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PART ONE

“Gonna miss me?” Rhonda folded her garments and placed them in her suitcase. She was a beautiful woman, a box of curves and bulges, all arranged in the most symmetrical way.

“I already miss you,” Dave said, kissing the back of her neck, putting his hands around her and gasping her breasts.

“You’re such a horn dog,” she giggled. She turned and smooched him good, then went back to packing.

Dave sat on the bed, reached into his pants and started stroking. “I am not a horn dog!”

“Are!”

“Aren’t!”

His cock was now hard, and he rubbed it fiercely, played with the head, and holding his balls with his other hand.

Rhonda stopped packing and eyed him with a fake frown. “Ok. I want an honest answer now.”

“Oh? Okay. I’ll give you one, just as soon as I…unh unh…I…unh…cum…”

He faked an orgasm and she laughed.

“My question is…how many times are you going to jack off while I’m on this trip?”

“Ask me no questions and I’lll tell you no lies.”

She grabbed his peeny and growled, “No. I mean it. How many jack offs are you going to be able to squeeze in in a month?”

“Eek!”

“Tell me!”

“Four.”

“Four? That’s all?”

“Well, I have a game I play.”

She tilted her head in question.

“I try to hold off. I can usually make it a week. So four squirts. No…wait a minute! Three squirts! Because I try not to cum when you are due home.

Rhonda folded her arms under her ample tits and gave him a mock glare. “That’s a game? What? You’re pretending you’re true to me? Until you can’t stand it?”

“Pretty much,” he agreed with a sappy grin.

Rhonda turned back to her packing and thought about it. Three times. That wasn’t bad.

Heck, she was guilty of a playing with herself a time or two, and men were supposed to be a lot hornier than women.

Then she stopped packing and just stood there. An idea blasted right through her head, and the idea was so delicious she started getting wet.

She turned to Dave. “Honey, would you like to play a real game?”

“What do you mean a ‘real’ game?” he asked suspiciously.

“I mean a real game. If you do what I say I can guarantee you a month you’ll never forget.”

“Well, I don’t know. I sort of like the game I currently play. I like to watch porn, get horny, and…you know.”

“Yes, but you’re in control of that game. If you play my game it’ll be totally out of control. If you like to squirt, and I know you do, then you play my game and you’ll have the biggest squirts in the history of jacking off.”

Dave was curious. Rhonda was a kinky girl, and he had a suspicion that her game would be pretty intense. Did he dare play her game?

“Come on, Dave. Don’t be a chicken. Live the life! Guaranteed, you’ll love it.”

“Well, I don’t—“

“Okay. It’s settled.”

“I didn’t—“

“So I don’t have time to set this up right now. I’ve got to make my flight. But once I’m in the air I’ll set it up.”

Now Dave was real curious. How could she play a game when she was on a plane? Or in another city?

Rhonda smiled, folded underwear and placed it in the side compartment of her suitcase.

Dave sat on the bed and watched her and frowned. What the hell did Rhonda have in mind? What kind of a game was she planning?

“Can you get my make up case from the closet?”

Now lost in thought, Dave went to the closet and retrieved a small suitcase. Rhonda was at her vanity table and she opened the case and began putting her make up in it.

She looked up, smiled, and held up a tube of lipstick. She twisted the base, then colored her lips bright red. “Got you thinking, don’t I?”

“Yeah.”

“Well, here’s something to think about.” She turned to him and gripped his cheeks with her fingers. She painted his lips.

He tried to back up, but her other hand was holding the back of his head.

“Hey!”

“Don’t fight it…I know you love it.”

The lipstick went on thick, and she giggled. “God, seeing you like this makes me wet.”

She looked down. He hadn’t put his cock away since his mock jack off, and his boner was sticking her in the belly. “Oh ho! Looks like it makes somebody else excited.”

“Stop that!” His face was bright red.

She warned him, “Don’t you take that off! And I want you to wear it the whole month I’m gone.” She placed the lipstick in his pants pocket. She touched her lips to his, gently, and whispered, “God, I love tasting you.”

Dave stood there while she finished packing. His lips were on fire. His face was flaming. And yet…he loved it.

He felt the tube in his pocket and his boner bobbed ferociously.

Rhonda watched him in the mirror, hiding her smile. He looked so off balance now. And yet, he was excited. She could feel his excitement. It was like he was hot all over and exuding that heat into the atmosphere.

“Okay, babe, you want to carry my luggage out to the curb?”

He looked stricken.

“With my…with…my lips…I—“

She laughed. “Of course wearing lipstick. I told you, you have to wear it for the entire month. And I will be expecting you to send me texts daily, proving it.”

“But I can’t go outside like this!”

“Of course you can. You can put the luggage on the sidewalk, and when the Uber comes you can run into the house like a little sissy. Mr. Big strong man is frightened that somebody will discover his kink.”

With her teasing him he had no choice. He managed to get the luggage out to the curb, the tried to run back into the house.

Rhonda held to his arm. “Where are you going?”

“The neighbors will see me!” He begged. He sounded like a whiny, little boy.

“So they see you. Aren’t you man enough to be a sissy?”

“No! And it isn’t manly to be a sissy! That makes no sense!”

She held to him tight, keeping him out on the curb. “It makes perfect sense, if you’re a sissy at heart. Are you a sissy at heart?”
“Honey, let me go!”

“No. I want you to meet the Uber driver.”

Dave was frantic now. He pried at her fingers, but she kept him off balance and laughed.

“Hey, Dave! Hi, Rhonda!

Dave’s face was stricken. Rhonda’s eyes opened in delight. It was their neighbor, Brenda, and she was right behind Dave.

“Going on a trip?”

Rhonda finally let go and Dave took off like a rabbit. His face was so red it could have doubled for a flashlight.

“Hey, Brenda,” he managed to call,  keeping his face away from her. “I’ve got to turn the stove off.”

Rhonda and Brenda touched cheeks, and Rhonda said, “I made him wear lipstick and he is so embarrassed. And, yes. Got to go to New York for a month of training.”

“Poor Dave. What will he do without you?”

“Who knows,” Rhonda laughed. “Men are so helpless. but, say, i was thinking of setting up a game, and I know you’re a kinky bitch, would you like to help me?”

“Sure. Who do I have to fuck?”

So Rhonda explained what she wanted, and Brenda agreed, and they agreed to liaise later and work out details.

By the time they were done with their little planning an Uber turned onto their street, and a minute later coasted to a stop in front of them.

The Uber driver helped her load luggage and Brenda waved good bye, and Rhonda waved, and she was off.

Inside the house Dave was petrified. He had bright , red lipstick on his mouth. And his peeny was harder than a crow bar. A little straighter, too.

He peeked out the kitchen window and saw Brenda and Rhonda chatting.

He wasn’t going back out there. He couldn’t. It was just too embarrassing!

Of course, he could wipe the lipstick off, but…but he didn’t want to.

He was a man, he had a kinky side, and this thing Rhonda had done to him, it had awakened up all his kink.

Down the street the Uber appeared, and Dave sighed in relief.

Out on the curb the girls bid each other good bye, and Rhonda got into the Uber.

As the car drove away Dave leaned back against the refrigerator. He was trembling, and not just from fear of discovery, but from excitation. His red lips were driving him crazy.

He looked out the window and Brenda had gone home.

Excellent.

Then, smiling, his lips as red as a tomato’s spanked ass, he opened up the liquor cabinet.

Buffalo Trace Whiskey, a straight bourbon, $80 a bottle. He smiled, feeling the lipstick on his mouth, and filled a glass with ice cubes. Them he added bourbon to half, then popped a can of Coke and topped it off.

He liked sweet drinks. He grinned. Perhaps Rhonda wasn’t all wrong. Maybe there was a bit of the sissy in him, enjoying sweet drinks like he did.

Well, let the roughnecks scorch their throats with straight shots. He liked to enjoy the taste of sweet with a slight burn. He…

DING DING!

His phone was on the counter, and it rattled in addition to ringing. He picked it up and saw that it was Rhonda.

“Hey, babe. What’d you forget?”

“Your cock!”

“What?” His face bloomed into bright red again. “Don’t you…you shouldn’t… somebody can hear you!”

“So what. There’s nobody here but us girls.” Dave could hear a voice giggling over the line. Of course, the Uber driver was a woman!

“I just wanted to make sure you’re wearing your lipstick.”

More laughter from the driver.

Dave blubbered, “Please…”

“And that game we talked about. It starts tomorrow.”

“But I don’t even know what it is!”

“You’ll find out tomorrow. Now go watch your porn and play with yourself.”

The damned Uber driver laughed again.

“And I’ll see you in a month. Bye!”

“Bye—“ but Rhonda had already hung up.

Dave stood in the kitchen a drink in one hand, his phone in the other. He hung up the phone and placed it on the counter. He looked at the drink, thought about his lipstick, then sipped.

He left a red lip print on the rim of the glass.

His cock was waggling like a puppy dog’s tale!

Feeling the lipstick in his pocket he headed for the computer room. He had some porning to do.

Dave groaned, and came to wakefulness.

But why had he woken up?

He had watched porn till the early morning, drinking good whiskey the whole while. He had planned on sleeping till noon. He had—

Ding Dong!

“Oh, shit! The door!

He jumped out of bed. almost fell over, and grabbed a robe.

His cock was hard. He needed to pee. And cum.

Ding Dong!

He walked down the hallway quickly, turned into the foyer and caught sight of himself in the mirror.

He still had lipstick on!

He continued into the kitchen grabbed a rag and wetted it and rubbed his mouth. He checked himself in the foyer mirror, then cracked the front door.

“Hey, Dave!” Brenda pushed the door open and marched in.

“Hey!”

She was holding her cell phone up, and he belatedly realized that she was videoing.

“You were right. He’s taken off the lipstick. Here…” She pushed the phone into Dave’s hand.

“Uh…”

“Dave! You promised to wear lipstick for a month! Now get it and put it on.”

He tried to turn away from Brenda, but she giggled and followed him.

“But Brenda’s here!”

“Of course she is! She’s going to make sure you put on your lipstick, and she’s going to get our game started. Now you do what she says, or else! Now hand me back to Brenda. I want to to watch you.”

Dave handed the phone back, and was looking around for a way out of this mess.

Brenda and Rhonda spoke for a second, then Brenda aimed the phone at him, took a video, and demanded. “Put on that lipstick!”

It took a while, Brenda had to follow him around and persist, and Rhonda had to yell through the phone a bit, but finally Dave’s shoulders slumped. He went to the bedroom and got the lipstick out of his pants pocket.

He made faces, was exasperated, but the girls wouldn’t quit.

Finally, he rolled the lipstick onto his lips.

Brenda: “You know, he needs some plumper. I’ll bring some…you do? On the vanity? Okay. I’ll make sure he uses it. Okay.” She held the phone to Dave again.

“Rhonda! I—“

“Brenda is going to give you something now. She’ll help you put it on if need be. I want you to follow her directions and do whatever she says. Do you understand me?”

“But—“

“Dave? I said follow her instructions! She is in charge of our game. Now do it.”

“Holding the phone, Dave turned to Brenda. His mouth, red and wet looking open to protest, then he saw what was in her hand.

It was a small, cock-shaped tube. It had rings and a little padlock.

“What is…is that…oh, no!”

“Dave!” Rhonda yelled through the phone. “Put it on!”

“But…I can’t! It’s…it’s…”

Brenda looked down at his robe. His cock was pushing it out. “He can’t Rhonda. He’s got a boner!”

Dave about died then. He had never been so embarrassed in his life.

“I can’t,” he mumbled.

He heard Rhonda’s voice. “Tell him to jack off! Or Jack him off yourself! I don’t care how you do it, but I want that chastity cage on his prick now!”

Dave was blubbering, Brenda was laughing, and Rhonda was commanding.

Like the lipstick, it took a while. It took threats and cajolery, but Dave finally took his penis in hand and started stroking.

Brenda aimed the phone to prove to Rhonda that he was following her directions.

Dave had intended to squirt the night before, but he had had too much to drink, and now he was so darned embarrassed that, even though his cock was rock hard, he couldn’t get over the edge.

Dave stroked and stroked. He played with his nuts. He even played with his nipples, hoping that that would get him over the edge, but nothing worked.

“Okay, Brenda,” Rhonda’s voice came over the cell. “It’s going to be up to you. You’re going to have to jack him.”

“Wait a minute!” yelped Dave. “I can’t make love to Brenda!”

Rhonda’s voice was clear as she made her statement. “Who says she’s making love? Does she look like she’s having sex?”

Dave looked at Brenda. Brenda had a big grin on her face, but she was shaking her head in the negative.

“Does she look like she’s even having fun?”

Brenda shook her head, while her eyes were bright and positive.

“Well, but…”

“Dammit, Dave! Let her grab your cock and get you off! And I mean it!”

So Dave finally moved forward, and Brenda put out her hand and started stroking him.

Dave knew right away, from her soft touch, that he was going to be able to cum.

Rhonda watched on the phone, Brenda stroked and giggled, and Dave thought he was going to die of mortification.

Brenda increased her grip.

“Suck it!” yelled Rhonda.

Brenda went to her knees and slurped his dong. She had a most educated mouth, and he could feel his groin starting to light up.

“Put your finger up his ass!”

Oh, God! Dave loved that! But he had never told anybody, and now Rhonda had told her best friend.

Brenda stuffed her middle finger into him and he lurched, and that did it.

Dave began to squirt. Big, long pearls that decorated Brenda’s face. White puddles forming on her cheeks and alongside her nose.

And in her mouth. Her lips turned slick and moist.

Dave couldn’t stop cumming. He was super horny from the night before, and now feeling a fresh set of lips on his dong, he gave a series of massive ropes. His legs quaked and his eyes rolled back to show the white, and then he was done. He was empty, and already starting to grow limp.

“Wow!” said Rhonda on the phone. “That was hot!”

Brenda didn’t bother to wipe her face, she just slipped the tube on his cock, put the ring around his package, and locked it all together with the padlock.

Then Brenda wiped her face, and Dave looked down at his groin with a stunned face.

“How do I pee?” he asked.

“Sit down,” said Brenda, cleaning his slime off her cheeks. “Or just don’t pee for a month.”

Rhonda laughed heartily on the phone.

“But…how will I touch myself?”

“Why would you want to?” Now Brenda was joining in the laughter.

“Well, I…”

“Your jack off days are over. Your horny days are starting.”

“Let me talk to him,” Rhonda called out.

Brenda handed him the phone.

“Hey, honey, the game has started.”

“But I can’t cum!”

“That’s the game. I don’t want you to cum. I don’t want you to waste yourself. I want you to save up all your sperm for me.”

“But…but…”

“Don’t worry. If things get real bad I can’t always let Brenda drain you.”

“But I don’t want to fuck Brenda!” He was lying, of course. Brenda was a babe, and he wouldn’t have minded going further than a hand job and a finger in the bunghole.

“You just let me worry about that. Now, Brenda is my substitute. She will be taking care of you for the next month. She and I will be talking about what you need to do, and you will be expected to follow her instructions to the letter. If you don’t then you might end up wearing that chastity device for quite a bit longer than a month. Is that clear?”

“Uh, yeah. Do what Brenda says.”

“That’s right. And, who knows, if you get horny enough, and I feel it is right, then you will get relief. Of course it might not be the relief you were planning on, but, I guarantee, it will feel good.”

“Okay,” Dave spoke haltingly.

“Okay, honey. I’ve got to go to a seminar now. I’ll call you tonight, and I better get a good report from Brenda. Okay?”

“”Yeah. Yes.”

“All right. bye bye.”

“Good bye.”

Dave handed the phone back to Brenda, who listened to make sure Rhonda had really hung up, then she put the phone down, and her hands on her hips, and smiled at Dave.

“All right, Davey Boy. Let’s get to work.”

Dave stared at her and wondered what ‘work’ was.

“Come on,” Brenda took his hand and led him to the bedroom.

“Take off that robe and use this.” She handed him a. bottle of Nair.

Dave was shivering, but it was with excitement, with anticipation. He slathered on the goop, looked at himself in the mirror, and his cock was going crazy in its confines.

“Hey! You’ve got to get your back. And your asshole. And really do your crotch. We’ve got to get rid of all your hair.”

She helped him, and her hands massaged the Nair into his pores until he was thoroughly coated.

He stood, feeling like a dog that’s been sprayed, but not unhappy for that.

She grinned and began taking off her clothes.

“What are you doing?”

“Stripping. What does it look like?”

“But…you can’t…”

She was down to bare boobs now, and she gripped his cage and lifted, making him go up on his tip toes. She growled with a twisted grin, “You have to do everything I say. Everything. If I say cut off your balls I expect you to sharpen the scissors. You got that?”

“Uh…”

She laughed. “Besides, what are you gonna do? You gonna fuck me with that little thing all locked up?”

“Well, uh…”

She had him, and he knew it, and the terrible thing was that the more she bullied him, the more she pushed him around, the more excitement he felt in his groin. His cock was trying to press through the sides of the cage and his balls were being stretched out.

And it felt good!

“Okay, time to get in.” She pulled his balls and forced him into the shower.

She turned on the cold water and laughed when he shrieked. Then, when it was hot, she stepped in and began soaping and rinsing.

He watched and felt a bit of dismay as all his hair, except for the hair on his head, swirled down the drain.

But the resulting feel of his flesh was amazing. He felt like his skin was alive!

She pulled him, again by the balls, out of the shower. She made him dry her off, and he felt her large breasts, her erect nipples, and he couldn’t stop shivering.

“Oh, my God!” he inadvertently whispered at one point.

“That’s Goddess to you, boner butt.”

“Boner butt?”

“That’s right. This is going to be a fun month, and by the time Rhonda gets home I’ll be wearing a boner and it’ll be up your butt.”

That froze Dave’s thinking process. Him? Get analized? But…but…

“But before we get you there we’re going to have to work on you. If you’re going to take it like a woman then we’re going to have to make you like a woman. That means some heavy duty feminization. Furthermore, I want you to build a dungeon.”

“A dungeon?” he squeaked. “But…but…”

Rhonda and I have talked about this for ages. A place where we can take men like you and train them properly. But don’t worry. You’re going to have a lot of fun. You’ll be horny all the time, you’ll learn to love spankings, and…you’re going to have fun.

Dave was terrified, but, underneath it all, he was already having fun. In fact, he was terrified because he was having so much fun. This was wrong! But…but…he wanted more.

“We’ve been talking for a long time, Rhonda and I, and I know that you’re a wee bit soft.”

“I’m not soft!”

“Says the man wearing lipstick,” laughed Brenda.

“That’s just…that’s…”

“That’s your sissy side showing up. Face it, Dave. You’re a man on a pink path. And, fortunately for you…I’m just the girl to help you explore it. Now the rules are simple. Do what I say, wear what I tell you, and enjoy the ride. Got it?”

Dave didn’t want to say he ‘got it.’ He wanted to run and hide. But he couldn’t because it was so exciting.

Brenda turned to him and grabbed his balls, “I said,” she snarled, “Do you have it!”

Dave gulped and nodded.

“Okay, take me down to your basement.”

Dave now led the way, his face burning bright, his cock aching to get loose, down the stairs off the kitchen.

The basement was a nice one. It was about half the size of the ground floor, and he had fixed it up as a sort of a man cave/entertainment place.

“Well,” said Brenda, “At least we have something to work with. I want you to move the big screen to that wall. Paint the whole place black. Get rid of that pool table.

“Get rid of…” that was his pride and joy.

“Yes. Get rid of it. Put it in the garage. You can park outside, and we need this place.”

Dave stared at the pool table forlornly. Yes, he could do that, but…he didn’t want to!”

“Now, we need a wet bar with refrigerator in that corner. I’ll want a pegboard against the right wall, a closet or something over there, and…yes. That’s a good start. But right now, go get dressed.”

Dave heaved a breath of relief. At last, he could get dressed. Her next words, however, took away the relief.

“I brought a bag for you. Your clothes are in it. The bag is in the foyer.” She slapped his ass. “Now get going!”

Dave walked up the stars, glancing at Brenda as he went.

Brenda ignored him. Her lips were pursed and she was tapping her foot.

He was afraid of what she might be thinking.

He went to the foyer and found the bag and looked into it.

Oh, crap! Panties. Garter. Nylons. and…and…a bra!

With breast forms!

Now in a daze, Dave staggered back to the bedroom. He put the items on his bed and looked at them.

They were all of a size that would fit him, but…but…

Ding! Ding!

He picked up his phone.

“Rhonda! I can’t do this! I—“

“Do you have your lipstick on?”

Dave went silent.

“That better be a ‘yes.’ Now take a picture and send it to me. Have you gotten dressed yet?”

“I…I…”

“Dave? Are you being bad? Are you doing everything that Brenda tells you to do?”

“Well, I…uh…”

“DAVE! You send me a picture right now. And Brenda told me what you were going to wear, so get it on and take a picture of that. I expect to see your pictures within five minutes. Now…MOVE IT!”

Dave was shaking now.

Funny. He had always thought of himself as manly, but that illusion was disappearing fast.

Brenda had already made him put on his lipstick, so he took a pick and sent it. He had to take a couple of pics because his hands were shaking so much he was blurry.

Then he started putting on the underwear.

Putting on lady’s underwear was the hardest thing he had ever done. The panties weren’t too bad, and the garter went over his hips, but then he had to roll the nylons up his legs.

His hands shook, he kept losing his grip, and it took ten minutes to get the nylons on his legs.

Then they felt wonderful. They encased his legs and made him feel incredibly sexy.

But that left the bra and breast forms.

His hands fumbled as he tried to put the bra on. He tried several times to fasten the clasps, but couldn’t. Finally he remembered that his wife put it on around her waist, fastening it in the front, then spinning it around and slipped her arms through the straps.

He tried that, and it worked, except that the bra ended up turned inside out.

Gulping frantically, he tried again, and finally got it right.

His whole body shivering, he put the breast forms in.

“That’s wonderful.”

He jumped a foot in the air, and Brenda, who had been leaning against the door jamb and watching him snickered.

She sauntered across the room, grabbed his bra by the straps and pulled him to her. Their faces just inches apart, she murmured, “Relax, pinkie boy. It’s just underwear.”

“But…but…”

“Rhonda said she might have some high heels that would fit you. The black ones behind the closet door.”

Dave stumbled over to the door and swung it back.

The shoes were black, patent leather, and a size too big for Rhonda, so she never wore them. But they were a perfect fit for Dave, who was only an inch taller than her and had small feet for a man.

He picked up the shoes, sat in the vanity chair, and slipped them on his feet.

“It’s true,” said Brenda.

“Wha…what’s true?”

“About the size of a man’s feet.”

Her eyes flickered back and forth between his feet and his cock and Dave blushed.

“I’m not that small.”

“Could have fooled me. You sure fit into that chastity tube easily.”

Dave blushed harder, mumbled something, and looked down.

Brenda laughed. “Hey, get over it. Some men have and some men don’t. It doesn’t mean you can’t have fun.”

She knelt in front of the chair and took his penis in hand. She managed to fit the whole thing, cage and all, into her mouth.

Dave was petrified. He stared, and he felt her mouth working. God, it felt good, but there was no way he was going to cum with that chastity tube on.

“Okay, Dave,” she said, straightening up after a minute, “Time to get to work. I wrote down the instructions and they’re in the basement. I’m going to be shopping for stuff, but I want everything done today.”

With that she walked out, and a half a minute later he heard the front door close.

Dave looked at himself. Then he remembered he had to send Rhonda a picture. He took the picture and texted it, then he headed for the basement.

And stopped in the kitchen.

He was so shaken up he needed a drink.

He selected the largest glass he had. He filled it with ice and Coke and bourbon, then continued down to the basement.

Dave worked, and drank, and worked, and drank.

He put the big screen on the far wall, rerouted electrical lines, and began making a wet bar. The peg board went up easily. Then came down. He had to paint everything.

But to paint, he had to go to the store.

But how could he go to the store like this?

Being half drunk helped, Dave went upstairs and took out the breast forms and heels and put on shirts that would hide his ‘condition,’ and clodhoppers. Real workman’s boots.

Then he looked at his face. He was about to rub the lipstick off, but he knew he would get caught. If Brenda was home when he got home that would be the first thing she checked.

What to do. What to do.

And he snapped his fingers. He went out to the car and reached into the glove box. He pulled out a covid face mask and hooked it over his ears. He smiled, and couldn’t see his smile, nor his lipstick.

Now feeling the cheer, he drove slowly to Home Depot. He walked through the store, and he felt very clever at disguising himself in this way. He got paint, and a few other things he would need, paid, and left the store.

“Well, aren’t you the clever one,” quipped Brenda, seeing his ‘disguise.’ “Bet we’re going to have to fix it so you can go everywhere totally en femme.”

“En femme?”

“As a female. you’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

“Not exactly.”

But there was a piece of him that was exulting. And a piece of him that was asking WTF was going on!

He painted the basement in the nude, his cock and cage dangling and his balls all shiny. Brenda didn’t want him to get paint on his underthings. She also made sure, checking on him periodically, that he was red-lipped.

“Don’t you just love the feel? The taste? The knowledge that these are real dick sucking lips?”

The look on his face made her laugh.

By five o’clock the basement was done. Pitch black, except for a couple of yellowish lights that Brenda had brought. It gave the place a gloomy, doomy ambience.

“All right. I’m going to go home and fix dinner for Henry. You probably want to take a break and drink and watch porn. Right?”

On one hand, he didn’t.

On the other hand, as soon as she was out the door he was pouring a drink and pulling up porn videos.

Now he could get out of his underwear. He could let his lips slide. Now he could get back to being himself.

Except, he didn’t.

He sat in the swivel chair and watched porn and…and gloried in his fake tits and his lingerie.

He was half drunk, had been most of the day, and he was enjoying this. The shakes and nervous trembling had gone down a bit. And his cock was struggling harder.

Could he be liking this? Could he?

He didn’t know. At least, he wouldn’t admit to himself. But…he watched porn, and the things he watched surprised him.

Normally he would watch big boob babes. Brandi and Ava, Casa and Holly. But now he was looking at other stuff.

He looked at Ladyboys, and trans, Carolina Ramirez and Delia Deleon and…and why was he doing this?

He wasn’t gay!

Or trans or a transvestite or…or anything like that!

But, he was sitting in a room, drinking, and watching people who were.

Then he happened on Lesbians fisting, and he thought his cock was going to break the box. Or at least spew semen right through the cage.

For hours he watched fists disappear up to the elbow. He listened to the groans and moans and watched the so violent orgasms.

Was this what he wanted? he drunkenly wondered.

Did he want Brenda to do this to him?

Was he really on the pink path?

Finally, at midnight, horned out and stupid, he staggered back to the bedroom.


PART TWO

Dave woke up early. In spite of booze and his condition, he woke up, and he was wired.

He was excited.

He couldn’t wait to put on his lips and apparel.

And send a couple of pics to Rhonda.

Rhonda sent him back a thumbs up, and he gloried in that simple symbol.

Then Brenda arrived.

“Nice,” she said, seeing him prepared for her.

He fixed breakfast and she watched him.

“What does Henry think of all this?”

“Henry has got his own problems.”

“Is he…did you…”

“Is he a pansy? Like you?”

“I’m not a pansy!”

“Says the guy all dressed up and…and I like the peignoir you’re wearing. Very sexy.

Dave blushed bright red.

“Well, it just didn’t…I needed some more covering…I—“

“Dave! Dave!” she waved her hand. “It’s okay. I like you like this. And I’ve made a doctor’s appointment for you.”

“A doctor’s appointment?”

“Sure.”

“What for?”

“So you can do exactly what I say, remember?”

“I—“

“Rhonda told you, her explicit instructions were…do exactly what Brenda tells you. That means no questions. No protests. Just instant compliance.”

Dave ate his eggs and looked at his plate.

Yes, that was what his wife had said. But how far did she mean this to go?

He looked up at her. “When?”

“This afternoon.”

Dave nodded, and worried, and…felt that surge of excitement.

Brenda drove, and she insisted that Dave wear a bag over his head.

“But why?”

“Because I like you with a bag over your head.”

Not much Dave could say to that, but it sure made him wonder.

Did she want him so nobody could tell who he was? Or, more sinister, did she not want him to know where she was taking him?

They drove for a half hour, and Dave huddled in the passenger seat. In addition to the bag, which was very embarrassing, she insisted he wear his underwear and peignoir.

They stopped. Brenda got out, circled the car, and opened the door for him. She helped him out of the car and up a short walk.

He could smell doctor’s office as soon as he stepped through the door. And there was tile under his feet, like in a doctor’s office. And a professional voice saying, “Right this way.”

They entered a small room and Brenda took the bag off his head.

They were in a small operating room and Dave looked around. He studied the instruments, read charts on the wall, and worried.

What was Brenda going to do to him?”

A doctor came in. She was female—Dave could tell by her large breasts—and she wore a surgical mask.

“This is Dave, eh?” The doctor looked at him, tilted her head, and scrutinized him like a piece of meat.

“This is he, almost a she.” She turned to him, “Dave, why don’t you lay down on the table.”

Dave did. He was conscious of his underwear, of his chastised peeny between his legs.

“Okay, we’re going to use a light anesthetic,” the doctor said. She gave Dave a shot.

Dave lay on the table and stared at the bright light above him.

The doctor moved around him, and she was talking to Brenda. They were laughing, and at one point the doctor picked up his cock and asked something like, “You sure you want to leave this on?”

And a response like, “He doesn’t belong to me.”

But he couldn’t be sure. He was swirling in a mist and watching things happen. And he couldn’t do a darn thing about anything. All he could. do was lay there and absorb the experience and not have any emotion about anything at all.

The doctor marked his chest with a grease pencil.

She slid needles into his chest and depressed a plunger.

Dave watched, as if from afar, without caring, as his chest grew bigger and bigger.

“Those are beautiful, doc.”

“Thank you,” the doctor mumbled, measuring the injections carefully.

When she was done she gave Dave another shot and Dave started to wake up.

He raised his head and said, “Wow!”

“I’ll take that as a compliment,” grinned the doctor. Then she was gone.

Brenda put the bag back over his head and they returned home.

Dave sat in front of the computer and stared at it. And saw the tons of buns and best of chest. He was dazed. He had boobs. He sat and stared and…was turned on by his own tits!

He kept looking down from the screen and examining himself, feeling himself, wondering what was happening.

Even though he knew what was happening, he wondered what was happening.

Tits?

He sipped at his bourbon and Coke. He got up and walked to the big mirror in the foyer. He stared at himself.

He took his clothes off and put them on.

Ding! His cell phone went off.

He picked it up and saw that Rhonda had been trying to reach him.

He saw the message: ‘Where have you been all day?’

He tapped in, one letter at a time, afraid: ‘Brenda got me tits.’

There was a long silence. Then: ‘Show me.’

Dave took off his bra, kept his other underwear on, and snapped a picture. He sent it.

Another long silence, then: ‘Wow!’

He had to take that as a compliment.

Brenda was late the next morning. She didn’t show up until almost noon. When she did show up she was a bit peevish.

Not in anything she said, just her attitude.

Dave knew what it was.

“I sent Rhonda a pic of my…my…chest.”

Brenda sighed. “Yeah. She was a bit upset. But I think it was all just a miscommunication. I think she’s all right now.”

“All right with me having boobs?”

Brenda smiled, and suddenly was out of her funk.

“Who wouldn’t be all right with those glorious mammaries?”

Dave nodded.

Back to the basement, and now Brenda had bought some material.

There were chains, handcuffs, leather straps, weird shaped wood, sanders and gloss and…and Dave knew he had to see some instructions.

Brenda handed him a sheet of paper, printed right off the internet, and he studied it quietly.

It was a bench, basically, but what a bench!

It had four legs with leather straps for securing the arms and legs. It had a ring for the face, and the bench itself was curved so the butt lifted up and was presented.

Dave had to figure out how to use tools because Brenda gave him long fingernails and painted his toe nails. He also had to figure out how to move with a pair of heavy weights on his chest.

The doc had put ‘vacation boobs’ on him, but working with them hanging off him was no vacation.

Still, he screwed, he sanded, he polished. He attached the leather restraints and the padding. And, finally, he screwed it to the floor. It was not something one wanted to hop around while being whipped, or falling on the floor.

And Brenda began making him up. Showed him how make up worked, and taught him to apply his own, and to repair it when necessary.

Dave was horny.

Dave’s dong was constantly dripping now, and his balls felt like they had been overstuffed.

Just the act of walking, his nuts knocking, made him very, very careful in how he moved.

The bench was the main object in the basement, but there were other items. There was the humbler, in which the person humbled had his nuts secured through a ‘yoke’ behind his thighs. When Brenda made him try that out he found he could only crawl at the very slowest pace.

Then there was a standing dildo on a platform. He spent some time standing, fixed in place, and his legs ached, his boobs hurt, and he couldn’t wait to get off it.

There was a triangle in which he was forced to sit with his wrists and ankles fastened.

And a St. Andrew’s Cross, which he stared at but, thank God, never experienced. At least, not yet.

The pegboard held a full compliment of toys, and these he was made to experience to the very last one.

“That goes in me?” he asked when she held up a plug.

She smiled. “Have a seat on the bench.”

Having a seat meant laying down, his butt in the air.

He did so, and she greased him up, running her fingers around his rim, which he found absolutely amazing and drove him out of his mind. Then she slid the plug into him and he squawked, actually gave out a shrill, little yelp like a chicken.

But, after a second, once he got used to it, it didn’t feel too bad.

In fact, he was sorry he hadn’t played with plugs before this. He had been missing out on so much.

She fastened the restraints, fixing him to the bench, and now he knew he was in for it.

She selected a paddle to start. Just a simple ping pong paddle. It had dimples, but no metal rivets or holes. And she spanked him.

There is a trick to spanking. Some people think they want to be abused, just wailed on, the spanker using all his muscles and blistering the ass until there is blood and bruises.

Wrong.

You need to make the spanking last. It’s not icing to be devoured in five seconds, it’s a feast with all sorts of meats and vegetables, and it needs to be drawn out and absorbed in detail.

She applied the paddle gently. Left redness, a few dimples from the covering on the paddle, but that was all.

But she kept going and going.

The pain wasn’t much, he grunted, and it hurt, but he could handle this.

But the spanking went on and on.

She stopped, sat in a chair and slid under his face.

She removed the ring that his face rested in, and it was perfect. His face fell onto her pussy and he ate.

Like the spanking, it went on and on and on.

Then she put the ring back under his head, and picked up a short whip.

Eighteen inches of leather strips, slowly slapping his thighs, his back, his ass, the bottoms of his feet.

She roasted him, and now he was in a different world of pain. Now hard, but all over, and unbearable.

And yet…bearable.

Her arm went around and around, not sufficient to tire her out. The leather straps kept striking and striking, and his skin turned a beautiful shade of pink.

Not red.

Not bruising, but warming.

She stopped to work the plug a bit, then she replaced it with a bigger one.

And she went back to the paddle.

He was in a heaven of hurt. Or a hurt of heaven. He was confused and didn’t know the difference.

And she kept him there. Teetering on the edge of not enough/too much.

He remembered crying, but not tears of pain. But he didn’t know what they were tears of.

And she stopped.

She got him a drink, placed it on a little table with a straw under his head. He was able to suck, and she began massaging his flesh. Her hands were cool, and strong, and she applied a lineament that cured him, rejuvenated him, and made him love her.

She undid his restraints and helped him sit up, then they sat on the bench and she held him and comforted him, and he fell more and more in love.

It didn’t matter that she was the source of his pain. What mattered was that she was the source of his succor.

Then, the day done, she kissed him good night and went home to her husband.

Halfway through the month, decked out as a female, getting a particularly intense spanking, not having cum for weeks, he cried in her arms. Then, when he was cried out, he whispered to her, “What does Henry think of all this?”

“Oh, he thinks it’s a hoot.”

He looked at her. “And he knows about all the sex we’re having?”

She looked surprised, but only for a moment. “We aren’t having sex! Oh, but…well, I guess we are. But it’s not husband and wife sex, so it doesn't matter.

“What kind of sex is it?”

“It’s sissy sex.”

He blinked and didn’t understand.

“You really haven’t figured it out?”

He shook his head.

“It’s coming, my love. Another week or two and you’ll be ready.”

She moved him around, made him sit on her lap. She held him like she was nursing him, and even encouraged him to suck on her nipples. “Not all men can do it, but when you find one that can…Rhonda understood, but sometimes it’s hard for her when you do things, go through things. But I talk to her, explain to her, and she gets it.”

“Gets what?”

Brenda kissed him softly on the lips. And she kept kissing him. She felt his tits, and then se reached down and fondled his chastised cock.

She said, “She knows that you’re on the pink path. That you’re a sissy at heart.”

He must have had something in his eyes, because she soothed him. “There, there. It’s all right. It’s okay to be you. It’s not for everybody, but you’re special. You’re built to please women, and you can do this.”

But Dave didn’t know if he could do it.

It seemed like every day she was doing something new, pushing him further and further, and his mind…his mind was protesting and scared.

This went against the way he was raised. This went against society and culture and the way people thought.

But he kept going, kept moving forward, even when he didn’t think he could.

“How are you doing, honey?” Rhonda asked him on the phone.

“I’m fine,” he admitted, but there was a world of experience and wonder in his voice.

“I saw the latest batch of pictures. Are you all right with those butt plug things?”

He nodded, then realized that he had to speak. “It’s okay.”

She sensed him withholding. “But is it really? Doesn’t it hurt?”

“No…I mean, sometimes, but…it’s okay.”

“And how is it having breasts?”

“I…I like it.”

That was the hard thing, admitting that he liked something. He was not just overcoming his cultural upbringing, he was confessing to a person still possessed by that culture.

Yet, was she?

She didn’t seem upset by any of the things that Brenda did, and sometimes she sounded happy about something they were discussing.

“Are you okay with this?” he asked. “With this…stuff I’m doing?”

Rhonda replied with the strangest remark that was totally correct, yet…something else. “I trust Brenda.”

“Oh.”

But whatever Rhonda felt or thought, she talked to Brenda every day, and she even made suggestions.

The dungeon was done. It was dark and gloomy and had chains hanging from the walls. Chains which could be attached to people.

The lighting was dark, and the corners were never fully illuminated.

The wet bar and the refrigerator were installed, and even a sound system.

Brenda would spend hours down there, making drinks, spanking Dave, listening to music, and…one day.

“Hi, Dave.”

Dave froze. He was, as usual, on the bench. He was restrained and his backside had been warmed to a fare thee well.

It was Henry. Brenda’s husband.

Brenda wasn’t there. She had spent a long day spanking Dave and had gone home to fix dinner.

“Brenda sent me to untie you.”

“Oh.”

Dave was in a total state of panic. His face was burning, redder even than the marks Brenda had left on his flesh.

Dave headed for the wet bar. “Say. You do good work.” He opened the fridge, made a drink, turned to Dave and asked, “You want one?”

Dave mumbled, “Sure.”

Henry mixed two, then sat down in the chair near Dave’s head. He pulled the little stool over and set Dave’s drink, with straw, on it.

Dave sucked.

“So you really like this stuff?”

“I…I don’t know.”

Henry chuckled. “Brenda said you were a little conflicted, but that you kept on going.”

He looked around the basement, admired it. Got up to turn on a little music, then sat down again.

“Would you like me to fuck you?”

“Uh…no. Please. No thank you.”

“Not to worry. I know you’ll make choices as you feel. I’m just offering.”

“Oh.”

“Embarrassed?”

“A little.”

“Okay. Say, have you been following the Dodgers?”

“The…the Dodgers?”

“Yeah. They just got a great pitcher, and I wonder if that’s going to make a big enough difference this year. Think they’ll make the World Series?”

“Well, I don’t know.” Dave started thinking about something he hadn’t thought about for nearly a month. “How many starters do they have?”

And for the next half hour the two men talked about baseball, then Henry released Dave and headed home.

Later that night Dave thought about what had happened. He had talked to a guy, a manly man, and…he had been accepted. Henry didn’t care that he was on a pink path. How odd.

A week later, three days before Rhonda was due home, Brenda brought two ladies to the basement.

Dave was stunned, and shocked, and scared all over.

He shivered, but noted how good looking the ladies were. For a change Brenda wasn’t in underwear, or naked. All three women wore pencil skirts, blouses, short jackets, nylons and heels.

Brenda showed off the dungeon, and was complimented, and the two ladies even patted Dave’s butt and called him a good boy.

Dave figured out, he thought, they acted like higher ups. Managers, or owners, or bosses, or something.

“How are his manners?”

“He is learning how to cook, to clean house, and to serve in the highest manner possible.”

“Very well done, Brenda. Would you like to handle a few more sissies?”

After they were gone, and Brenda had returned, he asked, “Who were they?”

“Very important people. They’re in charge of the local chapter of the Ladies’ Sissy Society.”

“The Sissy Society?”

Brenda smiled. “Oh, yes. You probably didn’t know it, but there are people like you in every town in America, and even through out the world. Men who realize that the world has got to change. The LSS goes to great lengths to make sure you are cultivated and helped.

“They…there are basement dungeons everywhere? Like this one?”

Brenda chuckled. “Oh, yes. You are unique, but you’re not alone. There’s a lot of men like you.”

“Sissies.”

“Yep.”

“I’m confused.”

“I know you are.”

She began taking off her clothes.

“You were a high compliment to me, you realize. They actually offered to assign me more sissies. Rhonda would like to learn more, we might be able to fill this basement up with men like you.”

“Oh.”

“But don’t worry about that now. Right now we need to discuss your confusion.”

She took out the ring supporting his face and sat down on a chair. He began to eat her.

“You see, you are confused because you’re half way in between. We need to bump you over the hump. You need to drive on through the confusion and accept yourself as who you are.”

“I do?”

“Absolutely. Oh, that feels good.”

He licked and ate for another minute, then she stood up and went to the pegboard.

Dave couldn’t see her from his angle, but he could see that she was buckling something around her waist.

She came back, adjusting a dildo in a strap on.

“This is how we get your through your confusion. This is where you understand what the world is, what you are, and your place in the world.”

Dave started at the length of dildo jutting out from her crotch.

But she didn’t fuck him. She went back to her seat, but now, instead of eating her pussy, he was sucking her cock.

“We’ve only got a couple of days left, Dave, and, to be honest, you don’t have to do this. But if you ask me to screw you it will relieve the confusion in your mind. It will help you sort things out.

Dave now had the big peeny in his mouth. He didn’t have to move, just sit there and hold it. A penis. In his mouth.

Brenda sipped a drink.

“Once you have given up, submitted, it will all make sense. And, I dare say, you will have the strength of the organization behind you. You will have thousands, tens of thousands, of ladies who support you, appreciate you, and even wish to be involved with you. Heck, Dave, you can be a sort of poster child for the Ladies’ Sissy Society. Would you like that?”

Dave was silent. His whole world was taken up by the big cock laying in his mouth.

“Now, you can say no, but I wish you’d say yes. Open yourself up, live the life you’re destined to lead.”

“Will I ever get out of chastity?”

“I don’t know. That depends on you. Many men wish to stay in chastity. Many men even opt for castration. Usually chemical, where you retain your junk, but I know a few who asked for the knife.”

Dave shivered. The thought of losing part of himself, even though it was antithetical to his being—if this was his being—was too much.

“But, first things first, Dave, I’d like to make love to you, the way a woman is supposed to male love to a sissy.”

“Put your dick in me.”

“Absolutely. What do you say.”

This was new. For weeks Brenda had been pulling him forward, pushing him through experiences, but now she was asking him to make a decision on his own.

To become who he truly was.

“What about Rhonda?”

“She’s fine with this. In fact, I talked to her last night and described how close you were, and you know what she said?”

“What?”

“She said she couldn’t wait to fuck you. Isn’t that wonderful?”

“But…do you think I’ll ever be able to fuck her…like…use my dick?”

“Oh, I don’t know. That’s up to you and her. What I’m concerned with right now is just getting you over the hump.”

Dave lay on the bench, his mind traveling a thousand miles a second.

He thought about his wife, and how she had responded to him.

“This started out as a game.”

“Did it? Or was it something that had to be? Was it something that both you and your wife knew was coming, and just sort of talked yourselves into getting?”

A long period of silence. Brenda had said all she could, and it was time for Dave to make up his mind.

If not now, when? he thought.

He nodded. His voice, when he spoke, sounded far away. “Okay.”

“Excellent,” Brenda pulled back, pulling the dick from his mouth. She stood up, replaced the ring, and walked behind Dave.

Dave’s ass was well prepared. It was loose and lubed, and she took out his plug and massaged more lube into him. Then she began to penetrate him.

He grunted, and felt light headed, and felt her member move into him. And as it moved it opened him, opened his mind, and confusion…confusion left.


EPILOGUE

“Good evening, ladies!”

There were four benches in the basement.

Brenda stood at one end. She was wearing dark nylons, a halter top, and held a paddle. She looked truly magnificent.

The four men on the benches mumbled their greetings.

Behind the men stood Rhonda and Dave. They both wore underwear and transparent peignoirs.

“I would like to introduce you to my assistants, Dave and Rhonda. Dave is the one on the right, the voluptuous one.”

Again, the sissies to be on the benches mumbled greetings.

“You ladies are here to discover your inner selves. You are on the pink path. Dave, behind you, has been in your position. He will attest to the pain and confusion you are going to have to go through. Right Dave?”

“Yes, ma’am.” Dave’s voice was high because he had had his Adam’s apple shaved. His hair was long and pulled into a pony tail on top. His breasts were very large, being Chyna 2000s.

“Is there anything any of you sissies would like to say or ask before we start?”

Nobody said anything.

Brenda smiled over the heads of the men laying on the benches, their cocks in chastity, their vacation breasts large, their lips red. She smiled at Dave and Rhonda, and said, “Ladies, grab your paddles.

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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