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PART ONE

Jeb stood in the shadows, behind bushes, behind a fence.

He could see, from his hiding place, the whole street.

The moon lit up the asphalt, no cars on the sides of the road, nothing but gloom.

It was close to eleven, and he had about 45 minutes to get in place. Forty five minutes to slither through the shadows, to get into her yard, and hide.

And hide in a way that gave him full view of the proceedings, yet didn’t allow anybody to see him.

Still, he waited another minute. He watched the houses on the sides of the street. He took note of which windows were lit, and which weren’t.

He observed how the trees gave shade and afforded him opportunity to cross the street.

Okay.

He crawled on all fours under the bushes alongside the fence. The leaves shook and dust lifted into the air.

He quickly brought up a black scarf to cover his nose. One sneeze would be all it took to bring the world down on him.

He came to the end of the fence, he checked out the house to the left, he darted to the rear of a car and hid in the shadows.

No sound. If there had been he would have to run for it.

From the back of the car to the sidewalk. Across the sidewalk and he slithered like a snake on the grass, hidden by a huge tree.

Behind a tree, around the tree, and now he had to cross the street. The fences and bushes ended on this side, but the tree gave shadow to the other. He took a deep breath, then, very careful to place his feet silently on the path of shadow, he darted across the street.

He hugged a tree, breathed as shallowly as he could, and listened.

No dogs. But these bitches weren’t known for dogs, they had cats.

He crawled along another strip of lawn, then darted into a yard. Safe behind a fence for a moment, he rested.

And he listened.

Nothing.

He crawled behind the fence for two yards, then had to cross the street again.

He willed himself to not even breath. He had heard that animals could hear people’s minds working, that sounds actually emanated from men’s skulls. He tried to will his head into silence, tried not to think, down the street, a final crossing, then he was there.

The house was on a hill. There were trees and a hedge on the right hand side. He crawled slowly. He was spread out on hands and feet, and he moved carefully, placing each hand, each foot, making not even a crunch of dirt.

He arrived at the side of the house and looked upwards. The lights of this house were lit, and he had to be careful not to pass through the angles of light that shone forth.

Fortunately, a couple of windows had thick shades, and he slithered up the house and traveled along the foundation and into the back yard.

The patio extended from the back of the house in a semi-circle. A fire pit was in the center of the huge lawn beyond the fire pit, and the lawn had five triangular portions sticking out. Five points, as in a pentagram.

He didn’t dare get close to the back of the house, and he didn’t dare even think about stepping into the pentagram, let alone get close to the fire pit.

Beyond the lawn with its pentagram the ground rose again, a slight hill that extended for hundreds of yards. This was where he had to go. This is where he had to find a place to observe without being observed.

He left the side of the house and darted into the shadows of the trees. He stopped and listened.

Nothing.

He could hear the start up of voices inside the house. Their meditations were over, they would be out for the ceremony soon.

He circled wide and crawled above the lawn. He was now in weeds, and he thought about just trying to watch from the weeds. But, no. He had to find a blind. He couldn’t risk being a head among stalks, he had to blend into a woodpile, or a bush, or…something.

He heard the voices inside the house rise a bit. It was getting late, and he still hadn’t found a place where he could watch from.

Then he enter a dip between two trees, and he had it. He could nestle in the roots, the bushes to one side obscured him, and…he could watch from here.

He settled in, got out his camera, and did breathing exercises. He had to keep a low profile. For a long minute he stayed that way, extending his awareness, making himself blend in with mind as well as body, then the back door of the house opened.

There was a kind of music at first, then he realized it was the women chanting. They came out of the back door, moving slowly, one step at a time. They were wearing black robes, like graduation robes, and they wore grotesque masks. The masks were sometimes humanish, but the features extended, or misshaped. Long noses abounded, and long tongues extended from big lipped mouths and wagged. They spoke a phrase softly. For all their growing numbers the sound of their chant stayed low.
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If pressed, Jeb would have said the chant sounded something like: abba dooba dabba to watha do targa.

Just a bunch of blather to his ears, but he had done his research and he knew the sounds were something more. Some Latin chant, or maybe even Greek. But the intonations were older than time itself.

Jeb turned on his video camera and the sound cone. Tomorrow he would try to amplify the sounds he was recording. Tomorrow he would look for the subtle shades of motions and speech. He would study their faces.

Then he would write a newspaper article: ‘Modern Witches.’

An expose of nearly a hundred women who lived in suburbia, but who practiced the dark arts.

He had talked to people. He had eavesdropped. He had interviewed, and tried to hide the point of his questions. And now he was going to get the proof.

It took a while for the hundred women to gather in a circle around the fire pit in the pentagram. But when they were gathered a last woman came out of the house.

The last woman wasn’t wearing a robe, and she was extra beautiful. She had a lithe body, large breasts that didn’t sag. Her hips were round and her legs looked strong and powerful.

She walked onto the lawn, through the ring of women, and into the center of the pentagram.

She walked with a slow confidence, and the women lowered themselves as one to one knee under the voluminous robes.

When the women were lowered the naked woman said something, Jeb hoped the sound cone would pick it up, then the fire pit burst into flames.

Jeb ducked, prayed that nobody had seen him. The flames died down, the gloom returned, and Jeb risked raising his head.

Now the women were shedding their robes. They stood and unfastened the fronts and stepped forth. They threw away their masks and were revealed.

About half of them were beautiful. Lovely, perfectly made up faces, hair down to their shoulders, and the boobs…oh, my God…the boobs! They were large, and the nipples could be seen even from Jeb’s vantage point on the hill. Stiff and erect, and there was a ‘throb’ to the whole scene.

As if the very air was warping and weaving, swirling and…and changing.

Half of the women weren’t beautiful. Half of the women took off their robes and had gnarly, muscled bodies. Short, for the most part, with limbs that bulged with muscle, but seemed as if they were too long, or the elbows worked the wrong way, or something, and they had huge, monstrous cocks.

Cocks that were big and wrinkled and tufted with stiff, bristly hair.

When they took off their masks they looked the same as they had with masks. Long, bulging noses. Teeth that went every which way. Eyes that were weird, bulging, misplaced on the face.

The woman in the center had raised her hands, then she lowered them, and that was the signal.

As one the grotesque men that looked more like gargoyles than humans, fell upon the beautiful women. The latched onto breasts with mean teeth, scoring the woman and causing them to shriek.

But the shrieks revealed a preference for pain, not pleasure.

Blood dripped from some breasts.

Men threw the women onto the ground, forced their legs apart, and literally jumped onto the women. Nasty, hairy, wrinkled cocks, cocks that looked more like the cocks of goats, or gorillas, or even alligators, delved into the women’s pussies, and the women shrieked and pounded on the backs of the men. They scratched at hairy arms and bulging legs. They bit shoulders and drew blood. And the men howled and fucked harder.

It was an orgy to end all orgies, and Jeb recorded all of it. He was using high definition lenses, and his camera recorded every thrust and pulse as the monstrous ‘things’ fucked the beautiful women.

His cone captured all the shrieks and screams.

But, most important, his eyes saw it all. The images of rape and perversion were burned into his brain.

Noses were used like dicks. Threesomes occurred. The gargoyle-ish men were insatiable, and the women, though they shrieked and begged for mercy, did not run away when they were decoupled and had a chance.

Indeed, the beautiful women, once deprived of the ugly, horrendous dicks, literally attacked the men. They wanted more, and more, and the men began to cum.

Squirts of semen so voluminous that seed spurted out of holes. Buckets of sperm that covered faces and were lapped up by whoever was near. Assholes were filled. Milk ran from tits. And there was a savage joy that whelmed the senses and left even poor Jeb addled.

And when the orgy was at its height…he drifted into sleep. Sounds penetrated his unconscious state. And the dreams…the dreams were so terrible.

Jeb lived in a loft downtown. The loft was 30 by 30, had false walls, and very comfortable.

And expensive.

He had worked for years as a paparazzi to buy it. Then the community fees kept going up, he was glad to finally start selling major pieces, and not little scum pieces, to the papers.

This day, he was especially proud to be the one who busted the modern witches thing.

All those beautiful women…and those ugly dogs they fucked…what was the world coming to? And. for this thought to be coming from an ex paparazzi made it doubly significant.

He hadn’t had a close viewpoint, hard to see, but those squat, little fuckers had to be wearing dildos. Normal dicks just don’t get that big. Especially on some ugly, little fucks.

But, man, those women were good looking.

And that made him wonder why they would fuck those ugly, little assholes at all?

Why would a woman subject her body to those disgusting creatures?

But, whatever, he had the film in the can, and as soon as he ate and slept he was going to bust their racket. He was going to jump from the $24K bracket up to the $75K bracket overnight. They would even assign him stories; he wouldn’t have to go out and find his own stories.

Man, what a dream!

So thinking, he put his gear on his work table, stripped out of his clothes, and jumped into the shower.

Singing lustily, soaping his body, his hand somehow found his cock. He grinned as he palmed it, his ex-girlfriend was going to be so pissed! She dumps him and he hits the big time. Served the bitch right.

He stroked his cock thinking about it, but his cock, for some reason, wasn’t getting hard.

Shit. He looked down and frowned. On the day of his big victory, when he should be celebrating, his dumb dong goes on vacation.

Frowning, he rinsed off. Then, his good mood reasserted, and he hopped out of the shower, dried off, then collapsed in bed.

He slept an uneasy sleep. Tossing and turning. The early morning passed, and he kept opening his eyes, feeling groggy, and closing them.

Working all night was getting old, he reasoned during one wake up. Still, he tried to sleep. He gripped the pillow, snuggled into the sheets, and forced his eyes closed.

“Hey, Jeb?”

Jeb smiled. He was standing in a cloud of fog, but somebody was playing music.

“Jeb?”

Jeb looked around. “Who’s that?”

“Jeb! Come here you sweet, little honey suckle. I want to love you.”

Jeb turned in the foggy dream, smiled under his sheets, and asked, “Who are you? Where are you?”

“I’m right here, honey.”

He spun around. A beautiful woman stood in front of him. She was naked, and had the most amazing body Jeb had ever seen. Classic 36 by 24 by 40. Her nipples were hard and she stepped right up to him and into his arms. She kissed him with those world class lips. They were full, plump, curved, moist, hot, and they kissed him like she wanted to suck the soul right out of him.

Jeb, of course, bonered right up.

He was naked in this dream, and the memory of his flaccid cock in the shower was gone. Suddenly his cock felt bigger, harder, and his balls felt like they were going to explode!

She reached down and grabbed his hard cock and started stroking.

“Oh, you’re a big one,” she murmured as she ravaged his face with kisses, his body with hugs.

Now she had both hands on him. One stroking and the other one hefting his balls. And his balls had never felt so full, so…so big!

She pulled his head down to her breasts and he lunched, his lips sucking on those erect nipples, his hand went down to her pussy and he—jumped six feet away and stared at her.

She had a cock!

“What’s the matter, Jeb?”

“You’re…you’re a man!”

“Nonsense. I’m all woman, and I want you, Jebby. I want you so bad…”

She began stroking her cock and he stared at it in horror. He had been kissing her, making love to her, and then she has this monster cock sticking out from her junction.

It was ten inches, fat and hairy, gnarly, like it actually had muscles on it.

“Don’t you like my penis, Jebby?”

She stroked it and advanced on him. It grew bigger and she pounded harder. Underneath her big cock a huge pair of balls seemed to pulse, filling with liquid, preparing to shoot.

“Leave me alone!” He tried to back away, but he felt like he was wrapped in sheets and unable to move.

“Oh, Jebby, you crashed the party, now you have to pay the price.”

“What party? Leave me alone! I’m calling the police!”

She laughed, her voice a melodic chime of humor.

“Call the police, if you wish. You were the one trespassing, peeping. You were the one who wasn’t supposed to be in there.”

Her cock erupted, and white goo, thicker than sperm, super sperm, shot out the end of her cock. It s truck him in the face, on the chest.

He tried to evade, to dodge, and he tried to wipe it off, but she aimed her dick at him and laughed merrily and kept squirting at him and squirting at him.

“Stop it! Stop it!” His shouts were altered into gargles as she shot her semen right into his mouth.

“Never, sweetheart. You’ve seen us, so now you’re one of us. And the only question now is…man or woman?”

She kept squirting and squirting, laughing hysterically, and…

He struggled, tried to get out of the windings of his sheets, and fell on the floor.

“Stop! Stop!”

Then he realized he was alone. Awake and alone. Soaked in sweat, not some sort of super sperm, and…it had been so damned real!

He was shaking as he struggled to his feet, then sat on the edge of the bed.

Damn, what had he eaten last night? What the fuck had that dream been?

He stood up, was shaky, and went to the shower. He cleaned his perspiration off, and didn’t even think about his weenie. His weenie didn’t do anything. It just hung there as if it had forgotten what an erection was.

He got out of the shower, dried off, and got dressed. Slowly, he was recovering from the trauma of the nightmare. Yes, something he ate. It didn’t feel like he was coming down with anything. Though he was sore.

His chest hurt, and his eyes.

Oddly, his glasses made his eyes feel weird. He hoped he wasn’t going to have to get another prescription. His glasses were already thick as Coke bottle bottoms.

He sat down at the kitchen table and poured a bowl of Raisin Bran and added Almond milk. He didn’t need to add honey because there was already so much sugar added to the glop.

He ate, pulled the blinds next to the table, and gazed at the world.

Oddly, though the dream had hurt, he felt good. Except for the pain in his chest. And his eyes.

He blinked, took his glasses off and rubbed his eyes.

He sighed.

What the fuck was happening?

He put the empty bowl and spoon in the sink and rain water over them. He usually did his dishes as he dirtied them, but he was now thinking about his big scoop, the orgy from the night before.

He sat down at his work station, turned on the computer and started loading the contents of his camera into it.

The orgy had gone on for hours. Yelling, horny goats. Those ugly men…those beautiful women. Man, those guys must have paid a pretty penny for the chance to tap those bitches.

Finally, his computer loaded, his back ups made, he tapped the keyboard to watch the debauchery.

The monitor filled with grey pixels. The pixels swirled. Nothing resolved.

Jeb frowned. What the fuck?

He fast forwarded, he skipped to the end of the evening…grey swirling fog. Fog like the fog of his dream. What the fuck?

He picked up his camera and opened the little monitor. Black. That was better. Then the black resolved to…the woman! The one in his dreams with the big dick! A fucking shemale! What the fuck? She spoke, and her sexy voice, made tiny by the camera, asked, “Man or woman, Jebby? Man or woman?” Then she started laughing, her big breasts bouncing.

Jeb held the camera out at arm’s length and screamed, “What are you doing? What are you doing?”

“Man or Woman, Jebby?”

Then the picture faded into grey swirls.

Jebby tried loading the contents of the camera again, but when he replayed it through the computer it was still just swirling fog.

He put the camera down and gave a half sob.

He had done his research, spent all night sneaking his video, and this is what he had? Bupkis?

Oh, he had an idiot woman—beautiful, she was still an idiot—asking him, ‘Man or woman?’

He put his head down on the table and went to sleep.

Jeb awoke, and his mouth was drooling on the table. He sat up, the world was bleary, and his chest hurt. Bad.

But he had a big boner.

But the boner disappeared as soon as he considered it.

He felt good. He felt healthy. But then he had had enough sleep now.

Man or woman. What the fuck did that mean?

He got up and put on some shorts. Then he picked up his bicycle from next to the door and headed out.

He tried not to think about what had happened, but it was difficult. The only solution was to lose himself in the cycling of the pedals, the tightening and loosening of his muscles.

He rode through the streets. It had just rained and the roads were still wet. He felt water spinning off his rear tire and giving him a stripe, but he didn’t care.

He had to ride faster, get away from this terrible dream.

Man or woman?

He peddled downtown, past the Greyhound station, all the way to the train station. He headed up the hills and circled through the Korean section.

It was dark now. He had started cycling at about seven, it was now ten, and people were home and ready to sleep. He rode past apartment houses, past nearly empty buses on the move, and finally angled back towards his own apartment.

He stepped onto the lift with his bike over his shoulder and waited while the crotchety, old thing crawled upwards.

His camera was still on the table.

He put the bike back against the wall and went for a last look.

Grey, swirling pixels. On both camera and computer.

The night was wasted. And he was going to have to tap his sources and find out when the next orgy was going to be.

And he really didn’t want to see another orgy.

He sighed, deleted his camera, put his files in the trash, and sat down to watch TV.

And scratched his chest, which seemed to hurt just a bit more. that was weird. Pains usually went away pretty easily, especially phantom pains like his chest.

He cooked a can of Corned Beef Hash. Ate it while he watched the news. Then Jimmy Fallon. With a bourbon and Coke, which he badly needed. Then he went to bed

“It’s simple, Jebby. You have a choice.”

He was sitting on an ottoman. It looked like the ottoman from his parents house, which would have been liquidated with their estate some ten years previous.

He looked up in confusion. It was that beautiful woman again. Stunning in her sexuality, arousing his traitor penis which wouldn’t even get hard. His penis which would only get hard in dreams.

“What’s simple?”

She sat down next to him, and he was smitten. She linked an arm through his, and he felt her warm breasts press against him. She kissed his ear and whispered, “Your choices.”

“I don’t have no choices.”

“Any choices, Jebby. Any. And you do.”

“I don’t want them,” he sulked, looking down at his dick. It was ten inches long, longer than it had once been, and it was throbbing.

She reached down and touched him, encircled his flesh, stroked him, and he groaned.

A few strokes and his hips were thrusting and a stream of pre-cum was stretching from his penis to the floor in a silver strand.

“Want it or not, you have choice.”

“What choice?” he asked, suddenly curious.

“Man or woman, Jebby. And you have to choose fast, before it is chosen for you.”

“Man or woman what? I don’t understand?” Tears started falling from his eyes.

“Nonsense, Jebby, you understand everything, or you wouldn’t have found our little soirée. Only those who are ready for the change find us, only those who are ready.”

“But I’m not ready!”

“Hush, Jebby. Hush and make your choice.”

“What choice?” he wailed.

“If He makes your choice he will deliberately choose what you don’t want. Imagine a lifetime spent in the wrong sex. How terrible that would be. So choose, and choose quickly. Choose before He does. Man or woman. Man or woman?”

Then she was gone. He had merely closed his eyes to blink away the tears, and she was no longer there.

He stood up and looked around. He was in his own loft. It was morning. He hadn’t been sitting on an old ottoman, he had been sitting on the edge of his bed, and the sheets were messed up and he was all sweaty again, and his chest, God! His chest hurt!

He lifted a hand to rub his chest, and froze.

He looked down.

His hard pectoral muscle was now soft mammary gland.

Not big, but definitely boob. And the nipples were bigger. Much bigger.

He felt a nipple, and a shock ran through him, made him shiver.

He understood, intuitively, that it was going to get worse.

“What choice,” he muttered, standing up and looking at himself.

His hips hurt.

He staggered into the bathroom, feeling uncoordinated, and not from the long bike ride of the night before. It felt like his hips were somehow different, fatter and not capable of male strength.

He looked at the big mirror and shuddered, and gave a little, involuntary yelp.

His hips were rounder. His chest was growing. His waist was thinner. He stepped closer to the mirror and looked at his face.

It was his face, same, old face, but it was different. It was as if the fat in his facial structure was being moved around. His cheek bones were higher, and his eyes…his eyes…HE COULD SEE EVERYTHING CLEARLY!

Trembling, he backed out of the bathroom and looked around his loft.

He could read the titles on books on the book shelf across the room. He could see everything, sharp and clear.

His eyes didn’t hurt!

He had twenty twenty vision!

He looked at his glasses on his work table. He put them on, and the world became a dull blob.

He took them off and could see everything.

What the fuck? What the fuck?

He ran to the window, his desire to see the world stronger than his feelings of awkwardness.

The world was crystal clear outside his apartment. He could see people in the apartment windows across the wide street. He could have lip read them if he wanted, if he knew how to lip read.

He looked down at the street and could read license plates.

He could even see price tags in the dress shop across the street.

He staggered back, placed one hand on the kitchen table and held himself up.

What the fuck.

Then he remembered: I have tits.

He looked at his chest. He returned to the bathroom and studied his decidedly feminine body.

He wasn’t ugly, he wasn’t an ugly man.

He was no movie star, but he had been a mildly handsome man.

Now he could see where his features were more likely to a woman than a man.

But he wasn’t a pervert!

Sure, he had played with his mother’s panties when he was in the sixth grade, but that had just been a phase, right?

He was a guy! Damn it! He fucked women and liked it! And they liked him as a man!

He wasn’t one of these bad boys, he was a soft, considerate fellow. Girls always liked bad boys or soft boys, and so what if he had been soft? It made the girls like him more, to even accept him as one of their own, but he was a guy!

HE HAD A FUCKING DICK!

Even if his dick had gone a little soft…he still had one.

He took a shower. It seemed every time he went to sleep he perspired, and he liked being clean.

After the shower he got dressed, and here he had a problem: his clothes didn’t fit him!

He tried to pull up pants and his butt was too big, and getting bigger.

He pulled on a shirt and the front stretched too tight.

He pulled his belt tight, and it was still too loose for his shrinking waist!

He finally settled on shorts and a sweat shirt. The shorts were fine, but he could feel his chest waggling under the cotton material.

Then he blinked, and remembered.

His girlfriend had dumped him, called him a loser, and walked out. Took all her things. But she had left a load in the laundry.

He walked to laundry machine, which was in a little nook. On top of the laundry machine, in a cardboard box, was his girl friend’s last load. He picked through the box, and he felt like he was dreaming. it was totally surreal.

He found panties and bras. He found blouses and skirts and pants.

He took off his clothes and, trembling, he slipped his feet into her panties and pulled the panties up.

His anatomy had changed, and they fit perfectly. His cock was totally limp, and everything fit in nicely.

He lifted up a bra and looked at it. He figured out how to put it on and stared at his chest.

Her bra was a little loose, but it did the trick. Besides, he had this terrible feeling that his boobs were going to get larger. A lot larger.

He pulled on her shorts, and they were tight, showed off his round ass.

He looked at the blouse, put it on, then took it off. It fit, but…he was having too much trouble with this whole looking like a female thing.

He pulled on his sweat shirt. It felt a little masculine, though his tits pushed out and were obvious.

He looked at himself in the mirror, and near fainted.

He looked so feminine, and…his hair had grown longer.

And his face was even more feminine looking. Even his nails were longer.

He used his comb and tried to comb his hair into a male style, but he had too much hair.

He put the comb under the faucet and began twirling and turning it through his hair the way his girlfriend used to do.

He seemed to have a talent for this, an intuitive feeling, for his hair began to curl this way and that, and…it was feminine. And it looked better on his soft face as feminine.

He moved closer to the mirror. Small imperfections seemed much more obvious on his face, and he suddenly knew why women wore make up.

But he didn’t have any make up.

Even though his smooth cheeks, his plump lips, called for it.

He came out of the bathroom and stared at his apartment.

Everything was the same, and everything was totally different.

Beauty through the eyes of the beholder.

And what choice did he have?

What was happening?

“How would he live?

Would the newspapers want to work with him if he was presenting as a woman?

What was he going to do?

He suddenly sank to the sofa, put his face in his hands, and sobbed.


PART TWO

Jeb locked himself into his apartment for three days. Three days while his tits grew larger, his hips became more round, his facial hair disappeared, his legs became sleek and smooth.

He was a woman.

Whatever choice there was—man or woman—it was done.

He was a woman.

He thought about going to a doctor, to the hospital, but something kept him from doing so.

He didn’t want to be poked and prodded, and what could they say?

‘Well, Jeb, you seem to have turned into a woman. Take two pills and call us in the morning.’

No joy in that.

On the fourth day he decided he had to get out.

He didn’t have to worry about anybody recognizing him. He could get money out of the ATM, didn’t have to worry about people refusing his credit card because he wasn’t a guy, and he had to get out.

He put on shorts and sweat shirt, his costume of choice, then a long coat, then took a walk.

It was the strangest walk he had ever taken.

First, he had shrunk, and the world seemed bigger, more daunting.

How do women put up with being on the short end of things, he thought.

Second, he took shorter steps, and was slower. People barged right past him, even shoved him aside, and all he could do was put up with it. As a guy that had never happened. They wouldn’t have shoved, and he wouldn’t allow himself to be shoved, and that was it.

Third, and this was what shook him to his core, he had different tastes.

As a guy he would walk past a hardware store, a hobby store, a book store. He would glance at the tools in the hardware store, think about flying a drone from the hobby store, and look at the books with secret agents advertised on the cover.

He would be interested in MMA, in guns, in the component parts of running shoes.

As a girl he ignored the hardware store, except for a set of pots and pans in the corner of a window display.

At the hardware store he was ambivalent, except for a DVD on how to apply make up.

At the bookstore he stopped and wandered in and began reading fashion magazines.

He stood there for an hour reading about fashion and make up and he was fascinated by how pretty the running shoes were. The heck with whether they were gel, insert, spring loaded, or whatever. What mattered was whether they were cute.

He continued walking, and discovered, courtesy of his own impacted mind, a new world.

He entered a Nordstrom, was pulled in by the thought of sexy clothes, nylons, high heels, and…and…make up.

What was happening to him?

Why was he doing this?

He wandered through the store, aware that he was a schlub. Wearing shorts and a sweat shirt under a tatty coat.

On certain levels he fought it; he didn’t want to be all accoutered like a female.

On the other hand, he stood fifteen feet away from the make up counter and watched as women came up, chatted, giggled, spritzed perfume, and were even made up by the girls behind the counter.

He was about to turn away when one of the girls behind the counter saw him and waved for him to approach.

He did, and he was scared.

“Come on, honey, let me show you how the latest skin care products work.”

Jeb sat down on a stool and the girl hovered around him. “What’s your name.”

“Jeb…Jebby.”

“Hi, Jebby. That’s a pretty name. Is it a family name?”

Jebediah. Yes. He nodded.

“My name is Samantha. Let’s give you the works, eh?”

“I…I only have my husband’s credit card.”

Samantha laughed. “Great, we can max it out. Make that poor boy cry.”

Within a short time Jebby was. at ease. Samantha chatted endlessly,  she was earning her way through college and quite cheerful about working at a make up kiosk. She did the full works on him, explaining things as she went. Cleaning and foundation, priming and eyes. Chemicals and what to do and what not to do.

“You’re not from around here, are you?” she asked at one point.

“No,” answered Jeb.

“I could tell, I have a good eye for people.”

“I just got into town and I don’t know my way around.”

“Where you from?”

Jebby thought about the furtherest place he could. “Minnesota.”

“What’d you do?”

“Odd jobs, just things. There’s not a lot to do back there,” Jebby made up answers, and was comfortable. He had talked to enough people in his life that he knew he wasn’t misrepresenting.

“If you want some glad rags you should head over to the Pearblossom. It’s on the next block. It looks dingy, but they’re very picky about their second hands, and they’re cheap, too.”

“Thank you,” Jeb responded. “I…thank you.”

“Hey, we all start somewhere. I arrive here a year ago, fresh off the farm, and look at me now!”

She giggled, and Jeb tried a giggle, and wound up crying.

“Hey, come on now. It’s not that bad,” Samantha dried Jeb’s eyes and smiled.

“I know. It’s just that…”

“I know. It’s tough being alone. But you won’t be alone for long. With your skin, and a few outfits, you’ll be fine.”

“What do you mean?” How could a change of clothes reduce loneliness?

Samantha laughed, “Just wait until the men get a look at you.”

And that scared the crap out of Jeb.

The Pearblossom looked like a ragbag, but Samantha was right. It had a rich selection of female clothes. Dresses, blouses, skirts, shoes, bras, and a rack of brand new nylons just inside the front door.

Jeb walked up to the counter girl and presented his credit card. “This is my husband’s but I don’t have any identification. I need to get a few things and I want to make sure there’s no problem.

The girl, who was chewing gum like a bear trap, looked at the card, then looked at Jeb. She must have liked what she was seeing.

“Nah. No prob. No money back, though.”

“All right.”

Jeb went to work. He had no idea what he was doing, but an intuitive feeling kept him going.

He selected dresses, picked out clothes almost at whim, but…she had a feeling.

Women’s intuition?

He didn’t know. He just knew he was having fun.

And other women in the store would often help him.

‘Oh, that’s nice. That would go well with pearls.’

‘Perfect for that color, but stay away from green.’

‘The men are going to be all over you.’

Sometimes Jeb was embarrassed, sometimes he was grateful.

But always he was happy.

But in the back of his mind he heard a voice. ‘Man or woman?’

Jeb rode the lift up to his loft. He lifted the gate and stopped. His apartment door was open.

He placed the bags of goodies he had purchased on the side of the elevator, then crept to the front door. He looked in.

Sandy.

It was his ex-girlfriend. She was sitting at the table and looking out the window.

Feeling Jeb’s presence her head pivoted. Her eyes opened. “Who are you?”

Jeb knew he had the advantage. She didn’t recognize him, he could say anything he wanted.

“Actually, it’s who are you? What are you doing in my apartment?”

“This is Jeb’s apartment.”

“Yep. And I’m Jeb’s sister.”

Sandy’s eyes narrowed. She was a blonde, good body, but a little pinched in the expression. Narrowing her eyes made her look untrustworthy.

“Jeb doesn’t have a sister.”

“Jeb has a sister, I’m it, and if you don’t start talking I’m going to call the police.”

That stopped Sandy. She quickly explained, “I’m Jeb’s…I was Jeb’s girlfriend. I was worried about him.”

Worried about him? Her last words to him had been ‘shut up and die and don’t bother calling me from hell.’

Jeb went back to the hoist and gathered his bags. He brought them into the apartment and placed them to the side of the front door. Then he went into the kitchen and sat down across from Sandy.

“Why were you worried?”

“I don’t know. I just…I had a dream…I thought Jeb was in trouble.”

“Jeb’s on assignment, and I’ll be talking to him tonight.”

“Can I…do you have his number? I mean, can you give me his number?”

“Nope.”

“I want to talk to him.”

“I’ll give your number to him, but I won’t give his to you.”

“Why did he change it?”

“I guess there were people he no longer wanted to talk to you.”

That was a slap in the face, though Jeb hadn’t meant it to be.

“I made a mistake. I want to get back together with Jeb,” Sandy admitted.

“I can let him know.”

“Oh, please! I need to talk to him!”

This actually presented Jeb with a problem. His voice had changed., and he could no longer speak as a man might. Besides, he didn’t want to get back with Sandy, not after he had finally gotten over the hurt.

“I can let him know, but, sorry to say this, but we had long talks before he left. It didn’t sound like he wanted to get back with you.”

Sandy started to cry.

Jeb let her for a second, then he realized that a real woman wouldn’t just turn a cold shoulder to another woman having problems. All afternoon women had been taking him in hand.

“Hey, it’s going to be okay. People grow apart. You’ll be okay.”

He patted Sandy’s arm, and she suddenly grabbed his hands.

One thing Jeb hadn’t done was have his nails done. He had a nail kit, along with video instruction, but his nails were still…ugly.

As if she was reading Jeb’s mind, Sandy looked at his hands, then let go.

Which hurt Jeb’s feelings.

God, he was so confused. He was reacting as both man and woman, and he didn’t know which was right. He was considering Sandy from the lights of somebody who had been jilted, but was still in love.

Mostly, he looked at her and knew that no matter what he wanted he couldn’t get back together with her. He was no longer a he.

Even though he still had a dick, it was shriveled and never got hard. No way he could take on a girlfriend with that little problem.

“Maybe you should go,” he tried to speak gently.

Sandy nodded, gulped, dried her eyes. “Can I use the bathroom for a sec?”

“Sure.”

Sandy crossed the room, went into the bathroom and repaired her eyes.

Jeb sat and looked out the window. Watched the city. Was mired in his problems.

“You don’t live here!”

Sandy was standing behind him. He whirled to face her.

“There’s no female things in the bathroom. Now who the fuck are you?”

Jeb stood up.

Sandy moved closer. “You tell me who you are, or I’ll call the police.”

Jeb bluffed, “Call the police, but do it from the corner phone.”

“I’ll use your cell phone!”

No way Jeb could let Sandy look at his phone. She would see, right away, that if was Jeb’s phone.

As Sandy reached for it Jeb moved between her and the table and shoved her back.

Sandy stepped back, got a wild look in her eyes, and yelled, “What have you done with Jeb?”

“Get the fuck out. Now!”

Sandy tried to push past, Jeb pushed back, Sandy swung a fist.

Jeb might be a girl, but he remembered being a boy. He remembered training in a kick boxing class. He ducked and brought his hands up. He punched twice, one two, and bruised both of Sandy’s cheeks. He wasn’t male strong, didn’t do a lot of damage, but he did enough.

Sandy fell away, grabbed her face, then ran out of the apartment. Then she ran back in and grabbed her purse, then she ran out again. Jeb could hear the hoist working.

Jeb thought about what he had done. Yes, he had been in a fight, but it wasn’t much of a fight. Still, he thought about it.

He thought about it while he moved his male things to one side of the armoire and hung his girl things up on the other.

He thought about it while he put his cosmetics away.

He thought about it while he put his underwear away.

Then, nothing to do, he began trying things on.

Almost everything fit. Perfectly. The advice he had been given, his feeling of intuition, everything worked.

He had just put on a thong and a half bra and a short number with deep cleavage when the knock came on the door.

She walked across the room, her high heels clicking, and pushed back the peephole cover.

Cops!

She closed the peephole cover. Turned her back to the door and tried to breath.

“Open the door, ma’am. We know you’re in there.”

Of course they did. They had seen the shuttering of light at the peephole.

What to do…what to do…and he decided to try and bluff it through.

She opened the door a crack, the chain still on it. “Yes?”

“Afternoon, ma’am. I’m Officer Howard from the police department. Here’s my badge…” He held up a little wallet with a shield in it.

“Can I see identification to make sure you’re who you say you are?”

The cop didn’t look put out. He just held up an ID card with his picture on it. He had a partner next to him, and that cop held his badge and ID ready for inspection.

“Okay. So what do you want?”

“There seems to be some confusion as to who lives here. The young lady downstairs claims you don’t live here.”

“Well, I do.”

“We’re going to have to check that.”

“How?”

“We’re going to have to come in and inspect the premises and check your identification.”

Oh, God. There it was. He had no license as Jebby, and he no longer looked like Jeb.

“Ma’am?”

Nothing to do for it, Jeb unlocked the chain and opened the door.

The cops were both fairly young, and they were both very polite, though Jebby turned a little red when they checked her out.

Fucking men! she thought savagely.

One of the cops walked through the apartment. He looked in the bathroom and saw the cosmetics neatly arranged. He opened the armoire and saw the clothes.

The other one asked for her ID.

Jeb went to his wallet and opened it. He was praying for a miracle. There had to be some way out of this mess. He took out his license and handed it to the cop. He waited for the cop to blurt something like, ‘This isn’t you,’ then to be spun around and handcuffed.

“Well, everything looks in order, ma’am. I hope you understand we’re just doing our job. There have been a lot of instances of homeless people squatting in apartments where people were on vacation. Not that you look homeless,” he grinned.

He was flirting with her. Oh, my God!

“I understand,” and Jeb let his intuition take over. He placed his hand on the cop’s arm and smiled at him.

The cop smiled.

And the two cops left.

What the fuck? Why hadn’t he arrested her? He had seen his driver’s license, and she wasn’t a he and…what the fuck?

Jeb looked at his license, and his mouth opened.

Everything was the same. Except it was Jebby on the license instead of Jebediah.

And the picture…it was of him…as a her…as Jebby!

How the fuck? What the fuck?

Jebby’s legs gave out and he plummeted to the sofa.

How could a driver’s license change?

Life was different for Jebby now.

He woke up early and decided on an outfit for the day. He pondered over which shoes to wear. Should he wear nylons. How to brush his hair.

He made choices about make up, jewelry, and discovered that his appetite had changed. Now he no longer wanted to devour a steak, but to toss a salad.

The second most interesting thing, of all the changes, was that he didn’t want to go to work. He didn’t want to be a scum sucking paparazzi, and he had no obvious choices for media, but…work came in.

People who he didn’t know he knew, who actually said they had picked his name out of social media, called him and asked him to take a few pictures of a politician come to town, or cover the fire house scandal, or any number of things that he had dreamed about, but had had little hope of breaking in on.

It was almost as if in him changing the universe had changed, and his choices were being guided.

So he worked, and he got the best jobs, and he was getting paid even better. His bank account, which always hovered around empty, suddenly was looking like a full cookie jar.

He wondered about this, and about a thousand other things, all the time. But he had no answer. the universe had changed, and it had taken him with it.

But the most interesting thing of all was…his love life.

He had covered an accident, a particularly brutal thing, one of the last of the bad things he covered. He took pictures, sent a file to the police as they requested, and found that he was sick to his stomach.

Funny, things like this had never bothered him before, but they sure bothered him now.

He went home and looked up at his apartment, then glanced at the corner bar.

It was expensive, but ritzy. He could see men and women intermingling, couples in the corner. Well, all he wanted was a stiff drink or two, then home to bed.

He walked into the bar, made his way between the hulking men and the beautiful women, and stood out for her own beauty.

“Bourbon. Straight.”

The bartender smiled at her, poured a shot, and stood back.

Jeb knew how to drink. As a man. As a woman he threw the drink down the gullet, coughed, felt the burn, then placed the glass on the bar.

“One more.”

The bartender poured another, she tossed it down, and the guy next to her said, “Bullshit.”

She looked up at him. He was suave, lots of teeth, seemed relatively undangerous.

“There is no way in hell you can waste yourself on that cheap ass bourbon.”

She leaned forward and whispered, “You really don’t know who I am. You really don’t want to mess with me.”

“Joe,” he motioned to the barkeep with two fingers up. “Mexican Mule with Anejo.”

Jeb watched the bartender confidently mix two drinks.

“This is sipping tequila. You can only have two, or I’ll have to carry you out. Put it all on my tab, Joe.”

“Got it.” Joe placed the drinks on the bar.

Jeb was drinking with a man. Which he had done before, but as a man. Now he was drinking with a man, and he was a woman. And the man he was drinking with was obviously on the make.

Jeb was drinking with somebody who wanted to fuck him.

Jeb wanted to run.

But he was also curious, and there was a part of him that was rising to the challenge.

“Remember, sip it.”

Two tequila’s later the man, whose name was Ben, helped her to a table. Drinks appeared before her, and she realized, through the drunken haze, that he was thinking of herself in a new pronoun. She. Jebby was a she. And if it wasn’t for the warm haze of liquor she would have been scared.

But the haze was happy and nice, and Ben was polite and treated her like she was special.

They left the bar, her drunken and giggling and leaning on him.

Ben took her in an alley. They just went in to the alley and started kissing, then Ben was raising her dress, then he was marveling at Jebby’s little weenie, all cute and shrunken.

“I had a feeling,” Ben said, nuzzling her neck. “Shall we do anal?”

“I don’t know. I just know that I’ve never felt like this. Hot and horny and not caring. Just fuck me.”

Ben turned her around, held her hands up to the wall until she supported herself, then he lifted her dress, pulled down her panties, and entered her.

Jebby liked it. Hell. She loved it. She loved the feeling of the big penis inside her wiggling around, pushing back and forth, rubbing all her nerves and taking away her good sense.

She pushed back, giggled, and Ben asked, “Can I come in you?”

She was too far gone to consider the ramifications. She just laughed and said, “Do what you want.”

He came in her. She could feel his cock spurting. She could feel the splashes deep inside her.

It made her feel good.

Then Ben pulled out.

She hadn’t cum, and she wanted to, but she didn’t know how to.

She had an anus, after all, and different rules applied.

“Clean me off, honey.”

Jebby threw up on his cock. She didn’t want to blow him, or suck him, or clean him off. The idea made her sick, and she showed him just how sick.

“Fuck!” he whined. “These are good pants.”

Jebby laughed and sauntered out of the alley. She didn’t see Ben again.

But she did see other men.

At first she had to get drunk, but after a while she needed no liquor.

It was human flesh, it needed fondling, and fucking, so she offered herself to the process.

At first she went to bars and had her way, drank for free, and all she had to do was spread her legs and let the men squirt in her.

And the men didn’t care about her little penis, or the fact that they had to use her man pussy. They were too hot and horny to care.

After a while she didn’t need to be drunk. She just saw somebody who looked like they had a big dick and she threw herself on them.

And so life went on.

But as life went on something bothered her.

She was adapted to being a woman, but…she felt like an ominous cloud was bearing down on her.

At first she wondered if it was a period.

But it wasn’t. She didn’t have periods. And that meant she couldn’t get pregnant.

And she wondered about diseases, but she seemed immune to sickness.

In fact, she had never felt healthier in her life. She would get drunk, fuck until the wee hours, then wake up feeling fresh and alive. No hangover. Just the residue of semen seeping out of her asshole.

But she felt weird.

And she felt a pull. A directional pull.

She started looking north. After a hard day’s work, or a hard night’s fucking, she would go up to the top of her building, out onto the roof, and she would look to the north.

What was north?

What was calling to her?

She didn’t know, but the feeling was getting stronger.

And stronger.

On a Friday night, she decided to follow the feeling.

She got dressed, nylons and high heels, full make up, tight dress which showed lots of cleavage.

She walked down to the bus stop and took a bus north.

Other passengers stared at her. They smelled her exotic perfume. They stared at her sexy ass. They lusted after her large breasts.

She rode the bus north until she no longer wanted to go north.

She changed buses and rode east. She rode east until the pull was no longer there.

She got out and called an Uber.

“Where you wanna go, lady?”

“I’m not sure, just drive south a little bit, I’ll tell you when to turn.”

Back and forth the Uber driver went. Jebby followed a direction until the direction seemed wrong, and she kept giving directions. “West here.” “Better take this right.” “This feels wrong. Pull a U and turn on that last street.”

The Uber guy must have thought she was crazy, but he complied.

And, finally, Jebby knew where she was going.

The car stopped and she got out, gave the driver a big tip, and she turned and walked up the street.

The street was in shadows. She had crawled behind that fence, hid behind that tree, crossed the street in those shadows.

She came to the house. It was on a hill, and she had gone around it, hid in the shadows and recorded…greyness.

Now she walked up to the front door and knocked.

She wasn’t scared. She was glad. She was home. And she was going to get answers.

The woman she had seen standing in the center of the circle many weeks ago answered, didn’t say anything, just smiled and took her hand and drew her in.

And she was the woman who had appeared in Jebby’s dreams.

Man or woman?

But Jebby thought she had already answered that.

There were already women in the house. They were wearing robes, and they were all women. She saw them put on masks, but they were women underneath, and Jebby wondered at how they could not all be women when the ritual started.

The woman took Jebby past the other women, up some stairs, and into a small sitting room.

Jebby sat down and the woman poured her a drink. Whiskey.

The woman sat down opposite her. “Have you chosen?

“Isn’t it obvious what I have chosen?” Jebby moved her hands to indicate her body.

“Oh, no. That’s not the choice. We’re all women. He prefers women for his pleasure.

“I don’t understand?”

“When the ceremony starts, do you want to remain a woman? Or would you like to be a man for a while?

A man? And Jebby understood why half the women had turned into ugly, little women. That was the choice. When the orgy started did she want to fuck, or get fucked?

“Your choice is permanent. After tonight you will either have a dick, and be a satyr, or you will have a pussy, and be a nymph.

Jebby understood, and she considered the choice.

She didn’t want a dick. She wanted a pussy. She preferred getting porked over porking.

“I’d like to be a woman.”

The woman of her dreams smiled. “I thought so.”

Jebby filed out with the other woman. She chanted words that she didn’t understand in earth terms, but in the language of the Gods was easy to understand.

She became part of the circle, then the one woman who had appeared in her dreams stepped forth and took her place in the center.

The flames burst forth, robes came off, and Jebby knew that she no longer had a shriveled, little dick. Now she had a vagina. A cunt. A holster for the ravaging cock. A place which convinced men they were really men.

The person next her turned out to be a man. An ugly man with a giant dick and a nose that was red.

He didn’t waste time with niceties. He jumped on her and jammed his cock into her.

Jebby was a virgin, and to be taken in this terribly debouched fashion was…heaven.

She screamed as her loins were spread out and savaged.

He bit her tits and punched her in the belly. He pulled her hair and came in her. A violent squirt of foul smelling semen.

She bit him, kneed him in the groin, and jumped up, only to be bowled over by another squat, ugly possessor of the cock.

This one pushed her on her belly, took her asshole, reached around and clawed at her tits.

She pushed her ass up at him, trying to escape, and he loved it. He porked her hard, slammed her down into the ground, then began corkscrewing his big penis around in side her.

Other women were screaming, fighting, but in hell fighting is making love.

She crawled out from under the dick squirts of the second man, and was turned over. A large penis was shoved down her throat. She couldn’t breath, she gagged, she tried to throw up, and settled for biting.

The ugly man on top of her face screamed, hit her on the side of the head, and threw her over for a good, old fashioned butt fucking.

Then somebody fucked her pussy again.

Semen was squirted all over her. In her eyes and ears, up her nose.

She was punched and choked, and she spit and kicked groins.

One breast was ripped half off, but she had no doubt she would wake up repaired…and ready to do it again.

She bit a cock in half, spit out the end, and though the man howled, he was happy, for he would be whole again.

And so the night progressed.


EPILOGUE

Jebby awoke on the lawn. She was one of a hundred women, selected for their sexiness, and for their ability to enjoy degradation and debauchery.

She no longer had even a vestige of a prick. Now she had a hole.

A pussy, a vagina, a place for men to put their cocks.

The woman of her dreams came to her, invited her in for breakfast.

While women woke up and wandered through the house, dazed that they were whole again, that their sexual desires had been, at least for a short while, sated.

“He was pleased with you,” the woman said.

“I never saw Him. Where was He?”

The woman smiled. “He is not allowed to be on earth, so he works through us. He takes out his sexual pleasure with our bodies. In return…we live long lives, are self repairing, and the world will come to our aid.

Jebby nodded. She thought about the past weeks. How intuition came to her rescue. How women befriended her, how men had their way with her.

And that was the way it should be.

It was not for everybody, but for her…it was heaven.

END
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PART ONE

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

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

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

“Uh…” Danny replied.

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

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

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

“Your attitude, young man, needs adjustment.”

Danny just stood there, waiting for it to end.

“What am I going to do with you?”

Petticoat punishment,” blurted Elize.

Danny and his mother both turned their heads.

“What did you say?”

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

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

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

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

“Obfuscation?” asked Danny, now confused.

“Concealing facts with blather,” his mother snapped.

“I don’t—“

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

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

“What?” asked Danny?

“Obstinate!” snapped his mother.

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

“Go on, Elize.”

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

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

Elize sighed and got up to finish peeling the potatoes.

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

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

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

“What’s a hooligan.”

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

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

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

“Oh, crap.”

“Language,” Elize stated haughtily.

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

“I cook, you wash.”

Danny growled at her.

“Okay, give Mom more ammunition.”

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

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

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

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

“Danny?”

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

“Yeah?”

“First of all, it’s ‘Yes, mother.’”

“Whatever.”

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

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

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

“What are petticoats.”

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

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

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

“I…I think I should go to my room.”

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

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

“Ahem.”

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

“What do you want?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What’s going on, man?”

“My mother is going crazy,” Danny confided.

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

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

“Nope.”

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

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

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

“Oh, man. That’s crazy.”

“You’re telling me.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m not going to school anymore.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You can’t do that.”

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

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

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

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

“Yeah.”

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

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

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

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

“Now? Can’t you do it later?”

She turned on the machine for an answer.

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

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

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

His dresser drawers were open and…she sighed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She put bras and panties into the top drawer.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Elize entered the house and Elizabeth was waiting for her.

“Daughter, sit.”

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

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

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

Elizabeth smiled and told her.

Elize’s mouth opened, then she started giggling.

“So I need your help.”

“It’s liable to get rough.”

“I know, but it’s got to be done.”

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

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

“Yup.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hey! Stop!”

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

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

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

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

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

Danny was getting an erection!

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

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

“Get off me!”

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

His dick was getting harder.

“Danny, stop that!” His mother squeaked.

“What’s he doing!”

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

“He’s having a physical reaction.”

Elize howled. “He’s getting a boner!”

Even Elizabeth had to chuckle about that.

She sliced through his pants, then his underpants.

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

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

“I need to get his shirt.”

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

“Let’s just rip it off.”

“No!” screamed Danny.

“We might have to,” Elizabeth agreed.

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

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

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

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

Elizabeth and Elize looked down at his manhood.

“Teeny weeny,” said Elize.

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

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

“Yes, it is.”

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

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

“Elize?”

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

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

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

Not for my son! she thought.

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

She turned redder.

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

Whew! sighed Elizabeth. Just in time!

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

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

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

“Heysoos, Mother.”

“That was weird,” Elizabeth agreed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hanging up, dear. In your dresser.”

“I’m not wearing that shit!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

Mother and daughter stared at his door.

“What’s for dinner, Mother?”

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

So they did.

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

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

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

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

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

Fuck! Who was left?

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

He decided to call his best friend, Rich Evans.

“Can you bring over some clothes?”

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

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

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

“What?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He walked and walked, his mind going crazy.

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

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

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

“I know you’re awake.”

He said nothing.

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

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

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

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

He didn’t say anything.

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

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

“I’m going to live in my bed.”

“Honey, have you ever heard of flagellation?”

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

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

“You wouldn’t,” he breathed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hello, brother dear.”

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

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

“Hey! Shut the fuck up with that!”

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

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

“Okay, have it your way…teeny weeny.”

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

“So what are you going to do?”

“About what?” he snarled.

“About wearing girly clothes and make up.”

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

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

“Neither am I.”

Elize sighed. “Look, I can help you.”

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

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

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

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

“My penis,” he blurted.

“Yes. Your penis.”

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

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

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

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

“What?”

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

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

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

“No,” blurted Danny, instantly.

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

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

“Was Hitler a man?”

He shrugged.

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

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

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

“Yeah.”

“What about Dad?”

Danny snorted. “He’s a bully.”

She nodded. “He was. Is. It happens.”

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

“Guy was cool.”

“You want to be like Chuck or Dad?”

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

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

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

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

He did know that.

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

“I don’t…”

She held up a hand to forestall his objection.

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

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

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

“How?”

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

Danny blinked, and the changes within…they began.             
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