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PART ONE

It was late when Zack headed for home. Late and cold and the wind cut to the bone. There was a threat of snow in the air, but damned if it didn’t feel too cold to snow.

He huddled in his hoodie and wished he hadn’t stayed late, but he so loved the old movies. He had been to a Dracula revival. Bela Lugosi with his slithery accent…’I vant to drink your blood.’

So hokie, and yet…so cool.

Thinking thoughts of the undead kept Zach warm, and he turned up a side street, more of an alley, and cut behind the teachers’ houses behind the university. The shadows were darker here, and he hoped it was spooky enough to scare away the muggers.

He trudged, thinking of how Dracula merely opened his cloak and the white-skinned virgins entered into his grasp.

Man, if he could only possess a power like that!

To the side of the street the houses rose, their back doors accessible only by long stairways.

Above, the moon slipped behind some clouds and the street became even darker, more ominous.

“No! No!”

A shriek split the night and Zach looked up the hill, up the long stairway he was just passing.

At the top of the steps a window was open and a yellow light was momentarily blocked. Zach stopped and peered, and it looked like two figures fighting, pushing and shoving, then one of the figures came out of the window, fell through the night and into the dark shadows at the top of the steps.

Zach’s mouth was open in surprise and he moved up to grip the iron bars of the gate at the bottom of the stairs.

“No you don’t!” screamed the shadow still in the window, leaning out and holding some weird arrangement of sticks.

Then the shadow that had fallen, the person who had fallen, came sprinting down the stairs. Great leaps covering six steps at a time…and…it was a woman!”

“Stop! Damn you!”

The woman was only yards from Zach when there was a weird twinging sound, and a thud.

The woman lurched forward, was pushed forward, and a short arrow, a bolt, protruded from her high chest.

“No!” she gasped, her hands flung out, reaching for the gate.

She touched Zach. Her flesh, excruciatingly hot, grazed his, and it was like somebody had struck a match on his fingertips.

He jerked back.

The girl, blood coming from her mouth, suddenly smiled, and she said, “You…go.”

She collapsed on her side of the iron bars, her hand reaching through, outstretched, more blood issuing from her lips.

Zach bent, touched her hand again, held it, “I’ll get help.”

But the woman merely smiled a wan smile, and relaxed, and said, “Help yourself. Go now, and…help yourself…”

At the top of the steps a door banged open. Zach looked up and saw the dark shape with the contraption, which he now knew to be a cross bow. The man, if that was what it was, stood there, peered at him, and yelled, “You there! Don’t touch her!”

Zach looked at the girl again. Dead. He ran.

Something clattered on the ground near his feet. And he thought he had heard another ‘twanging’ sound. But he didn’t stop to see. His feet slapped the pavement like a rabid rabbit’s, and he crested the hill, angled across deserted and ghostly yards, and headed for his apartment.

Strangely, he felt warm. The night had been so cold, but now he felt a heat within, warming, and even propelling him.

He came to his apartment, ran up the stairs, entered and closed the door, and stood breathing lightly in the dark.

Breathing lightly. Not gasping, like he normally would have after such a frantic run. Just…breathing.

He felt the heat surging through his body, making him hot, hotter…and he pulled off his hoodie.

His body was like boiling water. If somebody had poured cold water on him he would have sworn that it would turn to steam.

As if from far away, he heard footsteps. Somebody chasing him, overshooting the mark and running past his apartment, down the row of apartments.

The girl…who was she? And was she really dead?

He knew she was. Killed by the mysterious shadow with the crossbow. The crossbow that had been fired at him.

But…but why?

Zach became aware of the silence of his apartment. The tick tick of his clock. Outside the window a street light made fitzing sounds. Under his feet he cold feel the loud snores of old man Fitzsimmons. Old and too fat and his his lungs labored to keep him alive for another day.

He took his his tee shirt. Ripped it off. It was so damned hot in here!

He looked at the thermostat, but it said 55 degrees.

That should be cold.

Why wasn’t he cold?

Footsteps outside again. Coming back up the hill, stopping and looking at every house.

He stood stock still, and he could feel somebody trying to feel him.

Feeling. Not looking or hearing, rather sensing, like a sixth sense.

His skin felt like it was going to burst into flame.

He ignored the person ‘feeling’ for him and pulled off his pants. Then his shoes. Even his feet felt like they were steaming!

His whole body felt like an electric current. And his nipples, they felt like they were electric.

He moved to the sink and ran cold water. He dipped his hands under the faucet, scooped water onto his hot body. The touch of cold water soothed him, brought him down, but it wasn’t enough.

And his nipples were so hot they hurt, and his groin, it hurt…hurt so bad. Hurt like it was being pulled off him, pulled right out of his groin, but…it wasn’t pulling out…it was pulling in.

He ducked his head under the faucet, his hair became dripping, but it wasn’t enough.

Now he was so hot his body was threatening to shut down.

He staggered across the apartment and into his bathroom. He stepped into the shower and turned it full on.

Cold water drenched him. Cooled his steaming groin, relaxed his burning skin. Except for the nipples. Damn! Those hurt!

He touched one, rubbed it with cold water, and it just made it hurt more, and it felt like his chest was changing, morphing, and his nipples felt bigger, larger, and they hurt even worse.

He sagged against the shower wall, slid down the cool tiles. The sound of the water raining on him was like snakes hissing. He huddled under the spray, his flesh now so hot that it felt like the ‘snakes,’ the jets of water, were actually biting him.

Pain encompassed him, absorbed him, and he cried out in a low voice.

His groin hurt so much he bent double, went fetal, and still the pain built.

Then, when he could take no more, when the pain became too much to bear, his mind seemed to slide into another place. An under place.

Hurts, doesn’t it? Came the chuckle.

Oh, God! Zach cried into the depthless crevices of his cranium.

It’s okay. Let it hurt. Let me up, just come here, take my place, and I’ll take yours.

Zach heard the voice. It promised surcease to the pain. It promised relief.

That’s it. Just shift a bit, slide a bit, you can fit…

Zach in his mind, felt himself giving way, and he slid into a narrow space, a vacancy that he had not known existed. His body, which now existed only in his mind, fit perfectly into the space.

That’s it. Now just relax. Go to sleep, and I’ll take care of everything. Sleep. No more pain if you…sleep.

Zach slept, and the voice came out of the crevice. It was a cool, competent voice. It was a slithery promise of a voice, but it would not deliver what it had promised.

It extended its feelers, it explored the control centers of Zach’s mind. It took over the functioning of his body.

And it changed things.

That which had begun with a touch from another in another body was continued by the other in Zach’s body. Taking over, using the heat to shape and reshape.

Zach’s heat continued to rise, and it would have burned Zach out in a fever. But now it was under the control of the other.

Zach’s chest grew. His hair grew. His lips became softer,  plumper, so soft. And his groin…ah, yes, his groin.

His penis shrunk in, was inverted, and became a clitoris.

His balls were sucked into the canal from which they had dropped so long ago.

Zach’s body was still his, and he would wake up, but he wouldn’t be in control as much.

Something ‘other’ than Zach would be in control.

But the touch of that controlling entity would be soft, persuasive, and would guide Zach in ways that Zach had never imagined.

Just as the girl who had died at the bottom of the stairs had never imagined.

Had never imagined a long way back into time.

Had never…

Zach was cold. He was wet. He could hear sounds throughout the apartment house.

Mrs. Kitch was scrubbing a large pot and cursing in a foreign language. Yiddish.

In the basement Otto was working on the boiler. Apartment one wasn’t getting enough heat.

Which made Zach wonder why he wasn’t getting enough heat. He was freezing, on wet tiles, sitting in six inches of water.

He opened his eyes. He was in the shower. His hair was plastered down across his face. A wet slap of strands that felt longer than it should.

He moved his arm and felt his chest.

Except his chest was larger, more protrusive, than it should have been.

Tits. He had tits. He felt his nipples, hard and erect, with the back of his wrist, and he jerked in shock.

Tits?

His eyes scoped down his body, ran over sensations and feelings that were not right.

He struggled upright, shivered, and he had no groin.

Well, he had a groin, but it was a female groin. A slit.

“No!” he whispered, and his voice sounded higher than it should have.

He crawled over the lip of the shower entrance and lay on the cold, tile floor.

He was making a mess. Water was on the floor, spraying out from the shower. It hadn’t overflowed, but it was filled with water.

He pushed up on all fours and his head hung, his hair, so long, hung down like a black sheet in front of his eyes.

He was dazed, feeling like he was drunk, though he had touched not a drop.

He got his feet under him, grabbed the sink, pushed up on two legs.

He stood, swaying, and saw himself in the mirror.

He was slender, but he had always been slender. He had breasts, large breasts that stayed high on his chest. The nipples felt tender, horny, were erect.

He reached into the shower and turned off the water.

He threw a towel on the floor and kicked it around, mopped up most of the water.

He put the towel into the sink and staggered into the living room.

Light was coming through the front window. Had he drawn the drapes? He didn’t know, and he was so confused.

He moved, his legs like stumps, through the apartment and into his bedroom. He was cold. He had to get warm.

He crawled into bed and went to sleep. A deep, dreamless sleep. Dreamless except for the eyes that watched him. Golden eyes, tawny eyes. Eyes like a cat, moving soundlessly through his skull. It’s okay, Zach. Just relax. I’ll do the work…

He awoke about noon. Otto must have fixed the heater for it was warm in his apartment.

Or, maybe, he had a memory of getting up and turning on the thermostat.

But the memory was like a dream.

Zach became aware of his female body while his eyes were still closed.

His eyes were closed but he was listening and he had breasts. Large, cone shaped breasts. Warm breasts. He was laying on his side and one breast was on the other, warmth seeping out from between them.

He opened his eyes.

His hair was a mess. His hair that was too long, that was a massive mess of a tangle. He was going to have to comb his hair.

No. A man combed. A girl brushed.

But he wasn’t a girl.

But the thought that he wasn’t a girl didn’t seem to have much impact, because he had breasts, and his hands, scrabbling between his legs, felt only a puffy slit that was moist between the folds.

“I’m a girl,” he said. His voice was high. He would have been alarmed, but it felt like somebody was telling him not to be alarmed. That it was okay.

He sat up, and the covers fell down, but the sheet was still over his head.

He moved his arms, his slender arms, to pull the sheet off him.

He didn’t feel strong. His muscle mass was gone.

The sheet fell off him and he stared at the room.

Same old room. The drapes were drawn in here, but the front room drapes were still open. Sunlight illumined the front room and part of the bedroom.

He looked down at his boobs. He cupped them, shivered when his hands touched his nipples.

He turned and swung his feet onto the floor.

He sat, feeling his body, visually inspecting his body, feeling the different balance, weight, and loss of mass.

He stood up and walked into the living room. He was off balance. His breasts were too heavy and he placed his hands on the door jamb to stop himself from falling over.

He hung there, by his hands, his breasts hanging, his hair hanging over his face.

He mentally adjusted, felt his feet, the length of his legs…he seemed to be about the same height. Weight was not so much different as redistributed.

He took tentative steps, and mastered the art of walking. Sort of.

He walked into the bathroom and stared at himself.

His face was different, the bulges redistributed, the angles hidden by soft layers of fat.

That which had been male was not distinctly female.

It’s okay!

He heard it like an echo in his mind. And it breathed through him, a reassurance. It’s okay!

He picked up his comb from the counter, looked into the mirror, and started arranging his hair.

It was messy, a bit tangled, but not knotted.

First he combed it straight out, but as he felt the voice inside him, so he felt something in his muscles guiding him. He dipped the comb under the faucet, turned it this way and that, and a hidden force seemed to guide him, to shape his hair, to untangle and define and twist and roll.

His hair became more feminine than he had ever combed it.

In the mirror his face seemed wan, a bit lusterless.

Make up.

But he had no make up. He was a man—no, no, no came the whisper—and had no make up.

Clothes. He needed a dress. But there were no dresses in his manly apartment (he didn’t bother protesting that he wasn’t a woman…it was okay) so he would have to find some.

And underwear.

But he could get by with some of his male clothes until he was able to find the female things he needed.

He returned to his bedroom and opened his dresser. He took out his smallest, most slenderest pair of jeans. He pulled them up tight, giving himself a camel toe.

He wanted soft, silky underwear, he wasn’t about to wear boxers. Those would bunch up and show through his jeans.

He pulled on a tee shirt, then he picked his hoodie from the night before and pulled it over his head.

His boobs protruded, but the slope of material tended to hide them, and wrapped a scarf around his neck and draped it down his front.

Excellent. He was, for the moment, unisex.

He was afraid of being women for the moment, for The Hunter would be looking for him, asking questions, tracking him down.

Have you seen a man who is suddenly a woman?

A confusion shot through Zach’s head. He was compelled to be a woman, but he was compelled to protect himself.

He would have to leave town.

But The Hunter would be watching modes of transportation.

How would he do this?

It’s okay!

Zach pulled on some shoes, athletic shoes which were now too large for him, and went to the kitchenette.

He made a bowl of cereal, Raisin Bran, and peeled a banana.

He was going to have to eat oatmeal and granola and fruit and…

Noo-o-o-o!

But the protest in his mind was snuffed out by It’s okay!

So he ate, and grew accustomed to being told what to eat, and left the apartment.

Zach put himself in the mind of The Hunter.

He would be scouring the streets, looking for a new woman. A woman who wore mans clothes, and in the most feminine way.

Zach moved along the side of the street, actually darting from doorway to doorway, walking with garbage cans in the line of sight of people coming towards him.

The sun was bright, and he looked into shop windows and studied the reflections coming around corners.

No Hunter.

No crossbow. Or knife, or sword or club or anything that could be used to cut him or bludgeon him to death.

The Hunter would not be afraid of killing him.

The Hunter would want to kill him, and in plain sight was merely a convenience.

Zach ducked into a dress shop. He studied the street through the window, keeping himself out of the line of sight.

He wasn’t afraid The Hunter would wait for him in a shop, though that was a logical possibility. There were simply too many shops, and The Hunter would think later to enter the shops and ask if any had seen a young girl in men’s clothes who needed dresses and underwear and all the accouterments of femininity.

“May I help you?”

Zach whirled, his hair flaring out briefly.

The woman was middle-aged, hefty in the bosom, with the plump cheeks of the well fed and merry.

“Oh, yes. I suffered a fire. Just a small one, thank God, but I need to build my wardrobe.”

“Oh, that’s terrible!”

The old woman took Zach through the shop. She held up items and placed them on a counter or not.

Zach somehow knew what he needed. In the back of his mind he marveled at the things he knew. He knew about colors, and the cuts of cloth, and what garments were interchangeable and how colors complimented or clashed.

In fact, the old lady was a bit surprised at how much Zach knew.

Zach didn’t wonder how he knew. He was just riding along in his cranium, a bit removed, and his mouth spoke without him needing to do anything.

“I’ll take those heels, but I need some better running shoes.”

The old lady had what he needed, and the purchases grew and grew.

Finally, Zach had everything he needed. A couple of good dresses, some very sexy underwear, shoes, tights, nylons, a good jacket. He produced a credit card and his identification.

He wasn’t worried about his identification. Don’t worry! It’s okay! because he knew, from the back of his mind, that such things were changed when he was changed. This was the way it had always been, and this was the way it would always be.

It was later afternoon before Zach left the shop. He thanked the old lady and stood at the front door for a minute.

“Is everything okay? You look worried.”

“Oh, yes,” Zach flashed a smile. “It just looks a little cold and I wanted to enjoy the warm for a moment.

The old lady stood with him for a moment, and Zach watched for The Hunter.

But there was no sign of The Hunter. Zach thanked the old lady again, then picked up his two big bags and walked out to the door.

To the right.

Because he had come from the left, and he had to mislead The Hunter.

He walked up the street, cut through an alley, and headed back for his own apartment.

This was the dangerous part, for The Hunter would be lurking now. He would have exhausted avenues, and adjusting his thinking.

He would be laying for Zach in a doorway, an alley, behind a truck.

He might even have taken up a spot on a roof, or in an apartment, and be watching the streets with binoculars.

Such had happened before.

So Zach took his time. He did his own surveillance, not wandering aimlessly, but picking spots with care and moving from position to position.

There was no sign of The Hunter, and Zach finally went up the stairs to his apartment.

He entered, didn’t turn on any lights. Locked the door. Pushed furniture against the front door.

The Hunter would be stronger than him and he couldn’t risk an out and out fight. He rarely won one of those.

He kept low in the apartment. He didn’t draw the drapes; he didn’t want to change any aspect of the apartment, nothing that would tell The Hunter that something was different.

The Hunter would be making a list of people on the streets. He would eliminate old people, young people, women, from the list, and what would be left would be the men of the right age.

Zach knew he was of the right age, so he wanted to make the apartment unchanging, abandoned looking. He wanted The Hunter to think that even if he was there, he had moved on, run, left town.

That wasn’t always the best strategy, but considering how close The Hunter had come to him the previous night, it was the right strategy.

Zach learned by experience.

Zach ate a cold dinner. He sat on the floor and ate beans out of a can and thin slices of lunch meat. Terrible stuff, but it would keep his energy up until he could make a break for it.

After dinner—he just put the cans and plates and fork he had used into the garbage can, he would be gone on the morrow and never need this stuff again—he turned his mind to the thought of weapons.

He needed something short enough to use as a walking stick, but sharp enough to pierce the flesh of The Hunter.

He considered items in the living room. Nothing.

Nor the bathroom.

Nor the bedroom.

But in the closet he took down the pole and began sharpening the end. Not great for a spear, but good for a quick poke, if he could catch The Hunter by surprise.

Oh, how he wished he could make a crossbow. He knew how, but he needed special materials. He needed wood he could carve, and something stretchy for the string. Even rubber from an inner tube would work—it only needed to work once—but he had no tire in the apartment.

He selected a large knife in the kitchen.

He thought about a mace, or nunchucks, but didn’t want to take the time to make them.

He prepared his ‘go bag.’

He packed a bit of food and a thin blanket in his backpack. He put on his underwear, and felt like a real woman, then some sturdy hiking clothes.

Athletic shoes, and he couldn’t resist wearing nylons and a garter under his clothes.

He would be manly on the outside, feminine on the inside, at least until he had made his escape.

He put on his backpack, arranged his weapons for fast retrieval, and went to the back of his apartment and practiced moving quickly for a few minutes.

Okay. He was ready.

He took off all his clothes and tools, used a sponge to clean his body off, then went to bed.

He lay in his bed, listening to the sounds of the encroaching night. He listened to people in the apartment, cooking dinner, discussing the events of the day (did you know a woman was killed a couple of streets over?), doing homework, sighing, reading books, watching TV.

‘Murder in a College Town’

Blared the news bytes. A young woman was found at the bottom of a stairway. She had an arrow through her back.

Zach lay awake, his eyes open. He wasn’t tired, he was scared, and excited, and thinking of the morrow.

He had to escape The Hunter. He had to avoid buses, Ubers, even bicycles. He had to leave town without a camera capturing him, giving evidence of his path.

And he would do it.

He had been through this routine too many times.

Don’t fight, take flight.

Don’t take a chance, just get to the edge of town and disappear into the countryside.

As good as The Hunter was, he wasn’t that good.

He might be strong, and smart, and he could sniff like a dog, but he had to follow the footsteps of a man who was a woman.

For Zach, now changed, was like a cat. Soft footed, wary, aware.

And The Hunter was clumsy in comparison.

The logic of a hunting male wouldn’t win out when the trail went to the emotion of the wilderness.

Zach would escape.

He knew he would.

The night grew in darkness. The sounds of civilization faded. Zach’s eyes closed, and he gloried in his femininity.

He was naked in bed, and his hands were clasped between his thighs.

He couldn’t wait to paint his nails, to return to a life more suited to a woman.

He felt the heat of his slit, and he rubbed the edges of his palm against his slit.

It felt good. It was like spinning a stick between palms, it creasted friction, heat, and…it felt so good.

He was going to escape. He was going to leave The Hunter behind.

Yes, there would be other hunters, but Zach was old, he was accomplished in his survival.

His fingers found the button of his clitoris. He rubbed himself, and felt the heat build.

And the moisture.

This was the part of being a woman that he loved the most.

Creating the heat, sparking, building a fire in his groin, between his thighs, deep in his womanhood.

The night was silent outside, listening, but it couldn’t hear the excitement between his thighs.

It couldn’t feel the vibrations, only he could feel the heat, and he moved his hands faster.

One hand went up to his boobs and touched his nipple.

He groaned as an almost electrical surge coursed through his chest to his groin.

He was going to cum.

He was going to feel his woman-ness explode.

He was going to have that unique orgasm, so overwhelming and pervasive, that was the property of the female.

Then he blew up, crested, gasped, and rode the wave.

And he thought: Fuck The Hunter! Fuck him! I will escape!

And the orgasm slowly resided, and he closed his eyes and enjoyed the warmth of his bed.

He slept.


PART TWO

Morning arrived, and with it a host of fears. To be caught, to be murdered, to become someone else. Yet Zach had to move. Such fears would more likely actualize in town, and were less likely to occur if he could escape the town.

It was still dark when he put on his panties and bra, and covered them with male type clothing. The dawn was barely cracking in the sky when he slunk down the stairs and headed for the edge of town.

He moved from shadow to shadow, from tree to alley, from corner to the outskirts of the small town.

He paused, waited, sniffed the air.

His senses were sharper than a Hunter’s, a woman’s senses are always better than a man’s, and that was a blessing. At one point an early morning walker, who could have been out looking for The Hunter, passed within ten feet of him.

Still, the sun was up and the day was bright by the time Zach reached a park on the outskirts of town. He paused behind a shed and watched a hundred yards of green. He waited fifteen minutes, and when women with children in strollers started showing up he walked along a fence and disappeared into the woods.

And stopped and paused and waited and watched his back trail.

Nothing.

Sighing with relief, Zach began the trek through the wilderness.

As a woman he lived for long limo rides with backseat liaisons. Nothing was more fun than bumping back and forth while a servant traversed mountain roads.

But, as a woman survivor, he knew there were times to pick up the walking stick and brave the wilderness.

He walked for a half hour, figured he was safe, and stopped to change into more fashionable walking apparel.

Ski pants that showed off his legs. A jacket that was more form fitting. A bit of make up. Fluffed up his hair and put on sunglasses.

Now he was fashionable. Now he felt like himself. Herself.

He remembered being a man. He knew he should not change clothes just yet, maybe get a couple of towns over before effecting a more feminine appearance.

But he loved himself as a woman, and the male part of him was succumbing nicely…he just had to change his clothes.

The warmth in his soul, the heat of his breasts and groin, he had to be she, and not just on the inside.

She walked across the leaf scattered earth, found old animal trails, and walked proudly.

I am woman hear me roar went the old Helen Reddy song.

Around a lake and into the depths of the forest.

The day waned, and she found a safe place to camp. She didn’t dare start a fire, The Hunter might have tracked her.

Huddled between two boulders, screened by foliage, she spread her sleeping bag and crawled in.

She ate candy bars and fruit for dinner. Not the healthiest of cuisines, but it would do. She would find a town in the near future, and she would be safe then. Nobody would have known her as a him, and she could be herself.

Safe from the sinister depredations of The Hunter. Able to live a life as a woman. Safe.

She slept.

Three days later she came to a wonderful lake in the hills. On the other side of the lake was a small stop in the road. It was a roadhouse a general store, and a few houses. Perfect.

She could ingratiate herself to the small population, build friendships, and…she had an idea. What if she prepared a trap for The Hunter?

What if she actually went on the offensive? She had never tried that before, so it would be thoroughly unexpected.

She certainly had the knowledge, and maybe if one of the few buildings in town was empty, or just set up for a trap…maybe…

She paused at a stream and stripped down and cleaned the days of marching off her fine flesh. She squatted in the middle of the small flow of water, let her tootsies feel the cold rush of water. She used a small sliver of soap to wash under her arms. She had a small bottle of shampoo and dragged her fingers through her hair until it was soft and shiny.

Done with her ablutions, she put her finest underwear on, her most uplifting bra, and regular clothes. Not hiking clothes, but a culotte and a blouse that showed off her figure.

High heels. Refreshed her make up, and when the sun had dried her hair and she had styled it, she entered the small fork in the road.

The roadhouse was actually not too bad. It was clean inside, and it turned out that there was a hotel a few miles down the road, and people often came to the roadhouse for a polite look at the earthier side of life.

A small combo would play, a little dancing, good liquor, it was a little slice of paradise.

Behind the bar a man named Jimmy, bald and red-faced, stood wiping glasses and stacking them for the coming night.

“Do you need a waitress?”

Jimmy stopped wiping, leaned his head forward slightly squinted.

And smiled.

Zach was a beauty. Full breasts, shapely ankles…and her hair would put a waterfall to shame.

“Well, I don’t know. You have any waitressing experience?” He was already sold, Zach had that effect on people.

“I know my drinks, I play politics with Republicans and Democrats and men with groping hands, and I know when to bend over for the boss.”

Jimmy grinned. “You do, eh?”

“Of course. Would you like a sample?”

Jimmy did, and Zach came behind the counter and hoisted herself up on a corner of the bar.

“You’re going to have to juice me up, first.”

Jimmy went to his knees, a difficult task considering that he had bulk, but he grunted and his knees creaked, and then he was face deep in Zach’s cooch.

Zach threw back his head and gloried in the man’s mouth.

As a man he never did this, at least, he was usually the lickor and not the lickee.

And…he felt a nervous excitement as his mind bent to break long instilled taboos.

He was going to kiss Jimmy, and bend over for him, and maybe let him suck on her large breasts. As a man it frightened him, as a woman it was what he did.

She did.

She pulled Jimmy’s face up and kissed his pussy smelling mouth. He tasted her pussy on Jimmy’s lips, and loved it.

“I can’t reach you up there!” moaned Jimmy, undoing his apron and dropping his shorts.

Zach slid off the counter, turned around and bent over.

Jimmy undid her bra and gropped her tits as he jammed forward.

Oh, God! Jimmy wasn’t all that good, in fact his weenie felt a little small, but Zach had not had a man before, and that entity which was motivating him was so fucking hungry!

Jimmy proved flexible enough as he rammed his hips forward and back.

Zach moaned with the pleasure of feeling his snatch so wonderfully abused.

Then Jimmy, unable to control himself in the face of such wondrous beauty, let loose.

“Oh, fuck!” he whimpered, and he filled Zach’s pussy with cream.

Zack thought he would faint from the wonderful feeling.

Zach was a hit at the roadhouse. His reputation got out and more people began showing up.

He teased the men and complimented the women.

He took assignations where he could find them, usually in the back room, and occasionally a sleep over, and he didn’t care if it was male or female…he fucked it.

Each morning she cleaned his crotch of semen. Each afternoon she serviced Jimmy. Each evening she teased and pleased the customers. Each evening she fell in love with a new person, felt their warmth, slept so desperately entwined and in love.

Only to fall in love with her next and next and next.

Often she forgot she was Zach. That part of her was so small now.

But she never forgot he was she, and that she needed always to be fed.

For that which had come into Zach, that which had possessed him virtually out of existence, required the love of people.

Love fed her, and she required endless meals of it.

And the only thing that stopped her from enjoying life completely was the fact that she knew The Hunter was still out there.

The Hunter was still on the prowl. He would canvas the town Zach had come from. He would check bus stations and ways out of town. He would isolate the man who had disappeared right after the woman had been killed.

He might even have himself made into a law enforcement officer of some kind, and use those methods to track Zach.

Zach knew she had only a limited amount of time before The Hunter, in some guise or other, showed up.

So she prepared.

She didn’t run this time, she made plans, she crafted weapons, she considered options and began assembling ways of defeating The Hunter.

The Hunter, who she had never defeated before; who she had always been the victim of.

Months passed. Zach moved in with Jimmy, she rented a room in the back of his house.

Jimmy was thrilled, he got more loving. And Zach was thrilled, she got more loving.

And, the good news, Jimmy spent most of his time, when he was not bending Zach over, at his roadhouse. Zach was free to place a shotgun at the head of her bed. And a trapdoor just inside the room, a trapdoor that would swing down from the ceiling and give an intruder a face full of knives.

Zach added water to a couple of boards, then spent hours aiming a hair drier at them. The result was a wonderful creaking effect. Not so much that Jimmy would worry about his little house collapsing, but enough that she would hear a sneaking tread late at night.

She had a window, and she replaced the glass with bulletproof glass. No entrance there,

And there was the ax hidden in the bed board, the pistols placed at points around the room, and around the house.

She cut a small trapdoor in the closet so she could drop to the basement and run for a coal chute and make her escape that way.

Little things. Wires that tripped, lights and mirrors to confuse, a dozen ways to distract The Hunter, she prepared, and she waited, and she knew the time would come.

And when The Hunter finally  entered the small crossroads that was the town she could feel him.

And he could feel her.

And she knew that tonight was the night.

The roadhouse opened at four in the afternoon. It served a variety of sandwiches. Brisket, Rueben, venison, even moose. It poured dozens of exotic brews, and a few fancy drinks.

Tire Biter, Golden Monkey, Westvleteren 12, 3 Floyds Dark Lord, Unhuman Cannonball, and, of course, Miller’s Lite, were among the beers and ales.

And for fancy drinks: Boulevardier, Pisco Sour, Corpse Reviver, and so on.

A wonderful menu for a back country roadhouse.

And, there were always a few people waiting to get in, ready to start the night’s activities early. Four or six people would crowd in, take places at the bar and order sandwiches and beer.

Ladies might transition to a light liquor, or even a wine, and the men would, after they had lined their stomaches with dinner, begin sampling the fancy drinks.

The juke box might or might not play, and at seven the combo would draggle in. An electric piano and guitar, drums and a bass, and a long haired freak with a whiskey voice and the most lopsided grin.

Zach had fucked all the band members, but she loved the lead singer the most. That man knew how to use his mouth with the best of them!

And so the night would go. A fuck here, a tip there. Coping a feel of the guy with the wife, then goosing the wife. With these types of free thinkers she usually ended up with the wife, but sometimes they would have a ménage à trois.

Every once in a while there would be a table of studs, and she would end up pulling the train. On those nights she would get especially energized, and the mornings after she would have to jill herself off several times before going to work.

Love, when fully expressed, always led to more love.

And her appetite was insatiable. She always needed more.

And she felt it when The Hunter stepped into the roadhouse.

It was seven o’clock and a few minutes. The band was twiddling  with their amp dials and sipping a last beer. The Hunter was six feet tall, a few inches taller than Zach had been before he had been touched by a dying girl. The Hunter had a bushy beard, narrow eyes, and the worn look of a man who had been hunting, and had not been successful.

Until now.

Zach felt him, felt the moment the man’s brogans touched the inside floor of the roadhouse.

She didn’t jerk, or twitch, though her heart suddenly leaped into high gear.

She knew. She…knew.

She was behind the bar, pouring beer for patrons.

She wanted to run out screaming. She could feel the lust in the man.

This was not a human man, but a Hunter. He did not fall in love and marry and raise a family. He committed rape, and stole love from all he touched.

And Zach knew that if The Hunter could touch her, could grab her and squeeze her, then she would be deleted. Erased, and The Hunter would walk away with that spirit that possessed that which was Zach.

Zach was too small now, too much imprisoned in the back roads of his mind. He would not come back as Zach. And that which made him a woman would be gone, killed by The Hunter.

It was a timeless game, an endless game, surviving from the times of the first cavemen.

The Hunter would absorb all the love that Zach, the embodied spirit that possessed Zach, had collected.

This was the purpose of The Hunter, to steal the love that empowered Zach.

But Zach didn’t know why. Why would The Hunter kill her and destroy all her collected love?

Why would The Hunter take the coin of love only to destroy it?

Why did The Hunter wish to dispense with the manufacturers of that coin? It would only make a world in their image.

Loveless.

Barren in spirituality.

An empty existence for the beings known as men.

It might as well be slavery.

Without those special spirits who possessed humankind and showed them the hope of love, there would be no love. Women would be chattel,  men would be brutes, life would be an empty container of no love, which is to say of misery.

Zach finished the glasses. She could see, peripheral vision through the reflection in the bar mirror, The Hunter wander through the roadhouse.

He stopped at tables and smiled at women. But whether they smiled back or not, he moved on.

He was looking for the one woman with the touch, the feel, the spirit.

A woman filled up with so much love it slopped over and made others happy just to be in the ambience of such a person.

Zach wandered towards the far end of the bar. The Hunter was busy looking at patrons. He would not be looking at workers, not yet, for women like Zach liked to live the good life, not be workers.

When The Hunter was at the far end of the roadhouse Zach stepped into the hallway that led to the bathrooms, and the outside world.

She tossed his apron, her apron, into a hamper and stepped outside.

She knew The Hunter would feel her leave, but The Hunter would look to the front doors first, then he would explore the rear door, and then he might smell the apron, use it for a clue, and sniff after her.

Zach was wearing high heels, she so loved high heels, but she shed them and sprinted down the back alley.

Only a few houses, but The Hunter would be fast.

Zach turned up her driveway, Jimmy’s driveway, and entered the house.

First, she locked all the doors. The windows were already locked.

Then she set a few triggers, and hoped they would be sufficient to the task. Finally, she went into her bedroom. She locked the door, set the string to the trapdoor over the door, made sure weapons were within reach, made a bundle like a body on the bed, and stepped into the closet.

The Hunter stepped out the front doors and knew, instantly, that he had been tricked.

He turned back to the roadhouse and stepped through the doors.

His prey was definitely gone, and getting goner. He had no time to waste.

The barmaid. The woman had actually been working!

He walked quickly through the main room and into the hall that led to the bathrooms.

He walked past a hamper with used aprons and shirts in it, and stopped.

He backed up and lifted an apron. He sniffed it, and he smiled.

He continued down the hallway and stepped into the back alley.

Not a smile now, but a grin. He could smell the residue of her passing. He could feel her presence in the air!

Unerringly, he walked down the alley. He didn’t hurry, he was sure on this one.

He detected her in the house just from looking at the house. He strode up the driveway, illuminated by moonlight, his teeth showing feral in his dark beard.

He stepped onto the porch, and held still. He sniffed the air. He touched the wood of the door.

Something was wrong.

Always The Prey ran. They never tried to fight. It was not in their nature.

Yet this one was inside, waiting. Was she planning to fight him?

That made no sense! He was bigger, stronger, and he could subdue her easily.

Frowning, he pushed on the door.

Moonlight illuminated the main room, and he stood to the side and inspected the place.

She wasn’t there, and he could feel that she was in a back bedroom. He was so close he could almost look through her eyes.

He stepped into the small house. He sidled around the edge of the room.

If she intended to fight him…where were the traps? Where were the weapons?

He came to the bedroom door and opened it. And stepped back.

If he had stepped forward he would have gotten a face full of knives, and would likely have ended up in a shallow grave down by the lake.

Instead, the trapdoor with knives in it reached the end of its swing and bits of dirt and splinters came at him. He stepped to the side.

It was dark, but he had excellent vision. He could see strings on the floor, ready to unloose more traps. And on the bed was the figure of the girl.

He was excited now, and his pants were bulging with his excitement. A quick step, a leap, and he would be on top of her. He could throttle her, stab her if needed, and she would be gone. Done with. Dispatched, and the world would be a safer place for The Hunters.

But something was wrong.

The shape on the bed didn’t breath. There was no rhythmic rise and fall of the chest, there was no…life.

So, where was she? She was here, that was obvious, he could smell her, but…the room was so dense with her essence he couldn’t locate a precise spot.

Under the bed?

No. It would take too long for her to get out from under.

In the closet?

Yes. And now he focused his senses and perceived her directly.

He stepped into the room.

He moved quickly towards the closet. He opened the door, and that was when the second trap door swung down, the one with knives that was aimed towards his back!

He felt the wind, squatted, and the trap door whistled overhead. Too late, he realized that was just a distraction. The real trap was coming out of the closet, shoving a sharpened fire place poker into his chest. Behind the poker The Prey was snarling, pushing, and The Hunter tripped and fell back.

He was strong, he was smart, but he was outmaneuvered. He lay on the floor, holding the shaft of the poker, but the tip was touching his flesh, breaking his skin.

Above him the woman dropped her whole weight on him, her face was pulled back and her teeth were showing, sharp and vicious.

He struggled. But his death was so close he was sweating, and the she was sweating, and the poker slid through his hands inexorably.

“No!” He whined gutturally. “No!”

“Yes! You’ve taken enough of my kind!”

“Let me go…let me…”

Then words failed them and they struggled in silence.

The poker pressed against bone now, and bone was tough, but her weight would defeat even bone.

Closer she came, descending on him by millimeters, and his face revealed his terror. Never had a Hunter been bested by one of these shape shifters!

And, as his mortality became evident, a strange thing happened.

He began to accept it. He began to realize that he was going to die. The struggle was over. He would succumb, he would submit…he would…submit…

He would embrace his death, for there was no alternative.

Above him, she felt it, she felt his acceptance. She felt him giving up.

The shock of such revelation, of seeing The Hunter accept mortality, was too much.

She hungered for mortality. She was eternal, except when preyed upon by the one beast who could subdue her.

But now she was subduing him!

She leaned on the poker, felt the tip sinking into bone, threatening to crack his chest, and…and…it excited her. She was now The Hunter.

She was in control. She owned him!

With one hand she reached down and gripped his zipper.

His eyes widened as he divined what she was about to do.

She pulled the zipper down, she pulled his weenie out. It was big, stiff, and dripping.

Death excited The Hunter.

But now Death Excited The Prey, who had become The Hunter.

She pushed the poker to the side and straddled him. She pushed down upon him.

The Prey was weaker. She could be killed, and the spirit driven into nothingness. That was the only way The Prey could be killed.

And she could leave the body she was possessing. She could go with a touch of the fingers, as the woman dying on the steps had proven.

And she could go with a touch of any part of her flesh.

Her pussy engulfed The Hunter’s large cock.

The Hunter gave up! He had been submitting by force with the poker, but now he was being submitted by love.

That strength of The Prey was finally and inexorably being applied to The Hunter.

A touch, and Zach, poor Zach, felt himself dwindling, shrinking, going to wherever spirits go when they die.

Zach left even that basement of the mind to which he had been forced.

He died.

His body died.

But that which possessed it, that which had driven it into womanhood and endless loving, that spirit that existed only on pure love, went down the poker, through the flesh, into The Hunter.

His penis swelled, and he felt himself being pushed into a small corner of his mind. And…It was okay!

It’s okay. It’s just love. Give way. Submit. Give in to the truth of your desires.

The Hunter gurgled helplessly. It was being devoured by that which it would have devoured. That essence of spirit was being forced into a smaller and smaller space.

It’s okay. You’re going to be just fine.

The Hunter stopped fighting. It brought his hips up and felt himself being swallowed, by the penis, by the flesh, by the heart it had never known it had.

Just relax, I’ll take care of you. Everything will be just fine!

The Hunter lay there, and a white hot flash of lust passed out of it, and the essence shrank and the possession swelled.

It was an orgasm, wonderfully beautiful, exquisitely overwhelming.

Fluids were spurted into the body of Zach, which had just a bare remembrance of being Zach, of being possessed.

And that which had been Zach wished, one final wish, that it could experience love again, that it could be possessed.

But, instead, there was the pain of returning penis and testicles. The rupture of a disappearing chest.

As the spirit of Zach departed his body returned to maleness.

As the spirit which had possessed Zach departed, and entered The Hunter, The Hunter felt a terrible heat, and his nipples hurt, they were so swollen and rigid.

And his penis shrank, and his testicles ascended into his body.

And he passed out.

But not for long.

He would awake, and be aware that he was The Hunter, but that he had somehow been relegated to a small, dim corner of mind, to watch, and lust, and be eternally frustrated as The Prey lived his life, and did with him…her…what she wanted.

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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