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Author’s Note

Have you ever wanted to make love to a woman while she’s asleep?

Oh! You bad boy! Ten dick slaps with a golf shoe!

Sex is meant to be enjoyed! Although, now that I think about it, to have your partner absolutely at your mercy…hmmm.

“Oh! Bad me! Ten slaps with, uh…never mind.

But this story is about that. A couple who decide that sleeping sex might be better than the real thing. That, of course, leads to all sorts of problems, and the only real solution is for the husband to skip on down the pink path.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“I’m going to do it.”

“I think you’re crazy.”

“Crazy or not, I can’t take it any more, so I’m going to take sleeping pills.”

Mason glared at Lee. Lee just folded her arms and held her ground.

Mason was five foot eight. He had been a tennis player in college, and he was lanky, wiry, with a soft face and brown eyes.

Lee was the perfect 36 by 24 by 36. Well, maybe the chest measurement was a little larger, but she was a brunette beauty. Eyebrows that arched, a straight nose, and plump lips.

Mason: “I think it might be dangerous. And what if something goes wrong? What if you have a seizure or something?”

“I’ve taken sleeping pills before. The only difference is that I’ll be having sex while I’m sleeping.”

“But, honey?” he begged, “Can’t we just try again? I know sex is distasteful! I know that you don’t like it! But isn’t it better to work our way through this instead of…instead of…”

She cut in: “No. No more laying there, rigid, waiting for you to get done. No more of feeling like my body is a big fingernail on a giant chalkboard. I love you, totally, but I’m not willing to go through that traumatic experience again.”

“But I’ll be gentle! We’ll talk, communicate, find out what bothers you! I’ll do everything I can to make sex work.”

“We’ve tried that. A lot. And it doesn’t work. I’m fine, then you get in me and it feels like…like gargling shards of glass…in my gut.”

“Therapy! We can get more therapy! Surely a therapist can help us get to the bottom of—“

“Mason!”

He shut at the distraught tone of her voice.

“Mason, honey. You’re the best man in the world, and I appreciate everything you’ve done. I can’t believe how much you’ve sacrificed for me. But therapy doesn’t work, communication doesn’t work. I am not going to cheat you out of the marriage bed, so I am going to take sleeping pills and go to sleep, and you can have sex with me.”

“But…”

The argument went on and on. They were sitting in their living room, it was a Friday afternoon, after work, and Lee had made up her mind.

“How about alcohol? We like to drink…we can get you drunk, real drunk, and we can try to do it, and get past this…this whatever it is we’re going through.”

Lee looked down at her knees. Her face was determined, though sad.

“One more time. Liquor. But if it doesn’t work,” she looked back up at him, her face set, “then we try the sleeping pills.”

“One more time,” he agreed happily, feeling the relief.

“Go get some drinks. We can try more communication, but I’m telling you right now…if it doesn’t work then you have to agree with me. We try sleeping pills.”

“Oh.”

She reached out and gripped his arm fiercely. “Agree. If I still have the problem with sex…you’re okay with me taking sleeping pills and you ravaging my body. Agree!”

He knew this was it. No way around it. He didn’t want to, but he nodded. “Okay.”

“All right,” she let go of him and sat back. So…go get me drunk and take advantage of me.”

She spoke as if in jest, but there was an underlying seriousness to her command that was unsettling.

Mason nodded, stood up, and headed for the kitchen.

In the kitchen he got down the W.L. Weller | Full Proof bourbon. $400 a bottle, a gift from his boss, and reserved for super special occasions.

He took the bottle and two glasses back into the living room.

“Uh oh, the good stuff. Is somebody trying to get lucky?” Lee laughed, and though her laugh was a bit nervous, it did break the ice. They were going to make the transition from talking about sex to having sex.

Mason smiled, set the glasses down and twisted the cork gently until it popped out. He laid the neck of the bottle against the rim of the first glass and poured an inch into the glass, then did the second glass.

He sat down, neglecting to stopped the bottle, and they both swirled the bourbon and smiled at each other.

She sipped,  coughed. “I’ll never get used to the straight stuff.”

He sipped. “I taste oak and vanilla and…something else.”

“Caramel?”

“More chocolate, but that would be the effect of char in the barrel.”

They both sipped again, then Lee said, “Can you ruin it for me?”

Mason chuckled, “Of course.”

He went into the kitchen and came out with a can of cold Coke. He held the can high and poured long. It destroyed the carbonation, but made the drink sweeter.

“You should go to Pepsi. It’s even sweeter, then you can keep the carbonation.”

“Next time,” she murmured, sipping. She felt the warmth descend down the pipes, splash in the stomach, and the endorphins in her head howled.

He poured the rest of his can into his own bourbon.

“You? You’re going to ruin this expensive swill?”

“No. I’m going to make it last longer. This is what we in the trough call ‘Good shit!’”

They both laughed, and sipped, and eyed each other.

Mason loved sex. He especially loved sex with sexy women. There was just something about sexy women that turned him on. Duh.

And there was something about the ultra sexy Lee that super turned him on.

Lee, for her part, also loved sex. To a point.

She loved to kiss and snuggle. She loved to stroke her husband, and she didn’t even mind giving head.

But as soon as his penis went into her she froze up. She felt like somebody was using a block of wood covered with sand paper.

Every nerve tensed, it became painful and her whole body screamed for him to get out.

She wouldn't tell him to get out. She would put up with it, her whole body feeling like it was being peeled by a razor, but when he was done she couldn’t hide how she felt. Often she would just sob.

Mason would try to console her, couldn’t figure out what he had done, but…she was hurting from the sexual act.

They had tried therapy and communication and getting drunk, but nothing worked.

This, Mason knew, really was their last chance.

And he didn’t want his wife taking sleeping pills and going to sleep just so he could poke his dick in her.

Because that’s what it would be!

She wouldn't be a living, loving participant, she would be a sleeping log, a hole without feeling, something for him to squirt in without the human passion and love.

He didn’t want that.

But she couldn’t figure out what else to do.

They sipped their bourbon and Coke.

Mason got out a cheaper bottle. Why waste the good stuff when you were just trying to get blotto? And they drank and sat next to each other.

They somehow lost their clothes. A sock here, a bra there, a belt unbuckled.

Naked, they made out. Kissing, feeling each other, ‘getting lucky,’ as they put it.

Lee was getting hot. She was moist as her natural juices were unleashed by the potent alcohol.

She felt him put a finger in her, and it was wonderful.

He wiggled it, and she groaned and her hips writhed. She loved the feeling of a finger or two reaming her hole. She loved how she produced more juices, and her pussy became more sensitive.

Mason loved it, too. He lay next to her, slightly on top, kissing her breasts, sucking on her taut nipple as he diddled her vagina.

She began to moan. She closed her eyes and screwed his fingers with her hips.

Mason took his time, brought her along carefully, and she became hotter and hotter.

Finally she looked up at him, her eyes smoky with desire, her voice gruff with lust. “Try it.”

She spread her legs and he got between them. He lowered himself, careful to be gentle, and rubbed his cock up and down between her labia. He tickled her clit with his glans, and, finally, he inserted.

She felt the change instantly. She tensed, and did everything she could do relax.

Inch by inch he entered her, and inch by inch she could feel the panic rising.

The feeling of harshness replaced her lust. Something began working in her head, scraping her mind.

Sex, the act of penetration, felt like somebody flicking her eyeball with a rubber band, but it didn’t stop, the rubber band didn’t fly away, and the sensation of pain, though there was no reason for it, kept building and building.

Her muscles were locking up, she clutched to Mason, and he stopped and looked down at her.

“No?” he whispered.

“I’m sorry. I’m trying, but…”

He pulled back, extracted his shaft and head, and lay next to her.

They held each other, in communion, but also apart, trying to deal with the tragedy of lack of compatibility.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered again, her mouth against his flesh.

“It’s okay.”

He was thinking that she was going to take sleeping pills next time, and he didn’t want that.

He loved his woman. He wanted her soft, warm flesh, her moist pussy, her searching and soft lips. But he wanted them with awareness. He didn’t want to just stick his dick in an unfeeling body and squirt, and know that he had used her like she was. masturbatory machine.

“It’s okay,” he whispered again. “It’s okay.”

Finally, they got up and went to bed.

The next morning, not feeling much of a hang over because they had started their debauchery with mostly good bourbon, she rolled over and held him. And stroked him. And finally slid down the sheets and took him in her mouth.

She was good, and there was passion there, a lot of passion, but it wasn’t the same as feeling the insides of her pussy.

A man cannot live by blow jobs alone.

Sometime he must have the real thing.

When he was done, and she had swallowed, she got up and went to the bathroom. She performed her morning ablutions, brushed her teeth, and when he entered the bathroom she said, “I’m going to take sleeping pills next time. Would next Friday be all right?”

He sighed, looked at her, and knew she was going to do this no matter what.

“Friday would be fine,” he said,  starting to brush his own teeth.

They brushed together, and suddenly she was brushing with one hand and had her other hand around his waist.

“It’ll work,” she said as the toothpaste dribbled around her lips. “You’ll see.”

He smiled a tight smile, and said, “I know.”

But neither of them really believed.

The week passed slowly and, for Mason, sadly.

He wasn’t looking forward to a sleeping pill fuck. He didn’t want to put his dick in a ‘sex doll.’

He had never tried a sex doll, those rubberized things they sell on the internet, but he didn’t think it would be very good anyway. A fuck or two that was exciting, then the lifelessness of it all setting in.

He didn’t want that same sort of experience from his wife.

Also, when she was unconscious he didn’t think it was particularly moral.

Yes, she made the choice to do it that way, but when unconscious she had no real choice, so wasn’t that sort of…immoral? For him?

Still, this was what Lee wanted, and she even seemed a little relieved by her choice. All during the week she was excited, actually excited. She seemed relieved that she was going to finally deliver sexually, and she was giggling like a bride.

This manifested in her hugging him at various times during the days, slipping to her knees and sucking him, fondling his balls, and kissing him till he thought his lips were going to fall off.

During the night, when they went to bed, she played with him. Teased him. Made him harder and harder.

“It’s going to be great, honey,” she would say. “You’re going to have fun. You’re going to love it.”

He would smile and nod, but inside, carefully concealed, he was quite dubious.

But, for her, he would try.

Finally, the week of excitement (for her) and dread (for him) passed, and it was time for their great night of (unconscious) sex.

After dinner she went to the bedroom and got ready. She wore a sexy panty and bra, her nipples peeking over the top of the bra. Then she put on a. peignoir, applied her make up, and headed out to the front room.

Mason handed her a drink, the good bourbon, and she smiled and sipped.

“One drink,” he said.

“And two pills,” she responded. “That should put me under enough so that I don’t wake up.”

He shook his head, but she just laughed, put her delicate, manicured hand on his knee and said, “And I don’t want to wake up in some strange place.”

He chortled, weakly. “Yeah, and a line of men paying two bucks for a shot at the princess.”

It was sick, but it was just funny enough to take the edge off, and they began to lighten up and enjoy the moment.

She sat on his lap, and kissed him, her arms around his neck.

He put on some music and she did a quite effective strip tease. By the time she was done his weenie was standing at attention.

“Take your clothes off,” she commanded, chuckling, her excitement rising.

He unbuckled, unzipped and shucked his duds.

He stood naked, his manhood protruding, and she sat in front of him, fondling his nuts and stroking his shaft, her mouth around his glans.

He sighed. He was certainly excited enough. Even the thought of her being unconscious wasn’t going to make him go limp.

She popped a couple of sleeping pills. RexMD. Guaranteed for seven hours of slumber.

“Walk me back to the boudoir, stud.”

He put his arm around her waist and they sauntered down the hallway.

The bedroom was adrift with incense, and she had lit four candles. It was quite romantic, and he smiled. His boner felt like it was about to pop.

They sat on the bed, one leg off and one leg on, and smiled at each other.

“This is going to be wonderful,” she said. “I anticipate waking up feeling refreshed, satisfied, the way I always thought sex would be.”

“I’ll certainly do my best,” he replied.

“I know you will,” she placed a hand on his cheek and kissed him gently.

He felt the soft pleasure of her lips, he tasted her lipstick, and he was worried.

She yawned. “Well, looks like I’m about to go nighty night.”

“Okay, honey.”

“Now, remember, use my vagina, but don’t poke my butt, and it would be mean if I woke up with semen all in my hair or something. Fuck me, honey and fuck me good.”

“I will.”

She slid under the covers, yawning again. He tucked her in and she stared up at him. “Use me, honey. Do what you want, and I’ll see you in the morning.”

“Okay, honey. Sweet dreams.”

She smiled, closed her eyes, and he watched her.

Minutes passed and her breathing deepened.

He wasn’t sure when she made the transition from wakefulness to sleep, but at a certain point he was sure she was asleep. Her breathing was deep, there was no flutter of eyelids, her chest rose and fell and she was relaxed.

He lifted one of her arms and let it drop an inch. Flop. No resistance. Totally asleep.

Feeling weird, Mason went to the kitchen and made another drink.

He was naked, bobbing, and he tried not to think about what he was going to do.

He should be excited. This was her wishes, her permission, and she wanted him to do this.

She wanted him to fuck her while she was asleep.

So why did he feel like he was about to violate her?

He sighed, sipped his drink and went back to the bedroom.

In the bedroom he pulled the covers back and revealed her spectacular body. She took a lot of pride in herself, she worked out, ate the right foods, and she was slim, trim, with fat only in the right places. Her hips flared out and helped the waist look skinny. Her breasts were full and enticing, the nipples excited even in her sleep.

She always did have nipples that stayed hard.

And he liked sucking them to help them stay hard.

He knelt at the side of the bed, leaning over her, and he lowered his mouth to one nipple.

He kissed it, put the ring of his lips over the tip of her tits and gently sucked.

He thought he heard a moan, and he looked up at her.

Sleeping.

He continued.

He cupped her boob with a hand, gently compressed, sucked the nipple harder.

She sighed, he heard it this time, but when he looked it appeared that she had just made a normal sleep sigh.

He waited. He moved up and kissed her on the lips.

They were soft, but unresponsive.

And he felt a sudden surge of excitement.

He had a naked body ready for him, and he could do anything he wanted to it.

He could screw it, make love to it, fondle it.

Heck, he could drag her out of bed and do it in the living room. With the drapes open so all the neighbors could see.

A subtle giggle escaped his throat.

Mason was a good guy. A really good guy. But even the best of people, when put in certain situations, could do…bad things.

Of course, he wasn’t about to do bad things. He wasn’t going to drag her around the house, or put her in the car and go screw her over the back seat at lover’s lane while he looked over the city.

But the thought was there. The power over another human being.

He wasn’t a Nazi, but the niggle of what went for justification for a Nazi went through his mind.

He was in charge. He could do what he wanted. He could bend her this way and that, screw her as he wished, and there was nothing that she could do about it.

It was a heady feeling, a powerful feeling, but it brought immense amounts of potential guilt with it.

She had no choice now, and even though she had made the choice to have no choice…she had no choice.

She was pure victim, and he was totally in charge.

He spread her legs, wide, and began licking her pussy. He inserted his tongue. He swirled his fingers inside her like he was stirring batter.

She slept peacefully. No smile on her face, but no…’not smile.’

He slid over her body and prepared to put his cock in her.

She slept, and he didn’t notice the slight downturn of the corners of her mouth when he slid the tip of his penis up and down her labia.

He was excited now. If she had awoken suddenly he wouldn't have cared, he would have had his way.

No, he wasn’t bad, but he was so excited by the power he had over her…he slid his penis into her.

She grunted, and he stopped, his eyes open and crazed looking. But it was only a reaction to his body weight.

He began to go in and out.

Then he stopped, withdrew. He knelt over her chest and bunched her tits together, made a tunnel for his cock.

He screwed her boobs, and he was already getting close. He could feel the little explosion waiting to happen way down in his groin.

He didn’t want to squirt too soon. He wanted to make it last.

Seven hours of sleep? That should be good for six hours of plundering her naked form.

He studied her face. He licked her cheek. He smiled.

He was now weird. He was perverse, but he couldn’t help it.

He was a nice guy, and would normally never be this creepy, but…he was in charge. Her body was totally under his control.

Mason played with her body for an hour before it became too exciting. At that point he was in a frenzy. His heart was pounding and he was gasping for breath, moving her around, rubbing her all over, squeezing her breasts, lightly slapping her ass.

She didn’t complain. No Please honey, could you take it easy?’

So he sated himself of not just his desires, but those secret desires that hide in wicked men.

And he wasn’t wicked.

At least, not normally.

But now…now he couldn’t help himself.

He squirted in her. Deep in her. It blew his mind, her lying so calm and peaceful, and the more he noted how peaceful she was, the more excited he became.

I’m not like this, he thought at one point. But he couldn’t stop himself.

But, unleashed, he was.

He came so hard he passed out on her.

But came to a few minutes later, her struggling to breath under him, and rolled off her.

He felt guilty. He felt like he was evil, that he had done a bad thing.

Truth, though he was overly excited, and a tad rough, he hadn’t done anything that people hadn’t done for thousands of years. Just…asleep.

She had been asleep for a couple of hours, and he got off the bed and looked down upon her.

He loved her. He was ashamed. He wondered if he would even be able to face her.

He turned and went into the bathroom.

He stepped into the shower, and there…he wept.

He leaned his head against the tiles and the spray washed over his scalp and he felt worse than he had ever felt in his life.

This was supposed to be a solution!

So why did he feel so cruddy?

And he knew, in his heart of hearts, his actions weren’t love, they were lust, without consequences, without thought for the human being under him.

Well, he would never do that again. And if she demanded that he do it again, he wouldn’t. He would say he would, but then he would just jack off and go to sleep. Let her think he had cum.

He simply couldn’t endure this amount of guilt ever again.

Lee opened her eyes…and tears came to them.

She felt so low, so abused, so…dirty.

Mason wasn’t there. She didn’t know where he was, but she was glad he wasn’t.

What had she done? What had been done to her?

She felt filthy.

She reached down and felt her vagina.

Goo. She brought a hand up and smelled it.

Man batter.

So he had done it.

Just as she had asked.

He had screwed her while she was unconscious, and…why did she feel so bad?

She had asked for this! She had demanded it!

But she had not known she would feel like this.

This was like…like…rape!

And she had asked for it!

Tears began to stream from her eyes and she slipped out from under the covers.

She was off balance as she walked to the bathroom, but she made it.

Into the shower, and there the tears really flowed. She stood, her head against the tiles, as the water sluiced through her scalp.

Why had she made him to this?

What had possessed her?

She loved him, with all her heart, so why…why…

Tears indistinguishable from the shower water, she cried uncontrollably.

How could she ever face him again?

The best intentions sometimes don’t survive.

She had a robe on and walked out to the living room.

Mason was asleep on the couch.

She sat down across from him and watched him sleep.

She loved him, and she loathed herself.

How could he ever love her, now that she was defiled, filthy, no better than a slut?

He stirred, opened his eyes.

He smiled, his face a rictus.

“Hello, honey.”

Her heart was breaking as she responded, “Hi, dear.”

“I did it.”

“Oh, good…I mean, I know. I was all spermy. Down there.”

She was forcing her face to look happy, but the edges of her self-disgust could not be hidden.

“Are you…okay?” he asked, swinging his feet to the floor and sitting up.

“Oh, yes. It was…incredible.”

They were both lying, and they both knew it, and it was impossible for such misery to be contained.

“I’m sorry!” He broke first, but only by a microsecond. Then they were holding each other, both crying, both emitting their apologies, their protestations of love, how sorry they were, how they would never do that again.

For an hour they sat in each others arms. The tears stopped after about fifteen minutes and they simply sat and held each other.

Sighs that went all the way through their bodies.

Afraid to look at each other.

Yet, they had to.

After an hour they moved apart. Mason didn’t want to look up, but Lee said, “We have to get over this.”

So he looked at her.

They held eye contact and started crying again.

But, in the end, because they loved each other, and because they were both willing to take responsibility for what they had done…they managed to stay together.

No talk of divorce. No recriminations, just the determination never to do something that stupid again as long as they lived.

And they had breakfast.

Two weeks later Leslie Harmon came to visit.

Leslie was Lee’s mother, and she had detected something wrong in her daughter’s marriage.

Mothers are like that. They have intuition. They’ve walked the same path, they know the signs.

So she flew in unannounced on a Tuesday night.

“Hello, dear,” she hugged her daughter, then she hugged Lee.

Yep. Something was wrong.

There was just a nervousness to the couple, an unhappiness that simmered under the surface.

“What a surprise!” Lee blurted, walking her mother into the living room.

Mason took her luggage to the spare bedroom, then went to make drinks.

Leslie and Lee made small talk while sitting on the sofa, and when Mason entered the room with their drinks she observed him.

Yep. Something wrong. But there didn’t seem to be one or the other at fault.

If one of them had cheated the dynamics would have been different. In this situation they both looked equally miserable.

And hiding that misery and failing.

So they talked into the night, and the mood brightened.

Leslie determined that she needed to get her daughter alone and put the screws to her.

Oh, she could have browbeat them both and gotten to the heart of the matter, but she didn’t want to be the bully. She didn’t want to browbeat her daughter’s husband.

No, best if she got Lee alone. Then she would see what she would see.

Lee and Leslie went to lunch the very next day. They went to Charley Coyote’s a nightclub/restaurant on Santa Monica Blvd., and ordered salads and Margaritas.

Sitting in the relaxed atmosphere, roses twining through the iron trellis work, soft music seeping out to the patio, kissing the salt off the lip of the Margaritas.

One drink down, the salads done, Leslie went to work. “So what’s the trouble between you and Mason?”

“Mother! There’s no trouble!”

“I think the bull shat. Better not step in it,” Leslie spoke dryly.

A few more queries, a direct look in the eyes, and Lee broke.

“I can’t stand sex. Lee loves it, but…it makes me grit my teeth. It feels like somebody is shaving my eyeballs.”

Leslie listened and made no comment.

“So we tried sleep sex.I guess it’s called sexsomnia, but it’s different.”

“How so?”

“In sexsomnia somebody is so deprived they start having sex while asleep. What we did, I took some sleeping pills and…and he made love to me while I was asleep.”

Not a flicker of expression on Leslie’s face. Just a slight nod.

“Since then we’ve both felt so guilty. And I made him do it! He didn’t want to! But…”

She continued explaining, even shedding a few light tears, but in the end she felt better.

It always feels good to pour your heart out.

And Leslie said, “I can see what’s happened.”

Lee said, “But we’re getting over it. It’s in the past and we’ll never do that again.”

“The problem is that you broke one of the prime rules of womanhood.”

Lee looked blank.

“You let the man take charge. Now neither of you can figure out who is in charge, and that’s why your marriage feels like a ship out of control and about to capsize.”

Lee’s mouth opened slightly, then she shut it.

“Mother, I don’t understand.”

Leslie smiled. “I know you don’t, but you will. You see, I had this same problem in my marriage.”

“You and daddy?”

“Me and daddy. Fortunately, we figured it out. Or, rather, I figured it out. When you lose control you have to take control back. The man is incapable of understanding this, and he must be led to it. I was hoping you would never have to go through this, but…”

“So what do I do?”

“Listen carefully, daughter. I’ll explain it all, and we can write up a battle plan for you. But you’re going to have to take control, be in charge. Your marriage will never be the same again, you’ve destroyed that, but if you do exactly as I say then it will become better.”

Lee nodded, and Leslie began to explain.


Part Two

“Honey? We’ve been going about this all wrong.”

Mason was working on the car. He straightened up, wiped off his hands and looked at Lee.

She was different.

They had both been looking a little hang dog, but now she was smiling as of yore. It seemed like all the guilt had been evaporated from her.

He smiled. He wanted some of that. He wanted their relationship to return to the fun games it had once been.

“Oh? Enlighten me, oh great one.”

That was a good start.

She moved up next to him, pushed his greasy hands away and said, “Don’t touch me.”

“Oh, sorry.”

“I’ll do all the touching.”

They were in the garage and she leaned into him, plastered her breasts against him and kissed him full on the mouth. Her lips were like hot dice, rolling nothing but sevens.

Her hands, however, were digging in the basement. She slipped both bits past his belt and grabbed him. One hand on the glans, one hand on the testicles.

He groaned and his knees grew weak.

She smiled into his kiss, used her tongue, then withdrew. All the way. Stepped back and said, “Everything is your fault, and I must punish you until you admit it.”             

That was confusing. She was the one who made him fuck her while she was asleep.

But she was so happy, and his groin was so happy, he accepted what she said.

Why argue in the middle of a handjob, right?

“Well, see ya.”

“Hey! Wait a minute!”

And in that one action all the misery of the past weeks was gone.

Simply, he had been reduced to chasing his wife, instead of feeling the misery because of something that was done and gone.

She sauntered back into the house, got down the good stuff, and poured herself a shot.

Mason charged in after her.

“Oh, so that’s the way it is,” he said, not understanding at all.

She handed him the bottle of cheap stuff. “From here on out I drink the good stuff, and you suck this piss down.”

He tried to grab her, to smooch her, but she just pushed him off.

“The tide has turned, sweet hubby. I’m in charge and you have to do what I say.”

“What?” he was confused.

“You go earn the money, keep me in the style to which I have become accustomed, and maybe I’ll let you squirt.”

“Wait a minute…”

She patted his cheek with one hand. “Wait not, want not, I never said.”

That confused him even more. Before he could figure the phrase out, however, she said, “Would you like to cum?”

“Well…yeah!”

“Good. That’s a good start.”

Then he asked, his brows slightly dipped, “In your pussy?”

She reached her hands into his pants again and began playing pocket pool. She whispered into his ear. “Honey, pussies are yesterday’s thing. There’s lots more orifices than just a pussy. I’ve got ears…nostrils…all sorts of orifices.”

“You’re not making sense!”

“That’s okay. You’ll figure it out some day.” She let go of him and sipped from her drink again.

“So we’re going to have sex, but without the pussy, because you’ve got other holes.”

“Precisely!” she said brightly.

“I don’t get it.”

She put her glass down, kissed him, and reached around and cupped his buns.

“Baby. We’re gonna fuck till he cows come home. You just do what I say.”

Do what she said?

She reached down the back of his pants and rubbed his brown star.

“Aiiee!” He wiggled, but she was unrelenting.

“Hey, it’s a hole, right?”

“Well, yeah. But it’s my hole!”

“And you’ve been wanting to get into my hole. Time to let you see how it feels.

Then she was gone. Walking out the back door to the shed.

He followed her. “Hey!”

She entered the shed and pushed out her bicycle. “Sorry, hon. Can’t wait. When you’re done with the car can you do me a favor?”

“Uh…”

“I need you to stroke yourself for ten minutes….but not cum.”

“What?” His voice was getting a little squeaky.

“You heard me. Open the side gate, will you?”

She was getting on her bike, so he ran down the side yard and opened the gate. She went whizzing past him, shifting gears, slapping his face lovingly, and then she was gone. Her fine ass swaying back and forth, her shapely legs going in circles. Her large breasts shifting with each cycle of the pedals.

And he was left standing stupid.

She came back an hour later, covered with perspiration, her heart pounding, ready for phase two. Or three or four, or eighty or ninety. There were as many phases to her plans for Mason as he could drag his heels to.

But the end result was guaranteed.

Her in charge, him submissive and downright pussy whipped.

She put her bike away and walked into the house. It was as if Mason was waiting.

He was sitting in the kitchen sucking a Coke, but he leaped to his feet.

“I did it.”

“What?”

“Stroked myself for ten minutes.”

“Good. Your reward is you get to dry my body.”

He stared after her thin but voluptuous frame as she strode down the hallway. Then he ran after her.

She peeled off her shorts and stepped into the shower. He was stripping his clothes off, but when he went to get into the shower she put a hand on his chest and pushed him back.

“Hey!”

“Wait your turn.”

He stood, as if dumb, and watched as she soaped up her breasts, ran her hands over her buns, scrubbed her body thoroughly.

She stepped out and said, “Towel.”

“What?”

“Towel. I need to get dry. Towel.”

She waited, and now he was reluctant. Things weren’t going the way he wanted. He wanted to throw her down and screw her to the floor. But she was demanding things from him and he just didn’t understand.

He took a towel out of a cabinet and began drying her.

She stood, arms out, and he rubbed all of his favorite parts of her.

He dried her breasts, and his cock stood out and brushed her thigh.

She gave it a slap and said, “Keep that thing away from me until I ask for it.”

At that point he had to. He was in heat. He was uncontrollable, and he didn’t understand.

“Get the dryer and do my hair.”

He held the hair dryer and she turned, then stopped. “Move around, there we go. Back and forth. Hand me that brush.

Not sure what was handing, he handed her the brush, and she styled her hair, giving him directions on where and how to hold the dryer.

“Pay attention now,” she said. “I don’t want to have to give you instructions every time.”

“Every time? I’m not—“

She pressed a long nailed finger against his lips and smiled. “You’ll do what I want, when I want, how I want. Period.”

“Why are you doing this?” He was almost whining.

“To teach you.”

“Teach me what?”

“Teach you so that you’ll be able to do this without instruction. Teach you so that you can do it for yourself.”

“But, honey…” He didn’t really understand the significance of what she was saying.

“Shhh.”

When she was done with her hair she turned and patted his cheek. “You may take your own shower now.”

“What? But…why couldn’t I take one with you?”

“Because you’re a stinky, hairy man, and it’s not fitting for your dirty water to touch my fair and delicate skin.”

She left him in the bathroom, got dressed, and listened to the sound of the shower starting up.

Everything was going wonderfully. Exactly as her mother had told her it would.

Of course Mason was confused, but he was supposed to be. Confused men are easier to shape than unconfused men.

That evening Lee was kind and loving.

But she didn’t answer any questions, nor even leave much opportunity for him to ask any.

She fixed dinner, and told him that he was going to have to learn to cook.

She also mentioned that he should be contributing more with the housework.

And she finished each suggestion with kisses and a grope or two.

Mason wondered what the heck was going on.

He was getting lots of attention, but that usually resulted in some kind of sex.

Vaginal if she could handle it, which she usually couldn’t.

A blow job, or at least a hand job.

But now Lee was just teasing him. And she was so confident about it.

On Thursday Mason opened his dresser drawer and found no underwear.

“Lee? I don’t have any underwear!”

“Did you do the laundry?”

“You usually do that!”

“Oh, well, times change. Here, wear these until your laundry is done.”

She handed him a pair of pink panties. High cut with little white bows around the waist.

He stared at them disbelievingly. “I can’t wear these?”

“Okay.” She left the room and he was left holding panties.

He looked down at his groin. His penis was standing out. He had to wear something. If he didn’t wear some kind of underwear his boner would cause a bulge. That’s all he needed, to be reported to HR for having a cock.

Sighing, unsure of himself, he stepped into the panties and pulled them up.

They actually fit well. The pouch was made of some stretchy material so he fit in it and didn’t fall out. He had no idea that Lee had gone out and bought him sissy panties.

So he went to work, his package all tight and tidy, and…they felt good.

They felt good all day long. In fact, they caused him to have more boners that day than his regular underwear did. But he wasn’t going to complain.

Boners are good. He liked feeling horny and sexy and alive and alert down there.

He came home smiling, and Lee quizzed him on his panty ‘adventures.’

“So, how’d it go with your panties?”

“It was okay.”

“Did anybody notice?”

“Nope.”

“So you could wear these everyday and it would be okay.”

He stopped and thought about that. Not wear man underwear? Hmm. Being a man, that caused some concern.

“Well, I guess I could, but I’d rather wear my tighty whiteys.”

She nodded, patted his cheek, and went on about her business.

The next day he woke up, opened his drawer and said, “Uh oh. I forgot to do the laundry. Do you have some more panties I can wear?”

She did. And she said, “If you do the laundry tonight when you get home I’ll let you wear these all the time.”

That caused some consternation. But he liked wearing the panties, so he decided to do the laundry that night.

At that point Lee stepped back. She didn’t push for anything else. But she did start making him smoothies.

She lumped in some kale, a banana, some vitamins, and some special powder. The powder was heavy with estrogen, and it didn’t disturb the taste of the smoothie, so she started giving him a smoothie for morning and evening.

She encouraged him to skip lunch, which he sometimes did, and to start exercising.

Both of them liked to ride bikes, so that was the major form of exercise. After dinner they would hit the trails for an hour, pedal frantically, and this was an excellent way to lose weight. Which he did.

“I’m down to 150,” he said, gazing at himself in the mirror.

She smiled and gave him a hug from the rear, placing her paws right over his pectorals.

“You feel wonderful. I can even feel the muscle up here.”

He thought he was getting a little more flesh up top, and maybe down around the waist, but her encouragement was working.

He kept exercising and his waist shrunk and his pectorals and his waist became a bit rounder.

Finally, the day arrived, she looked at him when he got up and said, “You know, honey, you need to wear brassiere.”

“What?” His voice was a mighty squawk.

“I’m just saying. You must be eating the wrong stuff, but I sweat, your pectorals are getting larger, and…you don’t want to sag…”

“But I don’t want to have big, old pointers sticking out the front of my chest!”

“Oh, honey. I’m talking about a training bra, there won’t be any cups, and it’ll help keep your flab pressed back, give you a flat and wonderful figure.”

He looked in the mirror, had to admit that he was flabby up there. Still, his maleness wouldn't let him admit to boobs.

Even though they sort of looked like…no! No bra!

That was fine with Lee. She smiled and went about her business, and when she brought it up again, a couple of weeks later, Mason had had time to think about when his chest looked like.

“You’ve got to admit, you’ve got some little mounds.”

He stared at the mirror, and he could feel two things.

Disappointment.

Excitement.

He loved boobs. He lived to feel, to suck on the nipples, and it was the epitome of womanhood for a woman to have a big, old pair of honkers.

The question was, when would the excitement outweighs the disappointment?

Not if…but when.

“No,” he said, but it was weaker than it had been before.

Another two weeks passed, and he was ready, but it still took some convincing.

“I’ll tell you what. How long has it been since you had an orgasm.”

“It’s been a while,” he admitted.

“A couple of months? Longer?”

“At least.”

“Well, I’ll tell you what I’ll do. You put your bra and panties on and I’ll give you a nice, big orgasm.”

He perked up.

And, finally, excitement was greater than disappointment.

She handed him a bra. It was a training bra, but she knew she would be upgrading shortly. His chest was getting fatter and fatter.

He put on the bra and the panties. His penis was sticking out and he was really ready. But he couldn’t help but question his situation.

“Maybe I should see a doctor.”

“Maybe. If you want to spend money and take medicine.”

He looked at her.

“The fact is that the bike riding we’ve been doing, you’re going to eventually work off that extra fat.”

He nodded, and allowed himself to be dissuaded.

The fact was that he didn’t want to see a doctor. Having boobs was embarrassing, and having to talk about them to a doctor was even more embarrassing.

He could just wear that bra, and maybe even bind his chest with an Ace bandage or something.

What he didn’t count on was that there is pride involved in having boobs.

Oh, not for everybody. Some women, not to speak of men, love to strut, they put their chests out and are, in essence, bragging about their womanhood.

Then there are the women who walk around slump shouldered, who are embarrassed about having something that men stared at.

Mason, being a man, was usually proud of accomplishments and such, and he started to be proud of the growing bumps on his chest.

So he walked around the house, pushing his chest forward and trying to act nonchalant.

Lee observed this, of course, and smirked.

Things were progressing exactly as her mother had predicted.

Men were men, more sexually oriented than women. Heck, they walked around with their weenies getting stimulated by everything from underwear to seeing a pretty girl on the street.

Girls kept their pussies on the inside, not rubbed, not stimulated, and they were more in control than men.

Anyway, Mason put on the bra and panties, and Lee delivered a nice blow job, complete with swallowing. The only odd thing was when she was done she said. “Pay attention. Swallowing is important, and it is important that you learn how to do that.

And life went on.

Except…Mason’s chest was getting bigger. And one day Lee said, “Would you mind getting rid of all your ugly hair?”

Mason looked down at his body and frowned. He never thought of his hair as ugly, but he was horny, as usual, and when horny men are quite willing to do whatever their women asked. So he used Nair one night and liked the sensation of having no hair on his body.

And life went on.

And one day…Lee was doing her nails, and she called to Mason.

“Honey?”

Mason entered the room.

“Come sit down. I want to talk to you.”

He did. He had a boner. It had been a few weeks since his big blow job, and he did what she wanted.

She reached for one of his hands and placed it in front of her. She took out a clear color and began painting his nails.

The old Mason, before bra and panties, before Nair, would never have allowed that.

The new Mason, aware that his chest was growing and that Lee had said he was going to need A cups, sat and stared.

“What are you doing?”

“This will strengthen your nails. It’s clear, so your nails will look a bit shiny, but they’ll be strong and protected.”

He stared at his fingers, and they did look sort of cool.

She brushed his nails, three strokes down from cuticle to tip, and he felt his penis leaking.

That was weird. He was getting so horny that he exuded pre-cum.

Yet, it was exciting. He liked it.

“Have you thought about letting me get you a bigger bra?”

“Well, I don’t…”

“Now don’t be a toxic male. You need to look your best to get ahead in this world, and you can always wear a jacket if you’re embarrassed. You’re not embarrassed, though, are you?”

“Well, I am a little nervous. It’s not like men have boobs.”

“Actually, they do. They hide it, but have you ever looked up gynecomastia? “

“No.”

“Yes. Men get boobs. Silly men, boobs are wonderful. You like my boobs, don’t you?” Before he could answer she went on, “So why should you like having a nice, small pair of your own?”

“Well, uh…”

Suddenly he was experiencing the feel of heat surging through his body.

“Oh, my,” he said.

“What?”

“I feel heat.”

“You’re just getting a hot flash.”

“A what? I am?”

“Oh, yes. All girls get them when they go through puberty. Hot flashes, mood swings, other things. You’d better let me get that A cup for you.”

She finished with his fingernails and he looked at them. The clear coat made his fingers pretty, and he felt a surge of pride.

The following week she bought him new bras, and ripped the B tag off. He thought they were A cups, and he was surprised at how big A cups were, and never realized that he had grown into B cups.

People at work were noticing that Mason was changing. His face was becoming narrower, with higher cheek bones. His eyes looked to be larger and more brilliant.

This didn’t bother anybody, and, in fact, the girls at work liked it.

One day Mason was doing some work at his desk when three of the secretaries entered his cubicle.

“Mason,” said one. “Your eyes are scintillating.”

That’s what she said. Scintillating.

“Oh, uh…”

“And it’s a shame to let them remain so lackadaisical and dull. So…male.”

The three women then put make up on him. The cleaned his pores and primed him, and the boss walked by.

“What’s going on?” Jeanine asked.

“We’re giving Mason a make over. Doesn’t he have pretty eyes?”

Jeanine had to agree, and she said, “Mason, is there something you would like to tell us?”

“No. Uh…what?”

“Are you transitioning?”

“No!”

Yet his own mind was in a state of confusion.

Every day he woke up and looked in the mirror, and every day a more feminine man looked back at him.

He had started to imagine himself with curls instead of just brushed back locks.

“It’s okay if you are. It helps the company comply with government regulations. You might even get a little raise out of it if you are.”

“Oh.”

“So, are you transitioning?”

The three girls stopped working and waited breathlessly for his answer.

“Well, uh…I guess.”

Actually, he wasn’t, but…was he? He was changing, and he didn’t understand it, but everything was so crazy. He was feeling emotional, Lee was dropping hints, the girls wanted to make him up, and…now he was being offered money.

Jeanine nodded. “Excellent. I’ll let HR know. See if I can get you that raise.

Mason went home that night with a made up face, large, expressive eyes with a bit of dark color around them, and even a touch of pink lipstick.

Lee was thrilled.

“Oh! Look at you!”

Mason was embarrassed, but…he felt so good.

Lee took him in the bathroom and, being careful of his make up, she styled his hair.

He was now a woman in man’s clothes.

If he took off his jacket his breasts were obvious.

His lips looked fuller, softer.

Lee put on a darker shade of lipstick.

He stood in front of the mirror and studied himself.

“This is happening, isn’t it?”

Lee nodded. “Yes, it is.”

“But I don’t understand why.”

“Well, honey, I have a confession to make.”

He looked at her, and he looked exactly like a woman.

“When my mother came to visit?”

“Yeah?”

“She explained that what we had done, the sleeping sex, was wrong. She said that that gave you too much authority. It put you too far above me, and it negated both of us. You didn’t feel too good after that, did you?”

He shook his head.

“For our marriage to work one person has to be in charge, and that person must be the woman.”

He stood in front of her, and suddenly he felt like a bad, little boy.

“Think about it. Women are in charge already. We control men, tell them what we want, and they give it to us. And men live under the illusion of being in charge, all because sex makes them think they are bigger and better.”

“But we’re not.”

“Of course not. You men are easily led around by your dicks, and it is the woman who is doing the leading.”

“So…I don’t…”

“So mother told me I had to establish a new balance. We couldn’t go back to the way things were. We had to undo your arrogant, over balanced authority. We had to bring you back to your senses by showing you the truth.

“You’re a man, and you’re not in charge, and the only way to firmly convince you of that was to make you into a woman. Then you would see the difference, and who was in charge.”

“So, I’m not in charge.” The thought was actually a bit of relief to Mason.

“Nope. And from here on out you’re going to wear dresses and lingerie. You’re going to wear make up and be a passenger in my car. I’ll do the driving, and you’ll do the laundry and the housework.”

“But…”

“I know. What if you don’t want to. Sorry. You have no choice. And, admit it, you like what’s happening. You like it when I’m in charge, you like it when I tell you what to do. And I’ve been doing it all along, it’s just out in the open now.”

Mason stood there, confused, but…starting to feel better. Now he knew his place, and it was taking some adjustment, but…all he had to do was relax, give it up, submit, let her do the leading.

“So come on in the back and have a seat at my vanity table.”

“Why?”

“I want to do your nails, and then I want to christen you.”

“Christen me?”

“Yes. In fact, go get a couple of drinks and meet me back there.”

Mason sat at the vanity table and watched as Lee did his nails. She explained about cuticles, how to stroke evenly from the cuticle to the tip, how long to wait for them to dry, how to put a protective coat over his nails, and all sorts of other things.

Mason had no idea that there was so much involved in doing nails.

When she was done with him his toes were painted, he had long fakes on his fingers, and the color matched his lips.

He sat and looked at his hands for a long time.

Lee let him sit there. She knew he was going through changes.

Lee knew that he was at a crossroads. He could totally revolt, but Lee had made it plain, while she put on his nails, that they would be getting a divorce.

That had sure stopped him.

And he pondered.

Male or female.

Wearing dresses of getting divorced.

Learning how to do his own nails, going shopping for heels and lingerie.

How they would divide the property.

And he believed her when she said she would sue him for everything, and probably get a hefty settlement and alimony to boot. She also said that the state tended to side with the woman, and he knew this to be true.

She brought him another drink and placed it before him.

He took it, sipped, and looked at her.

“Well?” she said. “Are you man enough to be a woman?”

Gulping, he nodded.

She smiled and directed him to the bed. “Okay, honey. A wise decision. I hate to see a man have to start all over again.”

She put him on all his front, on his knees, but his head laying on a pillow. That pushed his butt up and made for a perfect target.

She pulled down his panties and began swirling a finger in him, applying a thick glob of lube.

Mason shivered. It was impossible not to, the way she was stimulating all his anal nerves.

“Be gentle,” he whispered.

“Oh, honey. I’ll be super gentle. I want this to be a wonderful experience. I want you asking for me to do this all the time.”

He lay there and thought about that while she put on a strap on. The dildo on the strap on wasn’t big. It was about six inches, but it had big veins on it.

It would be small enough to slip in easily, but those veins were going to give him a thrill.

She moved in and gentle slid into him.

Mason gasped. It was wonderful. After the shock it was nothing but pleasure. He felt full, and complete, and excited.

His cock hung down between his legs, thick and heavy’s nd his balls were full.

Lee was super gentle and loving. She reached under him and massaged him while she poked him. She kissed the back of hi neck and told him how much she loved him.

Then she stopped.

“What?” he gasped.

She blurted, “It doesn’t hurt!”

He waited, feeling the heat, the awe and the wonder.

“When you screwed me it hurt, and…I didn’t like it. But i like this, and it doesn’t hurt you, does it?”

“No.” He was almost ready to cry for the good feelings emanating from his rectum.

“Then we should have been doing it like this all the time. I should have been on the top right from the start.”

“Okay,” and there was an impatience in his voice.

She laughed. “Sorry, babe, but I just that thought, and it seems pretty important.”

“It was,” he agreed, then he gasped as she began to pound into 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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