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PART ONE

“If you agree to go…I’ll let you fuck me.”

Sam stared at Amy. “We’re married. I think I’ve fucked you before.”             

Amy took a big breath. “Not in the asshole.”

Sam’s mouth opened in surprise. His eyes shuttered briefly. He couldn’t believe what he was hearing.

Amy was a knock out. She had a killer body. Nice round, jiggly buns, a narrow waist, and super, bouncy boobs. She was a brunette with blue eyes, and her lips had that classic ‘pucker up and kiss me’ look.

“You don’t believe me?”

Sam’s heart pounded, and his cock was pounding a little, too. “Uh, I believe you. It’s just that…I didn’t expect…

Amy grabbed his shirt and spoke into his face. “Sam, we’ve done it everywhere. We’ve fucked in every position. I’ve sucked your cock and even swallowed. The one thing we haven’t done is…”

She paused and Sam filled in the blank. “Your butt.”

“Now, I really want to go to this meeting. It’s the first time the Mistress Club has come to town, and I want to see what it’s all about. And they said that for the first meeting they want everybody to bring their husbands.”

Sam was nervous. “Look, I’ve heard about the MC,” MC was what the Mistress Club was sometimes called, “And I hear stories about men being abused. Locking their cocks up. Getting feminized. I’ve even heard stories about men being castrated.

“Yeah, but not for long. They just get a shot of some chemical that leaves them limp for a month or two.”

“Still. What if they try to do that BS to me?”

“So you won’t even go for a chance at anal sex with me?”

Sam shook his head slowly. “I didn’t say I wouldn’t. I just…I want some time to think about this. I mean, what’s the idea behind being castrated? What guy in his right mind would want to do that?”

“If you come with me to the meeting maybe you’ll find out.”

Sam raised a dubious eyebrow.

“I hear that there will be men there who have done it, and who are willing to share their stories.”

Sam heaved a sigh. The fact of the matter was that he was hiding a deep, dark secret.

He was fascinated by stories of men who dressed up like women. Who wore dresses and make up. Who (choke) sacrificed their weenies for a couple of months.

But he wasn’t going to let his wife know. That was a step too far. Some secrets needed to be kept.

“Come on, Sam. You don’t have to do anything, we can make a party out of it. And then you get to finally find out what the big hoo ha with fanny sex is all about.”

Sam stood up and went to the liquor cabinet. Amy sat at the table, she had filled out applications for them to attend the meeting, and she was just waiting his signature.

He got out a glass, filled it with ice, then poured a bit of bourbon over it. Old Grandad. Finally, he went to the fridge and took out a can of Coke.

PSSSH!

And he toped his drink off.

He looked at Amy. “You want one?”

She nodded, so he gave her that one and made another one for himself. They sat down at the table and sipped and regarded each other.

“So what do you hope to gain out of this MC thing?”

“I’m not sure,” Amy answered honestly. “I’ve talked to friends about it, they say that it strengthens their marriage.”

“How?”

Amy licked her lips. Took a sip. “They say that they are stronger, more empowered. They say that their men…never mind.”

“Hold on, baby. You were about to say something. What?”

Looking a bit nervous, Amy said, “They say their men are better behaved.”

Sam chortled. “Better behaved. Yeah. Henpecked is more like it.”

“Be polite, Sam.”

“Or maybe I should just say pussy whipped.”

Amy frowned. “That’s not nice.”

“Nice schmice. We need to talk honestly about what these crazy women are doing.”

“They’re not crazy!”

“How do you know?”

“Because I met one!”

“You did?” He raised his glass and sucked quickly.

“I did. She was nice, polite, and very strong.”

“And did she have her hen pecked hubby with her?”

Amy was silent.

“She did! What was he like? Was he wearing a dress? Did he do her bidding like a good, little servant?”

Amy was blushing now. And she murmured, “He wore a skirt and a blouse. And he had a bra on under the blouse.”

Sam leaned forward a little, a big grin on his face. “And how big were his boobs?”

“Not big.”

“D cups? F cups?”

Amy had had enough. “You’re not going to find out unless you agree to come with me.”

Sam sat back. He knew he had resisted enough. That would give him a bit of backbone in her eyes, enable him to leave the meeting if he felt like it.

And…he was really curious about a man that wore a dress.

In fact, the very idea was giving him a boner. A big boner.

He got a far away look in his eyes. He imagined himself trying on a dress, or maybe staggering around in high heels. God, what would he do with his boner then? How would he hide his excitement.

“Well?” asked Amy.

Sam nodded slowly. “Okay, just this once. And I don’t have to do anything weird. And when we get home I get to put my ding dong where the sun don’t shine.”

Amy smiled, a slightly nervous smile, and agreed. “Okay. Sign here and I’ll submit it. Remember, we go there Friday night and come home on Sunday night.

Sam scrawled his John Hancock at the bottom of a thick sheaf of papers. He didn’t bother reading the whole thing because Amy already had.

Amy slid the sheaf of papers into an envelope and stuffed it into her purse. “I’ll deliver this tomorrow.”

“Okay. I’ll drink to that.”

They both drank to it, and it wasn’t long before they had had a second drink, and a third, and were adjourning to the bedroom.

Sam watched his wife undressed and enjoyed the way his stiff dick stood up to be counted.

Amy glanced at him, sitting on the bed and slowly stroking himself.

“Well, young man? What do you think?” She pirouetted and Sam whistled. Her boobs were big and perky and the nipples were standing up.

“Baby, you’re the ginchiest.”

She laughed and launched herself onto him. For a mad second they rolled on the bed, then she ended up on top. She pulled her legs up, positioned herself and slid down his pole.

Sam grunted, then, feeling her absorb him, he asked, “So what’s it really about?”

She wiggled her butt, causing him immense pleasure.

“Well, after we cut off your dick we put cement up your butthole.”

“I knew it!” he crowed.

They laughed, then he rolled over on top. “So I don’t want you thinking that things are going to change.”

“What do you mean,” she grunted as he pounded into her.

“I’ve heard about these women. They emasculate their men. They think the world should be for women. That ain’t happening, baby.”

“Of course not,” she giggled.

He nibbled on her niplets for a while, causing her to arch her back and moan.

“And I’m the man.”

“You’re the man, all right,” she groaned, and she began to cum.

Sam smiled. He liked making her cum, and it seemed like it was getting easier and easier.

“Come on, Sam,” she muttered. “Squirt me deep.”

Sometimes Sam didn’t like to cum. He liked to hold it in, but this wasn’t one of those times. He jammed it back and forth, hard, and he came quickly.

“Oh, yeah! I can feel it in me!”

Sam smiled, and finally rolled off her. He lay on his back and breathed heavily.

“Oh, God. That was heavenly.”

“And I only used half my dick.”

They chuckled, and started to drift into sleep.

Sam, before he entered dreamland, was thinking about what it would be like to have to wear a dress. He had a vision of Amy bullying him. But…he could never really allow that.

Amy was having other dreams. She was dreaming of putting Sam in his place. It wasn’t that she didn’t like him as a manly man, it was just that she thought she might like him better if he was a girly man.

And, with those contrary dreams rolling around inside their heads, they fell asleep.

The week passed fast. Sam worked from home, so he controlled his hours, and he always made sure he put in extra. He liked his job.

And he always had time to go peruse a little porn. He liked watching blondes with big breasts, and…shemales.

Shemales, go figure. When he had first discovered such things he had been grossed out. But give it a little time, and he was more and more fascinated by the idea of having both boobs and balls.

Mind, he wasn’t attracted to guys, just the idea of having extra sex organs.

For Amy the week went slow. She had handed in the paperwork and all she could do was wait.

She was pretty sure she and Sam would be accepted, but…she couldn’t wait to get him there.

She knew what was in the fine print. Sam had signed up for a week end course in feminization.

Several times during the week she couldn’t stop herself from giggling. He was going to be surprised!

Once he caught her laughing. “What’s so funny?”

“Oh, nothing. I just was thinking of that movie we saw last month.”

He gave her a funny look, probably didn’t even know what movie she was referring to, but, that was okay.

But, finally, Friday rolled around. They had a short dinner, along with a couple of drinks.

Amy knew that Sam was going to need a little relaxation, so she popped a Xanax into one of his drinks.

By the time they were done with dinner he was feeling most excellent.

They went out to the car and Amy took the keys. “You don’t mind if I drive, do you?

She certainly didn’t want Sam behind the wheel. He was quite stoned.

Sam didn’t mind. His mind was spinning and he was feeling remarkably jolly.

Amy drove across town to the convention hall. The Mistress Club had been working on it for a week, and they drove up to lights and signs and preferred parking, and Sam thought it was pretty professional.

They parked the car and walked towards the building. It was a pretty big place with lots of extra rooms and smaller buildings. It was kept in good repair, and they entered the front doors and stopped at a welcoming station. Sam was feeling the peak of the liquor and Xanax, and he swayed slightly and grinned stupidly.

“Sam and Amy Johnson,” Amy handed over their paperwork to the people behind a long table. She was hoping nobody noticed how loopy Sam was.

Sam looked around and was surprised by the number of beautiful women standing around. They were all dressed in expensive dresses, and they all had buxom bodies. Sam grinned whenever he caught an eye, and the ladies all  smiled back. A few of the ladies were extra big, and he wondered if they were men.

“All is in order,” said the woman behind the desk. She scribbled her signature and then turned to the last page. She marked a check box.

“Amy, if you’ll go to the right, and Sam…to the left.” She smiled charmingly.

Sam pulled Amy back for a second. “I thought we were doing this together.” He belched and tried to cover it up.

Amy chuckled. Sam was in perfect condition for what was about to happen to him.

“Oh, we will. But men go through a slightly different procedure than the women. Now, go ahead Sam. I’ll see you on the other side.”

See you on the other side. How definite. He kissed her and headed to the left. He was slanted slightly to the side as he walked and Amy giggled.

Amy, going to the right was welcomed by a woman with a larger smile. She disappeared through a door, and Sam sighed. He looked to the woman stepping out to meet him.

She was large. Taller than Sam, and she looked like she did a bit of body building, or extra Pilates, or cross fit, or something.

But she couldn’t be a man. Naw. Boobs that big? She had to be a real she!

“Hi, Sam. My name is Chris. Come with me.”

Chris linked her arm in his and Sam was aware of her very large boobs pressed against his arm. His eyes rolled slightly, and he tried not to gawk at any of the smiling women he and Chris passed.

They stepped through a doorway into a hallway. Down the hallway were several doors, and they went into the fifth one on the right. It had a chair and a dresser. Next to the dresser were some hooks with what looked like hospital gowns on them.

“Off with the duds, Sam.”

Sam blinked owlishly. “Take my clothes off?”

“That’s right.”

“How come?”

“Because it’s the rules.”

Sam was confused now, but one of the perks of Xanax is that it results in a mild condition of hypnosis. You feel wonderful, but suggestions are followed without much complaint.

Sam took off his pants and shirt.

“Everything, Sam.”

“Everything?”

“Of course. You want the full experience, don’t you?”

“But I don’t want to walk around naked!”

Chris: “Don’t worry. We’ve got some official underwear for you to wear.”

“Oh. Okay.” He took off his pants and giggled at his boner. “Look. Sorry.”

“Quite all right, Sam. I’ve seen a penis before.” Chris chuckled. “If you’d like I can relieve you.”

“Relieve me?”

“Sure. Hand job, or blow job. Whatever you prefer.”

Sam, being married, frowned. His lips felt a little rubbery. Funny how liquor never effected him that way before.

“I think I’m all right.”

“It’s liable to be a while before you get another chance, and the wives all kow, when they bring their men here, what can happen.”

Sam’s mind twisted a little bit. So Amy knew about…about…that he might get propositioned?

And he thought about Chris’s statement, that is might be a little while before…before? But he didn’t want Chris. No matter how buxom, no matter how red her lips were, Sam was a married man.

“I’m okay.”

“Okay. Here you go.”

Chris handed him a hospital gown.

Sam shook his head. “I’m going to wear this?”

“Sure. Next step, you know.”

Sam didn’t know, but he didn’t want to stand around with his dick poking out all night. He put the gown on, felt the cool air on his backside, and tried to pull it tighter.

Chris tied it for him, Sam felt her hands brush against his buns and that caused an inner smile.

They walked down another long hallway, and then into a room. This one had a table in the center, and lots of lights, and a person wearing a white gown. Next to the table was a man with a tank of some kind, and one of those face masks they covered patients faces with.

“What’s this?”

“Up on the table, Sam,” said Chris.

Sam, still under the effects of alcohol and drugs, climbed up on the table.

“On your back, young man,” said the doctor.

The doctor had a real pair under her gown, and she was, like the other women Sam had seen, quite beautiful.

She listened to Sam’s chest with a stethoscope, she looked into his eyes.

“He’s had a couple of drinks.”

The guy holding the face masks made an adjustment on the equipment next to the tube.

“Okay, Sam, here we go.”

Three things happened at the same time. The face mask went over his face, the fellow holding it said, “Count backwards from 100…” And Chris pressed down on his arms.

Sam was immobilized, a little loopy, and he opened his mouth to object. He drew in his breath and before he could say ‘ninety-nine’ he was asleep.

Sam awoke slowly. He became aware that he was still on the table. The doctor was gone and the face mask was being lifted off his face. He breathed in cool air, and looked around.

He felt stupid. He had only been under for a short time, and he was still loopy from the bourbon and Coke and the Xanax. He looked around.

“Wash happenin’?”

“You’re fine, Sam. You’ve got a great set of tits, and your manhood has been properly confined.”

“I do?” he grinned. In his mind he was dreaming, and he was dreaming he was watching porn. And somehow he had become the porn.

Chris helped him up and he felt the weight on his chest. He looked down and his eyes grew wide. The dream suddenly ended.

“What the fuck?” A lot of liquor started having little effect at that moment. “What are these? You gave me tits!”

Chris smiled. “And quite beautiful.  You’re going to have a lot of fun.”

“Fun? I didn’t ask for these?”

He was panicking, but Chris stayed calm.

“You most certainly did. I saw the forms you filled out.”

“What? I didn’t…” he lifted his hands and hefted his boobs. His mind was shell shocked. “I didn’t ask for boobs! I didn’t fill out paperwork!”

Chris picked up an iPad and tapped it a few times. “Is this your signature?”

Sam stared at his Jahn Hancock. It was his signature. It was that form Amy had had him sign last week!

“But I didn’t…”

Chris scrolled down to the back page. “See, you’ve check off boxes for breast enhancement and…full costume…pierced ears…oh, and you’ve already got your chastity device.”

That was the moment for Sam. That was overload. He bent forward and looked over his large breasts and saw…the chastity device. It was a silver spiral in the shape of a tube. It was wrapped around his cock, and his balls, big and fat, hung below.

“I didn’t…I didn’t…” he fainted.

Sam awoke for the second time that night, and now he was not feeling any of the effects of bourbon and Xanax. He was dazed, and stupid, but knew that he had been altered.

He had breasts, rather large ones. His nipples had been enlarged, and his cock had been imprisoned.

He looked around.

“Here he is. Wake up, Sam. You’re all right.”

“I…I…”

Chris helped him sit up. He felt the weight of his boobs and felt his cock trying to wake up.

But the metal prison was stopping his cock from erecting.

“What happened to me?”

Chris gave him water and helped him to his feet. “Come on, Sam, we’ve still got to finish you up.”

“Finish me…” he looked around.

Chris led him out of the room and back up to where he had left his clothes. They were nowhere to be seen now, and inside the dressing room Chris told him to have a seat and picked up a couple of articles of clothing.

“You’ll find that these panties have a small pouch. It will help pull your chastity tube back between your legs.” She tossed Sam a pair of stretchy panties. “You’re going to want to wear a bra. Those boobs are going to sag a bit if you don’t. We don’t want stretch marks now, do we?”

Sam held up the panties and looked at them. He looked at the bra in his other hand.

“I’m not going to put these on!”

“Of course you are. They’re part of the process here. And you can’t move to the next station unless you’re properly dressed.

“I don’t want to do this!”

Chris smiled. She was used to sudden changes of minds. “Sorry, Sam. But you’ll have to. You’ll find that the panties and bra are comfortable, and—“

“I’m leaving.” Sam looked around for his clothes, but they were gone.

Chris nodded. “I understand how shocking this can all be, but remember that millions of women the world round get dressed every day. You’re just experiencing what women normally experience.”

“Where’s my clothes?”

“They’ve been discarded. You won’t need them for the female experience.”

“I…but I want to go home!”

“Well, sorry about that. But you can go back out to the entrance as you are. Just grab your car keys and go for it. Nobody will stop you.”

It burst through his mind then how perfect this little plot was. Amy had driven, and she had the keys!

Sam was trembling with indignation now. The drugs had worn off and he was feeling humiliated. He looked down at the breasts on his chest. They were hanging, and he really did need a bra. And his dick…it was inside that cage thing! He had to hide that!

But there was no way he could go back to the entrance and walk past all those people!

“Okay, Sam?”

Sam felt like air was whistling out of him. He felt himself becoming subdued. He was going to have to go forward, not back. He hung his head and gave a small nod.

“Okay, dokey, let’s get that bra on you.”

Sam put on the bra, and needed a little help from Chris to figure it out.

The bra was more of a halter top. It kept his nipples hidden. It held his boobs high and they were thrust out in front of him. He was amazed at how large his boobs were.

And that made his dick struggle inside the cage.

Chris looked down and grinned. “It is exciting, isn’t it?”

“No!”

Chris handed him the panties with a smile. “Okay.”

Sam put on the panties, and that helped because it covered up his caged cock. It felt funny to walk, however, the cage being pulled back between his legs.

“Excellent. You’ve got a wonderful body for this. Are you sure you haven’t worn women’s clothes before?”

“Of course not,” Sam snapped. Though he had often wondered, and he had looked at his wife’s lingerie with desire.

“Well, okay. Let’s go.”

Chris led the way out of the room and down the hallway. They passed the room where Sam had received his boobs. At the end of the corridor they turned into a small ante room. It was a bit gloomy, and suddenly Sam realized there were other people in the room. As his eyes got used to the darkness he made out the shapes of other men, men dressed in panties and bras.

Sam started to back up, but Chris had closed the door and was standing in the way. He was acting almost like a guard to make sure nobody went out through the back door.

“Okay, ladies,” a small cone of light appeared in the center of the room and a woman stepped into it.

She was built. Like Chris, she had large boobs. She wasn’t as tall, but she was a bit thicker.

“You’re about to get your basic orientation. I’m going to want you to file in and take a seat. Is everybody ready.”

No. They weren’t. There were several mutters, pipsqueak objections, and Sam realized that the half dozen men in the little room were all like him. They were reluctant, and Sam wondered how many of them had been fooled by their wives, tricked into coming to this terrible place.

“Okay, three, two, one…” The door in the front of the room opened and the men could see into a large auditorium. It was filled with people. The front rows were reserved for men wearing panties and bras, and the rear rows were filled with ladies.

The men in the room moved back.

Somebody, Sam couldn’t see who, called from the auditorium. “Come on out, ladies.”

But the men were in full panic mode. No way they were going to be seen in public dressed as they were.

Then Chris and the other large woman said, “Look at us!”

The men turned en masse and stared.

Chris and the other woman lifted their dresses and pulled down their panties. They each had a big set of balls, and they were each holding a large but slack penis in their manicured hands.

Suddenly the men were backing the other way, out into the auditorium.

They were engulfed by bright lights and they heard cheers and the stomping of feet.

At the rear of the room the women, the wives, were standing and clapping.

At the front of the room the men were sitting with their heads hanging. The few men who did look up were in the same boat as Sam. Their faces were bright red and their eyes ashamed.

Now in the open, Sam and the others were directed to the front row seats. Moving quickly, scurrying like rabbits with wolves watching them, they sat down in the few open seats.

At the head of the auditorium one of the most beautiful women Sam had ever seen was watching, a slight smile on her face.

Sam raised his head enough to watch her, and she noticed him and winked.

Sam immediately lowered his head.

All the men seated, the doors closed, the lights dimmed and the woman at the head of the auditorium began to speak.

“Welcome, ladies, to basic orientation for men willing to undergo the feminine experience. My name is Marguerite and I am in charge of this chapter of the Mistress Club.”

Some of the men muttered, and it was plain that many of them were like Sam, caught.

The lady continued. “The world being in sad shape, it is imperative that men take a softer viewpoint. Men and women must present a united front to the troubles that are impacting on our civilization. These coincide with the goals of the Mistress Club.”

“Suck my dick,” whispered a man somewhere to Sam’s right. He didn’t whisper very loudly, however.

“In this orientation you will come face to face with what a woman must endure in this society. You will understand what it means to be considered a second class citizen. By going through this experience it is hoped that you will cease any mistreatment of women that you have been guilty of, and you will join with them in their efforts to correct this poor society. Do any of you ladies have any questions?”

A long moment of silence occurred, and Sam thought nobody was going to say anything. Then a fellow on the left spoke up. “I didn’t agree to this. I want to leave!”

The lady speaking smiled, leaned against a large, wooden podium and said, “How often do you think your behavior has caused your wife to want to leave your little kingdom?”

The man looked confused.

“Instead, she puts up with your beer swilling, football gaming personality and cooks dinner, washes the laundry, has children, raises children, all while letting herself be used by you in a sexual manner.  So, in answer to your statement: No. You will not be allowed to leave until you have fulfilled the contract which you have signed.”

“That’s not fair!”

“Life isn’t fair. Are there any other questions?”

A fellow behind Sam asked, “Why do we have to wear panties? And what’s up with these boobs! I never asked for tits!”

“What an interesting objection, for a man who, if you are ‘normal,’ lusts after women’s breasts, objectifying your wife and demanding that she lay down and spread for you whenever you want. Now it is you that will be objectified, you who will have unreasonable demands made upon your person. Are there any more questions?”

There were, and the lady at the podium answered quickly and succinctly, always turning the question into a challenge to the asker. Finally, she made the point, “Just to let you know, I am willing to answer questions until dawn, which is breakfast, and even through breakfast. I will point out that you will be losing sleep, and this may even affect your performance adversely when we start your actual training. This weekend will last, as per contract, as long as you make it last.”

That statement brought the questions to a close. Most of the questions were just sour grapes, anyway, and the men were rapidly coming to the viewpoint that the sooner they got started the sooner their torment would be at an end.

“Okay,” said Marguerite, “Let’s go quickly over your itinerary for this weekend.

A lady behind her stood up and placed a batch of posters on a tripod. The first poster read:

Introduction

Accepted Behavior

Lights out

SATURDAY

Yoga

Make up

How to Conduct Yourself as a Woman

Submitting While Dancing

Chick Flicks

Lights Out

SUNDAY

Yoga

The Need for Sexual Self Control

Clothing

Self Defense

Ear Piercing

Remaining a Woman

Closing Ceremonies

Marguerite used a pointer and went through the items, describing them briefly. The items were pretty self explanatory, however, and she was quick.

“Okay, ladies, let’s  get into Accepted Behavior.”

The lady in charge of the posters removed the top one and the major points for Accepted Behavior were listed.

Politeness

Punishment

And that was all.

Marguerite smiled as the men started buzzing in whispered conversations.

“You have all signed agreements to follow all directions. You may not have noticed a bit of fine print, the section that allows us, the MC, to deliver whatever punishment is required to force you to fulfill your contracts and follow those directions. Thus far we have been very polite, very circumspect, as it is understood that you have certain apprehensions and don’t fully comprehend the severity and significance of our program.

“From this point on we will be administering punishments as needed. This can include whippings, tasering in the event you become violent, and extended periods of time in the stocks. Any time spent in the pillory may be accompanied by appropriate corporal punishment. For any of you who don’t understand the word ‘corporal,’ that includes spankings and the use of various instruments to force your compliance.’

“Can we ask questions?” asked a fellow with red hair.

Of course.”

“Corporal punishment of which you speak—“

“Whippings while pilloried, usually,” Marguerite added.

“Yes. That stuff has been allowed in our society for hundreds of years.”

“It hasn’t?”

“No. And—“

“What about waterboarding?”

“What?”

“Waterboarding, sleep deprivation, slave labor, I believe your information is lacking.”

“What are you talking about? Waterboarding is done by the army. We’re talking about men and woman!”

“Men and women are in the military. Men and women are in all cultures. Men and women have been guilty of such punishments right up to modern times. The Mistress Club is dedicated to stamping out all such punishments, and that is done by showing the cruelty of such punishments.

“So do as I do, not as I say,” blurted the man.

“Reason doesn’t always work with people who insist on being beasts. And, that said, can you tell me of the punishments you have inflicted upon the women in your life?”

“I never mistreat women!”

“Well, Charley,” Marguerite leaned on the podium and drawled out her next words. “Did you strike your wife shortly after you got married? Something about her spending too much?”

Charley’s mouth opened, and the look on his face indicated that he had done such a thing.

“By what right do you strike another human being?”

A large woman had moved up behind Charley, but he was too focused on Marguerite to notice.

“That was one time! And I’ve never…that’s our business! You have no—“

SMACK!

OW! FUCK!” Charley turned around to see the large woman holding a whip. He was rubbing his ass and tears had come to his eyes.

The woman was muscular, and all the fellows sitting in their panties and bras realized this was a woman with a penis.

Charley turned back to Marguerite. “Why the fuck did you do that?”

“But, Charley, we only did it once.”

The auditorium was dead silent while Charley came to grips with his own words. Then a woman behind the men, one of the wives, snickered. Shortly all the women were laughing.

Charley, still rubbing his ass, sat down and looked at the floor.

“So, ladies,” said Marguerite, “You may ask whatever questions you wish…as long as you are polite. If you are not polite, or the question is inappropriate, then you may get a spanking. You may even be taken to the pillories for a couple of hours of correction.

“Do you understand? Be polite, or suffer the consequences.”

None of the men said anything.

“Now then, let’s go over the rest of your classes, then you will be allowed to sleep.

The lady behind her removed the Accepted Behavior poster and the list of activities for Saturday were revealed.


PART TWO

The men slept in a big dormitory. They slept on military style beds with no sheets or blankets. They just lay in their bra and panties and tried to ignore the rather cool temperature created by efficient air conditioning.

“How are we supposed to sleep,” whined one man.

There were several of the large women that were really men at various places in the dorm, and one of them said, “Men and women have different hormones. Haven’t you ever seen women wearing coats and sweaters in an office? Complaining that it is too cold?”

“Yeah, but this is ridiculous!”

The large woman said, “I’ve been told this is exactly what women feel like.”

“But…can’t we turn up the heat for one night?”

The large woman said, “The men in the office won’t allow it.”

“But we’re not in an office!”

The large woman shrugged. “This is the lesson.”

So the men spent their night freezing, not even removing their bra and panties, hoping that even that skimpy bit of clothing would somehow warm them up.

A lot of them were huddled into the fetus position and holding their chastity tubes with their wiggling cocks in them.

The following morning a buzzer went off. It was a big buzzer that filled the whole dorm, and it was designed to sound like an alarm clock.

The men in their bra and panties all sat up on the sides of their beds and wrapped their arms around themselves and shivered.

“Man, I never slept so badly,” muttered one man, and he wasn’t alone in his complaints.

A door at a corner of the dorm opened and the men headed for it. As they arrived a woman, a real woman, wearing real clothes, was standing at the door with an iPad. She checked off each man as he passed through and stated the instructions. “Complete ten tasks and you will be allowed breakfast.”

The men, one at a time, started down a long hallway. And the tasks stopped them again and again.

Change a baby. Which baby was a doll with something that smelled suspiciously like real poop in their diapers.

Butter four pieces of toast and place them on a tray. Run the tray to another station and add jelly. The toast was just plastic squares, which squares were washed and returned to the original station.

Run fifty yards, boobs ajiggling, get a newspaper and run back.

Enter a small arena with a dozen dogs in it. Put food in a dish, place it on the floor, and escape with your life.

Change another diaper.

Run upstairs and get a man’s satchel, which your ‘husband’ had conveniently forgotten.

And so on.

Task after task. And it was obvious that the women were keeping times. One of them even shouted out, “Best time wins a prize!”

The men hurried, turning it into a race, and when the first man to cross the finish line asked for his prize he was told, “Satisfaction for another day of hurdles accomplished. That’s your prize.”

He griped, but…at least he got into the kitchen before the rest of the men.

The men had to fix their own breakfasts, and they were given choices of recipes and fruit. The recipes looking a little daunting, most of the men settled for a banana and an orange.

“How are we going to survive without protein?” asked one of the men.

A woman said, “Ladies have different nutritional requirements. If you ate protein like a man, which you are frequently forced to do, then you get fat and the man divorces you.”

There were a lot of frowns at this, but everybody was getting pretty tired. Lack of sleep, lack of protein, a frenetic schedule of stupid tasks, and the men were wearing down fast.

Upon completing their breakfasts the men were shown to a large exercise room. There were club chairs ringing the room, and wives were sitting in the room. They chatted comfortably, and looked up as the men entered the room.

When Sam entered the room he immediately saw Amy. He ran to her. “What did you do to me!”

“Sam! No talking!” The woman who spoke was holding a taser and grinning.

“You can’t stop me from talking to me wife!”

“One more word…” she aimed the taser at Sam.

Sam stood, caught. He looked at his wife and wanted to say so many things, then he heard a sound. SZZZZT!

He turned and saw a man collapsing onto the floor. He could smell burnt flesh and the man quivered on the floor.

Behind him, the woman who had threatened him with a taser said, “Sam, your wife has needs.”

Sam turned back to Amy. Amy was grinning, and she had lifted her dress. He stared at her moist pussy and gulped. It was obvious what he was expected to do.

Except he didn’t like eating pussy! She peed through the damn thing! He didn’t mind putting his cock up her vagina, but to kiss it and lick it? Brrrr!

The woman spoke, and it was obvious she was explaining things to everybody and not just Sam. Other woman told men to listen up.

“Sam, how often have you rolled over and demanded a poke? You don’t ask if your wife is in the mood, and if she indicates she’s not you get grumpy. This is what that feels like. Now drop to your knees.”

Sam heard a couple of SZZZZTs,” and noticing that men were being tasered freely, he dropped. He looked back at the woman holding the taser.

“What, Sam? You can talk to me, as long as you’re polite, but your wife only wants sex and none of your bullshit.”

“But…I don’t do this! I’m not this way!”

“You’re full of shit, Sam. Every man is this way, though they never admit it. But I have a deal for you.”

“What?”

“In the next room some of the male volunteers, the large ones with cocks in their panties, would like to be serviced. If you would like to suck a stiff cock, instead of munching a pussy, that is an option.”

Sam turned back to his wife.

Amy was grinning, and her eyes were gleaming.

“You’re getting off on this!” he whispered.

SMACK!

“OW!” He rubbed his butt.

“Use your mouth for the designated purpose, and nothing else!”

Tears appearing in the corners of his eyes, Sam bent down to Amy’s vagina. As he ate he heard some of the MC women say such things as…’Wait until they have to learn how to suck cock.’ And, ‘tomorrow they won’t know which women they are…’ and the voice faded out.

Sam worked on Amy’s vagina. Sliding his tongue along the labia and ending with a healthy suck on the clitoris. He was thinking about what he heard. ‘Which women they were…what?”

SMACK!

It wasn’t a hard one, but it made Sam jump, which drove his mouth harder onto Amy’s pussy and made her sigh.

“Stop thinking, Sam. Dedicate yourself to her pleasure. This is just the start.”

Sam sucked, and from that point on, desperate not to get another whipping, he focused on the task at hand. His face got wet and Amy groaned, and he only peripherally heard the MC ladies making more remarks.

“Tilt your head so…yes…that’s it.”

“First one to get his wife to orgasm wins!”

That brought a surge of interest. Men, after all, were simple creatures who responded to simple contests.

And: “You’re going to have to do tongue lengthening exercises.”

Finally, women started moaning in orgasm. There were about eighty men in the room, and that meant eighty wives, and eighty orgasms.

And it sounded like the MC ladies were counting each orgasm.

Sam tried as hard as he could. Now his dick was responding, now that he was face deep in pussy. It wiggled and tried to push against the sides and end of the chastity tube. It didn’t get anywhere, but it did cause a light amount of pain that made Sam groan. And his groan, so sexual in nature, pushed Amy over the edge.

“OHHHH!”

And the women on the sides of here, as if inspired by her cum, began thrusting their hips and moaning.

“Don’t take your mouth off her, Sam! Keep licking. Let her down easily. You’ve got to clean her of any juices that result.”

Sam kept licking, but now he could take his time.

And now he was now as about as horny as he had ever been. Being forced to eat his wife’s pussy, and his cock all locked up, it was hard to stand!

Finally, every woman had cum, and a couple of them had cum twice, and the MC instructors directed the men to stand up and back to the center of the room.

The wives all stood up and chatted as they made their way to the exits. The men were directed to stack chairs. Amy smiled and waggled her fingers at Sam as she made her way out of the room.

“Fuck,” whispered a fellow near Sam. “That was hot.”

Sam was conflicted. It was hot. He turned to one of the ladies overseeing the class. “So how is it punishment to a woman to have to give a blow job if they like it?”

The lady smiled. “You didn’t have to swallow.”

When Sam frowned she explained a little more.

“Men and women are different, sometimes they are actually reversed. Sure, she had a good time, but it would have been better if she had had choice. For a woman it’s not always just lay down and squirt.”

While Sam pondered that another woman yelled out,” “”Line up for yoga!”

Little mats were handed out and the men spaced themselves in rows and columns. Shortly they were sitting in the Indian position and receiving instructions on how to fold their legs into the lotus position.

The men struggled, groaning at the new pain they were being introduced to.

“Every woman must remain in good shape, else their men will just cheat on them, divorce them, or simply treat them like shit!”

Sam did his best, but it was almost impossible. Until a large woman, which had to be a man, came over and simply pushed his legs into position.

“Oh, fuck!” Sam moaned.

The large woman held him in position, and after a minute his muscles began to accept the new position.

Sam sat for five minutes, whimpering, and the ladies, and the large ladies who might be and probably were women, circled the room. Finally, “Okay, ladies. This next posture is called ‘Cow lips.’

Sam had to force one leg over the other and twist. This required him to manually shift the position of his cock cage.

“One of the benefits of this position, for women, is that it induces orgasms. Right out of the blue. This is wonderful for women, and sometimes they end up loving this yoga position, and tend to neglect their spouses sexually. If you are a man who has this type of wife please raise your hand.”

Two men in the group of eighty raised their hands.

“Okay, you two, go with Dalia over there. She’ll show you things you can do to relieve this situation.”

Sam raised his hand. He didn’t have a wife who got off on yoga, Amy didn’t even do Yoga, but he figured that he needed a break from this crazy body contortionism.

“Okay, Sam. You, too.”

Sam stood up, felt his joints creak a bit, and staggered after the two men.

Sam and the two others were taken to a small room. In the room were two beds.

“Oops, where’s the other bed?” asked the woman.

“Sorry,” said the large woman, who happened to be Chris. “I’ll get another one.”

“No need. Sam, come with me. Chris, bring a taser.”

Sam’s head swiveled and he stared as Chris produced a taser. Chris smiled at him reassuringly, however, so, in spite of shaking knees, he followed the woman to another bedroom.

“Upsy daisy, Sam. Face down.”

“I’m not going to get up there!”

“Chris?”

“Better do it, Sam. This is fully charged.”

“I don’t want to!”

“I didn’t either, but once I did, it was good.”

Trembling, Sam climbed up on the bed and lay down.

The bed was uncomfortable. Just a thin mattress with a thin sheet on it. Sam looked back. The woman and Chris were wrapping leather restraints over the bottom posts, and when they began wrapping them around Sam’s ankles he revolted.

He gave a shriek and kicked, and was rewarded with the feel of Chris’s nose under his heel.

Chris yelped and stepped back.

“Chris.”

Sam was struggling to turn over, and had half made it, when he felt the twin pins of the taser penetrate his flesh. Suddenly everything was white and crazy. His body was twisting and writhing like crazy and he was crying out in a weird moan.

Then he was just laying there, wondering what had happened. He could smell flesh. Weird. Then, a minute later, he came to his senses, and his arms and legs were fastened to the poles of the bed.

“Are you all right?”

“Give me a second. The bleeding has stopped.”

The woman came and stood next to Sam. “That was not called for, Sam.”

Sam tried a glare, and it sort of worked.

“A little pleasure and you would have been on your way. You didn’t have to kick Chris.”

“It’s okay,” muttered Chris. “He doesn’t know any better.”

“Let me out of here,” Sam whispered.

“I should put him in the stocks.”

“Not yet. He needs a chance to learn.”

“Hunh! He needs a good spanking!”

Chris was up on his feet now, moving around the bed. He was holding a red stained handkerchief to his nose. “Not yet. Give him a chance.”

The woman leaned down and looked at Sam. “If it wasn’t for Chris you’d be locked up and getting spanked right now.

Sam just grunted. He was slowly overcoming the effects of being tasered.

“Okay, Sam. When your wife isn’t feeling like it, or maybe getting it from yoga, or even a lover, then there are things you can do. One of the things is to stimulate your prostate. In the same way the yoga position stimulates your wife’s pussy a butt plug will stimulate your prostate.

The woman showed Sam a jar of lube. She smiled, she was still a little pissed off, and she dipped her finger into the jar and scooped out a healthy helping of lube.

“Hey!”

Chris operated a remote and the bed started rising in the middle. Sam was folded in half, and his butt was on display.

The woman pushed the lube into Sam’s asshole and he bucked, but she ignored his movement and began reaming his asshole, spreading the lube inside with her fingers.

“Oh, fuck! Stop it!”

“It’s okay, Sam,” said Chris. “The sooner you learn to enjoy this the sooner you’ll make it through the training.”

She scooped some more lube and applied it. Sam struggled for a while.

Chris grabbed his hanging. chastity tube and began stroking his balls. “Easy, Sam. Take a breath and enjoy.”

Sam didn’t know it was Chris holding him, but it did feel good. Slowly, he stopped struggling. Then the finger in his butt started feeling good.

“Oh, fuck,” he whimpered.

“That’s right,” said the MC woman. “Just relax and enjoy.”

It became enjoyable, real enjoyable, and Sam was shocked when his hips moved back and tried to suck in more of the finger fucking.

Chris held an object in front of Sam’s eyes. “You’re not loose enough for real relief, but this will help you get there. After a few hours of having your prostate rubbed you’ll be more than ready for your real relief.”

Sam stared at the object. It was slim, shaped like a really tiny torpedo.

The woman took the object and put it in Sam’s ass. At first it went in easy, then it reached the limits of Sam’s ass to expand. There was a little pain, then the thing popped all the way in.

Sam groaned, but couldn’t do anything. The pleasure was too great, and all he could do was lay there and feel it, and love it.

“This is an expandable butt plug, Sam. I’m going to make it larger now.”

It felt like she had pressed a button on the end of the thing, and suddenly Sam’s eyes opened. It felt like the thing in his anus was getting larger.

“Hey!”

“Cool, eh?” observed Chris. “Sometimes I wear these things all day. They feel so good.”

“Okay, Sam. You’re going to feel your prostate being rubbed. This will excite you, and a few hours from now you’ll be dripping. Let us know and we can make it larger. The larger it gets the sooner you’ll have your very own butt plug induced orgasm.”

Sam lay on the folding table, his butt in the air, and gasped for breath. He had never imagined such a thing could take his breath away.

His bed was returned to flat and the MC lady and Chris loosened his bonds. Chris helped him sit up, and he groaned as the pressure of his body pushed the expandable butt plug deeper into his ass.

“Fuck!” he whispered.

It was difficult for Sam to walk now, but he followed Chris back to the yoga room. The class was just finishing and Sam stood there, breathing heavily, a dazed look in his eyes. Some of the other men glanced at him, and wondered what had happened, but Sam couldn’t even speak. He was that excited.

“Okay, ladies! It’s time for make up!”

Sam, waddling, followed the rest of the class as the MC ladies separated them into groups and took them away.

Sam was in one of the last groups, and he walked into a small room with vanity tables against the walls.

The vanity tables were white, had mirrors ringed with round, white light bulbs, and trays of make up.

Sam sat down, gingerly, and felt the plug rubbing against his prostate. He had been told it would take a couple of hours for him to start dripping, but it felt like it was happening all ready.

He looked at himself in the mirror. He was a man, dammit. He was a man in spite of the mounds on his chest, in spite of the bra and panties and chastity tube.

The man in the mirror looked pretty dour for all of that.

“All right, ladies. You’re only as good as you look. In the eyes of men, that is.”

The MC ladies and large women all chuckled knowingly.

“So we’re going to teach you how to be beautiful, no matter what. When we’re done any man would want to put their dicks in your  pretty, little mouths.”

The men all jerked at that. They looked around and there was actual fear in their eyes.

The ladies laughed. “Don’t be such homophobes, you homophobes!”

The man glanced at each other, and one of them made a break for it.

“Lemme go!” he yelled. In his rush he bumped one of the real women, and she fell to the ground.

SZZZZZT!

He lay on the ground, twitching, and the smell of burning flesh was now familiar to Sam.

Two large women pulled the man out of the room.

“What’s going to happen to him?” asked Sam.

“Violence towards women. He’s going straight to the stocks.”

That put a damper on the mood, but the ladies moved right in to pump it up again.

“Okay, you gentlemen probably think you’re clean as a whistle, but if you are, it’s a pretty dirty whistle. On the tray to your right you will find a group of bottles and tubes. You will be using these to cleanse your face. The steps for cleansing your face are: wash, cleanse, exfoliate, tone, face mask, moisturizer.

The men looked down at the chemicals in confusion. They had no idea what the MC instructor was talking about.

The ladies smiled, there were six of them, three regular sized, and three with penises, presumably, and they went from table to table and helped the men get started.

For Sam this was the weirdest thing. His face was supposed to be cleansed, but it felt…different. It felt like he had goop all over it, and he wanted to just scrub his face with soap and water and really clean it.

Women had a different idea of cleansing than men did, however.

The men had awakened at five in the morning, it was now nine, and they spent an hour learning how to clean their face, put on blush and foundation and creating a proper canvas for their make up.

Then they spent an hour learning how to put on eye shadow, mascara, lipstick, and that sort of thing. And they needed every minute.

Finally, a group of MC technicians came into the room and began weaving extensions into their hair. Or, in the case of a totally bald man, putting a wig on his head.

Finally, at noon, they were all made up. They still wore nothing but panties and bras, but their faces were no longer male. Their faces were sparkling with color and they wore long tresses. Tresses down to their shoulders.

They sat on the chairs and looked at each other, and they were in a curious mix of confusion.

They looked like women.

The bra and panties sculpted their bodies somewhat, and their faces were totally of the other gender, and they looked like women.

Sure, a couple of the guys could do with a little liposuction, or maybe just very strong corsets, but…

“Okay, ladies. I want to congratulate you on looking so beautiful. Your prize for looking so lovely is…high heels!”

The MC women cheered, and the men looked…embarrassed.

The woman went around the room, helping men into high heels.

The heels were the classic patent leather sling back with open toes.

“Mind you, ladies, we haven’t put your nail polish on, yet, but when we do you’re going to find it very exciting!

Sam was about ready to bust.

The thing in his butt was overwhelming. His penis, in the cage, was starting to drip. His face was no longer him, and…it was overwhelming.

The MC ladies were all busy, looking down at the men’s shoes, discussing various things concerning the care of such shoes, and how to walk, and Sam was sitting with the shoes in his hand.

He found himself standing up.

Nobody noticed.

He walked to the door, his shoes in his hands.

One of the women looked up, but it looked like Sam was just going to ask for help.

Sam opened the door and stepped out.

He closed the door.

He was free.

He had escaped.

He was holding the shoes, his butt felt huge inside.

He walked down the hallway.

He looked like a woman, and the few women he passed looked at him, then smiled when he smiled at them.

He looked like a recruit on his way to the next station.

He came to the end of the corridor and looked around the corner.

It was the big entrance room. The table where he and Amy had checked in was empty. There was a group of women on the far side of the area, but none of them noticed him.

Sam heard footsteps behind him. High heeled footsteps.

“Sam? Sam?”

He had to go now.

He walked towards the glass doors that led to the outside world.

Nobody said anything.

He looked like he was just taking a walk.

He pushed open the door…

“Sam!”

“Stop him!”

The ladies to the side of the room turned and stared.

And Sam ran for it.

A woman was standing outside, and she reached for Sam.

He pushed and slammed into her with a shoulder. She went sprawling, and Sam kicked it into high gear.

THE END OF PART ONE!


STAY TUNED FOR PART TWO!

Will Sam truly escape?

He’s in the outside world, but looks like a woman.

Will the women of the Mistress Club catch him?

And, IF they do…

what will they do to him?


A Note from the Author!

I hope you liked this little tale.

Please take a moment to rate me five stars.

That helps support my writing,

and lets me know which direction I should take

for future books.

HAVE A HORNY DAY!

Grace
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A massive collection of bundles!

21 steamy five star stories in each book!

All focusing on Feminization, Female Domination,

chastity, spanking, BDSM, pegging, and more!

GO TO:

21 STORIES!


Do you have all the bundles of

THE BEST OF GRACE MANSFIELD?
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each bundle has

15 steamy five star stories

PLUS a complete novel!

GO TO:

The Best of Grace Mansfield


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.

Sissy Ride: The Book!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!

The Long, Hot Feminization!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Falsely accused of peeping and masturbating, James is on the Pink Path. Why is this happening? Why is his mother going along with it? At the heart of this steamy tale is Mrs. Johnson, and what she is about to do is so terrible it will shake the nylons off a fat lady!

I was Feminized and Dominated!


Here is the first, big chapter from…

‘Girlism!’

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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