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Author’s Note

What is it like for a guy to actually turn into a girl?

That’s the theme behind today’s story.

This is a difficult concept to express, because there is everything, from clothes to hormones, to consider.

But when Danny learns that he must transition it is a time of joy and fear.

But some men are born to be girls, and some aren’t.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

He had managed to avoid women his entire life.

If they showed interest in him, he smiled and claimed an appointment elsewhere.

If they wanted to meet him, he acted surly and missed appointments.

If they even smiled, he would clam up and turn away.

And, at a certain point in his life he simply uprooted himself and moved to a different town. One where the women wouldn't know him, and where he could live free from entanglement.

And he had a very good reason for avoiding all women.

“You’re going to be in charge of the warehouse,” George, the owner of the door factory, stated. “Orders will appear in your basket, you assign people to get the doors and take them out to the staging area, or do it yourself.”

Danny nodded. Seemed simple enough.

“Multiple orders, or doors filled with lead pellets you use the forklift.”

“Okay.” He was puzzled. “Are lead filled doors an item?”

“Nah. Once every six months we’ll get an order. Usually somebody wants a total soundproof studio or something. Though we did hang some security doors. They were made out of metal and weighed a couple of hundred pounds each.”

“Wow.”

“Took three of us to hang them, and we needed to order some pretty special hinges. Those were heavy suckers.”

The tour continued, and it looked like it was going to be an okay gig.

The workers were all guys and they seemed friendly, not a testosterone fueled bunch.

“All right. Any questions?”

“I think I got it.”

“Excellent. You look like a good worker, Danny. We’ll see you on Monday morning.”

And with that, his orientation was complete.

Monday morning and he showed up. He wore jeans, a tee and a hoodie, and he was looking forward to a paycheck.

He drove into the big lot, around the back, and parked his car with the other employee’s.

The job was, as the boss had made it sound during orientation, easy.

Doors were delivered by distributors, and he checked them over and put them in the right area. Ever half hour or hour he heard a bell dinging, and he found an order slip in the basket. He then found the door and delivered it to the preppers. They framed it, shimmed it, put a doorknob on it, if specified, and loaded it on the truck. Twice a day the truck went out, delivered doors and returned.

Easy peasy.

He was sliding doors off the forklift and into one of the big metal shelves when his forklift turned off and the horn beeped.

“Hey! New guy!”

He turned and his heart sank.

A beautiful woman. She was wearing shorts  and a tight tee. The tee showed that she had passed puberty. By a lot.

Her face was pretty, but a bit arrogant.

Her hair looked short, but it was really just stuffed under a floppy hat.

“I’m Georgina. Pop told me you’d be in today. Any questions?”

He shook his head, a bit scared, a lot mute.

“Problems? Something doesn’t seem right?”

He shook his head.

“Okay. Let me know if there are, and I’ll be the one you turn forms into at the end of the day. Got it?”

He nodded.

“Quiet guy, eh?”

He shrugged.

“Okay. Be quiet. Long as you do your work, that’s what counts.”

With that she turned and walked away.

Danny was petrified.

From what he had read online the company had no female employees. There was a list of administration and sales personnel, but no mention of the bosses daughter!

Standing there, watching her saunter away, queen of the hill, he was actually shivering. Things like this had happened before, but that didn’t make it any easier.

He couldn’t help but notice her sexy body, her ass swaying, her boobs jiggling. And the tee shirt she was wearing accentuated her chest.

Oh, heysoos, he swore inside his mind. He forced himself to turn around. He continued shifting doors into the big’ door shelf.’

A woman. After all his efforts to make sure…to insulate himself…to avoid them.

Sweat poured off his forehead and he adjusted his ball cap to wipe the sweat away.

His dick, of course, was going wild.

Not that anybody would see.

In spite of Georgina, work went well.

He enjoyed the physically of moving the doors. It was fun to drive the little forklift, and he got to know his fellow compadres.

At the end of the month the warehouse was better organized, prep was getting their doors sooner, and the boss smiled and clapped him on the back and even stopped to talk to him sometimes.

Of Georgina he saw not much.

A couple of times a day she would walk from the front offices back to the prepper area. She would strut down the big aisle and he would busy himself back in the shelves, pulling doors, loading the forklift, or whatever. If he had nothing to do he would grab a broom and start sweeping.

She would glance at him, see his back was to her, and continue on.

And he would sigh in relief and plan on how to avoid her when she returned.

But he couldn’t help eyeing her after she had passed him.

That body…those breasts. He wished he could get a good look at her face, it was so nice with slightly almond eyes and the hair that sometimes escaped the lip of her hat. Her nose was pert and her mouth was full.

He would dream of her. And in the morning he would squash those dreams. Force them out of his skull, even balling his fists and biting his knuckles.

He was not built for girls, and he knew it. Had known it all his life.

So, in spite of his trepidation, he worked, saved his money, and prepared for the next time he had to move.

He fell.

It was stupid. One of the guys had driven the delivery truck into the warehouse. He was going to unload a few boxes of keys and he was too lazy to walk the boxes through the warehouse. So he drove in, backed down the aisle, and stopped next to the key room.

Danny didn’t like it. He didn’t like the rude smell of gas in the closed warehouse. He couldn’t get to the prep room with the forklift.

“Hey, Ace, walk it next time.”

“Nah. I’ll just be a moment.”

But Ace was talking to one of the preppers, bullshitting over the upcoming football game, and he was holding things up.

Danny sighed, went to do something else, and decided next time he would unload the keys. He had the time and the forklift, and he didn’t need Ace messing up his warehouse.

A half hour later Ace was gone, and Danny picked up a door the prep department had been waiting for. It was just one door, hollow core, so he didn’t need the forklift. He put it in the crook of his arm, leaning it against his shoulder, and ambled down the big aisle.

It was the reflection of light from a window on the floor that obscured the patch of oil Ace’s truck had left behind. At that, Danny probably wouldn’t have slipped, but a car backfired in the parking lot and he turned his head, which shifted his balance, and his foot slipped.

His feet went sideways and one knee struck the floor with a crack. The pain shot up his leg and Danny lay under the door and cried. The pain was that great.

“Hey, Danny, insurance is coming through. No problems there. But we’re going to have a rough time covering you.”

Danny was sitting in George’s office. His leg was wrapped and he had a metal contraption, a modern ‘splint,’ on his knee.

He had cracked his patella, his kneecap. It wasn’t serious, he wasn’t going to be immobile, but he had to be careful, and it made motion awkward.

“I’m fine for work,” Danny protested. “The doctor said so.”

“Light work, he said,” George slid open the flat writing panel on the right side of his desk. He had written down all the names and numbers of the people working at the door factory.

He ran a finger down the names.

“Hmm. I can’t spare any preppers or drivers. John in keys is pretty busy.” He frowned, stare at the list, then smiled.

He closed the writing panel and poked the comm box. His voice blared over the speaker system.

“Georgina, I’d like to see you.”

Danny immediately went into a panic.

His cock throbbed in his pants.

No…no…

A moment later they heard Georgina pounding up the stairs. The burst open and Georgina entered. “Hey, Pop, what’s up?”

Danny was sweating. He was pale. Not her! Not Georgina!

“Well, daughter of mine, time to get your hands dirty.”

“Sure. Whacha got?”

“I need you to back up Danny in the warehouse. Doctor’s orders, he is NOT allowed to do heavy lifting. He is very good at knowing what goes where, so he’ll point and shout and you’ll lift and tote. Sound fair?”

She grinned. “Sure, Pop. It’ll be nice to show these manly men what real work looks like.”

“Just make sure he doesn’t do anything, okay?” he spoke wryly, then turned to Danny. “That okay with you?”

“Uh…uh…”

“Good. Say, are you all right? you look pale. You’re perspiring, too.”

“Yeah, I’m fine.” As he thought about how he could skip town, get away from this girl.

Except that he couldn’t leave town. He hadn’t saved enough money, and he was temporarily crippled.

“Well,” George frowned, “Take the rest of the day off. You take the bus, don’t you? Georgina, you want to play taxi?”

“I’m okay. I can—“

“Nonsense.” Then George sank the nail in the coffin. “You know, Danny, you’re a hard worker, and we appreciate that. We’re going to give you a raise.” He grinned, “Not for breaking your leg, don’t get me wrong.”

They all chuckled, Danny desperately, and Georgina said, “Let’s go, Danny.”

She held the door open and he hobbled out. He tried to look graceful going down the stairs, but he looked like a duck with different size legs.

“Man, you are crippled, aren’t you.”

“I’m okay,” he said, walking next to her, not looking at her. “It’s just the stairs.”

“Yeah, well, we’ll see. Hey, stop for a moment.”

He stopped. He was facing the direction they were going in. she was facing him.

“Look at me.”

He turned, and was afraid his heart was going to stop.

“Heysoos. You really are shy, aren’t you.”

He looked down and stammered.

“I noticed you never looked at me.”

“Uh…”

But he couldn’t say anything. He was speechless, his mouth so dry he couldn’t even croak.

“Damn. Well, come on.”

They got into her car, a jazzy, pink Miata. She zoomed out of the lot and picked up speed.

The top was down and her hair was loose and it flowed behind her.

Danny gulped.

She kept glancing at him as she worked her way across town.

“Man, you got it bad, don’t you.”

“I, uh…I guess.” It was probably the biggest sentence he had put together with a woman in a decade.

“You aren’t gay, are you?”

His head turned in surprise. Was that what she thought? He didn’t want anybody thinking that! “No!”

“Oh. ‘Cause if you didn’t know, I am. So I have no designs on you. You can relax.”             

His eyes blinked slowly.

She was gay?

So…he was in no danger from her anyway.

Things started shifting in his head.

He could talk to her, and she would never find out.

She was safe for him.

His heart suddenly slowed down and felt about ten times lighter.

“You…you are?”

She watched the road and smiled. “I’m so gay I’m happy.”

“But isn’t that being a lesbian?”

“Sure. I don’t differentiate. Words don’t mean a lot, you know. I’d appreciate it if you didn’t tell the guys. I get a lot of work out of them by them thinking they have a chance with me.” She laughed, and, for the first time, in the presence of a girl, he smiled.

They arrived and she offered to help him upstairs.

“I’m fine,” he responded, looking her right in the eye. “I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“Sounds good. Bright and early.”

She squeaked the tires when she left the curb, and Danny stared after her.

Gay. Who woulda thunk! And he felt really good as he made his way up the stairs.

He had no idea what was about to happen.

They worked well together.

Georgina was a buzzsaw of a worker. She hoisted those doors onto the lift, or the trucks, and threw them into the shelves. She ran to the in basket before he could and laughed and taunted him for being so slow.

For his part he made sure he had the paperwork properly filled out, knew where he was to direct her, and on rare occasions was allowed to help her lift something.

And they did have a lot of time extra. Time in which they talked, and learned about each other. Time in which he didn’t stutter or shut down.

In fact, he liked her.

And she liked him.

Maybe it was the fact that he was a hard fish to catch, but she enjoyed his company and even asked him to go have a beer with her.

A beer with a girl. Holy bad word!

That afternoon, Danny waiting for her downstairs, Georgina was up in the office taking care of her own work. George walked in, kissed the top of her head and continued to his office. “Want to talk to you, Georgey,” he called back.

A moment later she entered his office and plopped down in the easy chair to the side of his desk.

“How’s it going in the warehouse?”

“Pretty good. He’s smart, I’m strong. Perfect combination.”

“Good. How’s your own work going.”

“Not bad. I deserve a raise, of course.”

He snorted. “And why is he lurking downstairs?”

“I’m taking him out for a beer and pizza.”

George leaned back in his chair and said not a word. His eyes said everything.

“Don’t give me that look, Pop. It’s not a date.”

“It’s not?”

“People get together, that’s all.”

“Hmm.”

“But what if it was a date?”

“As President of this company I don’t like workers dating. Relationships can get messy, and I don’t want a mess here.” He was eyeing her levelly.

“Well, as vice-president, and the only datable person in this place, I would say that that is discrimination. How would you like a law suit.”

They were speaking seriously, but not meaning serious. They often joked about such things.

“I guess I’ll have to respect your opinion in this. But…” he wagged a finger at her.

She wagged back, then stood up. “Speaking of which, I have to go.”

He waved at her and she headed downstairs to her ‘date.’

They had a good time. They drank a pitcher, argued over whether pineapples should be allowed on pizza, talked about people in the company, and…had a good time.

And Danny was starting to feel things for Georgina.

Not that he could do anything; not considering his ‘condition,’ but…he was feeling things.

Warmth. A desire to talk to her at all times. Even a thought about kissing her soft lips.

But he went home, that night and on the nights that followed, and would have masturbated. But he couldn’t.

In the back of the warehouse, to the right of the prep area, was a big room where they stacked doors. Not doors to be sold, but rejects, doors out of fashion that might come back in fashion, or somehow be repurposed.

It was dark in that room. Doors stacked and leaned everywhere. The lights should have been replaced, the windows, so high up, should have been cleaned.

In the warehouse Danny turned to Georgina. “We don’t need to order this door. It’s in the reject room. I put it there a couple of weeks ago.

“Let’s go get it,” she smiled, and they headed back towards the reject room.

Danny was walking without a limp these days, and Georgina was going to be returning to her regular duties soon. It was not something Danny looked forward to.

They went down a corridor between shelves and a wall and entered the room.

“Where?” Georgina asked.

Danny moved across the room. “Back here.”

He walked beside a row of leaning doors. He had trod this path many times, and just in the last month. There was no danger.

Except that Ace had gotten a few doors out of the leaning stacks, and put one there.

On the side of that one door a sharp piece of metal protruded. The door should have been thrown away, but waste not want not, and it stood, and the sharp bit of metal was sticking out.

Danny felt it ripped through his pants and into his thigh.

“Fuck!” he yelped, falling to the floor. Blood poured out onto the sawdust.

“What?”

“Stay back,” he moaned. He pointed at the door that had gouged him. “There’s a piece of metal—“

Georgina figured it out quickly. She picked up a piece of wood and slammed the metal and bent it back, then she crouched over Danny.

“Oh, damn! You’re bleeding.”

“Tell me about it,” he groaned.

As far as wounds went, it was serious. Not life threatening, but looking life threatening.

Georgina yelled for help, then knelt next to him.

I’ve got to get these pants off.”

“No!”

“Shut up!”

She pulled at the buckle, then the zipper.

Danny tried to push her away, but she persisted, and she was a strong girl.

“What’s wrong with you!” I have to see this wound! I have to—“ she froze.

Danny was wearing panties.

Nothing fancy. No ribbons and bows. Just white panties.

She gasped, and looked at him.

He was crushed. He had to leave. He had suffered that embarrassment that had pursued him through his entire life.

But it was worse than just panties.

A glance told her.

In spite of the blood soaking the floor, in spite of his wound, she saw that his panties weren’t filled. He had no package.

Her hand went out in spite of herself, and she felt his…’mons.’

Flat.

“Where’s your…?”

Tears trickled out of his eyes.

As vice-president of the company, and Danny’s only real friend, she accompanied him to the hospital.

She sat in the room with him, pretended she was a relation—she thought sister, the doctor thought wife—and he was too shamed to say anything.

“Not bad,” the doctor said cheerfully. “Looks worse than it is.”

He had to take Danny’s panties off, which he did without comment or even a look.

And he said nothing about Danny’s sexual condition.

He sewed the gash up neatly, put a bandage over the area, and said. “Don’t wear anything for a few days. Just let it air out. I would say by next Monday you can go to work.”

“Thanks,” Danny mumbled.

The doctor patted his shoulder. “Just stick around for a moment. The nurse will bring you a gown you can wear. I mean it…I don’t want anything rubbing on those stitches. Okay?”

“Don’t worry, doc,” Georgina said.

The doctor smiled and left, and Georgina and Danny were alone.

In sewing up the wound, in removing the panties, Danny was revealed as having almost no dick.

A very few people are born with something called a micropenis. It is a penis that is less than 3.67 inches long. When lightly stretched.

Danny’s penis was maybe an inch long. If that. It was almost all glans, all head, no shaft.

He had seen, from the beginning, how small he was. He had no package, his balls being non-existent. So he just wore panties because they were more comfortable. No kink or anything, just comfort. No pouch needed.

It actually looked like a fat clitoris more than a penis.

Except that he had no slit. Just…the head of a tiny dick.

Danny was crushed. Shamed. humiliated. His greatest secret, known only by his mother and father, was exposed.

He looked at the floor. “Now you know.”

“I know what?”

“I’m not a man. I can never be a man. I can never have children. Hell, I can’t even jack off.”

For a long moment Georgina was silent. Then she said, “So?”

Danny’s head rose up slightly and he glimpsed her.

“You’re a human being.”

And that was all she cared about.

“We haven't screwed, never tried, and we get along. So what?”

“But…” he murmured.

“At that moment the doctor returned to the room. “This is Nurse Johnson. She’ll—“

“Doc?”

Interrupted, he stopped talking.

“Is there any cure for Danny’s penis? Can you make it bigger?”

The doctor turned and asked the nurse to wait for a minute. He closed the door and sat down.

“I assumed you had already consulted doctors about your condition,” he said to Danny.

Danny, miserable, shook his head.

“Okay. Excuse me for not addressing the situation. Danny, there are hormone therapies that might help. Before I offer any real solid opinion I’m going to want to do a full work up on you. We can do it now, while you’re here, or we can make an appointment.

“Now,” blurted Georgina.

Danny looked at her.

She spoke almost defiantly, “We’re here.”

Danny’s mind was partially shut down. The mortification of finally being revealed, he didn’t know what to say.

The doctor, assuming Georgina was his wife, said, “Okay, let’s start with drawing some blood. then I’m going to want to…” he continued with a litany of tests and procedures.

Georgia drove Danny back to his apartment. He was silent the whole way, as was she. When he got out of the car however, he murmured thanks and started up the steps, and she followed him.

He heard her, turned and looked at her.

“Come on, bozo. You’re blocking traffic.”

“Where are you going?”

“Hello? Do you see me walking up the steps to your apartment?”

“What for?”

He was vacant, his mind was empty, his emotions were a mix of confusions.

“So we can talk. Now get moving.”

She pushed him, and he had no choice. He was awkward in his leg brace, his bandage was itching, and he took the final steps.

He turned and looked at her, then turned and opened the door and walked in.

She followed him. She stopped in the middle of the room and looked around. “Not bad.”

He had the obligatory ‘furnished apartment’ furniture, supplemented by his own nick nacks.

A sound system and a lot of books. A TV, medium sized. A foyer closet with jackets. A bedroom which held who knew what.

She glanced at one of the books. It was ‘The Sissy Ride,’ by somebody named Grace Mansfield.

He watched her, sitting on the couch, tired, defeated, and she moved into the kitchen.

“You have anything to eat?”

He shook his head, which she didn’t hear, and she searched through the fridge and the cupboards.

There were leftovers, TV dinners, a collection of crusty condiments, hot dogs without buns, and a few other things. but nothing that really worked as sustenance.

She took out her cell phone and called UberEats. She ordered a couple of meals from Panda Express, and hung up. Then she went to the door and left it ajar.

He summoned up the courage to speak to her. “What do you want.”

She sauntered back into the living room and pulled a kitchen chair into the living room. She faced it towards Danny on the couch and plopped herself down.

“So that’s why you’re so shy. I’ll bet you’ve never had a girl friend. And if you can’t even jack off…you must be so fucking horny.”

He looked down and didn’t speak.

“Now, I am the only person in the world that knows you are the proud possessor of a micropenis, and I promise on the heads of any children I might have…I will never reveal your secret. Oh, yeah. I looked at your resume. You change jobs every year. People like you, I called a few of your bosses, but you leave. You never have a girlfriend, you just move. I wondered why, and now I know. And now I’m telling you…” she glared at him intently to deliver her message, “you will NOT quit this job and run away.”

He had listened to her speech. His eyes were resentful. He wanted to leave, and now, in addition to the other things that kept him from quitting, she was adding another.

“Who are you to tell me how to live my life?”

“Somebody who cares.”

That phrase, ‘somebody who cares,’ passed through him like a lance.

He had been immune to caring relationships his whole life. He was ashamed, felt like less than a man, and he avoided anybody who tried to get close.

Now he was stuck. He couldn’t move. She wouldn't let him. His face was red with shame and he didn’t know what to say.

“Listen, Bozo. That doctor said hormones might help you. And even if they don’t…so what? Are you going to feel sorry for yourself your whole life?”

She moved closer, reached out and took his hands in hers. It was like holding a towels. Limp, dangling hands. No response in them.

“So. I’ll handle the insurance, not even Pop has to know. If there is no solution, then we’ll take it from there. But we’ll at least try.”

At that moment there was a knock on the door and Uber eats let the door swing back slowly.

“Right here,” said Georgina cheerfully.

She directed the Uber guy to the coffee table between her and Danny. “I put a good tip on the credit card, so thanks and have a good night.”

The Uber man smiled, mumbled his thanks, and was gone.

She got up and locked the door, then she returned to the table and took the food out of the bags. She went to the kitchen and got a couple of glasses and poured Coke into them.

“I got you orange chicken and Beijing beef, and there’s some rolls.”

She handed him a carton and she took one. When he opened the carton, and was assailed by the delicious aroma, she popped an egg roll into the lid to hold it down.

They ate. Her with gusto. Him with thoughtful movements.

She ignored him part of the time, shoving noodles into her mouth and cutting them off with sharp incisors.

She smiled up at him a few times, poured him more Coke, and…he said: “Why are you doing this.”

She slowed down her ingestion of food and looked into an undefinable distance. “Why am I doing this? Hmm. Could it be that I care about my fellow man? Could it be that out of all the idiots who work for the door factory you’re the first one to share my real interests? Or maybe I just feel sorry for you. You certainly are a sorry enough person.”

She was joking on the last one, and he knew it. He couldn’t even get angry at her insults.

“But you’re a lesbian. how can you care about a guy.”

For a long moment she froze, stared at him, a chunk of orange chicken on her fork. then she said: “You idiot. Did you really believe me?”

“But…you…”

“I said that to put you at ease. Back then I figured you might really be gay, and that was the best way.

If he was reserved before, it was now like he had lost his mouth.

She wasn’t gay. Or a lesbian, or whatever.

She was laughing at him now. And suddenly she put down her fork. She reached across the table and made him put his fork down. She grabbed the front of his hospital robe. She pulled him so he leaned across the coffee table at her.

“Here I am, falling for a guy who can’t even fuck me. It’s not what’s wrong with you…it’s what’s wrong with me.”

She pulled him very gently and he leaned closer to her. He dropped his hands to the top of the coffee table so he wouldn’t fall, and she kept pulling.

Their lips came closer and closer.

She held him for a moment. Then she touched her lips to his.

His eyes were wide open, he was scared, his penis was stiffer than it had ever been.

Her lips were delicious. They tasted slightly of lipstick and orange spices. Her eyes were closed and she took her time.

She let him back up and opened her eyes and smiled. “You’re inexperienced…you’ve got a lot to learn. But that’s okay. I’ll teach you. Now come here…”

She pulled him across the table again.


Part Two

“I’ve got news…and I’ve got news.” the doctor entered the room, greeted Danny and Georgina, and settled down into the swivel behind his desk. He was carrying  bulky book and a thick folder with Danny’s name on it. It had once been a thin folder.

“First, you want the news…or the news?”

He was smiling thinly, but hiding a bit of excitement.

“I guess we’ll settle for the news,” Georgina said.

“Okay. The news is that you don’t have a micropenis.”

“I…what?”

“He doesn’t?”

“Nope. Have you ever heard of something called ‘intersex?’

They stared at him blankly.

“The official term is hermaphroditism. It is when a person is born with both male and female sexual apparatus. There are a variety of conditions that apply to this. People have different percentages of male and female, the sexual apparatus may take on different looks. I grabbed a book that explains this in complete detail.” He patted the thick book he had brought in with the folder. “But the point is that you were actually born with traits of both sexes.”

“Does this really happen?” Georgina was bewildered.

“It happens less than two per cent of the time, that people have mixed characteristics. People like Danny happen less than half a per cent of the time.”

“But…what do I do?” Danny oddly, was not shattered by the news. In fact, he felt strangely energized. He had been thinking he was a man his whole life, and apparently he did have some male characteristics, but…

“What our tests have revealed, Danny, is that your testicles are actual ovaries, inside you, and for whatever reason your vagina was covered. Flesh just grew over it.”

“I have a…a…”

“Pussy?” blurted Georgina.

“The doctor tilted and nodded his head at the same time. “Bingo. And it will take an extremely simple operation for us to expose your vagina. On X-ray it looks entirely functional. So…”

Georgina was stunned. Her mouth was open. Her head and shoulder were slumped.

Danny just started crying.

They went back to Danny’s apartment with a mix of emotions. Danny was elated, but scared. He had been considered a man all his life. Now, with a twist of the knife and a simple treatment of hormones, he would not be. He would be…a woman.

As a man he was always soft looking, a little bit weaker than other guys, and soft spoken. And he had always thought he was lacking.

But as a woman he was supposed to be physically weaker, and the doctor had said the hormones would alter certain characteristics.

He would have softer skin, the fat in his face would redistribute. His lips would grow fuller, plumper, and his hair would be longer.

WTF?

Georgina was silent, but bursting with thoughts.

She liked him. She had said she was a lesbian to calm him down, to get to the truth of him, but now that the truth was out…and then she had admitted she was not a lesbian, but she still felt deeply for him!

She glanced at him, imagined him as a woman. His pores would probably get smaller, his face smoother. She would have to pluck his eyebrows, teach him about clothes and make up, and…and what would her father think?

Her father had always accepted that she was a bit of a tomboy, but…how would he react to first finding out that Danny was a girl, and that she loved him.

Loved him.

She had gone out with boys and found the experience less than thrilling.

Oh, she liked boys well enough, and she had had sex, but something had always been lacking.

Now she was feeling flush, excited in a way she had never imagined.

“What are you thinking?” asked Danny.

“I’m thinking we should go up and have a drink and discuss everything.”

They pulled up in front of Danny’s apartment and walked up the steps.

Georgina grabbed his hand and pulled.

She had taken his hand before, but now it meant more. It wasn’t just a girl pulling a man along reluctantly, it was a woman holding hands with…a woman.

They entered the apartment and Danny headed straight for the liquor cabinet.

“All I’ve got is Old Granddad, is that okay?”

“Long as you cut it with Coke. I’ve never been that big a drinker.”

He took down the bottle and began mixing drinks. “Funny, I always thought I couldn’t hold my liquor, but it turns out that my body is a little less suited for hard drinking.

He handed her a drink and sat down next to her on the couch. They both sipped, and sighed, then Georgina turned to him.

“Okay. I’ve seen what you thought was a dick, but that was in dire circumstances, and then the doctor’s office. I want to see what you’ve got for real now.”

Danny was frozen. “You want to…see me.”

She was sitting with her legs crossed under her, sideways on the couch. “I’ll show you mine if you show me yours.”

“But…”

“That’s a lifetime of denying yourself. I don’t know where we’re going with this, but I have feelings for you, and I want to see what I’m getting into.”

Danny was silent.

“Don’t make me beat you up,” she laughed.

“I’m just…it…” he put his drink down and stood up. He took down his pants and was revealed in just panties. The panties were smooth, no pouch, no bulge. There was a little, tiny poke where his clitoris, always stiff, pressed against the material.

Georgina was holding her breath. Then she blurted, “Let me.” She reached up and took hold of the sides of his panties. She slowly pulled them down.

The material was sticky, then sort of rolled, and his apparatus came into view.

His skin was smooth, a bit hairy, and then his clitoris, what he had thought was his penis, was revealed.

It was just like a penis head, a glans, but smaller. It was shiny and moist. Danny was apparently hot.

“I don’t really understand how this works,” whispered Georgina. “Do you pee through the clitoris?”

“I pee from this little opening under it.”

“And that’s what the doctor is going to open up.”

“And my clitoris is going to change a bit. It’s been malformed and it’s going to…blossom.”

“Amazing.”

Georgina was examining Danny closely. “Can I touch it?”

“I guess.”

Georgina put her hand up and extended a finger. She touched the clitoris and Danny shivered.

“What?”

“Nobody’s ever touched me there.”

“Nobody? Ever?”

He shook his head. “I don’t even touch myself. Not if I can help it.”

Georgina stared at him. then: “You are the best example of a virgin I have ever seen. So you’ve never had sex, never been with a boy, uh…girl, and…do you get horny?”

“Oh, God!” Danny blurted, and tears squeezed out of his eyes.

“The doctor said you’re going to be normal down there, that you’ll be able to have a normal sexual life.”

“But a sexual girl life.”

“Is that scary?”

Danny nodded and gulped. “I always thought I was too short to screw anybody. Now I find out it’s me that has to be screwed. To have somebody’s penis in me. It’s…I don’t know how to handle it.

Danny was on edge now. Close to tears.

Georgina stood up and hugged him. She just held him and he started to sob. “I don’t know what to do! It’s all changing! I don’t know who I am!”

He cried for a while, but, as tears are apt to do, he dried up. He sat down, his pants around his ankles, and reached for his glass. He sucked that whiskey down like he was pouring a bottle directly down his throat. The liquor disappeared in a moment.

Georgina giggled, and Danny smiled wanly.

“Thanks,” he said.

“Nada.”

She sat down next to him. Close to him. And suddenly the whole situation changed.

They were too close. They were intimate close. Georgina wanted something.

“You’re not a lesbian,” said Danny. He was giving little shivers.

“I’ll learn,” she said, and she kept moving closer to him.

He backed up a little, but she had the advantage. He was at the end of the couch and there simply was no place left to go.

She pressed his hands down.

He stared at her face becoming larger, looming, taking up his whole vision.

She touched her lips to his. She was gentle at first, little pecks and nibbles, but she picked up speed.

Danny felt her lips with his own, and it felt so good and warm.

Then she had him half bent over the arm of the couch, and she was holding him and burning his lips with her own.

At first he was open-eyed, but she told him, “Close your eyes.”

He did, and he very slowly started kissing back.

It was easy. It was fun. He explored her mouth with his own.

Long minutes passed and the heat built.

Finally, they parted, and they were gasping and staring at each other like they were the second coming.

“What do we do now?” asked Danny.

“I can try to get you off,” Georgina replied.

“Can you do that?”

“I can try. I’ve never made love to a woman,” which sounded so amazing for Danny to hear, “and you’ve only got a clitoris, but…we can try.”

Georgina had avoided touching Danny’s groin. She was aware that simply kissing was dangerously overwhelming, but now she placed her hand on his mons and just kept it there.

They stared at each other, him gasping, eyes wide, scared.

Her waiting.

Slowly, his heart slowed down, was still beating fast, but no longer in danger of bursting out the front of his chest.

She kissed him, and this time it was even more intense, if that is possible.

Then she slid down his body. She kissed his nipples, spent a long time just sucking on them. They were big, bigger than a normal man’s, and he had always been ashamed. But now he knew they were bigger for a specific reason, a female reason, and the shock of pleasure began to rise through him.

His clitoris, what he thought was a penis, was stiff, and her hand brushed against it.

Then she was down to mouth level and she took it in.

Danny almost swooned.

Then he was laying back, her hands cupping his buns and lifting his sex to her, and she had everything in her mouth.

He was engulfed, and she slid her tongue over his clitoris, sucked, batted, and one finger was close to his anus.

She let that hand slide over a bit and she touched his rectum.

He jumped, but was no longer in danger of flight.

It felt good.

He lost himself in the motions of her mouth, in the proddings of of her pinkie, and, suddenly, after a lifetime of horniness, he felt it start.

What he had always been denied.

What he had wished for and never experienced.

He couldn’t even masturbate, but now he knew why.

Then he was scared, and fighting the whelming sensation, but it did no good.

Something was going to break inside him. Something was going to come undone and take him to the stars.

His arms were akimbo, moving, and he was crying out, protesting, afraid, and the wave broke.

Golden sex washed over him. His whole body arched in pleasure. He couldn’t think, he couldn’t talk, all he could do was make strange sounds, gurgling sounds, and live through the end of the world.

He started taking hormones. While he had a goodly amount of testosterone in his system, it was easily overbalanced by estrogen supplements, and his body started changing. Fast.

He had to wait a month for the operation, but by the time a month had passed his natural hormonal state was more balanced, and he was growing breasts.

Real breasts!

Not big, huge humpers, just dainty, little mounds. But they were real, and they were sensitive, and his nipples started standing up and they were bigger.

He had always had large nipples for a male, but now…now they were huge!

And sensitive!

Georgina often sucked on them, and it felt like the Fourth of July was happening inside his chest. Sparks flew, they flew so hard he became dizzy and had a hard time even thinking.

The rest of his body was changing, too. His hips were getting rounder and he was learning to walk differently. Everything was feeling different.

It was his face, however, that was changing the most. His lips were larger, rounder, softer. His skin was softer, and his pores seemed…smoother.

Even his eyes became more sparkly.

And Georgina brought over make up and clothes.

“Are you serious?” asked Danny nervously, biting his fuller, lower lip.

Georgina was holding short shorts and a sleeveless pullover. Satin and shiny. The material cut for breasts.

“Absolutely,” responded Georgina. “You’ll probably want to wear jeans and stuff for work, but half the fun of being a girl is wearing lingerie and girl clothes and…” she hesitated.

“What?”

“Make up.”

“Make up.” Danny breathed. He was going to wear make up. He had never thought about it, but, of course. If he was a girl he was going to have to learn all this stuff.

“And we have to do it tonight because this is our last chance to play. Your operation is tomorrow.”

For a moment everything was grim, then it wasn’t. After all, this had to be.

So Georgina helped Danny into panties and a bra. They kissed mightily, and Georgina cupped Danny’s mons and jiggled her hand up and down.

Danny giggled and protested. “Stop that!”

“Okay.”

“No! Don’t stop!”

“Ha!” And Georgina went to work.

After a half hour of making out, Georgina helped Danny into the short shorts and the sleeveless.

Danny looked at himself in the mirror. “This is amazing.”

The short shorts were a pink color and the sleeveless was red. The short shorts fit Danny better than male clothes had ever fit him. The sleeveless revealed that he was growing mounds.

Georgina was standing back while Danny looked at himself in the mirror. She pondered, then blurted, “You’ve been shaving your legs!”

Danny turned red. “Well, I thought, it’s something girls do, and the hair was…hairy.”

Georgina laughed. “Don’t worry. You did right. Now sit down and let’s start teaching you about make up.

Georgina taught Danny about cleansing pores, primer, and all the other things that go into making a face into a canvas.

Danny stared in wonder, made a mess when he was allowed, and watched in amazement as Georgina colored his eyes, and, finally, his lips.

“Good thing you always wear your hair long,” Georgina smiled as she coiffed Danny’s hair. She trimmed, coiled, used bobby pins, and showed Danny a few ways to fix his hair.

“You make it look so easy,” Danny said at one point. “I can’t even put on lipstick right.”

“You’ll get it. Remember, I’ve been doing this all my life. When my mother was alive she lived to play make up with me.”

“And now you’re teaching me.”

“Yep,” Georgina confirmed.

Danny was in a mood. “Thank you,” and his eyes teared up.

Georgina quickly blotted. “Control those hormones, girl friend. You’ll ruin your make up.”

But about an hour later he ruined his make up, anyway, when they made love.

He woke up.

The room was white and he could hear hospital sounds.

Georgina was sitting next to him, her head down as she rested, for she had been exhausted with anticipation and nervousness.

Danny was fine. More than fine. He was drugged and feeling no pain.

“Hey?”

Georgina’s head jerked up, she focused and smiled, and they hugged.

The operation went off without a hitch, and he spent a week in the hospital, a week during which countless doctors poked and prodded and were surprisingly respectful.

After the week he was out of the bulky bandages and only had some easily hidden bandages over his sex. He also had directions on how to watch for infection, how to change bandages, and to avoid any kind of activity for a month, then to avoid strenuous activity for another month.

Feeling a bit sore when he walked, still showing traces of bruises form the operation, Danny was fine with that.

Georgina came over every single day after the operation. She even took off from work, and she kept clothes in Danny’s apartment. She often spent the night, and the two girl snuggled in bed and slept horny.

Georgina had no recourse to a penis, and Danny wasn’t feeling spry enough to service her. But she did wonder. “How do you stand it? Aren’t you horny?”

“Well, confession time…” Georgina looked a bit guilty. “I’ve got a vibrator.”

“Really?”

“A vibrator is an essential girl tool. You don’t always have a man, or want one, and…it’s the only way to fly.”

“Bring it over! I want to see it.”

So she did, and Georgina had to explain all about using it.

And then Danny demanded that she demonstrate.

Oh, Lord, embarrassment and laughter, and when Georgina was done she said. “Never again.”

“How about tomorrow.”

“Okay.”

And they laughed.

They couldn’t use the vibrator, or Georgina’s mouth, on Danny. He was untouchable until fully healed. But the day he was announced as ‘good to go,’ Georgina came over with a grin, and something in her pants.

She walked up the steps, entered the apartment, and grinned.

“What?” Danny was eating cereal at the kitchen table.

Georgina was wearing jeans and a flannel shirt. She had bound her rather sizable breasts and they were only bulges in her shirt.

She unbuckled, unzipped, and a big dick flopped out.

Danny gaped. “What?”

“Bend over, honey, I think I love you!”

Danny stood up and came to her, staring at the big dingus poking out from her pants.

“It’s a strap on, and I got it just for you. when you’re ready, of course.”

Danny knelt and examined it closely. It was big and black with veins that spiraled, in a meandering fashion, down the shaft. The balls were huge.

“Can I…?”

“Feel them? Of course!”

He felt the balls first. they were big sacks that felt squooshy to the touch. He circled his hands around them. “And this is what balls really feel like?”

“Oh, my gosh! I forgot! You’ve never touched a man’s package! Yes. I got them very lifelike. I figured you’d like the feel of real stuff over hard metal or glass, or some weird latex stuff.”

He felt the shaft, marveled at the raised veins. “And I’ll be able to feel these veins?”

“Would you like to find out?”

His eyes were wide as he looked up and nodded.

“Then suck my dick and let’s get started.”

He was curious and didn’t have to be asked twice. His head moved forward, his lips opened, his tongue touched the head.

“That’s it. Come on.”

He moved his mouth down the shaft, and quickly gagged.

Georgina laughed. “I threw up the first time I did that. But it gets better.”

“It does?”

“Oh, yeah. You’ll be able to deep throat and even swallow. With a little practice, that is.”

He closed his mouth over the head and started moving back along the shaft. Again, the gagging, but as he practiced he found it did get easier. Then he had a thought.

“But you won’t cum in my mouth.”

“Nope.”

“Is that good or bad?”

“Depends. But maybe someday, if you feel like it, we can get somebody with a real dick to volunteer his services for you.

Danny wasn’t sure about that. He was pretty knew to all this stuff. But in the moment he sucked, and he squeezed the big sacks, then Georgina reached down and brought him to his feet.

“Honey, I know you’re getting off on it, but it gets better.”

They kissed, passionately, and Danny was surprised to find that sucking cock had changed the way he was kissing.

They entered the bedroom and Georgina slowly undressed him.

“Let’s see,” she said.

He laid back and spread his legs and Georgina got down and looked.

“It’s a snatch,” breathed Georgina. “I’m going to touch it.”

Danny gasped and wiggled his hips. He didn’t know if he was wiggling away or towards.

Georgina had barely touched the labia, but she dug in deeper and traced the lips up to where the clitoris stood up.

“Your clit looks bigger, but it’s tilted differently.

“I feel it differently now, too.”

Georgina put her head forward and kissed Danny’s clit. She took the little point in her mouth and sucked.

Danny trembled with the sensation.

“Okay. Let me put some vaseline on my dick. the doctor said you’ll be making your own lube, but it might take a while for your pussy to figure it out and start doing the right thing at the right time.”

Danny lay on his back and watched between his legs and Georgina lubed her strap on dildo. Then she leaned forward, put her hands on each side of him, looked down to make sure she was putting the dildo in the right place, and pushed.

Danny cried out. He felt the entire head of the big cock enter him, and it felt…good. But…strange.

He realized: she’s inside me!

And she was, but she wasn’t going anywhere. For a short while Danny gulped and gasped and took deep breaths, then asked, “What are you doing?”

“Waiting for you to relax.”

“I’m as relaxed as I’m going to be.”

“Then I should get busy.” Georgina pushed an inch in.

He tightened up, pushed back, but Georgina just stopped and waited.

“I was a virgin once, so I know what to do.”

“Oh, man. Heysoos. Fuck.” Danny gasped out, trying to make himself relax. He said, “I’m not going to be a virgin any longer.”

“Nope.”

“In fact, you’re fucked.”

Georgina put the twist on the phrase, gave it the secondary meaning of ‘you’re all messed up,’ and the two began to laugh.

Then they started repeating the phrase.

“I’m truly fucked.”

“You’re really fucked.”

“Am I fucked up or fucked down?”

“You’re so fucked you don’t even know.”

And they laughed, and suddenly Georgina was another inch in.

And now, because he was laughing, Danny started enjoying it, and not tensing up.

Another inch.

Another.

And, finally, Georgina was all the way in.

They lay, Georgina on top, and looked at each other.

“I’m fucked,” whispered Danny, lovingly, and they began to kiss.

And move.

And the act of fucking, which Danny had never partaken of, proved to be easier than he had thought.

In fact, when it was his turn to wear the dildo he found that the male half of fucking was harder than the female half.

But that was okay, he was willing to learn.


Epilogue

Danny, now Danielle, returned to work. He was a she, and she had no metal contraption on her knee, no stitches on her thigh, and a well used vagina in her pants and panties.

George was no problem. Georgina had been keeping him in the loop, and he was glad to support everything.

The other workers had been told, and they were a mix of emotions.

Some of them were fine, some were confused, and some were…opposed.

But they did their work, George or Georgina gave them a talking to if  there was any grumbling, and Danielle was free to do her work.

Normally she wore work jeans and flannels to work, but she always wore sexy underwear underneath.

Time passed.

Georgina eventually moved out of Danielle’s apartment, but they remained super cool friends and sometimes lovers.

“Hey, Danielle?”

Danielle turned and faced Ace, the guy who had spilled oil on the floor. He had been one of the ones most opposed to Danielle.

“Yo?”

“I was wondering…”

“Yes?”

Daniella got off the forklift and stood in front of him.

“A few of us are going out for pizza on Friday after work. We were wondering if you wanted to with us.”

Danielle smiled, and thought. Ace didn’t like her at first, but now she caught him looking at her at odd times. Was he coming around. Well, only one way to find out.

“Are you asking for the group? Or is this for you?”

Ace turned a bright red and stammered, “Uh, well…”

“It’s okay, Danielle grinned. “I’d love to go out. Is it really the guys? Or just you and me?”

If she thought Ace was red faced before…sheesh!

“Uh…it’s uh…”

“That’s okay. I’d love to.”

Ace had a very sheepish but proud grin on his face when he turned away.

Later, Danielle told Georgina what had happened.

Georgina laughed. “He’s a goof, but maybe you’ll finally find out what a real prick feels like.”

Danielle nodded and smiled. “Maybe.” Then, “I hope so.”

And both girls giggled.

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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