girls entered the house and made their way upstairs. Elizabeth’s car wasn’t there, and she was supposed to be at work, so they all filed up and crowded into Danielle’s room. 
 
    Danielle sat on her bed, the center of attention. These were the most beautiful girls in school, and they were all there for him. He tried not to grin, but he couldn't keep the smile off his face.               
 
    “Okay, girls,” Elize took charge. “It’s time for the drawing. Are you ready?” 
 
    Everybody nodded and chattered excitedly. 
 
    “Okay. I put every ticket into his bowl,” she held up an old fishbowl with little, yellow stubs in it. “I’m going to blindfold Danielle and she’s going to choose one. She will hand the winning ticket to me and I will read it. Is that okay?” 
 
    Everybody murmured agreeably. 
 
    “Okay.” Elize put the bowl down on Danielle’s dresser and picked up a black scarf. She wrapped it around Danielle’s head and tied a small knot.” 
 
    “Can you see anything, Danielle?” 
 
    “Nope,” she answered cheerfully. 
 
    “Okay. Is everybody ready?” 
 
    Everybody nodded and muttered, then there was silence. 
 
    Elize held the bowl in front of Danielle and said, “Reach forth, Danielle, and find your special lover.” 
 
    Danielle reached out and found the bowl. She reached in and pulled out a ticket. 
 
    Elize took the ticket and held it for everybody to see. 
 
    Danielle took off the scarf and stared. 
 
    Everybody was on edge, waiting to find out who Danielle’s first fuck would be. 
 
    “The winner is—“ 
 
    “Freeze.” 
 
    All heads pivoted. Elizabeth stood in the doorway. 
 
    It was probably louder in outer space. Every girl was busted. Every girl knew it. Elize’s heart sank. Danielle just sagged. She had been on top of the world, and now…now… 
 
    “Place that ticket in my hand.” 
 
    Elize moved forward and deposited the yellow stub in Elizabeth’s outstretched hand. 
 
    She looked at the ticket, made a ‘humph’ sound, and looked at her daughter. 
 
    “If I ever hear of anybody that knows who is on this ticket…you will be in more trouble than you can imagine. Give me the bowl.” 
 
    The bowl was passed to her, and she placed the ticket into the bowl and mixed the thing up. 
 
    She eyed the girls, each one, memorizing their shattered and frightened faces. She handed the bowl back and said to Elize, “I expect that each one of these ladies will receive a full refund.” 
 
    “Yes, mother,” Elize whispered. 
 
    Elizabeth spoke to the girls. “If I ever hear any whisper of this night I will speak to each of your parents. I have a full list of the ringleaders, and Elize will give me the bowl, with all tickets, when she is done refunding. This whole night, this stupid affair, selling my son’s virginity, you should be ashamed.” 
 
    Nobody said anything. Everybody looked at the carpet. 
 
    “You may go now.” Elizabeth stepped into the hall and the girls filed silently out.” 
 
    When everybody was gone Elizabeth said, “To your room, Elize. I will talk to you later. Right now I want to speak with Danny.” 
 
    Elize shrunk out of the room. Her friends would still talk to her, but she was diminished, reduced, and she knew it. 
 
    Elize out of the room Elizabeth sat down next to Danielle. 
 
    “Anything to say for yourself?” 
 
    Danielle shook her head. 
 
    “I won’t lecture you on how wrong this all was. And I actually don’t blame you. I put you into this mess. I enforced petticoat punishment, and that opened the door to a lot of unfortunate things. But you are a boy, and perhaps it’s time for you to take the lessons you learned and go back to being a boy.” 
 
    Danielle looked up, stricken, “Mom!” Her heart was breaking. In five minutes she had gone from the hero of a hundred girls, all who would willing fuck her, and even pay for it, to being a schmuck. 
 
    “I will be going down to school tomorrow and talking to Principal Andrews. Since you don’t have any boy clothes this will be your last day as a girl. Do you understand?” 
 
    She nodded, and Elizabeth suddenly hugged him. 
 
    “I’m sorry, honey. I’m sorry this had to end so badly.” 
 
    She stood up and left the room. A minute later Danielle heard her Mother yelling at Elize, and she really didn’t want to be in that room. 
 
      
 
    Elize and Danielle were somber at breakfast, and Elizabeth accepted that. She smiled wanly as her children left for school. 
 
    Everything had turned out perfectly, exactly as she planned. So why wasn’t she happy? 
 
      
 
    “Man, we’re so busted.” 
 
    “Mom’s never talked like that before. I didn’t even know she knew how to swear.” 
 
    “Fuck. And this is my last day as a girl.” 
 
    Elize looked at him. 
 
    “Dammit! I don’t want to be a boy! I like being a girl!” 
 
    Elize sighed. “And I like you as a girl. But, like you said, we’re so busted.” 
 
    “I’ve never been so busted in my life. 
 
    Laura and Jenny met them at the corner and they continued to school. 
 
    “We’re really in trouble. Do you think your mother is going to tell on us?” 
 
    “I don’t think so,” answered Elize. “I think she wants this on the down low. No scandal.” 
 
    “Well, that’s something.” 
 
    “Can you guys help me return the money?” 
 
    “Sure,” both Jenny and Laura answered. 
 
    “Well, there’s one good thing to come out of this.” 
 
    The others looked at Laura. 
 
    “If nobody gets to fuck Danielle then I get to.” 
 
    Danielle felt her heart lift a bit. 
 
    “But we need to wait a while. Let everything cool off.” 
 
    “Are you still going to come over?” asked Danielle hopefully. 
 
    “When the heat dies down,” answered Laura. 
 
      
 
    They arrived at school and went their separate ways. After a moment, however, Laura caught up with Danielle. 
 
    “Danielle?” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “I said that stuff so they wouldn’t be suspicious. I don’t want word to get out.” 
 
    “Word of what?” 
 
    “I want to fuck you today.” 
 
    Danielle’s heart soared. Suddenly she could hardly breath. 
 
    “When?” 
 
    “Do you still go down to the janitor’s room to pee?” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “Well I happen to know that Johnny and his crew are all going to be working on that water sprinkler at the baseball field. It’s an all day job, and they even set up a porta potty for them.” 
 
    Danielle couldn’t keep the grin off her face. “Then…lunchtime?” 
 
    “Lunchtime,” she agreed. 
 
    They parted, and Danielle’s heart had more than soared, it had blasted off and gone around the moon. 
 
      
 
    With so many sad girls the day went slowly and glumly. There was no joking in the halls. Girls sat down at their desks and did their work. 
 
    Elize and Laura and Jenny were busy handing out refunds and making short explanations.  
 
    Lunchtime came, and Danielle and Laura looked at each other and grinned. 
 
    Danny left the cafeteria first, and nobody was surprised, they were all so gloomy, to see him leave. 
 
    A minute later Laura stood up and left. 
 
    Danny turned into the hallway where the janitor’s room was. He walked to the door and opened it. nobody there. 
 
    A minute later Laura hurried in. 
 
    They were breathing hard and staring at each other. They had fixed grins and they came together and kissed. They kissed and they kissed, exploring each other’s moist lips. 
 
    Danielle felt Laura’s tits and ran his palm over her nipples. Laura groaned. She had been waiting for this. From the first day she had seen Danielle in a dress she had known this was going to happen. She was going to fuck Danielle, and not only was he going to lose his virginity, she would lose hers, too. 
 
    There was a stack of blankets in one of the closets and Danielle laid one on the floor. They were in a side room. It was a small room used for eating, and they lay on the blanket and made out. 
 
    Danielle lifted Laura’s dress and she pulled her panties down. He felt her bush, ran his fingers over her slit. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” she whispered, her heart pounding, feeling her body heat exploding. 
 
    Danielle lifted her own skirt and pulled down her panties. 
 
    His little cock was stiff as could be. 
 
    “Oh, this is going to be good,” Laura whispered. 
 
    Danielle pulled her blouse apart and kissed Laura’s tits. He sucked on her nipples. 
 
    Laura reached down and felt his cock and balls. 
 
    “We better do this before I cum.” 
 
    She nodded and fit his cock to her pussy. 
 
    It was small, but it just fit inside. He wouldn’t be able to do much back and forth, he might fallout, but he could grind it in and ream her pussy. 
 
    He felt her moistness, her warmth, her heart and soul. He raised his head slightly and froze. Her face mouth was open to scream, her eyes were terrified… 
 
      
 
    Arnold watched Danielle leave the cafeteria. Arnold knew Danielle was going to the janitor’s room where she went to the bathroom. Arnold was about to follow the twerp when he noticed Laura leaving the cafeteria. She was trying to act nonchalant, but Arnold wasn’t fooled. He knew she was following Danielle. 
 
    Arnold waited a half a minute, then left the cafeteria. He headed for the janitor’s room and saw Laura enter the room. 
 
    He looked around, nobody was there and he sauntered towards the room. 
 
    He listened, he looked. He didn’t know why Laura would be in the janitor’s room, but he had a suspicion. The way these bitches mooned over that sissy was disgusting. 
 
    Arnold paused at the door, took some deep breaths, then turned the knob and entered the room. 
 
    There was nobody in the room and he frowned. Then he heard them form the far side room, the little kitchen place. He was wearing steel toed boots and he walked lightly, trying to make sure they didn’t make a sound. 
 
    He heard them grunting and groaning, he peeked into the room. 
 
    Laura saw him. Her eyes opened up, she opened her mouth to scream. 
 
    Without thinking Arnold took a step and a hop and dropped kicked Danielle right in the balls. 
 
    There was a popping sound and Danielle screamed, then she just went limp. 
 
    “Take that, you fuck!” Arnold snarled. 
 
    Laura was trying to cover up, trying to crawl out from under Danielle. She was sobbing and terrified. 
 
    “He ain’t so much now, is he.” 
 
    Arnold turned and left the room. 
 
      
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART SEVEN 
 
      
 
    My, my, Danielle thought. The world sure is wonderful. 
 
    He was laying on a cloud in heaven. He could hear harps playing and he thought, I must be asleep. 
 
    He rolled onto one elbow and looked around. 
 
    Laura, Elize, Jenny and Tammi were playing little harps. They were sitting on the clouds like they were sitting on chairs, the clouds forming to hold them. 
 
    “Hi girls,” Danielle said. 
 
    The girls just smiled at him. They were all in white, satiny robes. 
 
    Then he heard a chorus of voices singing hymns. He rolled over and on the other side of him his mother was conducting a choir consisting of the girls from school. They, too, were in white, satiny robes. 
 
    All the girls who had bought tickets in the great ‘de-flower Danny Montgomery lottery.’ 
 
    “Mom?” 
 
    Elizabeth looked at him and smiled, but she didn’t speak. 
 
    That made Danielle sad. She was much too young to die. 
 
    Then she heard voices arguing. The voices were of Gods, and they were mumbling. They all wore doctor’s clothes. 
 
    Danielle sighed. This had all started when she was a boy, when she, as a he, did nothing but get in trouble. Then his mother had used petticoat punishment and the world had changed for her. Now she got good grades, had friends, and was happier. 
 
    “Hey, Danny.” 
 
    Danielle pushed himself up on his elbows. Arnold was standing at the end of his bed. 
 
    Bed? 
 
    “I really got you, bro.” 
 
    “You did?” 
 
    I messed you up good.” He was snickering. 
 
    “How come?” 
 
    “Because I don’t like you!” 
 
    “But why don’t you like me?” 
 
    “Because you’re a sissy!” 
 
    Danielle sighed, laid back down and ignored him. 
 
    Again she heard the far away voices of Gods. She was sort of curious, it sounded like they were arguing over her. But she was suddenly more tired than curious, so she went to sleep. 
 
      
 
    “He should be coming around now.” 
 
    Danielle thought she was in his bed at home. 
 
    “Danny?” 
 
    Danielle frowned. She was looking for that cloud. She wanted to sleep some more. 
 
    “He’s going to be groggy, he’s on some pretty powerful drugs.” 
 
    “Danny?” 
 
    Danielle frowned and shook her head. 
 
    “Call him Danielle.” 
 
    There was a moment when she felt his mother frown. But what was his mother doing in her bedroom? And there were other people here, too. What was— 
 
    “Danielle?” 
 
    Danielle opened her eyes. 
 
    His mother’s face was there and she smiled. “Good morning, Mom.” 
 
    “Oh, Danny!” Her face came down and Danielle felt it on her chest. Her mother was crying. 
 
    “Hey, sis,” Elize came into the picture. She smiled and placed her hands on his mother’s shoulders. “Come on, Mom, let the doc do his job.” 
 
    She guided Elizabeth back, away from the bed. Elizabeth kept saying, “He’s awake. He’s awake.” 
 
    Then a doctor hovered over Danielle. 
 
    Puzzled, Danielle looked around. She was slightly surprised to find that she wasn’t in her own bed. She was in a hospital room. White walls, a TV in the high corner, a machine above him making lines and bumps. And the doctor. And a nurse. 
 
    “What am I doing?” 
 
    The doctor looked into her eyes, felt her head, then moved down and was looking at her groin area. 
 
    “You’ve had an accident, Mr. Montgomery.” 
 
    Danny frowned. Mr. Montgomery was his father, and his father was a bastard. She didn’t want to be associated with her father. 
 
    “What kind of an accident.” 
 
    “You’re in the Johnson Medical Center and I’m Doctor Kinder.” 
 
    “Are you kinda kinder?” Danielle quipped, then she asked, “What kind of accident.” 
 
    The doctor had the sheet pulled back, and Danielle wanted to sit up and see what he was doing. 
 
    The doctor made a couple ‘ah hmmm’ kind of noises. 
 
    “What kind of accident?” 
 
    The doctor replaced the sheet and stood next to Danielle and took her pulse. Which was ridiculous because she was on a machine that was already taking her pulse. 
 
    After ten seconds the doctor smiled and finally answered her question. 
 
    “You were in an altercation at school and were kicked in the groin. There was some damage, quite a bit, actually. Your situation down there was…your childhood illness stunted the growth of your reproductive system, and this latest trauma has introduced permanent damage.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    The doctor then went into technical jargon which basically said Danielle wasn’t going to have babies. Her balls had been crushed beyond repair. Midway through the doctor’s explanation Elizabeth started sobbing and Danielle could hear Elize comforting their mother. 
 
    When the doctor was done Danielle said, “Oh.” That was all. Then: “I’m tired.” 
 
    The doctor gave a wan smile and patted his hand. “Then you should go to sleep.” 
 
      
 
    Danielle awoke. Period. Not like the floating out of the clouds she had experienced earlier, but a sudden opening of the eyes and the concept/thought ‘here I am.’ 
 
    She was in a hospital room. The curtains were open and she could see low mountains in the distance. She could hear the low mutter of voices outside the room.  
 
    Elize was sleeping in a chair next to the bed. 
 
    Danielle looked down at her groin. She remembered the doctor talking, and she saw the bulge of bandages around her hips. She pulled the sheet off and looked. 
 
    Her legs were still pretty, hair hadn’t really started growing back yet,  but she had a virtual bag around her groin. 
 
    “Fuck,” she whispered. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    Danielle looked to where Elize was smiling and sitting up. 
 
    “Hey!” Her voice was a croak. She swallowed, but there was little moisture and her throat hurt. 
 
    “Water, sis. Hold on.” 
 
    Elize took a plastic cup with a straw coming out of it and held it to Danielle’s lips. 
 
    “Oh, that’s good,” Danielle worked the liquid around in her mouth, swallowed it in bits, and the pain in her throat began dissipating. 
 
    “Thought you were going to sleep forever.” 
 
    “I feel weird.” 
 
    “They got you on lots of drugs. You’re as high as a drunk kite.” 
 
    Danielle laughed, and that hurt, so she groaned. 
 
    Elize put the cup on the rolling table and sat on the edge of the bed. “So how much do you remember?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I…I was with Laura and…man, Arnold kicked me, didn’t he? I didn’t see him, but what the doctor said…” 
 
    “It was Arnold. He’s in jail now.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    Elize nodded. “Dumb fuck went back to class like nothing had happened. Laura went to the office, she was hysterical, but they finally figured out that something had happened and they checked and found you.” 
 
    “How long have I been out?” 
 
    “Two weeks.” 
 
    “Two weeks?” Danielle’s eyes opened wide. 
 
    “Be glad. I’ve seen pictures of your poor, mangled manhood. They kept you in an induced coma. They actually operated on you three times. 
 
    “Fuck!” 
 
    Elizabeth entered the room, saw Danielle awake and rushed to the bed. “Honey!” She started crying again and kept brushing Danielle’s hair. 
 
    “Hey! I’m not wearing a wig!” 
 
    Elizabeth blurted a laugh. She kept kissing her face. 
 
    “Yeah, they cleaned you up,” said Elize. “Your own hair is coming in nicely.” 
 
    Danielle felt her head. Yes. Her hair was thicker, but it was nowhere near as long, and as nice, as the wig. 
 
    “Hunh. Well…” 
 
    She looked at her fingers. “What happened to my nails?” 
 
    “They stole them from you,” snickered Elize. 
 
    “You don’t need a wig or nails anymore. You’re my son, and you’re back.” 
 
    Danielle felt weird at that, but she didn’t say anything, just looked at Elize, who gave a mild shrug. 
 
    “You know you’re a hero at school, don’t you?” 
 
    “What? Me?” 
 
    “Of course, you. Every girl has a picture of you. All anybody does is talk about you. Even the guys are sort of weirded out by what happened.” 
 
    “So what’s going to happen to Arnold?” 
 
    Elizabeth pulled a chair up, but didn’t let go of Danielle’s hand. 
 
    “He’s in jail right now,” said Elizabeth. 
 
    “What are they going to do about him?” 
 
    Elize: “His father has got a bunch of lawyers, they’re trying to sue the school district, saying everything is your fault.” 
 
    “My fault?” 
 
    “Yep. Don’t ask me about their logic, cause they ain’t got any. Anyway, it looks like Arnold might get out on bail, but he’s not going to be coming back to school. He’s been expelled.” 
 
    Danielle thought about that. One of her classmates in jail. Arnold was an idiot, of course, but still…in jail? 
 
    “What about, uh…Laura?” 
 
    His mother straightened up a bit, but she didn’t say anything. 
 
    “She’s downstairs. She and Jenny and Tammi have been holding a vigil since this started. Her parents took her home once and she showed up an hour later. Her parents gave up after that. Apparently her parents aren’t fond of you.” 
 
    Danielle was afraid to look at her mother. 
 
    “Raping their daughter like that.” 
 
    “Elize…” 
 
    “Oh, it’s okay. Everybody knows what you guys were doing. Impossible to hide. Her parents are pissed, but every girl in school is envious. You want to see her?” 
 
    “Now?” 
 
    “No, tomorrow, dummy.” 
 
    Danielle looked at her mother. “I do…but I want to see her alone.” 
 
    “Danny—“ 
 
    “Mom?” 
 
    And Elizabeth gave in. 
 
    “I’ll go get her.” Elize hopped up and left the room. 
 
    Elizabeth said, “I suppose we should talk about what you were doing, but I don’t know what to say. On one hand you were doing what every young man does at some point. As a parent I’m upset, but…you were both eighteen“ 
 
    “But now that my balls are all fucked up there’s not much point.” 
 
    Elizabeth opened her mouth to speak, shut it. Her face was all twisted up. 
 
    “Mom?” 
 
    “Danny, you don’t understand…you don’t have your testicles anymore” 
 
      
 
    Five minutes later Danielle had calmed Elizabeth down. Which was funny. Danielle was the one with no balls, and his mother needed the consolation. 
 
    When Laura entered the room Elizabeth just cast a dire look at her, then left the room. 
 
    “Oh, Danny,” Laura hugged her. 
 
    “That’s Danielle, please,” she murmured into Laura’s hair. 
 
    Laura gave a sad laugh. “Danielle.” 
 
    They hugged, and they kissed, and finally Laura was sitting in the chair Elizabeth had occupied, holding Danielle’s hand and watching her raptly. 
 
    “I’m sorry things didn’t work out.” 
 
    “I’m double sorry,” Laura whispered. 
 
    “I guess you’ve heard that I’m not really a man.” 
 
    “Elize told Me and Jenny and Tammi. Nobody else knows. You can go back to being a boy if you want. My understanding is that the doctors offered to give you a couple of plastic balls, and you’ve still got your penis.” 
 
    “Hunh! What if I don’t want to go back to being a boy.” 
 
    Laura was silent for a moment. “Whatever you want I’m here for you.” 
 
    “But I can’t be a husband, and we’d be shunned as Lesbians.” 
 
    Laura giggled. “Lesbians don’t get shunned these days.” 
 
    “Yeah, it’s funny, as gamer Danny I would have shunned Lesbians. But as Danielle I’m tired of a world that doesn’t get along.” Danielle sighed. “Well, I guess we’ve got a lot to talk about. But I understand if we’re done.” 
 
    “We’ll let time figure that out. Can the other girls come in?” 
 
    “Are they up here?” 
 
    “Right outside.” 
 
    “Yes! Please.” 
 
    Laura went to the door and motioned and Tammi and Jenny filed into the room. They looked embarrassed, and relieved, and happy to see him. They hugged her and stood around the bed and suddenly everybody was laughing and chatting and it was just like it used to be when they all met in Elize’s room, or Danielle’s room. 
 
      
 
    “You’ll still get erections. They won’t be as strong, or maybe last as long, but the loss of testicles does not mean an end to your love life.” 
 
    Danielle was sitting in the doctor’s office with her mother and Elize. Elizabeth hadn’t wanted Elize to be there, but Danny had insisted. “You have the adult viewpoint, Mom, and the doctor has the medical viewpoint. But Elize has the real viewpoint.” 
 
    Which made Elizabeth groan, but she wasn’t about to fight Danielle on this point. There were simply too many decisions to be made, too much life to sort out. 
 
    The doctor continued: “We can implant plastic balls in your sack, so it will look like you are still normal.” 
 
    At a look from Elizabeth the doctor added, “Don’t misunderstand me. We are talking cosmetics here.” Back to Danielle, “We can even put a pump and flexible shaft in your penis to enhance your erections. The field is quite advanced these days, and there are many options.” 
 
    “So Danny can still get it up.” 
 
    Danny frowned at Elize, who just laughed and said, “Or Danielle can get it up.” 
 
    “Elize!” 
 
    “No, Mom. I want to her what she says.” 
 
    “But that was rude!” 
 
    “What? Calling me Danny? Or calling me Danielle?” 
 
    And there it was. The thing that had bothered Danny for the week since she had woken up. 
 
    “But you are Danny!” 
 
    “No. No, I’m not. I’m a guy with mangled nuts who likes being a girl. I’m more Danielle than Danny ever was.”  
 
    Elize laughed, “That is the weirdest thing you ever said.” 
 
    Danielle grinned. “I guess. 
 
    “But Danny…” 
 
    “Please, Mom, call me Danielle.” 
 
    Elizabeth looked like she wanted to protest. 
 
    “What’s the big deal, Mom? You were okay with petticoat punishment, and now it seems like it was a pretty good idea. I’m happier.” 
 
    “Well, I just…you’re my boy!” Elizabeth started to cry. 
 
    The doctor pushed a box of tissues forward and Elizabeth started drying her eyes. 
 
    After a minute Danielle said, “Sure, but I’m not much of a boy, and I won’t be much of a man. I can never have children, My love life may not be much, and I like wearing female clothes. I—“ 
 
    “Danielle?” 
 
    Dannielle looked at Elize, who shook her head. “It’s tougher on her. Let her get used to it.” 
 
    She was right. Elizabeth was having a terrible time listening to his matter of fact recital. 
 
    Danielle nodded and said to the doctor, “What were you saying?” 
 
    The doctor went on about the latest in prosthesis, and after a minute Danielle stopped him. “Doc?” 
 
    “Yes” 
 
    “Do you do breast implants?” 
 
      
 
    Danielle felt a huge sense of relief as she entered the house. She was walking gingerly, though the doctor said she was fine. The doctor had also admitted that the mental effects might hang around for a while. 
 
    Elize brought in a bag with Danielle’s stuff in it. 
 
    “Are you okay? Danielle?” Elizabeth had had a rough time, but she had finally started calling Danielle by the name which she preferred. 
 
    “No.” She turned to Elizabeth who immediately looked concerned. 
 
    “I don’t ever want to do housework again, or go to school. And I want a million dollars. I want my own car and an unlimited bank account. I want—“ 
 
    Elize started laughing, and Elizabeth realized that she was being made fun of. She tried a rueful smile. “I’m sorry. I know I’m a worry wart.” 
 
    “Worry as much as you want, Mom,” Danielle said, and she hugged her mother.  
 
    That first day home was unique, a golden, glowing moment in Danielle’s mind. After having been kicked, put in a coma, suffered operations and having a pair of plastic balls inserted into her nutsack, to be in her own room, to be able to watch TV and read books, to just be in the home she knew and loved, it was heaven. 
 
    She immediately went up to her room and put on panties and a bra. Elize had brought her falsies home and she put them into her bra and felt so natural. She slipped into a housedress, tied a thin belt around her midsection, and looked at her make up. 
 
    She decided not to, because her mother was having such a rough time.  She went to Elize’s room. “Can I wear your fuzzy slippers?” 
 
    Elize studied Danielle with a raised eye “As long as you don’t get any cooties on them.” 
 
    Danielle smiled. “I promise.” She slipped on the slippers and headed downstairs. She had to get her mother accustomed to Danielle, and give up Danny. 
 
    She lounged that first day, and through the weekend, but by Monday she knew it was time to get back to school. 
 
    School, which she had hated as a boy, but loved as a girl. 
 
    She walked along the sidewalk with Elize. Jenny and Laura met them at the corner. Laura grabbed his hand right off, and the quartet sauntered down the street towards school. 
 
    And Danielle was a hero. Or heroine. Right from the get go kids were coming up and chatting, asking questions, hugging her. 
 
    Home room, and Danielle walked into the classroom and sat down. No poop in her desk this day. Kids were still crowding around her and Mrs. Turner had to ask for everybody to be seated a number of times. 
 
    Roll call was made, and Danielle was welcomed to class. As Danny. 
 
    “Mrs. Turner?” 
 
    “Yes, Danny?” 
 
    “I would prefer to be called Danielle now.” 
 
    Mrs Turner had a rough time in her mind, but she was professional enough not to show it. This was her troublemaker, politely asking to be a girl. She nodded. “Of course, Danielle.” 
 
    After roll call announcements were made, and Mrs. Turner talked about study habits, now that finals were almost upon them. 
 
    Later, while the class worked on their assignment, Mrs. Turner called Danielle up to her desk. 
 
    “Danielle, I hate to say it, but your grades weren’t very high, and now that you’ve missed a month of school I’m afraid you’re not going to be graduating with your friends.” 
 
    “Bullshit.” 
 
    Mrs. Turner blinked and looked at the class. She wanted to ask who had said that, but everybody was staring at her fixedly. 
 
    “This is a private conversation and…” 
 
    Karen Newland interrupted her. “I’m going to tutor Danielle.” 
 
    Mrs. Turner opened her mouth to speak, but Anne Gault said, “I’m going to help.” 
 
    “But… 
 
    Then girl after girl was clamoring, proclaiming she was going to tutor Danielle. 
 
    Even a couple of the boys said they would help. 
 
    Mrs. Turner stared at the class. Never, in her whole, long and tired life, had she seen a class act this way. 
 
    “Do you know how much work that’s going to be?” 
 
    “If you don’t graduate Danielle I won’t go to the graduation.” 
 
    That started a whole new series of proclamations. 
 
    Finally Mrs. Turner threw up her hands. “Okay. I’ll give you one week. If Danielle hasn’t shown significant progress then…” she shrugged. 
 
    Everybody cheered and the girls gathered around Danielle and began making plans. Soon there was a schedule with assignments. The subjects that needed work, which were virtually all of them, were assigned to the kids who were doing well in those subjects, and the game was on. 
 
      
 
    “Everybody’s going to tutor me,” said Danny. He and Laura were walking a few yards behind Elize and Jenny. They were holding hands. 
 
    “That’s amazing. I know you’re going to graduate.” 
 
    “It won’t be for lack of help,” he said. 
 
    “Danielle? Danny?” 
 
    A look of puzzlement crossed Danielle’s face. To be called Danny again, and by Laura. 
 
    “We started something, and we got interrupted.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” suddenly he was in the pits. “That.” 
 
    “I want to finish it.” 
 
    He looked at her. “But I’m not really…I’m not a man!” 
 
    “Danny, you are as much man as woman right now. But Elize said you can still get hard ons…” 
 
    “Just not big ones. And I wasn’t very big to start with.” 
 
    “I don’t care. I want to try. To be stopped like we were…that wasn’t fair.” 
 
    “But I don’t think—“ 
 
    “Your mother’s at work, right?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Then let’s go to your room and fuck.” 
 
    Danielle’s heart was once again soaring. He had thought about this so much. 
 
    “Well, we could…” he stuttered. 
 
    She laughed. “We can. We will. But we have to hurry. Your tutors are going to be showing up.” 
 
    The quartet often hung out at Danielle’s house, so Elize wasn’t surprised when Jenny and Laura turned onto their street with her and Danielle.  
 
    And she wasn’t surprised when Danielle and Laura went past her room and into Danielle’s and locked the door. 
 
     
 
    Laura sat on Danielle’s lap and they kissed.  
 
    “It’s okay for me to sit on you like this?” 
 
    “Oh, yes,” and they kissed some more. 
 
    Danny was back in heaven. He felt the softness of her lips. They tasted each other’s lipstick, he felt her boobs, and she slapped his and they laughed. 
 
    Then they were taking off their clothes. 
 
    Danielle had a couple of little surgical lines around his groin, but nothing to speak of. Laura spent her time tracing the little raised lines, however, and that was good. 
 
    Danielle was afraid she wouldn’t be able to get it up, but with Laura’s attentions, and eventual blow job, her dick started to get hard. 
 
    “That is so cute,” Laura bubbled, massaging Daniele’s dick with her fingers. 
 
    “I’ve thought about having it removed.” 
 
    “No! I want you to keep your dick!” 
 
    “Even small and useless?” 
 
    “Danielle, if you have that pump up rod thing put in your dick, can they make you bigger?” 
 
    Danielle blinked. “I think they can.” 
 
    “Well,” Laura smiled and pushed him back on the bed, “Then there we go.” 
 
    She sat on Danielle, her pussy against Danielle’s little cock. Danielle gasped, and Laura reached down and guided Danielle’s cock into her pussy. 
 
    “Oh, God!” Danielle whimpered, and tears began to leak out of her eyes. 
 
    “It’s okay, Danielle. Stop crying, Oh, that feels so good!” 
 
    Laura pivoted and wiggle and pressed down. 
 
    Danielle thrust her hips up, and their contact was such that she was in no danger of falling out. 
 
    For a long minute they groaned and ground and Danielle felt Laura’s breasts and sucked the nipples. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I think…I think…oh shit!” 
 
    Danielle lurched upward and spurted. It wasn’t much semen, but it was something. 
 
    “Oh, Danielle!” Laura hugged her. 
 
    For a moment they rested, then Danielle asked, “What about you?” 
 
    “Oh, I’m fine.” 
 
    “No. You didn’t cum.” 
 
    “I’ve cum before.” 
 
    Danielle wiggled out from under Laura, turned her and laid her sideways across the bed. “Just lay back. I’ll get you off.” 
 
    At first Danielle had thought she was going to just use her fingers. But once she got started, once Laura was moaning and moving her hips, Danielle’s face was so close, and there was only a little sperm in Laura’s pussy…Danielle bent down and began licking Laura as she fingered her. 
 
    Laura gasped and lurched and jerked, then she started to cum. She gave a series of little yelps, almost like she was protesting, and her hips began to spasm uncontrollably. 
 
    Danielle held on, kept eating her, and the orgasm washed over Laura. Lifted her up to heaven and threw her back, splattered, on the bed. 
 
    They lay there, suddenly tired, and they grinned at each other. 
 
    “That was wild!” commented Laura. 
 
    “I can’t believe I came. The doctor said that was possible, but…” 
 
    “Wow!” They hugged, then Danielle sat up. “The doorbell.” 
 
    “Your first tutors!” 
 
    “Come on, let’s get dressed.” 
 
    Quickly the two girls put on their underclothes and dresses, then a splash of make up. Just in time. 
 
    Knock, knock. 
 
      
 
    Danielle wanted to fuck Laura again, but he wasn’t given a chance. Girls began parading through his bedroom during all his waking hours. And they weren’t there to fuck. 
 
    “No, Danielle. A squared plus B squared is C squared. Take a square of paper and cut it from corner to corner. See?” 
 
    Elizabeth listened outside the room as the girls talked him through algebra. They were smart, and they were efficient, and, most important, they were patient. 
 
    “He was called ‘Useless’ Grant for a reason, Danielle. Just because he was a great war hero didn’t make him a great president.” 
 
    Elize sat and read a book and marveled. Danny was picking it up. Slowly but surely…maybe he would make it. 
 
    “Indigenous means it is native to the area!” 
 
    It was late at night and Elizabeth turned over and tried to sleep. She was tired, having 24/7 tutors was tough, but Danielle seemed determined. 
 
    “No, use a semi-colon. Do you see how the two thoughts are related?” 
 
    Laura and Elize listened from Elize’s room. It was late at night, past midnight, but Laura didn’t care. Her parents were upset, but she didn’t care. She just wished she could go in and be with Danielle. 
 
      
 
    “I have never seen anything like it. Those girls walk him everywhere. During lunch, on the way home, I even caught one of them in the janitor’s bathroom with him.” 
 
    Principal Andrews tilted his head and thought. He asked, “Is Danielle going to make it?” 
 
    “I think so.” 
 
    “Well. In all my years of education, this has been the strangest one of all.” 
 
      
 
    Graduation came on the 6th of June. It was a Thursday afternoon. Four o’clock, and the graduating class was sitting in folding chairs in the auditorium. Parents overflowed the auditorium behind them. 
 
    Student after student, clad in black robes, stepped up to receive a handshake and a diploma. 
 
    There were occasional shouts and hoorahs, a few parents dabbed their eyes, but that was nothing compared to the cheer that arose when Principal Andrews said into the microphone. “Danielle Montgomery.” 
 
    That was the moment everybody threw their caps into the air. 
 
      
 
    “So where are you going to school?” asked Laura.  
 
    She and Danielle were laying on Danielle’s bed. They had finally managed to get together again. She was sated, and Daniele was happy that she had been able to sate her, and Danielle wasn’t feeling too bad herself. 
 
    “My grades, up until this year, suck. So I’ll probably go to the community college.” 
 
    “Oh, that’ll piss my mother off.” 
 
    “Why?” Danielle leaned back and looked at her. “Why would where I go to school piss your mother off?” 
 
    “Because where you go, I go.” 
 
    They lay and hugged and enjoyed the peace and quiet of looking at a summer off. 
 
    “Is it good when you cum?” asked Laura. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” Danielle grinned. 
 
    “Are you going to get a bigger dick?” 
 
    “Didn’t Elize tell you?” 
 
    “Tell me what?” 
 
    “Next week. The doctor says he can elongate me to six inches.” 
 
    “Wow! Will I be able to handle that?” She giggled. 
 
    Danielle stated drily, I don’t think you’ll have any trouble. And the Doc says that a couple of years, with skin stretch and all, I can have it upgraded to seven inches, maybe even eight.” 
 
    Laura laughed. “No! No! It’s the Revenge of the Monster Dick!” 
 
    They laughed, and Danielle said, “And the other big news…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Mom has agreed I can have hormone treatments, and if I want them, I can even get breast implants.” 
 
    Laura spun around and sat up and looked at him. 
 
    “That is a real wow. Are you going for it?” 
 
    Danielle lay back and contemplated the beautiful Laura. She thought about how this year began. How she had been a gamer, and a creep, and how she mistreated his family and people in general. 
 
    She thought about petticoat punishment, and what it had done to her, and for her. 
 
    And, oddly, she thought about Arnold. 
 
    Arnold, who had kicked her so hard she had been maimed. 
 
    Arnold, who was due for sentencing. 
 
    “Come on,” she suddenly leaped from the bed. 
 
    In a second she was out of the room. She had to talk to his mother. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    “Before I pronounce sentence…” Judge Thompson looked out at the court room. Arnold was sitting in a chair at the defendant’s table. He was looking mighty glum in his jail house clothes. “…it has been brought to my attention that the victim in this case would like to speak to the court. Danielle Montgomery?” 
 
    Danielle was nervous as she walked up to the front of the courtroom. She was wearing a mauve skirt and wore a simple blouse with a short jacket. Her hair was layered and long enough that there was no doubt that she was a girl. She took her place at a podium that had been set up for her. 
 
    “Thank you, your honor. I just wanted to say that there are a lot of ignorant people in this world. I was one of them. Thanks to a loving mother and sister I no longer count myself amongst these people.” 
 
    Danielle turned to Arnold. “Arnold, you’re an ignorant person, but I can’t look down on you because I was no better than you.” 
 
    She turned back to the court. “The thing that changed me was petticoat punishment. Being a girl, or a boy, that’s a choice. But when a person is guilty of ignorance he, or even she, should be made to walk in the other person’s shoes. It’s the only way they can understand what it is they are doing, and what makes them ignorant.” 
 
    Danielle took a deep breath. 
 
    “Your honor, instead of sending Arnold to some prison where he will be abused, where he will become not just ignorant but a criminal, I would recommend that he be given a sentence of petticoat punishment. Society needs more understanding and less ignorance.” 
 
      
 
    An hour later, the judge still considering what sentence to impose on Arnold, Elizabeth and Elize, Danielle and Laura, stopped at an ice cream store. They ordered cones and sat at a small, round table and licked and thought about the morning. 
 
    “I’m proud of you, Danielle. That was a very gracious thing you did this morning.” 
 
    “Well, it’s not all me. Elize was the one who told me that the mark of man was how kind he was. And that’s got to apply for women, too, right?” 
 
    Elize grinned and offered a fist bump over the table. 
 
    “So you kids are going to the community college?” 
 
    “Yes, Mrs. Montgomery.” 
 
    “Heck, Laura. Why don’t you call me Elizabeth, or even Mom. You seem to be part of the family.” 
 
    Everybody was smiling, so Danielle decided the time was right. “And, Mom?” 
 
    “Yes, dear?” 
 
    “I’d like to go ahead with everything. I’m scheduled for the big weeny,” they all chuckled at that, “But I want breast implants, and I want to start on hormones.” 
 
    Elizabeth nodded. “Well, I guess I’m going to have three daughters.” 
 
    Elize frowned and said, “There’s only one problem with that.” 
 
    The other three looked at her. 
 
    “I want more ice cream.” 
 
    Amidst chuckles, they all decided to have more ice cream. 
 
      
 
    END

  

 
   
    A Note from the Author! 
 
      
 
    I hope you liked this little story of Danny and his friends. 
 
    Please take a moment to rate me five stars. 
 
    That helps support my writing, 
 
    and lets me know which direction I should take 
 
    for future books. 
 
      
 
    Thank you 
 
      
 
    Grace 
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    Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time. 
 
    I Changed My Husband into a Woman 
 
      
 
    Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect. 
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    The Long, Hot Feminization! 
 
    Changed from a boy into a girl for a summer! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    The lady who moved in next door was a fox. I mean, she had large jugs. Gallon jugs. And the nipples were always erect. First time I met her I was carrying in the groceries for my mom and she got to talking with Mrs. Amanda. Nancy Amanda, that was her name. 
 
    I sidled up, I had seen her from a distance and wanted to get closer and check out the babe factor. 
 
    So I trucked the groceries in, then walked over to where Mrs. Amanda and my mother were talking.  
 
    Crap! Talk about a babe factor! Her nipples were poking right through her sweater! Big boobs, and she was excited. I mean, it wasn’t just the cold, right? Because she was wearing a sweater! 
 
    “This is Johnny. Johnny, this is our neighbor Mrs. Amanda.” 
 
    I clicked my eyes up real quick, but I could see a twinkle in Nancy’s eye that told me she had caught me checking her out. 
 
    “Hi, uh, Mrs. Amanda.” 
 
    “Hi, Johnny. Good to meet you. But please call me Nancy.” She offered a hand and I took it. It was warm, and her eyes were scintillating. Green. Wise. Her lips were red, and moist. And I had to be careful because this close, feeling her flesh, I was in boner city. 
 
    I mean, I’m healthy. 19 years old. Home from college for the summer, and no girl friend. 
 
    And no girl friend meant I was horny. 
 
    She let go of my hand, having conquered my heart, and continued her conversation with my mother. And I slunk back into the house. 
 
    Man. What a babe. What a knock out. I was in love. 
 
    Okay, I wasn’t in love, but I sure was in lust. 
 
    But, being just 19, I knew I didn’t have a chance with such a choice chick. She was about 30, a MILF if ever there was one, and…you read about MILFs going wild, but that’s just stories. Doesn’t happen in real life. 
 
    So I mowed the lawn, then spent the afternoon swimming. 
 
    I heard music coming from Nancy’s house, then I heard water splashing. She had a pool, too, and I smiled. 
 
    I went to the hedge separating our houses and peeked through. 
 
    Oh, man. She was naked. Like, not a stitch. And she was swimming back and forth. Climbing out and diving in, then swimming back and forth. A couple of times she went off the board, her boobs just flew  up and down. Then she stopped, and I figured that it was because big boobs like hers probably hurt when they bounced like that. 
 
    I watched for a while, and I stroked myself, and I kept getting right to the edge, then backing off. 
 
    I like sex, but I like good sex. 
 
    If you jack off all the time it just turns into a spurt.  
 
    But if you edge yourself for a few hours, man, the sex turns so fucking hot you are about die! 
 
    So I watched her, and I dreamed. I studied her hairless snatch, and I dreamed of putting my penis in it. I watched her bounce, and I wanted to catch those big boobs in my hands and suck them. I stared at how firm and round her buns were, and my cock was so hard it was aching. But I just kept jacking and jacking, backing off, then jacking and jacking, and backing off. 
 
    Finally, Mom was due home, so I took a final dip, then went into the house. 
 
    Upstairs, and I began stroking. The final countdown. My hand slithered up and down, I was close. I squeezed my balls, I played with my nipples, and just before I was about to cum— 
 
    “Johnny? Could you come help me?” 
 
    Oh, fuck! “Yes, Mom.” but, in a way I liked it. To be so close and then denied, and not just from my own discipline, but by my mother…it raised the experience to even higher levels. 
 
    She had some boxes for me to bring in, so I did, and then I had a Pepsi and we talked for a while, and I was in heaven. My cock was just roasting. I wanted to cum so badly. 
 
    But I was also down from the high point I had been at. The break I had just taken had made me not so desperate, and I decided to just enjoy the peak and start all over again tomorrow. I could watch Nancy in her pool, stroke myself higher than I had ever been, and the cum…man, the cum was going to be a supernova! 
 
    So I slept, my big boner pressed up against my belly, or straight up in the air, or every which way it wanted, and I woke up in the morning feeling hornier than I had ever felt in my life. 
 
    The day began wonderfully. Big breakfast, a quick run around the block, and my blood was pumping. Fuck, yeah! 
 
    Then I hopped in the pool, swam a few laps and just floated for a while, and then I heard the sound of somebody splashing over the hedge. I tip toed to the spot I used and peered through the bushes. 
 
    Naked. Lush. Breasts like white mounds, creamy skin. Nipples stiff and proud. Man, I was mesmerized. 
 
    I took out my penis and began stroking. Right to the edge, and stopped. Right to the edge and stopped. Man, when I came it was going to be truly stupendous! 
 
    On the other side of the hedge Nancy swam a few laps, did some yoga, and then lay down on her lounge. And picked up her phone. 
 
    Oh, darn. She was probably going to call some guy. Geez. I’d give my left nut to be that guy. 
 
    I watched, my heart sinking, and suddenly…Doot da Doot Doot! Doot da Doot Doot! 
 
    It was my cell phone! Right in my pocket! 
 
    Nancy looked across the pool, right at me! 
 
    I scrambled back. She couldn’t have seen me. No way! 
 
    I sprinted across the yard and answered the phone. 
 
    “Hello?” 
 
    “Hi, Johnny. This is your neighbor, Nancy.” 
 
    “Hi, Nancy!” I was still stroking my dick. Through all of that I hadn’t let go, and I was almost ready to spurt. I squeezed my cock, hard, to stop the orgasm. Just in time. My legs were shivering and my head was light, but I stopped it. 
 
    “Are you okay? You sound a little out of breath.” 
 
    “No. I mean, I’m okay. I was just running.” 
 
    “I know. I heard your phone.” 
 
    Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! 
 
    “But that’s not what I wanted to talk to you about.” Sigh of relief. 
 
    “Your mother gave me your number and said you might be willing to do a little donkeywork. It’s easy, and I pay well.” 
 
    “Well, uh, yeah. Sure. I let go of my cock and a single bead of sperm dribbled out. 
 
    “Okay, then. After lunch?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “I’ll see you then.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She hung up and I almost fell over. I had almost been caught jacking off. Well, she knew I had been running, but…maybe she didn’t know what I was doing. 
 
    Anyway, I was going to be hanging with her this afternoon, and that was sweet.  
 
    I thought about going up and finishing myself off, but, again, I wanted to wait just a little bit longer. I wanted to be just a little bit hornier. It’s sort of a game with me, seeing how horny I can get, and right now I was getting as close to as horny as I had ever been. So I managed to hold myself off. 
 
      
 
    After lunch I sauntered over to her house and knocked on the door. I was carrying a spare change of clothes she had told me to bring. The load in my testicles was heavy and my cock was ultra sensitive. 
 
    If anything, she was more sexy. She was wearing a thin sweatshirt cut off at the waist. Emblazoned in an arching script over her sizable boobs was the phrase ‘Pink Power!’  
 
    Oh, God! Sproing. Damn it! I had just gotten it under control. I should have finished whacking off before I came over. 
 
    “Hi, Johnny,” she opened the door and I tried desperately not to stare at her tits. But…her lips were plump and curved and full and…I gulped. “Hey, Nancy.” 
 
    She led me through the house, and with her not looking at me I stared right at her sexy ass. Round. A bubble of sex, and a thin waist. 
 
    She turned her head and I gulped again and got my eyes up in time. I think. “I can’t thank you enough for helping me. But I warn you, it might get a little dirty.” 
 
    “Hey, dirt is my middle name.” Oh, God, that was a stupid thing to say. 
 
    But she laughed and told me to put my spare clothes on a kitchen chair and opened the door to the basement. She led me downstairs and I looked at ‘The Mess.’ That’s what I called it, and deservedly. 
 
    It was a long room filled with a 100 years of debris. 
 
    “I bought this place as is, but I really didn’t expect to find a century worth of storage in it.” 
 
    “Wow.” I stared at the tons of boxes and old furniture and stuff. 
 
    “There might be something of value down here. An antique or four, and what we’ve got to do is go through it all. We sort, carry it upstairs—and you can see that there are some heavy things that I won’t be able to carry—and clean this place out.” 
 
    “You know there’s more than a day’s work here. It’s gonna take a week, maybe more.” 
 
    She stepped closer to me, placed her palm on my forearm, and I almost swooned. Those green eyes staring right up into mine. 
“I know. Your mother said you were off for the summer. Is this too much?” 
 
    “No, no.” I quickly said. “It’s just…I wanted you to be aware.” 
 
    She grinned ruefully, her palm was making my whole body sweat. “I’m aware.” 
 
    I hope she was aware of what she was doing to my sexual apparatus. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She took her hand off me then, and I immediately missed it. “Okay, then. Shall we start?” 
 
    We started, and that was the messiest basement I have ever seen in my life. 
 
    First, there were the cobwebs. 
 
    “I set off some bug bombs, but now we have to get rid of the spider domiciles.” 
 
    Domicile. That was the word for it. Giant cathedrals of delicate web. 
 
    We took brooms and went crazy. We started at the end and moved back towards the stairs. By the time we reached the stairs we were both dusty and dirty and sweating. But the basement had had its first sweeping, and there wasn't a glimpse of a ‘spider domicile’ in the place. Of course, there would be lots of bugs and stuff inside the mess of stuff, but we had taken a major chunk out and couldn’t move around more freely. 
 
    “Okay,” she said, “Come with me.” 
 
    We went up the stairs, me staring at her ass, of course, and jumped in the pool. And that about killed me. 
 
    She took off her clothes and jumped in. 
 
    I stared, my mouth open. 
 
    “Come on, Johnny. Don’t be shy.” 
 
    “But I’ve got…I’ve…” 
 
    “A boner. I know. And I don’t care. I’ve seen a boner or two in my lifetime, and they don’t scare me. And I know my nakedness doesn’t scare you because you were watching me yesterday.” She laughed and did a backstroke. 
 
    Oh, crap. She had seen me. But between her laughter and the truth, I did it. I stripped and jumped in, and it was weird jumping into the water with a big erection. Oh, I’ve done that before, but it was an erection that she was grinning at. 
 
    We swam in a circle or two, then she climbed out. 
 
    I followed her, and was red-faced, and we dried off with a couple of fluffy towels. Then I got into my spare clothes, and she got into hers. And she was even sexier. A short skirt and a flannel shirt. A flannel shirt which, I might add, she kept unbuttoned. Yep, I had a perfect view of her big, bra encased boobs. 
 
    We descended the stairs and she said, “I hope you don’t mind my Bohemian ways. I’ve never been embarrassed by my body.” 
 
    I risked, “Hey, I’m getting a thrill.” 
 
    She laughed, patted my cheek, and we turned back to ‘The Mess.’ 
 
    Sans dirt and spiderwebs it was still a mess. “Guess we should start at this end this time,” she sighed. 
 
    ‘This end’ was mostly boxes, and we opened up one and started going through it. It was books, and some of them might have been worth something, but they had been ruined by water. 
 
    “Good stuff goes in the garage. Bad stuff on the driveway.” 
 
    “This is bad stuff,” I said, hoisting the box, and I headed for the stairs. 
 
    And that was the way it went for an hour. Box after box. Sometimes I had a break while she sorted and selected various books, sometimes I was humping up and down the stairs.  
 
    After an hour we took another swim break, and this time I didn’t hesitate to strip and jump in. 
 
    Nancy giggled. “Don’t you have a girlfriend or something?” I turned red and she laughed. “Now I’ve gone and embarrassed you.” 
 
    We swam in circles, then hopped out and got into our original clothes, which we had left in the sun and were now dry. 
 
    We had a Pepsi, sitting by the pool, and I looked over to where I had been peeping. 
 
    “It’s all right if you look at me through the hedge.” 
 
    Man. The red-faced thing again. 
 
    But she said, “I consider it a compliment that a healthy, young stud like you finds me worth looking at. 
 
    “Oh, you’re worth looking at,” I blurted. 
 
    She laughed, placed a hand on my arm said, “You’re sweet.” 
 
    On one hand, I was proud and preening, she liked me, her hand was like electricity on my flesh. On the other hand, I sure would like to be more than ‘sweet.’ And, if there was a third hand, it would have been in my pants stroking like mad. 
 
    Heck. I hadn’t cum for a few of days, and I had been edged to a fare thee well for the last two days. 
 
    “Well, shall we proceed,” She smiled at me. 
 
    Now, I should say this right out front, she was a woman who liked to tease. And this first day was the introduction. She would catch me staring at her boobs and she would wink. In the pool she would see the lust in my eyes and she would stretch, arch her back and present her boobs, then chuckle at the dumfounded look on my face. 
 
    But that was about as far as it would have gone, except for the nail. 
 
    On the third day, a third of the way through the basement, I was moving a table out from a wall, I bent and pushed, and…ri-i-ip! 
 
    A nail took out my pants. I mean, really took them out. The material was separate across one thigh and half my shorts were just sort of hanging there. 
 
    “Oh, crap,” I said. 
 
    Nancy, looked, then gasped. “You’re bleeding!” 
 
    I was. It wasn’t deep, but it was nasty looking. 
 
    “Come with me.” 
 
    “It’s nothing.” 
 
    “It’s something. Now get your ass in gear.” 
 
    She led the way up the stairs, through the house and up to the second floor. 
 
    In her bathroom she took out some peroxide and cotton and a bandage. 
 
    “Lose the shorts. Sit on the edge of the counter.” 
 
    I kicked off the shorts and sat on the sink, and…I had a boner. 
 
    Well, she knew that. 
 
    But there is a difference between swimming in a pool and being a dozen feet away, and being…inches apart. 
 
    She turned and looked down, and stopped. “Fuck,” she whispered. Then she put her hands on my flesh, made me turn slightly to the right. My cock was right there, inches from her hands as she dabbed at the cut with peroxide. 
 
    “Sorry,” I said. 
 
    She glanced up at me. “You’re sorry?” She sounded sad. 
 
    My cock was shivering, and I could feel her breath on it, as she dressed the wound. 
 
    She straightened up, and we were a foot apart, her breasts almost touching my chest. “I’m the one that’s sorry, Johnny.” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “When my husband died I thought it was the end of the world, and I vowed never to touch another cock. Isn’t that stupid? But then I move in here and I see you. And you’re so young and healthy and full of life. You remind me of all the good things, and I made a promise to myself.” 
 
    There wasn’t much I could say, so I listened. 
 
    “But I’m going to ask you for something.” She took a breath, actually gulped a little, then: “Don’t masturbate.” 
 
    “I…” 
 
    “I know, you’re going to say you don’t masturbate. but every boy, every man…” she placed a red tipped hand on my chest. “every man jacks off. So don’t tell me you don’t.” 
 
    I could have just said yea or nay, but I had to explain. “I try not to. I try to hold it in, but…every once in a while.” I shrugged. 
 
    She stared at me. “How long has it been since you masturbated.” 
 
    “Only five days.” 
 
    “How long between masturbations?”  
 
    “Usually a couple of weeks. A couple of times I held out for three weeks, but…you know…it’s hard.” 
 
    She smiled, inches from me, and she reached down and placed her hand on my cock. She was kissing distance away, and we felt the heat, but her hand on my chest kept me from moving in. 
 
    “Let’s see how long we can go. Don’t jack off. And I’ll try to help you. Let’s see if you can last a summer.” 
 
    “What…what about you?” 
 
    “Me, too. In a weird way, this will help me. Every day will be a trial, but if you can hold out, then so can I.” 
 
    Then she said the clincher. “We’ll be good for each other, Johnny.” 
 
    I nodded, was afraid to say something. Afraid she would take her hand off my cock. 
 
    She leaned forward then, yet kept her hand on my chest. She hesitated, then she touched her lips to mine. Soft, warm, but it was just a peck. A peck between friends. 
 
    Then she backed off and said, “Let’s get you into some clothes and get back to work.” 
 
    “I’ve got my spare clothes out back.” 
 
    “But they’re still wet. Just wait a moment, I have something I think you’ll like.” 
 
    She darted into her closet and rummaged, and I stood in the bathroom door and looked around her bedroom. She wasn’t a messy lady, but she had a couple of bras hanging over the end of her bed. I had seen nylons hanging from the shower rod. In addition she had a hamper with panties in it, and her table full of make up. I could smell the sweet scent of her make up. 
 
    She looked out of the closet and said, “Close your eyes, Johnny. I’m going to dress you. It will be a surprise.” 
 
    I closed my eyes and she giggled as she crossed the room.  
 
    “Put your hand here for balance and lift your right foot.” 
 
    I followed her directions and I felt her slip an article of clothing up my leg, then the other leg. I thought it was shorts or something, but she kept pulling, and I felt the material pull on my crotch and go right up my body, then she was pulling material, like a shirt, over my shoulders. 
 
    “Okay. Open eyes.” 
 
    I did, and I gasped. I was in a one piece garment, and it was pink. A combination shorts and shirt, and I think they call it a ‘onesy.’ but…pink? 
 
    And to make matters worse, my cock was sticking out the bottom, down one leg. It was pink, and sexy, and obscene. 
 
    She laughed and pulled me to a mirror. “Look, isn’t it cute?” 
 
    My cock was straining, and the garment was just barely too small. It was too big for her, and not quite big enough for me, and I stretched it. but it was a stretchy material so there wasn’t much danger of me breaking it. 
 
    She placed her hand on my cock and we stood and stared at the mirror. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” I whimpered. 
 
    “Sorry,” she said, and removed her hand. But I wasn’t sorry, and I was sure she wasn’t. 
 
    “I…I can’t wear—“ 
 
    “Of course you can. It was my husband’s, and it just sits there.” 
 
    Her husband wore pink? I had images of them doing things with him in a pink onesy, and I swear, I almost came on the spot. If she had touched me I think I would have. 
 
    “Now, come on. Let’s get back to work.” She grabbed my hand and led me back downstairs. 
 
    More boxes. then some furniture, and I could feel my cock straining with every step, every bend, every twist. 
 
    She kept looking at me and giggling, and a couple of times she ‘accidentally’ turned and bumped my crotch with her hand. 
 
    After an hour we took another break. We undressed and jumped in the pool and just swam around. The dressing on my cut was okay, and my cock felt the water passing over it, then we were standing in the shallow end, facing each other, breathing hard. 
 
    She grabbed my cock and pulled me towards her. 
 
    I made a sound back in my throat, a beggary type of sound, then she was kissing me. No simple peck this time. Now a full lipped, grinding of our mouths. 
 
    She pulled back, then buried her head against my shoulder. “Are you close, Johnny?” 
 
    “Oh, yes.” 
 
    She stopped stroking me. “Can I just hold it?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    She let go and I made a whining sound. 
 
    Suddenly she reached up and put her hands around my neck and pulled me down. “Suck me, Johnny. Feel my tits.” 
 
    My mouth found a nipple and I squeezed her breasts, one boob in each hand. 
 
    “Oh, God!” She groaned. After a minute she pushed me away. Turned and used her arms and walked as quickly as she could out of the pool. Her shoulders were shaking. 
 
    I followed her, caught her just inside the sliding window of her house. “Are you okay?” 
 
    She was crying, and she turned and pressed against me. My cock poked against her juncture, and her breasts were hot and heavy against my chest. I held her and her shoulders shook. 
 
    “Go home, Johnny. We’re done for the day.” 
 
    She turned and ran upstairs. 
 
    I went out to the pool area and put on my clothes. When I went through her house I paused, I wanted to say something, but…I didn’t think she wanted me to say anything. 
 
    I went to the front door and walked home. 
 
      
 
    That night was a trial. On one hand I have never been so hard and horny. I was actually leaking, my cock was weeping pre-cum, and it was all I could do not to take it in hand and do the deed. 
 
    On the other hand, I was confused. Why was Nancy crying? Why did she run off like that? 
 
    “You’re silent tonight,” my mother observed over a plate of spaghetti. 
 
    I forced a smile. “Just moving some heavy stuff today.” 
 
    “Well, it’s nice of you to help Nancy.” 
 
    I think she was prying, but didn’t want to appear nosy. 
 
    I grinned. “We’re just cleaning out the basement, lots of dirt and dust, but…it’s actually sort of fun.” 
 
    “Fun?” 
 
    “Boxes full of last century.” 
 
    “Ah, yes,” she smiled. “Old fart stuff.” 
 
    “Yes,” I said with a straight face. “Almost as old as you.” 
 
    Mom’s face opened up and she laughed. “you brat!” 
 
    “Well, maybe not that old.” 
 
    “No ice cream for you!” 
 
    But she did give me ice cream, and everything was fine. 
 
    Until I went upstairs to go to bed. 
 
    I stood at the window and stared at Nancy’s house. She was a beautiful woman, and I was besotted. But it was for a summer. And nothing was going to happen except teasing. 
 
    That was the worst moment. I had been wanting to grab old faithful and spank him to a frothy squirt, but…but I had promised. 
 
    Well, I hadn’t promised, but my silent acceptance of her terms…it was a promise. 
 
    Finally, the moon shining down on the waters of her swimming pool and creating another moon, I stripped and went to bed. 
 
      
 
    I showed up bright and early, and she was ready for me. No sign of the tears, only happiness, and she opened the door and I walked in. 
 
    “Johnny. Will you wear the onesy again?” 
 
    Blink. I had brought over a spare pair of clothes, but apparently I wouldn’t need them. “Sure.” 
 
    “I’ve got some other stuff you might consider wearing, too.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” 
 
    But she didn’t say anything, just smiled, and handed me the pink onesy. 
 
    I stripped and put it on, and she watched my cock with appreciation. “When you’re young it never ends,” she whispered. 
 
    We went downstairs and went to work. There was a table, in pieces, that I had to lug up the stairs. It was heavy oak, and it took me a while. 
 
    Then there were three old TVs. And a bunch of paintings. 
 
    “Did you know the old lady who lived here?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Mrs. Grandie. She baked cookies when I was a kid. A lot of cookies.” 
 
    I had the feeling that Nancy wanted to say more, but we just kept working. 
 
    But I could feel her thinking. 
 
    She was crying, then happy, then thinking. She was a woman with depth, and that was good. I had had girlfriends, and I appreciated a MILF. I liked intelligent conversation and sexual nuances with no drawbacks. 
 
    I spent an hour taking lamps and broken boards up to the garage, and we were at the halfway mark. It was about ten thirty, and time for another swim break.  
 
    We went up the stairs and jumped into the pool. 
 
    “Man, that basement is hot. I thought under houses was supposed to be cool.” 
 
    “Normally it is, but we’re working…” 
 
    We swam in circles, and I could tell she was still thinking. 
 
    “I know I’m a little young, but if you want to talk about anything…” 
 
    She stopped, and stared at me. “You are so not young. You are as mature as any man I have ever known.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything, and she studied me, then she said, “Come with me.” 
 
    She got out of the pool and pointed at a lounge. “Sit down here.” 
 
    I sat, my cock pointing towards the sky, and she went into the house. She was out a minute later, carrying two frosty drinks. 
 
    “I know you drink beer. Will your mother mind a little bourbon?” 
 
    “She’s cool. She knows I don’t drink to excess.” 
 
    Nancy nodded, handed me a glass and sat down on the lounge…with me. 
 
    It was a wide lounge, but our bodies were pressed together, and she snuggled around until she was cuddled in my arms. She sipped, and I sipped. 
 
    “It’s called a Coke High.”  
 
    “Bourbon and Coke. And it’s good bourbon.” 
 
    I could feel her grin, then she sobered up, sipped a bit, and began talking. 
 
    “Once upon a time there was a wide-eyed girl. Very innocent, and she fell in love with a man a couple of years older than her. Eventually, they married, but on the night before their wedding he made a confession. ‘My dear, there is something you should know about me before we go through with this.’ 
 
    “‘What’s that?’ I asked. 
 
    “‘I wear women’s underwear.’ 
 
    “Now, this woman was not upset, maybe a little weirded out, but not upset, and she said, ‘Prove it.’ 
 
    “So the man did. 
 
    “And they got married, and she entered into a fairytale existence. She loved the man with all her heart, and she looked forward to dressing him up every day. He would wear bras and nylons. He would put on make up. He was a handsome man with a kind face, a gentle face, and he looked just like a woman when he was all fixed up. 
 
    “Outside of the house he was a man. A take charge kind of guy, he owned a couple of companies and ran them like Captain Bligh ran ‘The Bounty.’ But once home, once in the arms of his loving wife, he explored his gentle side. 
 
    “And the man and the woman lived together for a few years, and life was about as good as it could get.” 
 
    She paused. She had been drinking while talking, and she put her empty glass down. I sucked my drink down and placed my glass to the side. 
 
    She said, “Then he died. Just…died.” her voice broke. “And the woman was ejected from the fairytale, and no matter what she did…life was just not the same.” 
 
    She began sobbing. She turned into me, cried against my chest, and I held her. I could feel her tears running down my chest and sliding to the side on my abdomen. She cried and cried and there was nothing I could do but hold her. 
 
    Finally, a long while later, she stopped crying. She just lay against me, breathing, her face against my chest. Then she turned the rest of the way and sat on me. My cock was hard and stiff and ran up her backside. Right between her buns, but no entry. 
 
    She wiped her eyes, and she looked…different. She laughed, and sniffed, and she leaned her elbows on my chest. Her green eyes were inches form mine, her breath was fresh on my mouth. 
 
    “Johnny. Can I ask you…to do something? It’s okay if you don’t want to. But…but I need this. Can I ask you?” 
 
    I felt like I was saying the words of ancient play, written long ago and just now come to mind. 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “Can I dress you up? Like I used to dress my husband up? It’s okay if you say no. We’ll just keep cleaning the basement.” 
 
    Dress me up. The onesy. Pink. Everything coming together in my mind. 
 
    Sure, we could keep cleaning the basement, but it wouldn’t be the same. Our relationship would be altered, and I would be moving junk instead of playing with a beautiful, vivacious woman. So there really wasn't much choice. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    And she kissed me. And kissed me. And kissed me. 
 
    And my cock got harder. And harder. And harder. 
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