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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


Author’s Note

This is the fourth installment of the ‘I was a Sex Slave’ series.

Roger is becoming more and more feminine. Hormones are changing his body, his wife is changing his mind with whippings, and he is taking larger and larger steps towards womanhood.

In this story Shannon is questioning whether her sexual appetite is making her a whore, or whether she is just liberated.

Roger is being prepared for womanhood by his three girlfriends, and everything comes to a head when a big ‘coming out’ party is held for him.

This is going to be the best party ever, with naked women, big penises, and an array of BDSM devices that would thrill the good, old Marquis de Sade to his bony, little heart.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie

By the way, I use ‘Pooky Boy’ in place of ‘Pussy Boy. No need to wake up the filter people.


Part One

April was a good month for Roger.

First, the blood clot in his pubic area was gone. No trace of it. Roger was so glad he didn’t even care when the ultrasound girl rubbed gel on his penis and looked inside the tiny thing with her ultra sound tool.

Well, he was sort of embarrassed, but he was cured!

Second, the girls who had had an orgy on him a couple of weeks ago had started bringing him gifts.

Shannon, his wife, was amused, but said nothing. He hung a pole across the side of his pink house and had a ‘wall closet.’

Third, and this was confusing, the hormones had really kicked in.

It was nearly May, he was due for a spanking, but he was so proud of his big boobs he didn't care.

Well, he cared a little, but when he saw his reflection in the big picture window he didn’t. He wasn’t going to need the implants the girls had, at one time, tried to talk him into.

He loved to put on an outfit and model. The girls were helping him with make up, and he was starting to figure some of the stuff out himself.

Lipstick was easy. Just roll it on. And he was surprised at how easy eyes could be, if you kept it simple. But things like foundation were difficult. To get the exact right hue for his skin color, that was hard.

So the days passed. The weather had turned nice, and he often left the door to his pink palace open. The girls had brought him fashion magazines and he loved to sit in his bed—a cubby made out of a bench, actually—and study the latest fashions.

Sometimes, inspired by what he was reading, and if Shannon was out, he would put on a little fashion show.

He liked the simple look, culottes and a cut off sweat shirt. Simple make up tricks. His hair brushed out and curled. He would stand in front of his reflection and turn and act coy and twist and try to make his boobs look bigger just from a pose.

Sometimes he would put on high fashion. A pink, pleated skirt, a sleeveless blouse that buttoned up the back. That required more expertise at make up, but he practiced, and he was getting better.

And, at all times, black, patent leather, open-toed, sling back, high heels.

He loved to paint his toes, then strut in front of the window.

And, once, he posed completely naked, except for high heels and make up. Right in the middle of the day.

Well, heck. Nobody was home, there were big, thick hedges between the back yard and the neighbors’ yards, and…he wanted to see his body.

He had five months of hormones, it would be six before long, and he wanted to see how his waist was thin, how his hips flared out so round, how his chest was so perky and tippy and…full.

He stood in front of the window and pirouetted and blew kisses, and he was proud, and he was coming to grips with the fact that he might, actually, be a pussy boy.

Although he was a little confused about that.

He thought he was a sissy boy, not a pussy boy, but he was a little hazy on definitions.

The girls, of course, just called him a pussy boy and laughed when he tried to talk to them about it.

Oh, well.

May had just turned, he had received a wonderful whipping, he couldn’t sit down for a week, which made him laugh.

How often had his parents threatened him with such a spanking?

I’ll tan your hide so bad you won’t sit for a week! His father had yelled.

And here he was, loving not being able to sit down for a week.

When he did try to fold his feet and put his buns down he felt that exquisite sensation that people thought was pain, but was actually pleasure.

He was thinking of how wonderful his ‘tanned hide’ felt, reading a magazine, with a wonderful warm breeze soothing the innards of his pink shack, when a shadow appeared in the door.

“Hello, Roger.”

Roger look up at his wife and smiled. “Hi, honey. What can I do for you?”

Funny. When this had started, when he had been caught cheating and she had started his punishment, he was the kind of husband who was lazy and disrespectful and didn’t want to do anything.

His job was to watch football and drink beer, dammit!

Now he giggled and looked forward to being able to do something for his wife.

He waited, and she didn’t answer, and he realized where she was looking.

He looked down towards his crotch, and jumped up in surprise.

“Oh, my God!” he blurted.

“Indeed,” whispered Shannon.

He had a boner.

A real live boner. His first boner since the doctor had given him a shot to stop all boners. It had been necessary to get rid of the blood clot.

He looked up at his wife and grinned.

“It’s back.”

She nodded. “I’m going to need to put you in chastity again.”

His face fell. then it fell further when she said, “If I can find a chastity tube small enough.

He looked down again.

His penis and balls had shrunk as a result of the hormones. Now, even though he had a stiffie, his penis was still small.

Oh, maybe it was a quarter inch bigger, it was hard to tell, but it certainly was nowhere near its original size.

It was perfectly shaped, looked like his weenie, but it was only about two and a half inches long.

“Do you think it’ll get bigger?”

Shannon bit her lip and studied the thing. She knelt and took his penis in her hand. Once it had filled her hand, her fingers had been separated when she tried to grab it, and it stuck out long inches.

Now it barely crossed her palm, and the head was only about as big as a grape.

“I don’t know,” she said.

“But what’ll I do?” His lip was trembling. He had so looked forward to having his big, old sex organ back.

She held his penis, closed her hand to squeeze it, and looked up at him. “I’ve been meaning to talk to you about that.”

“About what?” Moisture was appearing in the corners of his eyes.

“Don’t cry. I don’t want your make up to run. Come out to the pool areas and we’ll talk.

Shannon strode out of the little building, and Roger dabbed his eyes with a frilly handkerchief his ex-girlfriend, his cheating mistress of six months ago, had given him.

He followed Shannon around to where the round table with the plastic see through top and umbrella were.

She sat in a chair and spread her legs.

Her spreading her legs like that was a signal to him. Bend knee and worship your mistress. So he went down on his knees and buried her head between her thighs.

She sighed as his red lips did their job, as his tongue came out and massage her slit.

“You are so good at this.”

Between her legs, face deep in his duties, Roger smiled. He loved a good compliment. He tried so hard.

Shannon wrapped her fingers in his long hair and guided him to her pleasure. For long minutes he made slavering sounds. Shannon slid forward a little. “Use your fingers, dear.”

Roger followed her directions. He slipped two fingers in her pussy, reamed her, and waited until she was ripe and ready, then he slipped a third, then a fourth into her.

Now she was making mewling sounds, crying out as he massaged her innards and pushed his fingers over her G spot.

“Fuck,” she whispered, then she grunted and humped and pulled his head in hard.

Shannon, in the past months, because of various lovers, had turned into a squirter. A thick stream of pussy juice erupted and washed Roger’s face and near choked him.

He ate as long as he could, then drew back and drew in big gulps of air.

Shannon relaxed, and the golden glow faded and left her very satisfied.

“You wanted to talk to me?” Roger suggested.

“Absolutely. I want to give you a party.”

“Me? Why?”

“Have you forgotten? It’s your birthday.”

Roger blinked. He had forgotten. He had been so busy studying how to be a woman that he had completely forgotten.

“And it will be sort of a second birthday for you, or your new real birthday, if you will.”

“What do you mean?”

“Have you failed to notice that you are more woman than man? I’d like to invite a few close friends over and celebrate your coming out.”

Roger was totally caught by surprise. A party? And he would be dressed to the nines. And all his girlfriends would be there.

He thought about Celia, who he had once fucked, and he wished his penis worked again.

“But am I ready?” he worried.

“I think you are, and I talked to Celia and Ann and Jane, and they think you are ready. We’re all quite pleased by your progress.”

“Can I think about it?”

“Of course you can. You can think about it through the month of May. We’ve scheduled your party for right after the first of June.”

His mouth opened, and he wanted to protest, but the way Shannon was looking at him he realized that protesting was useless.

When Shannon decided something would happen…it happened.

“Oh.”

“Actually, there are some things you’re going to need to do to be prepared.”

“There are?”

“Oh, yes. I’ve got a list I’m working on. We can go over it in a day or two.”

“What kind of things will be on the list?”

“Oh, what to wear, I want you to have a new outfit. And that includes lingerie. We’re going to need to give you a makeover. We need to fix up the house, and we’re going to need to fix up your house.”

“My house? what’s wrong with it.”

“Nothing, dear,” she patted his cheek and brushed his hair gently. “But it’s time you had some new furniture, some amenities. After all, your house will be part of the bigger open house. People are going to get to see—they want to see—where you live. We don’t want you looking like a schlump, do we?”

“I guess not.” He had to agree with that.

“And I have a special piece of furniture in mind that will really brighten up your home.”

That was the moment that something he had been thinking about for months came to mind.

“Am I ever going to move back in to the big house?”

Shannon gave a wan smile. “I think I might like to have you visit every once in a while, and you could certainly spend a night or two in the guest room. When winter is back and it gets cold I’m sure you’ll appreciate that…”

“But I’m not going to be moving back in. Not on a permanent basis.”

Shannon evaded giving a solid answer and settled for implications.

“Now why would you want to move back in permanently? And after we’ve spent so much time making your little, pink home so comfie?”

She chuckled, laughing the question off, then she stood up. “So think about it, make a list of any questions or concerns you might have, and we’ll get together in the next couple of days.”

He was still kneeling, as he had between her knees when she had been sitting. He looked up at her, a little bit worried, but a little bit reassured by her presence.

“Okay.”

She patted his head and headed for the door to the mudroom.

Roger sat on the pavement for a long time, thinking about what it all meant, then he finally stood up and went to his little house.

Shannon entered the house, went to her bedroom, and disrobed. Talking to Roger always made here horny. She got out the big cord powered vibrator and lay on the bed. She nibbled at her clit for a while, then simply stopped.

She had been planning for this conversation with Roger for quite some time, and now that it had happened she was of a mixed mind.

Oh, not about Roger, but about how he was taking to her new lifestyle.

Sometimes he acted like he didn’t even know she was going out and getting some.

Could he be that—she didn’t want to say stupid—was he living in a fantasy world?

She was starting to believe he was.

At least she had finally talked to him. Sort of. She still needed to have a more direct discussion with him.

She smiled at the thought of him having a coming out party. He would be beautiful. He looked more feminine than she did.

But what about her? What about what she wanted.

When this whole thing had started she had been pissed, and she had pushed him into feminization, and she had started spanking him.

And she still loved those things, more than ever. But while feminizing him and spanking him made her horny, it didn’t satisfy her needs.

Was that why she was going out more and more? Seeking men, multiple partners, and screwing any and all late into the night?

She was changing. Once she had been a true blue, stay at home wife. Now she was a go out and party all night long…hot wife.

Was she a hot wife? And not just a slut?

Not that she cared about being labeled a slut; none of her friends considered her such.

She sighed, and gave up thinking. And masturbating.

She took a quick shower, dressed up for going out, and headed for the car.

She had abused Charley Coyote’s quite a bit, and she needed to find a few other places to make her assignations.

Roger stood in the doorway and considered his happy hovel.

It was a hovel, only a twentieth as big as the house he used to live in, the house he would no longe be allowed in.

But it was his hovel, and he had, in essence, built it.

As a tool shed it had come with the property. But he had finished it, given it walls and electricity, and even some of the plumbing, all with his own hands.

Did he really want to go back to the big house? Even if it meant sleeping in the big bed with his wife?

He wasn’t sure, but he felt an aversion to the idea.

He ran a hand over the rack of dresses and lingerie on one side fo the house. Did he want to give up this?

He looked up at the chandelier and sighed. He loved to watch the thing slowly twirl and give off splinters of soft light.

The toilet needed to be replaced, but that was no big deal. And the sink. He started thinking about what kind of hardware he wanted on those fixtures.

Finally, he looked at the bench he slept under. He had sanded and painted and made it look like…something sweet. Not a bed, exactly, but a conveyance to dreams.

He sighed.

Did he want to give all this up?

And his mind, for some reason segued directly into the question of whether his wife was going out and sleeping with other men.

They talked around it, he tended to avoid and misconstrue, but…he was pretty sure she was going out and getting her vagina filled.

He wondered what of men she was fucking.

Was there a particular size she liked? Big or small or in between?

Did she go by race? Did she like the big dongs black men were supposed to have? Or did she want smaller dicks. Dicks like…like his.

He looked down and grinned. He had a boner. A tiny boner, but a boner none the less.

He reached down and stroked it with his fingers.

There was a time when he could wrap his fist around his mighty member, when grown women would shriek and run for cover. Now it was a Vienna sausage, at best, and it hadn’t dribbled squirtem since the women had forced his jizz out of him, when he had had the pear of anguish in his booty and…he sighed.

Such thought were self defeating.

He should be thinking of what he would have to do to prepare for his coming out party.

He had to clean, and then there was the project to be done which Shannon would apprise him of.

And would he have to clean and prepare the big house?

Probably.

Shannon went to a small bar in Beverly Hills. The kind escorts met their ‘dates’ at. Hunh. Dates. Better to call it what it was, whores and Johns.

Was she that shabby?

She sat at a high table, beautiful in her pencil skirt and blouse, her jacket and purse hung over the chair next to her. She saw herself in the mirror, and she definitely didn’t look like a ‘lady of the night.’

She looked high class.

She sipped her brandy and snickered. Weren’t all high class bitches’ whores?

Well, maybe not.

It was early, before lunch, and she had come here to think as much as find a fuck. No customers to choose from, she took a note pad out of her purse and began making lists and sketching out ideas.

An hour later businessmen started showing up for their ‘lunch,’ and it wasn’t long before a handsome stud sauntered over to make acquaintance.

“Hello.” He was tall, looked well hung—funny, she had started looking at all men and wondering what their penises were like—and he had a nice smile.

“Hi,” she looked up and smiled back.

“My name is Ted. Would it be presumptuous of me to offer to buy you a drink?”

“It would be welcome. Have a seat.” She put her sketch book and lists away.

He did, and raised a finger for the waitress, who had just come on duty.

“What are you working on?”

She blurted, without thinking, “A coming out party for my husband.”

The man blinked.

Shannon cursed inside. She was so used to talking to the girls about Roger that it had just slipped out.

The man smiled. “I figured you for an architect or something.”

“Nope,” she was still a little frozen inside, regretting her choice of words.

“So tell me about your husband,” and he grinned.

His cheerfulness disarmed her, and she began talking. And she talked about everything. How Roger cheated, how she had moved him out of the house, how she beat him, and how she was feminizing him. She even found herself confessing her infidelities. How she was now a loose woman.

“I’ve talked too much,” she said.

Ted shook his head. “Not at all. But I do have an observation to make, if you will allow me?”

“Oh?”

“Rubbers. Condoms, if you will. It’s only a matter of time until you bring home a dread disease, and that would sure rain on your parade. From the sounds of it you should be buying condoms by the gross.”

The idea was refreshing.

“I know, it’s not as much fun when you wear a raincoat, but—“

She leaned forward and placed a hand on his. “Do you happen to have a condom or two with you?”

He looked her right in the eye and said, “I buy them by the gross.”

“Will you take me back to the mens room, allow me to roll one on you, and fuck my brains out?”

“I thought you’d never ask.”

They stood up, neither one abashed, and walked, hand in hand, towards the bathroom.

Ted stopped at the bar and placed a twenty dollar bill on the counter.

As they walked down the hallway in the back Shannon asked, “What was that for?” She had thought maybe he was paying a bill, but he hadn’t drunk that much.

“For the use of the stock room. Joe and I go way back, and I pay him for the use of the stockroom. If we spend a lot of time there then I’ll pay him extra.”

With that he opened the door to the stock room.

For a moment nervousness assailed Shannon. The restrooms were on the right side of the hallway. The stockroom was on the left side.

But when Ted turned on the light she saw a room half filled with boxes, and a nicely made up bed at the far end.

“Joe owns the bar, and he doesn’t care if his bed does double duty. shall we?”

Shannon entered, turned, and embraced Ted.

Ted was up for it, and he returned the kiss, and his hands began to roam.

Shannon gasped as he stripped her clothes off, mouthed her nipples, and wormed a hand into her panties.

Then she was on her knees, gobbling for all she was worth.

“Easy, girl,” he chuckled. “You’re going to end up with a mouthful and nothing else.”

She slithered back up his body and undressed him. then they were on the bed, plunging and lunging, ramming and jamming, and having the time of their lives.

“Am I a whore?” she asked, cuddling in his arms.

“Do you want money?”

“No.”

“Then, no.”

“Good.” She rolled onto him and had her way again.

While Shannon was cementing her idea of herself as a hot wife and not as a loose woman, Celia and Jane showed up at Roger’s house.

He was working on his make up. He was getting better at it, but what took the girls five minutes took him an hour.

“Hey, Roger!”

He turned, eye liner pencil in hand, and smiled at his visitors.

Celia, part Mexican and quite voluptuous, stepped into his front room. And only room. Jane followed. He particular liked Jane’s insouciant smile and her big knockers.

Recently he had begun to like her knockers better and better. They reminded him of his own. He was getting big.

“What brings you to my humble home?” he asked. “You don’t happen to have any alcohol?” He raised his eyebrows happily.

While Shannon didn’t fuck for money, he didn’t fuck for alcohol, unless he could.

Jane held up a bottle of Grand Dad.

“Oh, baby,” he licked his lips.

And a six pack of Coke.

“Oh, zowie!” he chortled.

And ice and red, solo cups.

“Oh, baby,” he took all the makings and put them on top of his bench. “I think I love you.”

“He thinks. He doesn’t know,” laughed Celia.

“Okay. I know. Here!” He handed the girls Coke Highs and picked up his own.

The three stood and sipped and sighed.

They sat down against the walls, using Roger’s blankets, and began their little party.

“We hear Shannon wants you to have a coming out party.”

“That’s what I hear,” agreed Roger. “I’m going to have to clean this place up, probably the big house, too.”

“Actually, that’s why we’re over here.”

“To help me clean up?”

“No. To help you prepare for your party.”

“How so?”

“Roger,” asked Celia, “Do you know what a pussy boy is?”

“Or a pooter boy?” chimed in Jane.

“Which is the same thing,” said Celia.

“Yeah, it’s a guy who is a slave to the vagina. He’ll do anything for pussy.”

“So do you really think you’re a pussy boy?”

Roger sipped, and thought. There was something wrong here, but he didn’t know what.

“So enlighten me?”

Celia took a deep breath. “A pussy boy isn’t a guy who wants pussy.”

“I don’t understand.”

“Are you doing this all for pussy?” Celia waved a hand to indicate his home. “Are you living out here to get fucked?”

He frowned.

“Or are you here to be a slave, to do what your wife wants. To get spanked because…well, because.”

“I thought I was,” and he was a bit mystified. He really didn’t know where this was going.

“Roger. You wear butt plugs. I will always remember that heavenly night, and so will you, when the pear of anguish was inside you. You love getting spanked and whipped…that doesn’t sound like somebody who is doing it all just to get a piece of ass.”

Roger realized she was right. “So why am I doing it?”

“Roger, a pussy boy is a guy who wants to be the pussy.”

He blinked.

“He likes getting it up the poo poo. He lives not for orgasm, but to get higher and higher on sex.”

“Wait a minute. I don’t…you’re saying…”

“Roger, you’re becoming a woman because you want to experience the life of a woman, and that includes having a pussy, and having that pussy filled with cock.”

“With…I don’t…”

Of all the changes Roger had gone through this was somehow the most profound. Just the knowledge of the correct definition for a pussy boy.

He wanted…what?

He blurted, “You’re saying I want cock?”

“Sort of.”

“What do you mean sort of?”

They were all done with their first drink and Jane got up and made three more. Roger realized, as he watched her mix the drinks, that she was giving him more alcohol.

When they were all seated again Celia explained, “You’re at a tipping point. Do you be a man or a woman.”

“Can’t I be both?”

“You could, but we don’t think you want to be both. At least, not until you’ve fully explored…things.”

“What things.”

“Many men think they want cock, until a real, live, flesh and blood dick gets put up their ass. Then they change their minds, suffer guilt, wonder if they’re homosexual, and all that sort of thing.”

“And you think that’s going to happen to me?”

“No. We’re just explaining potentials here. You might want to revert to heterosexuality, you might end up bi, you could go full homo…that’s all up to you.”

“I don’t understand,” he was sort of frustrated, he didn’t fully understand what was going on.

“We want to break you in.”

“Break me in.”

He didn’t understand what she was saying, but it sounded like a choir somewhere was singing:

…by the dawn’s early light…

“Show you what anal sex is really all about. That’s why Jane and I are here. We’ve both done anal sex, and we like it. Shannon figured we would be the best ones to introduce you to, uh…”

“The butt diddle,” suggested Jane.

“A poke in the brown eye,” countered Celia.

“Punch the starfish.”

“Wait a minute,” Roger stopped their one upsmanship.

They stopped and watched him.

“You’re saying that you want to fuck me up the butt, but you have no peckers. How’s this supposed to work?”

“We’ve got dildos.”

“Strap ons.”

“And this will help me because…?”

“Getting fucked by a woman is entirely different than getting fucked by a man. Also, in a man’s mind, getting fucked by a woman doesn’t have the stigma that fucked by a man does.”

“A man who gets fucked by a man frequently, especially if he’s not ready for it, or amenable, feels like less of a man. He feels guilty, he has emotional crisis.”

“But a man who gets fucked by a woman, even though she is the one using the dick, that’s okay!”

Roger was looking back and forth as they preached the virtues of being corn holed by a woman.

“I’ll show you.”

Roger’s eyes and mouth opened as Celia stood up. She had been sitting with her legs clamped together, and now he realized why. She lifted her skirt and a penis bobbed out.

It wasn’t huge, only five inches, but it looked like a real pecker. It had balls and veins and a well defined head.

Roger was stunned.

“I’ve got mine in a bag just outside,” Jane said. She went outside and immediately returned. She reached inside a bag, dropped the bag, and was holding a strap on with dick. It was slightly bigger than Celia’s, but still not a giant.

It was obvious that they didn’t want to tear him open.

“Now, have another drink, and let’s talk some more.”

Roger stood up and poured the drinks.

He was getting high.

And, interestingly, his teeny peeny was getting high. It was thrusting forth in his dress, and he even had a little boner bump.

He looked down at it, which he shouldn’t have done, because the girls saw what he was looking at.

“Oh, my God! Roger’s getting his erection back!”

“Roger! how wonderful!”

They crowded around him and bent to examine his weenie. They pulled his dress up and his panties down. They felt the little fellow and oohed and awed.

Jane took it in her mouth and Celia asked, “How does it feel?”

“Pretty good,” he admitted.

“Do you feel like a man?”

“Well, I guess I do.”

“Then it’s good we came over today. We want to make you feel like a woman before you get used to feeling like a man again.”

Jane took her mouth off of him, and steadied his legs, which were trembling. “Is it going to get big?”

“I don’t know.”

“Well, if it’s going to get big, we need to do this now.”

Roger stood, sipped, considered the girls, who were looking at him hungrily.

“Come on, Roger. We want this, and you know you want it.”

Did he? Did he really want to take a ride on the chocolate express?

He was a man, but…he wasn’t. He was in between, and this…doing anal sex, that would be like the last straw. This would be like no going back.

Celia moved forward and palmed his package, rubbed his weenie, treated his grapes like ben wah balls.

He groaned.

“Come on, Roger, honey. This is why we’re here.”

“Shannon called us to do this.”

“If I was to say yes…what would happen?”

“We would bend you over something. Maybe your bench, or we could go outside and pork you over the table out there.”

“We could just have you bend over and grab your ankles. Wouldn't that be fun?” Jane actually clapped her hands in glee.

“Show me.”

They looked around, then decided to take him outside. They moved the patio table around and Jane spread his good blanket over it.

“Just bend over. Let your dicklet hang down. One of us will suck you while the other one fucks you.”

The odd thing was that in his mind he was just clarifying instructions. But the fact of the matter was that he was following those directions and setting himself up.

He bent over the table.

“Like this?”

“Yes! Now hold still. We would put lots of lube up your tube so it’s really slick and slippery.

Celia stuck a finger in him and began to ream him.

He groaned. It did feel pretty damned good.

“That’s it.”

Jane leaned down in front of him, held his face in her hands and kissed him.

His lips were bigger, more feminine, and the kiss was bigger, juicier, more feminine.

Celia put two fingers in him and circled some more.

He groaned, and Jane smiled as she kissed him.

It was delicious, like he was in another world, a better world. A pink world.

Three fingers, and now he was arching his back, and raising his butt, and taking it all the way in.

“That’s it, honey, push back. A woman doesn’t just take it, she gets it.

Jane was kissing him madly, cupping his breasts and tickling his nipples, when Celia suddenly stood up and pushed into him.

“Oh!” he grunted right through the kiss. He started rise up, but Celia pushed harder, and pushed on his back. He laid flat out, and realized that was it. He was now officially fucked. Like a woman.

And…he loved it.

He had experienced no pain, just the incredible sensation of being opened up.

“That’s it, honey.” Celia cooed as she sawed into him.

“The look on his face…he loves it!” Jane slid under the table and took his weenie in his mouth.

Roger was in heaven. He was a woman. His weenie was actually working. Sort of. And…and…he looked up and his mouth made an O and he went, “Uh oh.”


Part Two

Shannon was standing in the living room. Next to her was a tall, brown-haired, brown-eyed hunk.

Celia, after Roger, was the second to take note of their audience. She grinned. “Hey! How we doing?”

Shannon raised a thumb.”

Jane rose up from sucking Roger’s cock and saw her. “Hi!”

“Hey!”

“Who’s the stud?”

Shannon looked up at Ted and smiled. Then she looked back at the group on the patio. “Latest fuck!” she mouthed.

Celia and Jane cheered, and Roger felt…glum. Stunned. Weird.

But the fact of finally figuring out, seeing for himself, what he already knew, that his wife was taking on lovers, couldn’t top the pleasure in his butt.

He tried to give her a look, but all he could do was groan, and his body rippled, and he pushed back into Celia.

“‘Scuse us,” Celia called. She pointe at Roger’s back.

Shannon nodded, then moved to the window and called, “Is he in danger of cumming?”

“Maybe. He’s getting boners.”

“I know.”

“Do you want him to cum?”

“Up to you. I’m going to be a little too busy to make the call.”

“Okay!”

Then Shannon took Ted’s hand and led him back towards the bedroom.

Celia leaned forward, reached around and cupped Roger’s boobs, and whispered in his ear, “It’s okay, honey. I don’t mind if you cum.”

She began to ram him, picking up speed, and Jane went back to fondling his grapes and sucking on his tiny weeny. If he didn’t cum it wouldn’t be their fault.

Roger tried and tried, but maybe it was too soon, maybe he had done permanent damage down there, what with the blood clot in his penis, the shots to insure he didn’t get a hard on. But, whatever, when the girls were done with him he was entirely frustrated.

Then they saw Ted leave. He waved as he walked through the front room, gave them his happy grin, and headed out.

Finally, Shannon, wearing nothing but a peignoir, came out and sat at the table.

She looked satisfied, and a bit worn down, but happy. She was holding a sheaf of papers which included drawings and lists.

Roger stared at her.

She smiled at him, and didn’t seem self-conscious at all about having screwed another man.

Her attitude set the mood, and Roger found himself sitting lackadaisically, thinking about her dalliance, but not really getting concerned about it.

After all, he couldn’t fuck her, not with his tiny weeny, so why not somebody else?

Celia and Jane were happy, because once they were finished with Roger they had fucked each other, and that was the wildest thing he had ever seen.

They basically tribbed each other, which meant that they scissored their sex and ground their pussies on each other. But somehow they were able to each get their fake dicks in the other, at the same time, and it turned out to be the most violent trib he had ever imagined.

Anyway, Shannon sat at the table, her legs slightly spread so Roger could see the goo dripping out—she and Ted had run out of rubbers and been too excited to get dressed go outside and get in the car and drive to the pharmacy and purchase more rubbers and get back in the car and drive back to the house and get undressed and get in bed.

She laid out the lists and drawings and said, “This is what I want.”

The lists included cleaning of the house, new toilet and sink in Roger’s house, and a bench.

But not like the work bench Roger had been using for the bed.

Roger glanced at the lists. A few repairs, mostly vacuum, scrub and wash. It was a big list, including her car, but, it was doable. Especially if he had a month to prepare.

The drawings, however, were something else.

There was a bench. Curved, padded, and handcuffs on the legs. That was tough.

Then there was a pillory of sorts. Instead of closing on the hands and neck, it closed on the waist. in other words, the lower body would be on one side of a wall, and the upper body on the other side.

Then there were a variety of toys, most of which could be bought online.

A triangle, and the person was supposed to sit in it, half bent, wrapped around the sides of the triangle, and the person could be ‘rolled,’ or at least positioned, in a variety of ways.

A body cage shaped like a person kneeling, with holes for the tits and the butt and the groin and the mouth. Weird.

And various other things.

“I can build a couple of these things,” he looked at his nails and groaned. He was afraid he was going to be breaking some nails before he was done. “But some of these things you’re going to have to order. I assume they are on the net?”

“Most of them are. But they are either expensive, or I know you can do a better job.

Roger nodded, turned the drawings, and thought about what materials he would need, how he was going to do these things.

“So how was Ted? That’s his name, right? Ted?”

Jane stared at Shannon and Roger kept his eyes on the drawings, though his ears were burning.

“He was big.” All the girls giggled and Roger kept his eyes down. He had the thought that this was a set up, that Shannon had asked Jane to ask that question.

“He also cums a lot. I wiped myself off before I came out here, and I’m still oozing.”

That was for sure. She had only a few drops of shiny sperm coming out of her slit when she sat down. Now the sperm was trickling trails down her leg.

“Do you share?”

“I do. But…I want you to help Roger with his cleaning and building.”

“In exchange for fucks?”

“With Ted? Sure.”

“No. I mean Roger. If I’m going to be helping him then I expect to be using a strap on. Both ways. Me to him and him to me.”

Shannon nodded and pursed her lips. “That sounds fair. Did he cum today?”

“No.”

“That’s good. I want him primed for the party. If it looks like he’s going to cum after this, we need to put him in chastity.”

Everybody agreed on that. Even Roger thought that sounded good. And he wondered why he thought that sounded good. He wondered at the deep changes he was going through.

After all, they had done his back door for an hour, and though he hadn’t cum, he actually wanted more. His rectum was itching with the desire to be plugged up.

Maybe wearing a butt plug would help stave off the desire growing in him. Maybe?

Roger stood up and started for his shack.

“Where are you going?” Shannon asked.

“To put a butt plug in.”

There was a moment of silence, then the girls all giggled.

The next few weeks were wild ones.

First, a new toilet and sink were delivered for Roger’s pink home, and he had to turn the water off and unscrew the water hose and unscrew the toilet and lift it up and carry it out. Without breaking nails. Then he had to seal the new one, bolt it down, connect the water hoses, and…without breaking a nail.

Then he had to do the same for the sink. Disconnecting, exchanging, connecting. Without breaking a nail.

When he turned the water on, fortunately, he had done a good job. there were no leaks.

There were, however, places around the fixtures that had to be fixed up. Painting had to be done, flooring had to be fixed. And over the sink he had a brand new cabinet, complete with lighting, that could be used for his make up. He needed that badly, and he cheerfully ran electricity  to the cabinet and turned it on.

Now, with the chandelier, his room was too bright. But that’s okay. He wasn’t going to be using all the lights at once. Just in case, he put a dimmer switch on the chandelier.

He had to put a rug in. A beautiful, pink rug, and he cut the carpet, moved everything out of his pink house, spread the carpet out, kicked it and tacked it down. He did a good job, and there were no wrinkles when he had it all stretched out.

The girls were showing up every day. They made sure his nails and make up were perfect, helped him with laundry, cleaned the inside of the big house, and that gave him plenty of time to make the furniture Shannon required.

Some of the stuff was easy. Shannon just ordered it off the net. weird cages, spreader bars to keep the feet apart, an assortment of fun torture devices.

The body pillory was difficult. Well, not so much difficult as awkward. It was large enough that he couldn’t put it in his house, and he had to build it on the patio. He kept it covered with a tarp when he wasn’t working on it, and he had plans to build a small open faced structure to contain it later on.

The difficult thing was the bench.

He spent a lot of time making perfect cuts on the main platform, then sanded and shellacked it.

Shannon wanted it to be pink, but no BDSM device should be painted pink. So it was either going to be wood, or black, and Shannon decided wood would be better.

Once the main board of the bench was fashioned and varnished, he built the legs and the platforms for knees and elbows.

Then he attached the padding for the main board, the hardware for the cuffs, and…it was beautiful.

It was sleek and shiny, it was like the Ferrari of BDSM furniture, and Shannon loved it right away. Unfortunately, she was too busy, and the task of breaking Roger in to the bench fell to the girls.

Every day Celia, Jane or Ann would show up. Sometimes more than one, and a couple of times all three.

They would clean, then cuff Roger to the bench and put on their strap ons.

Shannon thought they were cute, beautiful women in sexy clothes, walking around the house with big dongs hanging from their groins.

Roger thought they were scary, because they were starting to use bigger and bigger dildos.

But, in the end, he could.

He would lay on the bench, limbs fastened down, his butt rising up in the air, his little ding dong hanging down and usually stiff.

Not that it was that big. It just wasn’t growing. It was small, and it looked like it might just stay that way.

Once secured, the girls would break out a belt, or a whip, or a paddle, and warm him up.

It didn’t take long, maybe twenty or so strokes, and he would flip into pleasure.

Tell the truth, the girls didn’t understand it. How could a person love pain that much?

But he did, and they whipped him until he was frothy with happiness, then grease him up and use their strap ons.

Roger would moan and groan, push back as well as he could, and…it was obvious that he loved it.

“Now, Roger, this is a little bigger than you’ve been used to…” and Celia would bury ten inches in his rectum. Roger might grunt at first, but he groaned at the last. He always wanted more.

“Okay, Roger, this is the replica of a horse.” Roger cried a little on that one, but they were probably tears of happiness.

“This is what a sex addict thinks an alien dong is like.”

It was big, flared in spots, curly cued around, and Roger groaned and moved his butt in circles to accommodate it.

And so the days passed.

The bench was finished, the body pillory was done, all the weird cages and things arrived, and he even finished a regular pillory.

And he tried everything out.

“I don’t understand,” he said Shannon one day. “Am I the only one that is going to be in these things? There’s a lot of things, and I can’t use them all in one night!

Shannon chuckled. “Oh, no. These are for anybody and everybody. this is not just a coming out party, it’s…a fun party. Everybody will be invited to partake.

That was something to think about.

Roger had let his friendships drop. He was only friendly with the girls, Celia, Jane and Ann. Who else was going to attend?

But Shannon just smiled when he asked, and told him he’d find out.

Another question he came up with: “Are there going to be men there?”

“Men? Might be, but this is your party, Roger, and I know you have a preference for females, especially when it comes to who uses your bottom and why.”

Who and why? he mused. Who and why?

For ‘who’ he wanted only women. For ‘why’ he wasn’t sure.

Yes, Shannon had explained to him, multiple times, why he had to come out and make himself known. But he was still unsure and nervous.

But unsure or nervous notwithstanding, time passed and the party approached.

Then it was time.

It was a couple of days past June one. Six months Roger had been transforming. Six months of learning what it took to be a woman.

He had come a long way.

Sometimes he didn’t even think of himself as a man.

On the afternoon of the party he and everybody else worked long and hard.

The house, his and the big one, were cleaned immaculate.

Food was prepared, and hors d'oeuvre were set out.

Nails were checked, make up was put on, lingerie and dresses were adjusted, and people started showing up.

Roger answered the door and welcomed the guests.

He was adorable in a purple embroidered sequin sheath dress.

Shannon wanted him to be in pink, but the girls outnumbered her. their main argument was that he would blend in with the walls in his little house if he wore pink.

He wore brand new black leather spikes, his red toes peeking out through the front.

He smiled, and greeted, and took names, and most of the guests were female.

Not all, and that made Roger nervous all over again, but…that was the way it was. He couldn’t back out now.

The fact was that while he was quite handy at anal sex, he was still nervous about the idea of being taken by a man. The girls told him he was being silly, that a real cock was better than a plastic cock, but he was still nervous.

The house began to fill up.

Ann and Jane and Celia stayed by him, kept everything going in case he got tongue tied, or made some sort of mistake.

Drinks were served, constantly, and everybody started getting drunk.

An hour after the party started there were a hundred people wandering through the house, the backyard, peering into the cute, little, pink house behind the swimming pool.

Music was blaring, and people were dancing, Little groups of women spotted the backyard and were chattering animatedly.

And the subject of almost all conversation was the pretty woman with the purple dress. She was so cute, so beautiful, so polished, and…was she really a man?

And they all thought: Shannon really outdid herself with this one.

Then, Shannon stood by the table and clinked a glass with a spoon.

Everybody started clinking, and laughing, then settled down.

“Welcome friends!” she began. “We are here to welcome my husband, Roger, to the sisterhood! No longer will he be a man! No longer will he be the aggressive possessor of a dick, with all that that entails. Now he will be a soft person. He will be responsible for nurturing society, rather than engaging in warlike, anti-social behavior.”

Cheers rose up as Shannon lifted a glass of champagne up.

“To my husband…the woman!”

An explosion of clapping and yells of appreciation, then the glasses were tilted and the curtain went up at a booth at the far end of the pool, and the party started.

The curtain went up and revealed the big body pillory.

Roger had outdone himself in making this beautiful work of art.

First, was the pillory itself. It was a big board to lay upon, and a vertical board that swung down over the occupant. The vertical board had a hole in the bottom that fit over the waist. The legs on one side of the board were bent up and fastened to the vertical board. Thus, the occupant was on his back, his legs were kept up and open, and easy access was granted to anybody with a prick.

Everybody, it turned out, had a prick.

In fact, strap ons were being handed out when people first entered the house. They came in a variety of shapes and colors and sizes, and people oohed and awed and chose what they thought was cool.

Nearly every woman at the party, and that was ninety per cent of the people, had worn a strap on before. They buckled up, most of them stripping to lingerie so they were unfettered.

And they lined up by the pillory.

Roger lay on the pillory. His legs were up and spread, and his brown star was freshly douched and ready to be assaulted.

On the head side of the pillory people came to see him, to talk to him, to welcome him to the sisterhood.

He was kissed by a hundred shades of lipstick.

A few men came up and chatted, and that was weird. They wanted to ask him what it felt like, what he was going through.

A few men were actually curious, maybe they were even thinking about transitioning themselves.

But most of the men just wanted to have a little kinky talk.

After all, they were in a yard full of big dicked women with gleams in their eyes. Who wouldn’t get horny from that?

Roger never knew who the first one was.

He just felt a hand slathering lube on him, there was a sign cautioning everybody to lube up before sex, then a penis was poking into him.

“Unh!” It felt good, and his eyes glazed.

A woman talking to him, seeing what was happening, quickly bent down and Frenched his mouth. It was the sweetest, best, most memorable kiss Roger had ever felt.

It was like he was out of his head, and that kiss brought him back.

Most of the women didn’t fuck him long. They just did a few lazy strokes, and patted his ass and moved along.

But even though he wasn’t subjected to frantic ramming and jamming, which is what Celia and the others had prepared him for, a 100 women fucking will tend to accumulate, and if it hadn’t been for the preparations Celia and the others had put him through he would have been hurting.

As it was, he just felt good. He kept getting stretched and filled, then emptied, then stretched and filled, then emptied, and the line slowly shrunk.

He did feel a little pain after a while, but it wasn’t enough for him to cry ‘uncle.’

And, while Roger was being welcomed to womanhood, the toys Shannon had brought to the yard were tried out.

Women, naked or in lingerie, climbed into cages, tried out thumb screws, stood in a more classic, stand up pillory.

Women stepped into spreader bars, were bent over and their wrists fastened to the bar, and then they were played with.

Some women, of course, did nothing. They had no interest, or they simply weren’t ready.

But many women yelled out in pleasure as their anuses were poked, their pussies filled, and people sucked their nipples.

One woman dared everybody, and a half hour later sobbed to get released.

But all the other women played with the devices. It was not mean, it was sex, and isn’t sex fun?

Roger, from his position on his back, listened to the moans and wails of people playing, of fucking, of mores being tested…and discarded.

He smiled, and another woman kissed him, and another dildo filled him up.

It was a wonderful night.

The line moved, shrunk, and an hour later, or two, he was down to the. last couple of people.

Then he was done.

Shannon helped him stand up, he was definitely feeling a little sore when he tried to walk, and everybody gathered for a huge, final cheer.

And it was done.

He was a woman.

Well, he was the pussy boy version of a woman, but for the assembled women at the party that was as good as.

Women kept coming up to him, hugging him, kissing him full on the lips, and telling him how much they enjoyed fucking him.

Roger was so touched by their kindness he was constantly leaking tears.

But Jane and Ann and Celia stood by him, wiping away tears and working on his make up.

And so the night came to a close.

A hundred women, and a few men, made their good byes and the yard emptied out.

Finally, there was only Shannon, Roger, Celia, Jane and Ann. they sat around the patio table and sipped the last of the champagne.

Roger was sitting spread legged. He was just a little sore.

“You never came, did you, honey?”

Roger shook his head. He was tired. He was ready to sleep.

“That’s too bad. Well, we’ll have to look into that.”

Jane asked, “How can you make a man who can’t cum…cum?”

“Probably lots of ways,” commented Celia. Anal stimulation should do it. You can always just milk him, press on the prostate till he leaks, but that doesn’t always give a good orgasm. Sometimes, but not always.”

“What about electric stimulation?” suggested Shannon.

“That might work. Probably a guarantee.”

Ann asked Shannon, “I thought you liked it when he didn’t cum.”

“I do, but I want him to cum when I want him to, too. After all, we want the idea of a reward to be there”

They all smiled at this wisdom.

Roger  yawned. He wasn’tt listening very closely.

“That reminds me of something,” Shannon said. “I’ve got an idea.”

“Want to share?” asked Celia.

“I do. It will include all of you, and more. Most of all, it will focus on Roger.”

Roger gave a snore.

“The girls smiled, and Shannon said, “Okay, here’s what we’re going to do.”

She explained, talked long into the night, and Roger, poor Roger, didn’t hear a word of what they were planning for him.

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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