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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


Author’s Note

Is it possible to go too far when you feminize a man?

Is it possible to go so far that you upset the applecart? Or ‘apples’ cart, in this case?

Theoretically, yes.

So this story is about people going too far, and what happens to them.

But, remember, it is fantastical thinking, and you should never be afraid of going too far!

Now, off with the panties and let’s have some fun!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie

PS ~ Can you name the movie that made the word ‘prevert’ famous?


Part One

“Mrs. Thompson, we have a situation, and, uh…”

“Is Jed all right? It’s not Jed, is it?”

The two cops at the door acted embarrassed. They looked at the ground and scuffed their feet and one of them said, “No. Uh, it’s…we need you to witness something for us.”

“Witness? It’s not about Jed? He’s okay?”

“Uh, we think he’s fine, but…you really need to come with us.”

Ann’s mind was going a little crazy. Jed spent so much time working, and she worried about him. He was always tired, too tired even for sex, and…why were these police officers calling on her?

“Let me get my coat.”

The cops stood at the door, not even talking to each other, and Ann retrieved a coat and her purse and keys. The coat was a navy peacoat and she put her purse and keys into the pockets and followed the cops to their cruiser.

They had her sit in the front seat, and one of the cops sat in the back seat, and they headed down down.

“I wish you’d tell me what’s going on,” she asked.

“It’s, uh…no crime has been broken, as far as we can tell, but your husband is involved, and…” the cops took turns reassuring her, and all the time alarming her. Their efforts to put her at ease were having the opposite effect.

They arrived outside the Hamilton building and got out of the car at the curb in front of the entrance.

But they didn’t go into the Hamilton building, they just waved at the doorman, who waved back and grinned, and headed for the next building over.

It was an apartment building, ten floor high, as tall as the Hamilton building.

They rode up in the elevator, and now the cops were silent, still avoiding her eyes. It was almost like they were afraid to talk.

They got off the elevator and walked down the corridor to room 8C. The cops tapped on the door and shortly a scruffy, dumpy looking woman answered the door.

“Well, it’s about time? There should be a law! Who’s this! He’s still doing it.”

Her manner was frantic, insistent, persistent. She was a real Karen, and she led the way to the back of her apartment.

“Mrs. Fenton, we uh, want another witness. This is Ann.”

Ann looked at the cop. He had used her first name, not her last name, and suddenly she realized that the cops did not want the old woman to know her name or be able to say who she was.

This was getting curiouser and curiouser.

They entered the woman’s bedroom. The lights were off and nobody turned them on.

The woman moved to her window and pointed. “See? He’s still there. I’ve been watching for an hour. He gets on the bed and he does disgusting things with that…that… blow up thing he has.”

Ann looked out the window to where the woman was pointing.

Across the way was an apartment. It was in the Hamilton building. A man was standing with his back to her. He was naked and she could see his shoulder moving back and forth.

She blinked. The cops had called her down here to watch some bozo masturbate? What the…

“When he’s not doing nasty things with that balloon girlfriend of his he’s on that computer. He’s watching girls put their fists into each other! He watches men with…with breasts. With breasts, and they put their manhood in each other. And he…”

The woman kept blabbing and blabbing. The problem was…Ann couldn’t see any of this. There was a balcony in front of the man’s apartment window. It was high enough to obscure the man’s lower level, what was happening on the bed, and even the computer screen. In fact, the only thing that Ann could see was the man’s shoulder jerking back and forth as he, presumably, pleasured himself.

“And he was putting a penis up his butt and sometimes he dresses up like a little girl and prances around and masturbates and—“

“Mrs. Fenton?” interrupted Ann.

The old lady spun and glared at Ann.

“I hate to say this, but…the balcony blocks the view and I can’t see anything. He might be naked below the waist, and he might be doing those things, but I can’t tell.”

The two cops were behind the old lady and both of them had their lips clamped and looked like they were suppressing something.

“Stand on the bed! Stand on the bed!”

Ann blinked. One of the cops smothered a laugh. The old woman spun and glared at him.

The cop was back in control. He pretended he had coughed.

“‘Scuse me, ma’am. Ann, if you’ll get on the bed, and, Mrs. Fenton, if you could give Ann your binoculars.

Ann got up on the bed, she balanced by holding one bed post and put the binoculars to her eyes.

Zingo bingo. She could see everything.

She could see the man was naked, and he was jacking off. She could see the computer in the corner, and it was open to a site where women put men in cages and tied them to crosses and whipped them with a belt. She could see the blow up doll on the bed, spread legged and waiting.

And, as if cued, the man spun and jumped on the doll. He fucked its mouth for a minute, then pulled its round, red mouth off his peter and stuck himself into the hole between its legs.

But that wasn’t surprised Ann.

“Can you see anything, Ann?” asked one of the cops.

“He’s fucking that blow up thing again! That’s the third time this evening!” snapped Mrs. Fenton. “Why, if my husband was alive I’d have him go over and give that prevert a piece of my mind!”

The man was sweating up a storm. He was rolling around, contorting, having his way with the plastic doll.

But that wasn’t what surprised Ann.

“Ma’am?”

“I tell ya, this neighborhood is going to the dogs. The preverted dogs!”

What surprised Ann was that the man jacking off, watching sick porn, driving his cock into the blow up doll…was Jed.

Her husband.

She lowered the binoculars slowly. Her eyes filled with moisture, but she made herself not cry.

Mrs. Fenton carried on, and one of the cops helped her down from the bed. He whispered, “We got his name from the doorman next door, and since there are no laws being broken…”

“No laws being broken? That prevert is breaking the laws of God and nature! Do you see what he’s doing? Do you see?”

The old lady grabbed the binoculars and jumped up on the bed. She was surprisingly agile for an old lady. But then she was surprisingly excited.

“We decided that perhaps if you staged an intervention, maybe that would be better, avoid the courts, avoid the newspapers and Facebutt and all that…”

Ann turned to the officer. “Thank you. I will handle it. All of it. You won’t see anything after tonight.”

“What?” screeched the old lady. It was unclear whether she was upset at something Jed was doing, or at the thought of being deprived of her nasty, old nightly show.

Ann and the two cops descended, came out on the sidewalk, and walked over to the Hamilton building.

“Would you like us to come up with you?”

Ann considered the offer. She didn’t need the cops, but maybe it would be good. It would give any words she had for her asshole husband more weight.

“Yes, please.”

The smirking door man opened the door and showed them to the elevator. They rode up to the seventh floor, then walked down the hallway to door 7D.

They could hear the sound of light music and grunts and groans. The grunts and groans sounded very sexual in nature.

The officer on her left raised his hand to knock and Ann stopped him.

“Wait.”

She took a step back and the cops looked at her curiously.

Ann had taken karate classes in college, and she easily remembered how to do a front kick. She took a hop and slammed her foot into the door.

The cops started moving to stop her, but they were way too slow.

The door slammed back against the wall and Ann finished her kick by hopping into the room.

Jed looked up from his position inside the plastic pussy on the bed. His eyes were wide and he was suddenly terrified.

Then he saw who it was, his wife, and he was extra terrified.

Ann said nothing. She was so furious she was calm.

The cops looked at each other and said nothing. The door was already broken, and they had lost control of the situation.

“Ann?”

“You son of a bitch. You pervert. You won’t fuck me at home and now I know why! You’ve got this secret, little hideaway where you get your sick jollies! Look at you! Fucking a blow up doll! And the computer…is that how you want women to treat you? Spank your ass and shove cucumbers up your ass?”

Jed was spluttering, trying to get a word in edgewise.

One of the cops was holding his belly and making little noises as spurts of laughter escaped his lips.

“How much are paying for this place? How much is this sick habit costing you? Well, now you’re going to have to pay for a door, too. You might just as well pay for the place, it’s a good place for you to live.”

“But…I…”

“You do want a divorce, don’t you? Then you can hide in this disgusting place and stick hot dogs up your ass or whatever you do. But I’ll tell you this…the divorce is going to cost you! I get the house, the cars, alimony, everything. You’re going to get shit, you sick pervert. You can keep the ballon bitch you’re fucking there, and all these toys and things, and—“

“Ann!” wailed Jed, finally realizing he was going to have to speak up if he was going to get heard. “I love you!”

“You’ve got a funny way of showing it. Putting your little dick in that thing.” Ann took out her cell phone and started taking pictures.

“I’ve already got witnesses, and there’s no telling how many laws you’ve broken with your disgusting behavior, and…”

Ann went on and on, moving around the apartment, shooting a cell video, catching Jed from all angles, looking at sex toys on the dresser and on the floor. Suddenly she picked up a plastic horse’s cock.

“You really like it this big?”

Jed finally realized he was naked. He moved to a chair and began putting on his clothes. He was babbling, making excuses the whole time.

Ann videoed the computer, and began hitting the back button. Her cell caught every site.

“Heysoos! What is this? Amputee sex? Racist sex? Horror sex? Little school girls with big boobs…”

She kept filming and clicked back through over twenty sites, each one dirtier than the previous.

“Ann, I’m sorry. You’ve got to let me explain!”

“”Explain that you’re a pervert? That you’re a…a…” at a loss for words, she borrowed from Mrs. Fenton. “A prevert?”

“No! It’s just that…I love you. I know I’ve got a problem, but I really love you. I’m not fucking strange women over here. I’m just…I’m…”

Jed ran out of words. He was dressed and holding his shoes, and he didn’t know what to say.

Ann turned to the cops. “Officers, sorry won’t cut it here. But if you can see it in your hearts not to charge this sex idiot with any crimes I…I would be thankful forever.”

One of the cops, the older one, was better at maintaining control. The other one was almost purple in the face for withholding laughter.

The older one said, “Well, I guess if you’ll take responsibility for your husband…we could leave off charging him with any crimes.”

Ann spun on Jed. “Do you hear that?”

“Oh, please,” blurted Jed, not sure what he was begging for, just knowing that this was the moment in which he had to beg.

Ann turned back around.

“What’s the statute of limitations on these crimes my bone headed husband has committed.”

“I’d have to check,” said the older cop, now he was even having to hold his laughter in. “But I think it’s a long time. Maybe twenty years.”

“Twenty years? So he’s got to be good for twenty years. Squeaky clean. No jay walking or kicking dogs, and no masturbation.”

The younger one suddenly blurted. “We’d have to sign him over to your care. He’d have to do everything you say.”

“And if he doesn’t?”

“If he doesn’t do everything you say, and in a timely manner, then you could call us and we could come pick him up.”

Ann turned back to Jed.

“Do you hear that? Are you willing to do everything I say and stay squeaky clean for twenty years?”

Jed was normally too sharp to be taken in by this, but he was so panicked that he fell for it. “Oh, yeah. Anything. honey. I’m sorry. I’ll do anything.”

“Then thank these officers, and thank them for having kind hearts.”

Jed turned to the officers and blubbered his thanks. “I’m sorry. it’ll never happen again. You’ll never hear of anything like this again. I’ll be good. I promise…”

The officers kept straight faces as they listened. They just nodded. The younger one did have to put on his sunglasses to hide his expression, however.

Ann grabbed Jed by the ear and turned him towards the door. “You can come back and clean up this mess and pay for the door tomorrow. Right now we’re going to go home and have along talk. Let’s go!”

“But somebody will see me!”

“Try this for a disguise,” she tossed him a short nighty that was hanging on the back of the door.”

Jed held the thing over his face and crouched down a little and ran down the hallway.

Ann turned and gave the officers a quick wink.

Ann and Jeff got on the elevator, and as the door closed they could hear the sound of the cops guffawing loudly.

“Well, you perverted, sicko, sex maniac, do you have anything to say for yourself?”

Jed hung his head. He looked like he never wanted to say anything again the rest of his life.

They rode down to the basement and headed for Jed’s car.

“Keys,” snapped Ann.

Jed wanted to drive, this was his Porsche, but he knew better than to argue with Ann when she was like this. He held out the keys and she took them and got into the driver’s seat.

Ten seconds later she shot out of the garage, turned, and squealed the tires.

She loved driving his car, and she was going to be driving it a lot from here on out. “You’re going to drive my pink Miata,” she said.

“What? But—“

“Shut up, you sex maniac! You’ll do what I say or I’ll call those cops right now!”

Jed shut, and looked at the floorboards.

Ann slid the car around a corner. It was getting late and she loved playing race car.

She suddenly realized she loved something else, too.

For months Jed hadn’t been giving her any sex, and now she knew why. But in yelling at him, in bullying him, she realized there was something better than sex.

She liked pushing him around. She liked the feeling of being in control, of taking charge, of being the powerful one in their marriage.

Suddenly she felt a small smile coming out, and she clamped down on it.

She was in charge, and she loved it, and she wasn't going to let Jed understand how their relationship had suddenly changed.

She had control, and she wasn’t going to give it up.

Next to her, cringing as she slid around the street corners, Jed was cowed.

He had been busted. He had been caught. His wife knew his dirty secret.

Worse, she could even call the cops on him!

He sank deeper and deeper into his bucket seat, and was afraid to even look at her.

It was an instant change of lifestyle for Jed and Ann.             

They got home and Donna commanded him to sleep in the guest room. She threw scratchy, thin blankets on the floor, and a towel for a pillow, and kicked him out of their room.

“But what about my toothbrush?” He stared at the bathroom.

“Get it and get out!”

He went into the bathroom and looked around. The big tub, the dual sinks, the golden fixtures, it was a luxury bathroom and he truly loved it. But now…now…

“When do I get to sleep in the bedroom again?”

“When I’m satisfied that you’ve learned your lesson!”

He slunk down the hall and turned into the guest room. It was pretty good sized for a guest room, and he had plenty of room. Of course the bed and the dresser were white enamel, sort of a sissy look, but he was okay with that. Heck, he could go buy new furniture tomorrow. Deck this place out like a real man cave. Minus the sex stuff, of course.

He thought about all the toys he had left at the Hamilton building. It had taken him a while to collect all the sex toys and the computer and things. But, he could find another place, make another collection, and..he frowned. How had his wife…and the cops…how had they found him?

That was the thing, he had to make sure he wasn’t caught again.

He had to be very careful now that his wife knew his secret. He would have to play the clean and squeaky, even while he did the dirty and nasty all over again.

So thinking, he brushed his teeth in the tiny bathroom in the guest room.

Finally, tired but excited, already getting over his humiliation at being caught, he lay down on the bed and settled in to sleep.

But sleep was long in coming. The blankets were rough and itchy. The towel/pillow didn’t give his neck proper support. And…he had a boner. He had been caught right when he was about to shoot his load in the plastic doll. He had a full load and really wanted to relieve himself.

Finally, he kicked the covers off and began stroking himself. Moonlight was coming in the window, illuminating him.

The door burst open. “I knew it!” snarled Ann. “This was a test. If you could have kept your hands off your stupid dick you’d be back in the bedroom, but now I know you’re totally out of control.”

“But, Ann! I—“

“Shut up! And don’t you stroke yourself off! When I get up tomorrow morning I’d better find you with a king-sized boner. You got that?”

“But—“

The door slammed.

The next morning Jed woke up early. His head all mixed up over being caught. And the fact that he was horny with a king-sized boner didn’t help.

The door opened and Ann stomped in. She pulled off his covers and nodded in satisfaction. “Now that’s what I’m talking about,” she quipped. “You’d better be hard all the time. The minute you’re not hard I’ll know you’ve been masturbating. Now get up and go get breakfast.”

“Me?”

“Yes, you! Now!”

She slapped his butt, hard. “Bacon and eggs. Over hard. Orange juice. Toast with grape jelly.”

She turned out of the room and strode back down the hallway.

Jed got out of bed. He looked around but his clothes were gone. Ann must have taken them, and all she had left was the short nighty he had brought home the previous night.

He held it in one hand and padded down the hallway towards the master bedroom.

“What are you doing here?” Ann was opening drawers and pulling things out and putting them in paper sacks.

“This is all I have to wear,” he held up the nighty. It was pink and semi-see through with lots of little ribbons and things.

“Then wear it! Now get out of here and get my breakfast ready!”

Jed retreated. He was feeling a little put out now. After all, he had been caught the night before, and this was the morning after. Didn’t Ann ever forgive and forget?

He walked down the hall, slipping into the nighty, and enjoying the feeling of his boner swaying back and forth, being tickled by the material of his short gown.

He couldn’t wait for Ann to forgive him. After all, he no longer had his ‘sex cave,’ and he needed a little sex. As soon as she got over all this stuff he was going to give her a good banging.

Jed scrambled the eggs and cooked the bacon. He took his time and did things right. He didn’t want to give Ann any excuse to prolong her anger. He was too horny for that.

While he cooked Ann made a couple of trips out to the garage. She was carrying those stupid paper sacks and Jed didn’t think anything of that. He was just prancing around the kitchen in his girly nighty, feeling all sexy with his boner swaying back and forth and bouncing up and down.

God, was he horny!

Finally, breakfast was ready and he called to Ann. “Breakfast, honey, come and get it!” He put a little sexual innuendo on the ‘come and get it,’ hoping she would get the right idea.

She entered the kitchen and picked up the plate of bacon and a Coke, and walked to the door to the garage. She was wearing shorts and her peignoir. You couldn’t exactly see through the peignoir, but you almost could. But you could certainly see the shape of her large breasts.

“Hey!” Jed blurted as she picked up the keys and went into the garage. “Where you going?”

“Out.”

She got into the car.

“But where? And you’ve got all the bacon!”

“So I do. Guess you’ll have to cook some more.”

“But there’s no more!”

“Then suck eggs.”

She grinned, was talking with a piece of bacon wiggling out of her mouth, and backed out of the garage.

Jed was left standing there, looking stupid.

He walked in and ate some egg, and drank some OJ.

“What the heck is going on with that woman?” he groused, wanting to be out of the dog house.

He got up and washed the dishes, then he went back to the bedroom to get dressed. He was going to take a shower in his own shower. No way she was going to move him out of his own house!

But when he got into the bathroom all his stuff was gone. His soap, his shampoo, everything.

Sighing, he walked to the small bathroom in the guest room and found all his stuff.

He didn’t want to move it all back, so he squeezed into the tiny shower and soaped himself off. The water wasn’t as warm here, so by the time he was rinsed and cleaned he was shivering.

Man, when Ann got back he was going to give her a piece of his mind!

But, now clean, he walked down the hallway and opened up his dresser drawers. And blinked.

They were empty. His socks were gone, and his underwear. His tee shirts. Everything! He didn’t even have any ties or anything!

He walked into his walk in closet and found that it was empty, too.

He remembered Ann walking back and forth with the paper sacks, and now he knew what had been in them.

That bitch had stolen his clothes!

Now in a foul mood, he pulled the short night gown back on. He still had a boner, but it wasn’t as much fun. And he was going to give that woman a talking to!

Two hours later Ann drove into the garage. Jed came out to the garage and found that his Porsche was filled with boxes and bags.

“What the hell is all this?”

“Take it into the guest room,” Ann said.

“Where’s all my clothes?”

“You’ve got new clothes. Clothes more fitting to your new life style.

Not understanding, a bit stunned by all that was happening, Jed moved forward and opened a bag.

Panties. Brightly colored. Bras. Matching. Nylons…dresses, blouses, and a box of make up products.

“What the fuck?”

“You wanted to be a little sissy, now you get your wish.”

“No! this isn’t what I wanted!”

“I went through your checking account. Do you know how much you spent on that room? All those toys? All those porn subscriptions?”

“But that was—“

“We need new carpets, the roof needs some work, and you’re playing with your little dick!”

“I am not!”

“Come here.”

She strode past him, and he was forced to follow her if he was going to have any kind of a conversation.

She walked into the computer room and powered up. In a second he saw the video she had made at his little sex nest.

“Hey! Delete that!”

“Not only will I not delete it, I’ve got it in the cloud, encrypted. And it’s ready to go on Facebutt. And a copy will go to those officers you met last night.”

“Honey,” his voice was sounding a little strangled now. “You can’t do this. I’m your husband.”

“No. I don’t think so.”

Suddenly he was back in the middle of it. All his happy thoughts as he tried to fantasize himself out of his situation were gone. He was back to being a pervert, or as she called him, a ‘prevert.’

“I had a husband, but now I’ve got a sissy. I’ve got a man who wants to be a woman.”

“But I don’t really want to be.”

“Yeah? Well, I’ve got news for you. I bought all this stuff, and you’re going to wear it, and you’re going to wear make up. And I’m even going to get you some vacation boobs! If anything, you’re going to be my wife! you’ll wait on me hand and foot. You’ll do what I tell you to, and if you don’t then I’m calling the cops, divorcing you, taking this house and the cars and a big chunk of alimony! So do you want to keep talking or be my wife?”

“But..but…for how long?”

That was something Ann hadn’t thought about. She had just seen all his internet interests, and the kinds of things he did in his little hideaway, and…and…she smiled.

“Until we’ve gone through all the things that you had on the internet.”

“What?”

“I took a video and went back through all the sites you visited on your last little saga on the internet. So we’re going to go back through them, and you have to do everything on every one of those sites.

“But…I don’t know what I visited!”

“Don’t you get it? I videoed what you visited. I have it on video.”

That’s when it struck him. “But…I don’t know what I visited!” He wasn’t trying to get out of it so much now, as just trying to remember what he had done and where he had gone.

“Not my problem.”

“But, honey—“

“We’re going to teach you how to be a woman, and then we’re gong to go through the internet and do all the naughty, nasty things you looked at. And, if that doesn’t do it…”

“What?” His eyes were wide and fear was in his soul.

“If that doesn’t cure you…then maybe we’ll just snip snip you.”

“You can’t do that!” he whispered.

“You’d be surprised what I can do, especially if you’re guilty of sex crimes. All I have to do is call those nice police officers and you’ll be in jail. Tell me would you like to be cellmates with Bubba? I’ll bet he’d love a girlfriend.”

“Honey…”

“So, what’s it going to be? Are you going to do what I tell you? Or are you going to be spending twenty years in a small cell with a horny, inbred redneck? And then be a registered sex offender? Or are you going to take your one chance to grow up and be a man?

There was nothing Jed could say. His head lowered and he looked down. Even his cock got soft and looked down.

“Well?”

And he said the one thing that men have said for millennium, the one thing that indicates they have lost to the female of the species and are submitting.

“Yes, dear.”

Ann smiled a cold smile, and felt the heat in her heart.

And she thought: God, this power thing is sexy!


Part Two

Ann was in seventh heaven. And eighth and ninth heavens, too. The only question in her mind was how was she going to reach tenth heaven?And it all started the day after Jed got caught having sexual shenanigans with himself.

“You want to be a prevert…you can!” she stated, after Jed had submitted to her. “We’ll start with your hair.”

Jed was Naired within the hour. Afterwards he stood and looked down at his body. It was hair bare. Not a trace of a curly. It wasn’t just like being naked, it was like being naked twice. And, in spite of the fact that he felt like a crushed human being, he felt excitement. He felt air on his body, and his penis grew hard.

And actually dripped!

Of course he hadn’t cum the night before, and, here is something that Ann overlooked: there is an excitement in submission. Jed may have been crushed, but he was also hornier than ever.

It was like he was will had been taken away and replaced with a command to be horny.

But, horny or crushed, Ann kept working on him. She selected panties and a bra for him, and that led to further complications.

First, was the dick.

Jed stood in the middle their bedroom—her bedroom—and looked down. He was wearing pale pink panties with big roses printed on each cheek.

the panties didn’t bother him, they were sort of cute, and since he had no will anymore he was free to just sit there and be turned on.

But being turned on meant his cock was up and about, and the panties simply couldn’t contain his ‘excitement.’

The panties were stretched out, the head of his cock threatening to rip the material. The head perfectly outlined and a drip of pre-cum moistened the panties, which made it even more noticeable.

Ann stared at his penis and frowned. How was she going to get him into a nice, tight dress with that obnoxious uprising in his panties?

And Jed just stood there and stared at it like he was a mildly interested observer. Didn’t he know how obscene he wold look with a big, old boner bump in his dress?

Jed, to tell the truth, didn’t. He just enjoyed being horny. It was all he had left after submitting to his wife.

Second, was the bra.

The bra fit, but the cups were empty. The material just sat there, scrumpled up material with nothing to make it poke out and look good.

Disgusted, Ann waved Jed off.

“What do you want me to do?” he asked.

“I don’t know. Go…go vacuum or something.”

Jed smiled. Vacuum. Woman’s work. He could do that. Vacuuming would be a lot better than doing man work. It was easy, and he wouldn’t get dirty, or have to solve problems. All he had to do was move around the houses and—and then he thought of something.

“Can I wear high heels?”

Ann glanced at him, “Yeah, yeah.”

So Jed went off and got the vacuum out and cheerfully did his work.

Ann went into the computer room and closed the door.

Panties and bra, both of which were problems. She had to get rid of his boner, and she had to get him boobs.

She sat down at the computer and went searching. How to get rid of boners. Hmmm. Tap tap her finger nails clicked on the keys.

After a half hour of searching and discarding, she came to the reason for boners.

‘Erections are caused by fluctuations in testosterone levels.’

She stared at the statement and nodded.

Yes.

Testosterone.

So if she wanted to get rid of his boners she had to get rid of his testosterone. Simple dimple. She smiled.

Now that she knew what caused them she could cure him of boners, but, before she did that, she wanted to look into breast enhancements for males. The answer, now that she knew about testosterone, was quick and simple and she figured it out within a minute.

Estrogen.

He would need estrogen.

Then she frowned. Estrogen was fine, but it would take months for his chest to swell and expand and for his nipples to grow.

She needed a quicker solution.

She began typing again.

Jed was sashaying through the living room, pushing and pulling the vacuum.

He was naked, except for his bra and panties and his heels, and he had never been so happy in his life.

He had been so afraid when Ann and the cops had burst in on him, but it was working out all right.

He moved an end table and moved the vacuum into the corners. Then he got down on his hands and knees and fluffed the little dents in the carpet that had been squashed down by the feet of the end table.

The carpet back in fine shape, he moved the end table back into its spot and continued vacuuming.

He didn’t think about Ann, or anything. He just gave himself up to the work of a woman.

Ann came out of the computer room a few hours later to find the house was immaculate. Jed had not only cared for the carpets, he had polished all the wood with Lemon Pledge.

And he had mowed the lawns.

And he had done all the dishes and cleaned the kitchen.

She found him sitting on the patio, taking off his nylons. He looked up at her and whined that  “I got grass all over my nylons! Do you have another pair? I can wash these.”

“In your drawer,” she said, studying him as he stood up and tried to brush grass ends off his hose.

He smiled and trotted away, shoes in one hand, dirty nylons in the other.

Ann went into the kitchen and poured herself a bourbon and Coke. Usually Jed drank bourbon and Coke, but she was feeling powerful, and even a bit manly, so she mixed the manly drink. She was leaning against the counter, sipping her drink, when Jed entered the kitchen. His legs were once again sleek and shiny and he looked so proud.

And his damned boner was sticking out like the horn of a rhinoceros.

“What would you like me to do now.”

She wasn’t prepared for  that question, but she realized that she was going to have to be in charge of the little simpleton all the time now. Damned men. they had no backbone.

“Go on the internet and learn how to do needlepoint.”

“Oh, goody!” he clapped his hands together, spun, and headed towards the computer room.

Ann sat down. He had actually clapped his hands. And he seemed happier than he had ever been.

Well, good for him. She knew what she had to do, so she picked up her phone and tapped in a number.

Jed was wearing his usual panties and bra, nylons and heels, and a summer dress. The dress was light brown with a diagonal white stripe on it. His hair was up in the French style, and he was wearing lipstick.

He was still figuring out make up on the internet, so the most he risked, at this point, was lipstick.

“Mr…” the nurse hesitated. The form said he was a male, and he had male characteristics, but he was dressed as a female. “…ah, Thompson. Would you follow me, please?”

The nurse led Ann and Jed down a hallway and into the doctor’s office. They sat down and the doctor looked up.

She was mid thirties and quite attractive for a doctor. She had glasses hanging on a loop around her neck, and a stethoscope. She was wearing a white uniform which didn’t hide the size of her breasts.

“Hello…” slight pause, “Mrs. Johnson and…Mrs. Johnson?”

Ann nodded. “My husband is transitioning. We would like some Lupron and his breasts augmented.

“What’s Lupron?” asked Jed.

“It’s, uh—“

Ann cut the doctor off. “It will adjust the testosterone levels in your body.”

The doctor was about to say more, but a look from Ann, and the fact that Jed seemed to accept her description, and she shrugged it off.

“How long would you like the Lupron to be effective?”

“What are my options?”

“One month, three months, six months, or a year.”

“We’ll take the year.”

“Would you like implants? Or vacation boobs?”

“What are vacation boobs?” asked Jed.

Both women ignored him. Ann because she was busy talking to the doctor, the doctor because she had realized that Ann was the person making the decisions here, and therefore would be the one paying the bills.

“Vacation boobs are temporary injections. Last a couple of months.”

The doctor accepted that simple explanation. She said, “I would suggest vacation boobs. You can experience them, make decisions about how big you want them, and go permanent later.”

“Excellent. And when can we do this?”

“Would this afternoon, after lunch, be too soon?”

“The sooner the better, right honey?” Ann showed her teeth.

“Very good. I’ll put you on the schedule, and make sure you don’t eat lunch.”

Ann whipped out Jed’s checkbook and started scribbling.

Three hours later Jed and Ann walked out of the doctor’s office.

Jed kept looking down at his breasts. To him t hey seemed huge. To Ann they were only about half as big as she wanted.

“This is amazing,” muttered Jed.

“At least those stupid cups are full.”

Jed nodded.

They went to the car and got in, Ann behind the wheel, and Jed asked, “You know…”

Ann started the car, looked sideways at him, and asked, “What?”

“I don’t have an erection.”

“Hmm. Really?” She was laughing inside.

“I always have an erection. Ever since puberty I’ve had erections. but…now I don’t.”

“So?”

“So it feels weird.”

“Do you miss having a boner?”

“Well…not really. It’s sort of a relief.”

“Good.” Ann put the car in gear and headed for home. That Lupron really worked fast!

Life was different for Jed, now that he was shed of erections and had a large set of boobs on his chest. His days and nights were devoted to fashion magazines, giggly sit coms, learning needlepoint, and generally being a woman.

But if it was different for him, it was equally different for Ann.

Jed no longer went to work, so she volunteered for more hours at her work. She would leave early in the morning, and come home later at night.

She didn’t mind. She was finding that she. liked work. She liked having her nose to the grindstone, she liked being dedicated to something besides housework.

Heck, Jed was doing just fine with that stuff.

However, she found that the long hours resulted in her not having enough time to prepare herself, in a feminine sense.

She wasn’t about to wake up at five in the morning and slap on some make up. And she found it expedient to just wear pants and a shirt.

And one morning she got up early, was half asleep and yawning, and she accidentally grabbed a pair of Jed’s old underwear.

It had gotten lost in the wash and ended up in her drawer, and had not been thrown out with his other stuff.

Blinking, stumbling through the still dark house, she pulled on the BVDs, then pants. She scratched herself in the crotch, then…blinked.

She pulled down the hem of her pants and realized her mistake.

She looked at the clock, and she didn’t want to be late. She just buttoned up and went on about her business.

All day long she wore his drawers, and…she liked it.

They weren’t kinky, slinky turn me on. They were rough and utilitarian. Hold the banana and oranges in place, don’t let the dong dangle, scratch an itch underpants.

Female underwear was always a little horny to wear. They way they rubbed against her pussy, better to not have that excitation, better for her to concentrate without the distraction of being reminded of her sex organs.

So the days passed, and the weeks.

Jed grew long fingernails and learned how to care for them. He was constantly worrying that he might break a nail.

Ann, to stay cool while working, cut her hair short. Real short.

Jed mastered needlepoint and started learning how to sew.

Ann wore a tighter and tighter bra. Her chest began to look flatter and flatter, and she started lifting weights to bulk up. She was in a man’s world, and it was better to look like a man.

And each partook of the others worlds until they looked more natural for those other worlds, and less like they belonged in their born worlds.

Jed looked like a woman. He tittered and giggled and learned to run in high heels.

Ann cursed and spit on the sidewalk.

And all was happy. Until…one day…

Ann frowned. She scratched her crotch and spat, and wondered what was wrong.

She was driving home, traffic was light, and…why did she feel this sense of unease?

Then she got it. She blinked and rolled to the side of the road.

She had been in the warehouse with Butch and the boys, laughing over dirty jokes. Butch had started it with “What’s the difference between a G-spot and a golf ball?”

The half a dozen guys sitting on the dock, taking their break, shook their heads.

“A guy will actually search for a golf ball.”

A couple of guys grinned. Kenny guffawed, and the others shook their heads sadly.

Then Kenny said, “What does the sign on an out-of-business brothel say?”

Nobody knew.

“Beat it.”

Chuckles, a laugh or two. It was just good times. Guys with nothing to do making jokes about sex.

One of the guys asked, “Why was the guitar teacher arrested?”

A pause while the guys smiled and looked at each other.

“For fingering a minor.”

“That’s a good one,” said Kenny. It didn’t take much to keep Kenny entertained.

Then Ann remembered one she had read on the wall of a restroom. A male restroom. It was written right under ‘For a good time call…’

“What’s the difference between a tire and 365 used condoms?”

The guys looked at her. They had all accepted her as ‘one of the guys.’ To hear her make a joke, however, that was new.

“One’s a Goodyear. The other’s a great year.”

Everybody laughed at that one, and Ann felt a sense of warmth in her crotch.

Her groin. The thing she negated daily so as to appear more masculine.

Then Chuck spoke up: “Why does Santa Claus have such a big sack?”

The punchline was, “He only comes once a year.”

More jokes, more chuckles and snickers, and then it was back to work.

But Ann was bothered by something. And it bothered her all day, and only as she drove home did she figure out what was bothering her.

He only comes once a year.

But why had that bothered her? She had just told her dirty joke, had been accepted, and…he only comes once a year?

But was she thinking about Jed?

Nope. Not no more. She hadn’t thought about Jed’s sex for months. And why should she? He was a girl. He had tits and his dick was just a little limp pinkie that was easily taped back between her legs and out of sight. Why should his lack of sex bother her?

No. It wasn’t Jed’s lack of sex. It was…hers.

She was a guy now. Like the ones telling bad jokes on the back of the dock during break. And she hadn’t had sex in…months.

Six months since she had caught Jed in the apartment. And probably a couple of months before that while he abused himself and ignored her.

But guys were supposed to be oversexed. They were supposed to beat off daily, and leer at women, and…and she had done none of that.

She was sexless.

Oh, she had tits, but they wee bound up tight in her sturdy bra.

And she had a cunt, but…but what was she…she didn’t have a dick to beat off, and she…

Ann turned her car into a parking lot. She was at Jon’s Supermart, and she pulled into a space.

She stepped out of the car and locked it, then walked towards the store.

She was just one more man in a world of men. Women glanced at her, and moved subtilely aside. Men glanced at her and gave tight lipped nods.

She walked through the store, not sure exactly what she was looking for.

She found it in the fruit section.

In a bin, she found a cucumber.

Further on she found a pair of lemons.

She went to the check out counter and paid for them and headed back towards the car.

But she couldn’t wait.

She opened the door and stood behind it. Nobody could see through the door and she opened the bag and took out the cucumber. She slid it into her pants, and her underpants.

It was too long, and she couldn’t make it fit.

She couldn’t cut it because juices would get squishy down there, and she didn’t ever want to be reminded of her period.

So she pushed it half way into herself, and gasped.

Two spaces over a woman was getting into her car, and she turned and stared.

The way the man was standing, the dip of his shoulder, it looked like he was holding his penis and had just cum.

“Well!” she stated indignantly.

Ann turned her face and saw the woman. “What you lookin’ at, bitch?”

The woman quickly got into her car and took out her cell phone.

Ann understood, on some level, that she was compromised. The woman would claim she had been playing with herself in public, and, the truth was, she sorta had been.

Quickly, Ann pushed the two lemons into her shorts, hopped into her car, and drove out of the parking lot.

To move sent ecstatic shivers through her pussy. The shifting of the cucumber, the rolling of the lemons against her clitoris…she finally knew what it was like for a man to have a dick.

Every step made the lemons roll against her sex. Every movement made the cucumber wiggle inside her.

She drove home, drenched in sweat, on the edge of an orgasm.

And she was happy.

This is what a man feels like. This is what a man needs.

In her wild fantasy she imagined herself laying on top of a woman, thrusting her hips forward, the cucumber giving pleasure to both.

She imagined herself pressing her hands against a pair of boobs. She imagined herself licking those boobs, sucking on the nipples, kissing that woman.

She wasn’t a lesbian, she was just…a man!

She almost crashed when she pulled into the driveway. The act of pressing down on the brake stimulated the cucumber to wiggle in her snatch and she almost lost control. Only touched the bumper to the garage door with a little bang.

Shivering, ready to squirt, Ann got out of the car and walked into the garage, through the garage, and into the kitchen.

Jed was standing at the sink. He was immaculate in high heels with his high, big boobs. These were real implants, big implants, not the stupid, little vacation boobs.

Jed turned, and his face was totally feminine. Pills he had taken to adjust his testosterone had let the estrogen run wild, and his face was shifted into a more feminine mode. His lips were red and large, and his eyes were wide and frightened, like a doe’s.

Ann felt almost drunk, she was so raging horny.

“Ann?” blurted Jed, backing away from her.

Ann grabbed the front of her pants, and caught the cucumber in her grip. “Bitch!” she shouted, jacking the cucumber to enhance her already overwhelming sexual excitement, “Come here!”

Jed turned and ran. He was a woman. He didn’t want to bother with things like sex. Sex was dirty. It was something only nasty, little boys did.

And, in his mind, he imagined his mother telling him that when he was a little girl.

Ann ran after him, almost howling with sexual excitement, jacking the cucumber, feeling the lemons roll around her sex.

God, it felt good to run like a man, not having those big, old, bouncy boobs jumping up and down on her chest.

Jed ran into the guest room and slammed the door.

“Woman! Get out here! I need a blow job!”

“Go away!” screamed Jed. “I’m a virgin!”

“Not for long you stupid cunt!”

“For always! You hairy beast.”

Of course, Ann wasn’t hairy, but…that hurt! So what if she had a hairy chest and liked to scratch her balls? That was part of being a man!”

Ann managed to turn the knob and the door began swinging back and forth. For a while it looked like Ann was going to win. She had flat bottom shoes, waffle stompers, and she had the traction.

Then the door swung the other way, almost shut again, as Jed managed to dig in his high heels and put his weight into the struggle.

Then Ann, then Jed, then Ann…

Finally, realizing she was caught in a stalemate, Ann whispered, “Honey?”

“What?” answered Jed. The shot had made his muscles weak and ladylike and he was almost out of steam.

“I just want a little action.”

“I’m not in the mood.”

“Just a little in and out.”

“I’ve got a headache.”

“Ok. Just a blow job. I’m hurting, and only you can kiss it and make it better.”

“It’s my time of month.”

That made Ann think, but only for a short while. On some level she realized that Jed couldn’t have a ‘time of month.’

She didn’t exactly understand why, but…he couldn’t.

“A hand job?”

“No!”

But getting Jed talking had gotten him to relax his struggle.

With a mighty push Ann made the door go back. Jed sprawled on the floor, his legs spread and his dress up. Sitting there, his boobs bouncing from landing, he was delectable, and Ann licked her lips and advanced on him.

“No! No!”

“Now I’m going to give it to you, bitch!”

Then occurred a true circus.

Ann dropped her pants and drawers, and Jed stared as the cucumber and the lemons dropped on the floor.

“What? Did you? What?”

The cucumber dropping out of her, the relief of the lemons no longer rolling on her sex, Ann’s excitement…waned.

She still wanted, there was no denying that, but…but something was wrong.

Still, when Jed tried to move back Ann pounced.

She pushed him back, sat on him, began ripping off his clothes.

“No! No!” he wailed.

“Yes, yes,” grinned Ann.

But, when she got all his clothes off, when his hairless, naked body was ripe for the taking, Ann found that she couldn’t put it in. And she couldn’t put it in for one, simple, little reason.

She didn’t have it.

She didn’t have a penis.

The reality of the cucumber, which had been kicked under the bed, was gone.

The fantasy of being a sexual male…it was over.

She lay on top of Jed and reached for a dick that she didn’t have.

Jed sobbed and cried in terror for the dick that would never be put in him. And, truth, he didn’t have a pussy to put it in. Of course he had a butt, but…but…

Ann pushed up on her knees, then stood up. She towered over the crying Jed.

Jed turned on his side and sobbed.

“You bitch!” said Ann. “You call yourself a wife?”

“I don’t…I don’t…”

“You’re just a dried up, old prune.”

“I’m sorry…I’m sorry.” He didn’t know what he was sorry for, but the way Ann was talking to him Jed knew that he should be sorry.

“Be sorry elsewhere,” and Ann stomped out of the room.


Epilogue

The two cops rode up in the elevator in the building next to the Hamilton building.

“Remember the last time we were here?”

“Yep. Man, that was a scene. That guy was crazy.”

“The one across the way? the sex maniac?”

“Yeah. I sure hope his wife got control of him. He was a nut case.”

The cops smiled, then the second one said. “I wonder what the old biddy wants this time? We haven’t seen her for half a year or more.”

“I don’t know.”

The elevator door opened and the two cops strode down the hallway to room 8C. They knocked, and the door swung back quickly.

The little, old lady was still dumpy and scruffy looking. More dumpy and scruffy, to tell the truth.             

“Where have you been? I called hours ago!”

“What seems to be the problem, ma’am?”

“Sex maniacs!”

The cops glanced at each other.

“If you could show us?”

They walked back through the apartment and into the darkened bedroom. The old lady pointed at the same apartment she had pointed at those many months ago.

“See? See?”

The officers looked through the window. They saw the same apartment, the same high balcony, but they saw nothing else.

“What is it you think you see?” asked one of the cops.

“Sex!” The old woman shouted. “On the bed, jumping up and down, doing those nasty things! And look at the computer! It’s always showing these nasty pictures of huge penises! Black penises! Big penises! Penises with warts on them! Penises with big testicles! Penises that squirt and squirt and squirt! Penises that—“

“I’m sorry, ma’am, but I don’t see anything.”

And, once again, the old lady shouted, “Stand on the bed!”

So one of the cops got onto the bed, held onto the wall to balance himself, and looked at the apartment across the way.

Sure enough, now that he was high enough, the cop could see everything.

He saw a figured naked, except for a very tight bra. And the figure was bouncing up and down on the bed, jamming a sex toy into her snatch.

Snatch?

And the cop realized that the figure wasn’t a man, it was a woman.

He got off the bed and sighed.

“Well? Well?” the old lady screeched.

Tiredly, the cop said, “Could you just close your drapes?”

The old lady straightened up, looked shocked, and said, “Well! I never…”

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 them. 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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