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    CHAPTER ONE 
 
      
 
    The day Jameson was caught cross dressing was not an unusual day, which made it seem all the more odd when he was caught. One tends to think that tragedies are accompanied by the gloom of swirling clouds, spatters of icy rain, a general feel like the world is on the brink of ending. 
 
    This day was sunny. A perfect day for a picnic. A wonderful day to laze around the house and read, watch a little TV, maybe work on a project in the garage. Or…maybe do a little cross dressing. 
 
      
 
    Jameson wasn’t a big cross dresser, he was a little one. In three ways. 
 
    First Jameson only cross dressed very rarely. He was happily married, didn’t want to freak out his wife, loved her very much and he knew that women sometimes tended to react unkindly to men who weren’t, well, acting like men. 
 
    Was Jill one of those? Who would hit the roof if she saw her husband wearing panties? Or garters and heels? Like he was now? 
 
    He didn’t know, and intended never to find out. He loved his wife too much to rock the apple cart. 
 
    Which, however, did not lessen the need, every once in a while, for him to prance around in panties, and garters, and heels, like he was doing now. 
 
    The second way Jameson was a little cross dresser was because he was short for a man. Short and thin, and his feet could actually fit into his wife’s heels. And his butt into her panties. Like they were now. 
 
    The third way Jameson was a little cross dresser was in the fact that he only cross dressed a little. He liked shoes, panties, an occasional bra, but that was all. He didn’t want to go full drag queen. He just wanted a little excitement; he just liked how hard his penis got when he did it. 
 
    So Jameson, his wife at work and himself working at home, found the need too great. He went into his wife’s closet, opened her lingerie drawer, and picked out a very sexy pair of panties. Pink, with a little bow in the front. And a garter belt, with those long, dangly straps that kept bouncing off his leg so sexily and tantalizingly. And then he selected a pair of heels. Open toed, strapped, 4 inches because 5 was a bit too much for him. 
 
    He dressed himself, and his penis, a moderate 6 inches, not too big and not too small, poked the front of his panties, which made him giggle. He didn’t bother with the stockings, he was only a little horny, after all, and, has been pointed out, he just wasn’t into make up and wig and the full effect. 
 
    So he dressed, then walked through the house. Wood floors made his CLICK, CLICK, CLICK so unbelievably delicious. The garter straps touched his legs and made him feel so sexy. He thought about dressing up completely, which merely meant a dress, but then decided not to. No. He was only a little horny. Besides, he giggled, he had things to do. 
 
    So he washed the dishes, polishing them to a shine. And he scrubbed the floors, making them sparkle. ‘Clean enough to eat off of,’ he thought with a laugh. And he thought about going outside and doing the windows, but the neighbors would probably have an official shit fit if they saw him. 
 
    He thought about his wife, working in a medical center, helping the dentist extract teeth and drill and fill cavities and all that. 
 
    He giggled, rubbing his nipples, as he thought about being drilled and filled. Hearing terminology like that, how could his wife not come home horny every day? Ready to rape her little, cross dressing husband? 
 
    Of course, she didn’t know he was a cross dresser. And what she didn’t know wouldn’t hurt her, And it was all such a delicious secret that he could think about when he was wearing his boring man clothes and get an erection that… 
 
      
 
    CLICK! 
 
      
 
    Jameson whirled around in a panic. He was supposed to be alone! Nobody ever came over! Who was… 
 
    “Auntie!” he yelped. 
 
    Auntie Charlotte stood just inside the kitchen door, taking a video of him on her cell. 
 
    Auntie Charlotte was his wife’s Aunt, and she was a dour woman with a critical eye. She certainly wouldn’t think much of him being in female garb. 
 
    He spun and tried to run, but even though he was practiced in high heels, he wasn’t that practiced. He slipped and fell, giving Auntie Charlotte a full view of his pink panties. 
 
    He scrambled to his feet, slipped and tripped and managed to exit the kitchen. 
 
    Auntie Charlotte followed him, holding the phone up, and it sounded like she was chuckling. 
 
    He made it into his bedroom and shut the door and locked it. 
 
    Quickly, he pulled off his wife’s garments. He tossed them in the closet and pulled on his own shorts and Nikes and tee. His mind was in a panic. Surely she hadn’t filmed him, he thought, knowing that his mind was protesting what was true. 
 
    Knock knock. 
 
    “Jamie? Come out now.” 
 
    Jamie froze. His heart was racing and his face was redder than a fire engine having a period. His body was trembling and all he could do was try to assemble the fragments of thought in his head. 
 
    She didn’t…she couldn’t…a video?…what was she… 
 
    “Jamie? I’ll be in the kitchen.” 
 
    Then he heard her shoes tap tapping down the hallway. 
 
    Jamie stayed in the bedroom a long time, almost an hour. He willed this thing not to have happened. He thought about consequences…what if she tells Jill?…what if she tells anybody? 
 
    He had visions of all the neighbors standing on the lawn, pointing at the house and laughing…laughing…laughing. 
 
    He couldn’t stop shaking. 
 
    But, slowly, eventually, he calmed down. About as calm as he could get, considering the circumstances. Finally, he stood up and went to the door. He touched the knob. Held it. Prayed to God fervently, then opened the door. 
 
    The walk down the hallway was comparatively silent. No CLICK, CLICK, CLICK, just a soft thip, thip, thip, as his athletic shoes made their way to the kitchen. 
 
    He entered the kitchen. 
 
    Auntie Charlotte was a thick woman, a couple of inches taller than him, wearing a grey dress. She was an interesting combination of a good sense of humor and no nonsense. 
 
    She might laugh if you forgot the dishes, but the gentle reminder that you had done so was steel under the velvet, and you knew you’d better not forget them again. 
 
    She sat at the kitchen table, a cup of tea in front of her, a fashion magazine open to the latest fashion, and…her cell phone. 
 
    Could he grab it and delete? Did he dare? 
 
    He did. He snatched the phone off the table and stopped when she chuckled. 
 
    “Uploaded. Sorry.” 
 
    He gently placed the phone on the table. 
 
    “Now sit down, Jamie. Nephew. And let’s discuss you.” 
 
    “I don’t think…I’ve got something I need—“ 
 
    “Sit,” and the iron in her maidenly voice was unmistakable. 
 
    Jameson sat down. 
 
    She looked over the rim of her reading glasses. She had a squarish face with a wide jaw. Her hair was done in a bun, and she looked ready to wring out the laundry, on an old fashioned washing machine, the kind with the rollers, and he was the laundry. 
 
    “Why are you here?” 
 
    She tsk tsked and shook her head. “Don’t you ever answer your phone?” 
 
    “Well, I…” he had turned it off so he could prance around without interruption. His wife wouldn’t be home until five, and he thought he had all the time in the world. 
 
    “You’re wife is going away. I’m here to pack some things for her, and then I’ll be keeping house for a couple of months.” 
 
    Jameson goggled. In fact, his eyes looked like they were eggs ready to fall out of the sockets. “What…what do you mean?” 
 
    She tsk tsked again, then pushed her cell phone at him and turned it so he could read an email. It was from his wife. 
 
      
 
    Going Chicago 4 pandemic. 
 
    You should isolate with Jameson. 
 
    Can’t get ahold of him. 
 
    Can you pack a few things for me? 
 
      
 
    Jameson’s mind stopped. He fixated on the message, knowing what it meant, and yet trying to figure it out. Jill was leaving town? For Chicago? And…the real crunch…’you should isolate with Jameson.’ 
 
    He looked up at Aunt Charlotte, who had gone back to reading her fashion magazine. 
 
    “But, you…I don’t…what—“ 
 
    “Stop whimpering, silly boy. I need to pack a bag for Jill, and then you and I need to have a talk. Now come along.” 
 
    She stood up and walked down the hallway to his and Jill’s bedroom. Jameson followed her, stared at her blocky figure, wondering why God had done this to him. 
 
    Aunt Charlotte commanded Jameson to get a suitcase, then began ransacking drawers. By the time Jameson returned from the garage she had piled underwear, a couple of dresses, a couple of scrubs, nylons, some shoes and told Jameson to put it all in a suitcase and close it. Which, of course, was impossible. 
 
    “That’s too much.” 
 
    “Be a man, Jameson,” then she looked at him and snickered. 
 
    Jameson’s face turned bright red. 
 
    “You shouldn’t make fun…” he stopped talking when she turned and gazed at him. She had a half smile and a knowing look, and she had him beat before he could even think. She had a video of him, and he knew it, and she knew it, and her word was going to be law. 
 
    Jameson began shoving things into the suitcase viciously. No way this old biddy was going to be living in his house, eating his food, making fun of him. Just wait until Jill got home, he would lay down the law then, and—and he sat on the suitcase until it clicked closed. 
 
    “See, it’s not so hard.” But the way she said it, like she wasn’t talking about the task of packing, but rather something between Jameson’s legs, it was too much. 
 
    “Now see here. I don’t know what you think you saw but I am not going to put up with your insolence.” 
 
    Insolence. A good word. He was proud of himself for throwing it at her. 
 
    She simply smiled and said, “I wonder if Jill will like the video as much as I do?” 
 
    “You can’t blackmail me!” 
 
    “Blackmail? Who said blackmail?” she was all sweetness and cream. “Now don’t you think you’d better prepare dinner?” 
 
    Jameson opened his mouth, then shut it. The time he had spent hiding in his room, plus the time spent packing, he knew he’d better get busy. He’d sort Auntie Charlotte out later. 
 
    He flounced out of the room. 
 
    Auntie Charlotte smiled a tight smile. So that was the kind of boy her niece had married. Just like her own husband, weak and given to excesses. A silly, little man easily manipulated, if one had the tools. And Auntie Charlotte definitely had the tools. 
 
    So thinking, she went into the kitchen to read her magazine and oversee the food preparation. 
 
      
 
    Jameson was in charge of cleaning the house and preparing food Monday through Thursday. Jill worked, he had grumblingly acceded to her requests, and he did a poor job. He only did the laundry when his clothes hamper was full. He usually ordered fast food, which Jill positively hated, and he never vacuumed or dusted or did any of the things that he considered ‘women’s work.’ Sometimes he didn’t even do the dishes! 
 
    Auntie Charlotte, however, was there to help him mend his ways. She chided him into getting out some hamburger and making a meat loaf, adding such snide comments as, ‘meat loaf is simple, any man should be able to fix meatloaf,’ with emphasis on the word ‘man.’ Or, ‘you must slice those potatoes thinner if you wish to have them done in time for Jill. If you had had the foresight to begin earlier we could have some real mashed potatoes.’ 
 
    Somehow, Jameson managed to tamp down his temper (she had a video!) and get on with it It was five minutes after five when he figured the dinner was done, and Jill’s car turned into the driveway. 
 
    Suddenly, Aunt Charlotte bustled by him, shoved him out of the way, and squeezed three lemons, all in the time it took Jill to get out of the car and come up the front walk. 
 
    “Here, you goof, meet her with this!” She pushed a glass of fresh lemonade into his hands. Then she pushed him, literally, out of the kitchen. Thus, Jameson found himself walking across the living room just as the front door opened. 
 
    “Here,” he said, ungraciously, holding the glass out to his wife. 
 
    Jill blinked and instinctively put out her hand, then saw what it was and smiled. 
 
    “Oh, thank you, honey. How sweet!” She sipped the lemonade. 
 
    From the door Auntie Charlotte watched critically. Jameson certainly lacked proper training. He was almost crude when threw the glass at his wife. He needed a lot of work. 
 
    “Auntie Charlotte! Thank you for coming!” She hugged the old lady, who returned the hug with a polite smile. 
 
    “Anything for my favorite niece.” 
 
    Jill entered the kitchen and was pleasantly surprised to find dinner on the stove. “Oh. My. Gosh! Did you do this?” She turned to Aunt Charlotte, who smiled and was willing to take credit. 
 
    Jameson’s mouth tightened up. The old biddy was taking credit for what he did! 
 
    After a quick wash Jill sat down, as did Jameson and Aunt Charlotte. 
 
    “So what’s this about you going to Chicago?” 
 
    “The pandemic has really hit. All medical personnel are being drafted. Can you imagine? I’m a dental assistant, but they are in such need they asked me if I would come up, fold some sheets, help relieve some of the nurses.” 
 
    “But how long will you be gone?” 
 
    “That’s a good question,” she frowned.  “They want me to do some transport, I think, and that might bring me home every so often.” Then she brightened up, “But Auntie Charlotte will help you out! Isn’t it wonderful that we got Auntie Charlotte here in time? She would have had to go into isolation all by herself. This way she can help you. and you can help her, and…and it’s almost as if God arranged it. 
 
    Jameson kept a straight face, and he thought: yeah, if God is a sick and twisted son of a… 
 
    Auntie Charlotte thought: I’ll help him all right. He’s worthless, but I can whip him into shape. And I have just the tools to do it.  
 
    She was, of course, thinking about the video in her cell phone. 
 
    Several times during the meal Jameson tried to bring up the subject of Auntie Charlotte. His wife might think it was all fun and roses, but he certainly didn’t want to put up with the old crone. Heck, a pandemic was the perfect time for him to be alone, wearing what he loved to wear, dancing through the house and having fun. He didn’t want to baby sit some senile old goat. Unfortunately, every time he started to focus in on the subject of Auntie Charlotte staying with him, Auntie Charlotte interrupted with some sweet, syrupy, stupid remark. Then dinner ended and Jill stood up. 
 
    “Thank you, Auntie, that was most delicious.” 
 
    “You’re welcome, child.” Then she commanded Jameson, “do the dishes.” 
 
    Jill entered the living room, and Jameson, ignoring Auntie Charlotte’s command, started to follow, but Auntie Charlotte whirled in the doorway and looked at him. She didn’t say anything, she just cocked her head and looked at him knowingly, and he knew what she was saying in her head, ‘Jill, do you know what I found when I came over to your house this afternoon? Jameson was dressed like a woman and dancing around and—‘ 
 
    Jameson’s courage departed with a whoosh, left him like he was an empty sack. Defeated, he turned back to the table. Doing the dishes seemed the only way for him.  
 
    Then, feeling a bit of righteous anger, he thought: but if she thinks she’s going to be lording it over me while Jill’s away, she’s got another think coming! 
 
     
 
    Jameson did the dishes, and he grumped and growled in his mind, and then he had a funny thought. When he was dressed up he enjoyed making the dishes sparkle. He loved the feeling of the high heels. He had such a lovely erection. 
 
    He found himself leaning on the sink, day dreaming, feeling his penis come to life, bump up against the sink and remind him…that he had on dour, old man clothes. 
 
    “Jameson?” Jill called from the living room. “Could you come here?” 
 
    Jameson threw the rag he had been using to dry and marched into the living room. He was back to himself, and he was going to hold his ground, lay down the law, his home was his castle and… 
 
      
 
    Auntie Charlotte knew she only had a couple of minutes, so she didn’t waste time. She heard Jameson doing the dishes, and she sat down next to Jill and held out her phone. 
 
    “Please don’t act surprised or raise your voice, this is what I found when I arrived this afternoon.” 
 
    Jill blinked, tried to figure out what she was seeing, then got it. 
 
    Her husband! Wearing high heels! And garters. And then he fell on his butt, scrambled around, and she got a full view of his ass stretching out her favorite pink panties! 
 
    The video stopped and Auntie Charlotte put the phone aside and held Jill’s hands. “Men. They are a sick, perverted bunch, but don’t you worry. You act like nothing is wrong, and I’ll take care of everything.” 
 
    “What…what are you going to do?” 
 
    “I’m going to give him more than he wants. He wants to play dress up, I’ll show him what dress up really is.” 
 
    For a long moment Jill thought about it. She was working while Jameson was prancing around like a cross dresser. In fact, not like a cross dresser, he WAS a cross dresser. 
 
    “But will it work?” 
 
    Auntie Charlotte snorted. “When he sees what a woman has to do, when he experiences the trials and tribulations that a real woman has to endure, it will work.” 
 
    Jill wasn’t so sure. But then, oddly, she got a case of inside giggles. She could just see Jameson getting up and putting on his make up, wearing restrictive garments. Not a simple garter belt, but a corset, which she knew Auntie Charlotte was very familiar with. 
 
    Then the giggles came out. 
 
    Auntie Charlotte smiled patiently. 
 
    “You’re going to feminize him?” 
 
    She cocked her head slightly in affirmation. 
 
    “You’re going to make him a girly girl and he’ll do the laundry and everything?” 
 
    “I am. But I need you to do one thing.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “Don’t let on that you’ve see the video. That is my leverage. And tell him, in no uncertain terms, that he must help me, and do what I say,” she emphasized ‘do what I say.’ 
 
    Jill was smiling, and oddly, the idea was actually causing something to happen in her. From giggles she had gone to a warm feeling. She had a vision of herself cracking a whip and commanding Jameson to clean the toilet…wash the car…do the lawn. It was a powerful feeling, and it wasn’t just making her warm, it was making her hot. In fact, she felt like she was actually getting wet down there. 
 
    She carefully tamped down all feelings and nodded. Then she opened her mouth and called, “Jameson! Could you come here?”


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER TWO 
 
      
 
    Jameson walked through the door, thoroughly prepared to bring up the subject of Auntie Charlotte and how she shouldn’t stay here, how she would be a distraction to his work. “Jill, honey, we need to talk about—“ 
 
    “We certainly do. I am so glad you decided to let Auntie Charlotte stay here. The pandemic is getting so bad. She’s in the high risk group, and you are literally saving her life.” 
 
    Jameson’s mouth closed with a snap. He had been cut off at the pass. Now, if he said anything, he would truly become the bad guy. 
 
    “Oh, thank you, Jill, and you, Jameson. I really had nowhere else to go. I’m an old lady, and I would have had to risk my life just going to the grocery store.” 
 
    Jameson listened to her cloying tones. He knew the old biddy was laying it on thick, not just cutting him off at the pass, but shutting him off at the pass. 
 
    “Now, Jameson, there is one thing you could do for me.” 
 
    Jameson found his mouth working, “What is that?” 
 
    “I want you to make sure that Auntie gets all the help she needs. She’s not as spry as she once was, forgive me for speaking so bluntly, Auntie…” 
 
    “Perfectly all right, dear.” 
 
    “…so anything she needs, anything she wants, please do exactly what she says.” 
 
    “But…anything?” his mind was struggling to keep up. 
 
    “Absolutely anything.” 
 
    “I promise,” said Auntie Charlotte, “I won’t be a bother.” 
 
    Then Jill clapped her hands, “Auntie Charlotte, have you seen the lovely dress I bought?” 
 
    “Why, no!” 
 
    Then Auntie Charlotte and Jill were out of the room, traipsing down the hallway to Jameson and Jill’s bedroom. Jill gushing something about fabric and price, Auntie Charlotte giving out with a lot of, ‘it sounds so delightful’ nonsense. 
 
    Jameson was left standing by himself. His mouth open, his eyes blinking, wondering what had happened. He had planned to hold his ground, to lay down the law, but somehow he had been outflanked, bracketed, and laid low. 
 
    Baby sitting the vile old tank, and who knew how long the pandemic would last? It could be months of putting up with her stupidity! And now Jill had pretty pleased him into agreeing to do anything she said! 
 
    But, wait a minute. He hadn’t agreed. He had merely stood there mute while they unloaded on him. So he just had to stand up to the old harridan. 
 
    Well, he would. He would stand up and fight back. He wasn’t about to let a couple of months of delightful cross dressing go out the window just because of an old lady. 
 
    What Jameson didn’t realize was that he would be getting his couple of months of cross dressing. It just wasn’t how he imagined it would be. 
 
      
 
    That night, laying in bed, listening to Auntie Charlotte snore down the hall, Jameson watched his wife get ready for bed.  
 
    “Honey,” he was determined to bring up the subject one more time and see if he could at least prepare her for when Jameson kicked the old harpy out of the house. 
 
    “Oh, Jameson, thank you, thank you.” 
 
    She stood up, and she was glowing. She was wearing a very sexy pegnoir, which showed off her breasts and womanly curves. Immediately a bump appeared on the covers over Jameson’s crotch. 
 
    She came to him, sat on the bed next to him. Placed a hand on his crotch. 
 
    Jameson lost his breath. He was a naturally horny fellow, and the feel of her hand massaging him stopped his brain from being able to think. 
 
    “It is such a wonderful thing you are doing. Taking care of my Auntie She is my favorite Auntie, you know, and I would just die if anything ever happened to her.” 
 
    “I…uh…” 
 
    She placed her mouth on his, kissed him soundly, then raised her head an inch. It was very intimate. “I know she can be a trial, but thank goodness you have agreed to do whatever she wants, no matter what.” 
 
    Jameson was confused. His agreement, which he hadn’t really agreed to, to take care of the old biddy seemed to be accelerating, taking in more ground than he had originally understood. 
 
    Jill, in the meantime, knowing what Jameson had been planning to say, was pleased that she had so effectively cut him off. She was so pleased that she was actually horny. And she suddenly realized, staring into her husbands little eyes, that power equals horniness. Making her husband do something he didn’t want to do was actually making her a little slick down there. 
 
    She cuddled against him, pulled his arm over her, and said, “Tell me again how you will do anything for my dear Auntie.” 
 
    Jameson did NOT want to say such a thing. But he was cornered. He stumbled, his words tripped, and suddenly Jill turned to him. 
 
    “Please say it, Jameson. It…I have to tell you this…it makes me horny, knowing that you will be caring for my Auntie.” 
 
    Caught, as if by a bear trap. Caught not just by words, but by the moiling emotions writhing in his psyche. He was a horny fellow, visualized himself as quite a stud, and to know that he was having this effect on his wife…he said the words. 
 
    “I will care for Aunt Charlotte.” 
 
    “Ooo, goodie,” she squealed. Knowing that she wasn’t horny because of Auntie Charlotte, but because it felt so DAMNED good to tell Jameson what to do. Why hadn’t she figured this out long ago? Why had she put up with his slovenly work habits and dismissing manner when she could have controlled him? It had been so easy to say something stupid, like ‘you taking care of my auntie makes me horny,’ which made no sense at all, and yet he had fallen, totally, for it. He was so stupid horny that he had simply turned everything around in his mind and heard only what he wanted to hear. 
 
    Men were easy. 
 
    She hugged him, kissed him, grabbed his crotch through the blanket so hard that he actually grew faint. 
 
    Then she climbed over him, pulled the covers up, turned her back, and said, “Thank you, Jameson. Now I have to get to sleep. I leave early tomorrow.” 
 
    Jameson was rock hard. He was ready. He even felt little drips of pre-cum under the covers. He wanted his wife in the worst possible way. Especially since she was leaving for what could be months. 
 
    But Jill had decided it was better to be horny, to make Jameson hornier, and so have more control over him. So Jill gave a sigh, and slipped into a light sleep, and Jameson was left with himself and a hard on and nothing to do about it. 
 
    He sighed, thought about going into the bathroom and rubbing one off. But when he started to slide out from under the covers Jill stretched out a hand and sleepily said, “Jameson?” 
 
    Her light hand on him was an anchor he couldn’t lift. She was a light sleeper, and he didn’t want to risk waking her up. 
 
    A few minutes passed. Jill was breathing easily now, drifting into deeper sleep. 
 
    Slowly, moving like a snail with arthritis, Jameson started to move her hand, which caused here to roll over and actually put an arm over him. Half asleep, she snuggled against him, made it impossible for him to get up without waking her up. 
 
    “Oh, Jameson, I love you so,” she mumbled. 
 
    He loved her, too. But he would have loved making it to the bathroom and choking the chicken more. But he was trapped. Damned woman was asleep, and yet she had him trapped. 
 
    Mentally cursing, Jameson lay in the dark and waited for sleep to come. 
 
      
 
    The next morning was hectic. Jill was up before him, running around gathering last minute items, packing her toiletry, and making countless trips to the car. 
 
    Auntie Charlotte was up, too. She was in the kitchen, cooking breakfast. 
 
    Jameson sniffed and smiled. Whatever else good, old Auntie was, she was a hell of a cook. Sniffing the air, licking his lips, actually drooling, he rolled out of bed. 
 
    And looked at himself. He was horny. He was erect. And he thought about his delicious wife, her breasts, her juicy junction, and he had missed his chance. He could almost cry. 
 
    Well, horny or not, he had to get dressed. Or did he? So what about Auntie Charlotte. She could just be shocked when he came out wearing nothing but underwear and an old robe. He grinned at the thought of her eyes opening in shock, how she would splutter and mumble and try to get over the sight of her manly nephew and his muscles. 
 
    Not that he had a lot of muscles, but he always thought of himself as well defined, so there! 
 
    He slipped on the robe, slipped on a pair of slippers, and sauntered out of the bedroom. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, here he is! Jameson!” 
 
    Jameson looked sadly at the table as his wife hugged him. Auntie Charlotte and his wife had eaten everything. Eggs the way he liked them. Hash browns perfectly browned, even the bacon was gone. 
 
    Auntie Charlotte looked at him over the rim of her glasses. “There’s some oatmeal on the stove for you.” 
 
    Was that a flash of victory in her mean, little eyes? 
 
    And what did she mean, ‘for you?’ Did she cook a feast for herself and Jill and then deliberately leave a dab of bland, unexciting oatmeal for him? 
 
    “I’ve got to talk to Jameson, Auntie. We’ll be out in a minute.” 
 
    Jill walked him down the hall, giggling, and into their bedroom. 
 
    “Oh, Jameson. Didn’t you realize that you were hanging out?” 
 
    He looked down. He wasn’t just exposed, he was 90% to a full chub! His pecker had sneaked out of the slit in his boxers and was lurking in full view! 
 
    She put his manhood back in his pants. The feel of her soft hands on his throbbing member was heaven. 
 
    “Jameson, I’m sorry I was so tired last night. I didn’t even realize that I was going to be gone, maybe for months, and that you needed a last minute…you know.” She squeezed him through his underwear, and she kissed him. 
 
    She kissed him thoroughly and soundly, chewing on his lips and bringing him to new heights of horniness. Then she drew back. “And we certainly don’t have time right now.” And, truth, she wasn’t really feeling all that amorous to towards the man she now knew was a cross dresser. 
 
    Jameson could hardly speak. His throat was dry and his mind was like it had been blotted out by a bright light. He was so horny he could hardly speak. 
 
    “But, listen. You’ll have a couple of months to store up all that energy, then you can have your way with me.” she placed his hands on her breasts and thrust her chest forward. 
 
    “By then I’ll be so horny I will want you every which way but loose.” She grabbed his manhood. “Please be horny for me, Jameson,” 
 
    “I will,” he answered honestly. In spite of himself and everything he ever wanted. 
 
    “And,” she added the killer, “No jacking off.” 
 
    “Honey! I neve—“ 
 
    She shushed his lips with a finger. “I know what you manly men do when us womanly women aren’t around. And I want this. Can I trust you? Jameson?” 
 
    Feeling like the world had come to an end, Jameson found himself nodding. No masturbating? How would he survive? 
 
    “Oh, thank you.” Then she linked his arm in hers and guided him out of the bedroom. In the hallway, however, she stopped for one last word. “And thank you for taking my Auntie in. Thank you for agreeing to do whatever she says. I know that with such a strong man as you around she will be in safe hands.” 
 
    As Jameson opened his mouth to speak, he knew not what, but something, anything, but she turned him down the hall and walked him into the living room. 
 
    “I’m ready to go, Auntie!” 
 
    Auntie came out of the kitchen and walked her niece to the front step. “You make sure you wear warm clothes. And don’t let those Chicago doctors push you around.” 
 
    Jill giggled and hugged her Auntie. Then, oddly, she shook hands with Jameson. 
 
    Shook hands? 
 
    And she said in a gruff but humorous voice, “Maybe next time, sailor. The port is waiting if you’ve got the ship.” 
 
    Then she was giggling as she ran to the car, sliding in behind the wheel, and driving away. 
 
    Jameson and Auntie waved, painfully aware of standing next to each other. Then Auntie giggled. “If you’ve got the ship?” 
 
    Jameson turned red at the innuendo. He stepped back into the house, and Auntie Charlotte was right behind him. “So you didn’t even have enough gumption to satisfy your wife.” 
 
    Jameson couldn’t believe his ears. Auntie Charlotte was an irritation, but he had never heard her speak so crudely, and so cuttingly, to his manhood. He whirled on her. 
 
    But she walked past him, smiling, ignoring him. 
 
    Now she was in front, leading the way through the house towards the kitchen. 
 
    Jameson caught up to her and touched her shoulder. 
 
    She spun, and half crumpled. She held her shoulder as if he had brutalized her. Jameson saw the cell phone in her other hand, but didn’t realize that it was on and recording. 
 
    “Oh! Why did you hurt me, Jameson?” 
 
    Jameson blinked mightily. “I didn’t…I barely touched you!” 
 
    “It feels like its dislocated! Don’t you know that older people are more fragile?” 
 
    “But, I didn’t…” then he realized the phone was on, and he made a big mistake. “Stop faking you old bitch!” 
 
    At which point Auntie Charlotte stopped recording, hit a couple of buttons, and uploaded the video. She smiled at Jameson. “That’s two. Want to go for three?” 
 
    Jameson’s mouth opened in surprise. He realized how he had been outmaneuvered, and there was nothing he could do about it. 
 
    “Now, do the dishes—you may eat your oatmeal first if you wish—and then we must have a short discussion.” 
 
    Auntie Charlotte turned and left the room, and left Jameson with his mouth open. 
 
    He stared after her chunkie frame walking down the hallway to her own room. He looked at the kitchen, where the dishes were waiting to be done. 
 
    “Fuck that,” he snarled. 
 
    From the shadows at the end of the hallway came Auntie’s voice. “Video.” 
 
    Cursing under his breath, Jameson went into the kitchen and began doing the dishes. 
 
      
 
    Putting the last dish in the rack, Jameson heard Auntie Charlotte coming down the hallway. In the months to come this would always mystify him, how she seemed to know when he was done with a task and ready (in her mind) for another. It was almost like she had a sixth sense, or spy cameras all around the house. 
 
    “Sit down, Jameson.” 
 
    Frowning, out of sorts, Jameson sat down at the table He stared at the old harridan. He wished she would go defenestrate herself. 
 
    “Let me make this short and sweet, as I don’t wish to engage in long conversations with the feeble minded.” 
 
    Feeble minded! His mind shrieked at the insult, delivered by a lady who he thought was half out of her mind. No. All the way out of her mind. 
 
    “Please go put on the clothes you were wearing yesterday, then return to the kitchen.” 
 
    Jameson never expected this. He blinked, gaped, shook his head, and wondered why he was in the Twilight Zone. 
 
    “Well?” 
 
    “I’ll do no such thing.” 
 
    “Then I will send Jill the video.” She held up the phone. 
 
    “I won’t. 
 
    She opened the phone and pointed a finger at it. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “I will tell you after you are properly accoutered. 
 
    “I…you can’t…” but he was already on his feet, his mind defeated, his thoughts reeling worse than a sailor three sheets to the wind. 
 
    “I can, and you will, and please be quick about it.” 
 
    Jameson stumbled, that is the only word for it, down the hallway. Cross dress? In front of his mortal enemy? Wear high heels and lingerie? 
 
    But he had no choice. There was nothing he could do. As long as she had that video of him… 
 
    He entered the bedroom and found the panties. Jill had picked them up, not even asked why they were out, and put them in her drawer. He held them for a second, his mind in shock, then he actually began to put them on over his slippers and robe. And stopped. 
 
    He quickly stripped, then pulled the panties up. His manhood became hard under the soft material. It poked outward, an obscene reminder that he was a male. He didn’t wear such stuff. (though he did.) He pulled up the garter belt next, felt those delicious straps dangling…not so delicious now, but a reminder that he was turning red as the blood pounded in his face. Then he put on the high heels. 
 
    There he stood. Cross dressed. A little. And the oddest thing happened. Through the embarrassment and the dread, under the shrieking of his protesting mind, there was a hint of excitement. Just a hint, but it was there, and it was real, and he tried to push it down, but then his belly was feeling the excitement. 
 
    “Hurry, Jameson,” came from the kitchen. 
 
    Which tamped down the excitement, but not the dick. 
 
    He looked in the mirror and was fascinated by how hard he was. He couldn’t go out in front of Auntie Charlotte like this! He just couldn’t! 
 
    But his feet shuffled towards the hallway. 
 
    She would see his manhood! What would she think! How could he live through the embarrassment and humiliation. 
 
    Into the hallway, and he heard the faint sound of his heels. Click. Click. Click. 
 
    Oh, God! 
 
    Then he was in the kitchen. 
 
    Auntie Charlotte was sitting at the table, facing him, taking in all that he had to offer. 
 
    “You can’t…you…” he faded away. Unable to speak. Only to stand, frozen, like an ice sculpture during an Alaskan winter. 
 
    Auntie Charlotte gave a very brief, slight smile. She noticed his erection. She observed his poor posture. She ignored the redness of his face and body. 
 
    His whole body was red. He was TOTALLY embarrassed. 
 
    “Sit,” she said. 
 
    Jameson click clicked across the room, wondering if his heart was about to stop. He sat. He found his hands gripping the edge of the table like claws. 
 
    “Relax, Jameson,” and her voice, usually so strict, had a spot of kindness in it. “You like to dress like this.” 
 
    “I don’t.” A lie, but it was all he had. 
 
    “Then why do you do it?” 
 
    “Because…I…” he was stopped, in thought, in word. There was absolutely nothing he could say to describe the things that he had been doing for so long. He had simply never thought about it before. He had just done it. Victim to his excesses. 
 
    “My late husband was a cross dresser.” 
 
    “Uncle Charlie?” 
 
    She smiled wanly. “So I know everything you are going through, and everything you are going to go through. And the easiest way to go through it all is to do exactly as I say.” 
 
    Jameson stared, his mind blown. Uncle Charlie was a…?! 
 
    “Today you are just going to get used to it all. To doing your chores while dressed, though you are really only partially dressed. To sharing your terrible, dirty secret, which isn’t so dirty, by the way, with somebody else.” 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    Now she did grin, enjoying his density. “Me. I share your secret, and you are going to do everything I say. Starting now. No complaint.” 
 
    “I can’t do that.” Jameson shook his head. He had finally been pushed to the point. 
 
    But Aunt Charlotte wasn’t pushing him hard now, she wasn’t bullying him, giving him something to revolt against. Now she was soft, and understanding. “Why not?” 
 
    “I just…I can’t.” 
 
    “I already know that you cross dress. And I know that you enjoy it. So why not?” 
 
    “Because…because I…” 
 
    “Because you don’t want your wife to find out?” 
 
    He stood, mute. 
 
    “Then I will make you a deal. You do whatever I say for one month. That’s just 30 days, and I will erase the video and I will never speak of this episode again.” 
 
    “You won’t?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “And all I have to do is wear this stuff?” 
 
    She smiled at how he had substituted the word ‘stuff’ for lingerie, and panties, and high heels. “And do all that I say.” 
 
    “Wait a minute. What are you going to say?” 
 
    “Nothing that will permanently harm you.” 
 
    “But something could harm me non permanently,” he countered suspiciously. 
 
    She sighed. “If I wanted to harm you I would just shown the video to Jill. No, Jamie. My purpose is not to harm you. My only purpose is to help you. To allow you to dress as you wish, to see where this all goes,” she waved a hand to indicate his apparel. 
 
    “Now, give me your agreement, and let’s be on about it.” 
 
    Jameson thought long and hard. 
 
    Auntie Charlotte gave him the time to do that thinking. 
 
    Jill won’t find out. 
 
    I get to prance around and have fun. 
 
    What’s the harm? 
 
    And, inside his gut that glow of excitement was warming up. A delicious spark that, even as small as it was, threatened to overwhelm him. 
 
    The truth was…he would like to do this. The truth was…he wanted to see what was going to happen. 
 
    And what could the old biddy do? Expose him? If she did, at least he would have a couple of months of wearing what he wanted. 
 
    “Okay,” he said. 
 
    Auntie smiled. She had gone through menopause years before, but damned if this didn’t make her wet. She loved to control people, and to control Jameson on this deep a level, to dictate to his very sex, to have power over him, it warmed her to the cockles of her heart. If the cockles were a sexual part of the body.


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER THREE 
 
      
 
    Auntie Charlotte took it easy on Jameson the first day. She helped him do chores and complimented him and gave him pointers. 
 
    “Being in heels means always being on your tip toes, always being a little taller, always being a little smarter.” 
 
    “When you dust a high cabinet do you realize how much of your hienie is on display? Why, the whole thing is there for the world to see. And it is something wonderful to see. No man ever looked away from a fine display of derrière.” 
 
    “Put these stockings on, better shave your legs first, there is no feel like the slither of hose up your naked calves and thighs. It is just deliciously sensual.” 
 
    “But why is it so sensual? Why does it make people horny, Auntie?” He found himself asking, in spite of his distaste for the old lady. 
 
    Auntie smiled. “Because it is like you are inserting something into something.” She curled her palm under Jamie’s chin and spoke into his face. Very intimately. In fact, it was downright sexual, and though Jamie had no interest in Auntie Charlotte sexually, the raw sex was there, and he could not turn away from that. No man could. 
 
    Auntie Charlotte, for her part, was having a ball. She was getting him comfortable, bending him to her will, preparing him for what was to come. After a day of learning how pleasant it was to follow her instructions, Jamie would be ripe for the real stuff. 
 
    And, something that Auntie had realized many, many years before…control of sex is a display of power. The more she controlled his sex the more power she had, and she was at that point of life where power was more intoxicating than sex. 
 
    She was a realist; she realized that 20 years earlier, at the height of her ‘cougar’ days, she would have been impatient and jumped his bone and wrung him out. 
 
    But now, with wisdom and a pussy past its prime, she was content to get her sexual thrills from the power of controlling him. Power was so much better than sex. 
 
    So they worked the morning through, taking breaks to look at fashion magazines and discuss what beauty was. 
 
    They had lunch, which she showed him how to prepare. How to cut the crusts off of toast, the right amount of mayo to spread on the toast, how thin to slice the tomatoes, how to cook the bacon so it was juicy without being too juicy, crisp without being hard to the teeth. 
 
    “Every woman must learn how to cook, Jamie. She must learn to cook while holding up as an icon of beauty, nylons without a run, fingernails without a break, not a hair out of place.” 
 
    She touched his hair with a gentle caress, “It’s long enough, but, don’t take offense, it is sloppy. Real hair must be perfectly coiffed, curled properly if long, held to a tight structure if short, never coming loose in the middle of any…ANY…activity.” 
 
    Jamie blushed. He knew what she was talking about, and he couldn’t stop the thrill in his stomach. When she referred to sex, and especially when she was close to him and accidentally bumped the bump in his panties he almost swooned. 
 
    ‘Nothing sexual in this,’ he thought. ‘Just two people working closely and sometimes they accidentally touch.’ 
 
    Of course, there really was nothing accidental in Auntie Charlotte’s touching his erect member. She made it look like an accident, she acted like it was an accident, giggling and acting coquettish, but it was all perfectly planned. 
 
    She had years of teasing young men. Decades. And every move she did was designed to excite him, even while it made him more amenable, more pliable, more accepting of her and her suggestions. 
 
    It wasn’t long, with Auntie Charlotte so kind and ‘touchy,’ that Jameson found himself putting his dislike for her further and further away. 
 
    After lunch they took a break. They watched a talk show, Wendy Williams. 
 
    Jamie was fascinated by the large woman’s breasts. 
 
    Auntie said: “People say she is a man, underneath all that beauty. What do you think?” 
 
    Jamie didn’t know what to think. He had never heard that before. 
 
    Without looking at him, concentrating on her knitting, Auntie said: “Oh, the world is full of women that are men, and men that are women. Ru Paul is the most obvious, of course, but do you think Serena Williams is a woman?” 
 
    “Well, I don’t think I—“ 
 
    She rode over his mumbling gently but firmly. “No woman is that big. No woman is that much a better athlete than a man.” Auntie didn’t believe this, of course, but she was willing to fabricate a truth so as to lay the ground work for the coming changes. 
 
    “And what about Hillary? Now there is a manly looking ‘woman’ if ever I saw one.” 
 
    When Jamie started to protest Auntie cut him off with: “She probably figured it would be easier to become president if she was a woman, but they wouldn’t let a woman be president of the United States. That must have made Hillary so-o-o mad.” 
 
    She emphasized the word ‘they,’ and Jamie bought into it. He was feeling soft and gentle, and horny, and it was easy to consider conspiracies with women as the victim. 
 
    They did a little cleaning in the mid afternoon, mostly laundry. Standing in the garage Auntie showed Jamie the proper amount of soap, how long the cycle, which temperature to use, then she had him hand wash his wife’s lingerie. 
 
    At one point, he was done with Jill’s underthings, Auntie wanted to make a point, so she lifted her dress and pulled her own panties down and handed them to him. “Now wash these.” 
 
    Jamie stared at the panties in his hand. They were warm, moist and he was frozen. 
 
    “Do you feel how warm they are? Can you smell the woman on them?” 
 
    Jamie stared, and suddenly Auntie reached forward and lifted his hand to his nose. He smelled her aroma. He smelled soap and femininity. He looked, and saw a grey pubic hair. He was totally mesmerized. 
 
    “That’s the smell of a woman, Jamie. That’s the secret of a woman.” 
 
    He couldn’t help himself, he pressed the panties against his face and took in a deep breath. 
 
    Auntie Charlotte kept the laughter off her face. 
 
    “Now, to properly wash these you must…” she continued to induct him into the secret life of women. She told him how they felt, how they moved, how they thought. 
 
    And Jamey, a ‘little’ cross dresser, began to feel a big urge. He couldn't identify it, he couldn't describe it, but something was starting to eat at him, to push him, to beckon him onward. Something was making him want to be a ‘big’ cross dresser, and he didn’t even know it. 
 
    DING DONG! 
 
    “Come Jamie, we must answer the door.” 
 
    He was instantly in panic. He didn’t want to answer the door. He didn’t want to be seen like this. His erection, carefully crafted and maintained by Auntie Charlotte all day, began to wane. 
 
    They reached the living room and Jamie was a mess. He was shivering and his eyes were darting, and he was wondering if there was a short pier he could take a long run off of. 
 
    Through the window they saw the delivery truck, and Auntie smiled. She had paid extra for quick delivery, and the delivery company had complied. 
 
    She stood to one side and motioned for Jamie to open the door. 
 
    Jamie couldn’t. He couldn't even move. He was frozen like a snowman, staring at the door, seeing the shape of the delivery man through the frosted side window. 
 
    “Jamie?” Auntie insisted. 
 
    But she could see that Jamie wasn’t going to make it. He was red in the face, ready to cry, and it was impossible for him to move. 
 
    Auntie opened the door, which exposed Jamie and caused him to shift behind her. 
 
    The delivery man, a hunky sort with a ready grin, saw the cross dresser hide, and he smiled within. People. The things that people did. 
 
    Auntie signed for the little package, then thanked the delivery man and closed the door. 
 
    Jamie started to come back to himself. “”What is it, Auntie?” 
 
    “Oh, just some extra vitamins I forgot to bring with me. Now, let’s discuss dinner.” 
 
    Auntie fixed the dinner, small squares of lasagna, and lectured Jameson the whole while. He noticed that she put the package on the counter, unopened, and that it was open after dinner, but he never saw what she did with her vitamins. It didn’t matter, anyway. His feet, after all day in the high heels, were getting tired. 
 
    During dinner he broached the subject. “My feet are hurting, Auntie. Can I take off my heels?” 
 
    She smiled and touched his cheek softly. “Of course you can, Jamie.” 
 
    He quickly slipped out of them, felt the cold tiles through his nylons, and let his feet enjoy freedom. 
 
    “But I must tell you. Sometimes a little pain is the sacrifice we women…” (she included him in that statement, he was accepted by her!) “…must make. As the days progress we will teach you discipline so that you are able to stay in your shoes, or put up with any uncomfortable situation or garment.” 
 
    “But I don’t want anything to feel pain.” 
 
    “And I don’t want you to. But there are small aches that we must sometimes endure. You can do that for me, can’t you Jamie? Endure a little discomfort?” 
 
    Put that way, he could. 
 
    “Now finish your lasagna.” 
 
    Jamie finished eating, and then he did the dishes, chatting happily with Auntie Charlotte, and he was amazed. At the beginning of the day he had hated her. He had thought of her as a cruel inconvenience, a nosy busybody, a wart on the nose of life. 
 
    But now he was thinking differently. Now he was seeing her in different lights. 
 
    Now he was accepted, and he didn’t have to hide his cross dressing, and she didn’t even mind that his dick was constantly on display, jutting through the panties like a rhino goring a prey. 
 
    Now he was learning things about being a woman that he would never have learned, had he not come to a more agreeable feeling towards her. 
 
    He thought about their deal. Do anything she said, and she would turn over the video. Now not even the video scared him. It sure had in the beginning, He couldn't believe how scared he had been. But now that he understood some of Auntie’s kind side, he realized the short bit of the bully he had seen was just her way of making sure he complied, and that he learned, and that he was able to truly enjoy himself. 
 
    Smiling gently, a kindly old lady in his eyes now, Auntie considered: Good, the fool is easy. Tomorrow the real work begins. Today he is softened up. 
 
    “This is delicious lasagna, Auntie.” 
 
    “Why thank you, dear.” 
 
    After dinner he washed the dishes while she watched. She could tell that he was feeling good. He was prancing, joyful inside, trying to hide it, but it was there. 
 
    Suddenly, just as he was done with the dishes, he yawned. “Sorry,” he said, “For some reason I just feel tired.” 
 
    “Perfectly natural, dear. Being a woman is difficult work, and you are just getting used to it. Perhaps you should lie down.” 
 
    “I think I will,” he staggered slightly, then caught himself. 
 
    “Those high heels can be daunting,” smiled Auntie Charlotte. “Let me help you.” 
 
    Normally, Jameson would have laughed at such an offer. He was a man. To be helped to bed was ridiculous. But now he felt dazed, like he wasn't’ thinking right. ‘Boy, I really must be tired,’ so he accepted her help. 
 
    Auntie walked Jameson down the hallway to his room. He was so dazed he didn’t even think about it when she just pulled back the covers and motioned him in. 
 
    He slid under the covers, not even thinking about being still dressed, and within seconds, literally seconds, he began snoring. 
 
    Auntie Charlotte smiled down on him. She lifted the covers slightly and studied his manhood, still erect in his panties. It poked the panties out, gave him a cute, little bump. 
 
    ‘Well,’ she thought, ‘We’ll take care of that!’ 
 
    Then she lowered the covers and left the room. 
 
      
 
    She sat on the couch and hit the speed dial for her niece. 
 
    “Hi, Auntie. How’s it going?” 
 
    Auntie and Jill talked about Jill’s drive to Chicago, what duties were expected of Jill, and how long the young woman would have to stay in Chicago. 
 
    “Unfortunately, Auntie, it looks worse than I had heard. I may be here for 3 to 4 months.” 
 
    “That’s perfectly all right, dear. You’re a wonderful person to be helping all those sick people.” 
 
    “How’s Jameson?” 
 
    Auntie was silent for a moment. 
 
    “Oh, no. He’s not being rude, is he? After I told him to be polite?” 
 
    “That’s not it, dear. He’s been perfectly polite and has done everything I have told him. As a matter of fact, we have come to an understanding, and I believe he is even growing to like me.” 
 
    “Then what is it?” 
 
    Auntie sighed, then charged in: “Are you happy with your husband?” 
 
    “Well, yes.” 
 
    “He is kind and considerate?” 
 
    Jill thought, ‘kind, but not considerate.’ 
 
    “Does he help around the house?” 
 
    Silence. 
 
    “Be honest with me, sweetie. I’m family.” 
 
    Jill sighed. “He’s not always helpful.” 
 
    “Having observed him over the years, I would expand that to he’s only helpful if you browbeat him.” 
 
    Silence. Which silence indicated agreement. 
 
    “So he doesn’t do anything to contribute the household, is thoughtless, and now you find out that he is prancing around the house in your underwear.” 
 
    Real silence. Deathly silence. The silence of someone who is sad and going into grief. 
 
    “But I thought you were going to help me with that?” Jill finally blurted. 
 
    “I fully intend to. But I want to be allowed to do things my way. Pardon my bluntness, but I don’t want to fix Jamie and then have you be surprised and perhaps even unhappy.” 
 
    “What did you plan on doing? What is ‘your way?’” 
 
    “I’m going to send you a video, dear. I want you to watch it, then call me back. Will you do that?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    “I’ll speak to you in a moment then.” 
 
    Auntie hung up, hit buttons on her cell, and then sat back to wait. 
 
    In Chicago Jill received the video and began watching it. The video showed Jameson wearing panties, garter and heels. They were of him singing as he did the dishes. They showed him giving a little dance step as he worked the vacuum cleaner. 
 
    Unbeknownst to Jameson, Charlotte had taken a half dozen little videos of him during the day, and now Jill was watching them. 
 
    The phone rang and Auntie picked it up. “What do you think?” 
 
    Jill was sad, and Auntie knew she would be sad. “My husband…I didn’t know it was that way…he is…” she couldn’t finish. 
 
    “That’s because he’s doing something he wants to do. Something he needs to do. He’s letting a part of his personality out that you have never seen before.” 
 
    “But what do I do?” wailed Jill. 
 
    “Let me do what I want.” 
 
    After a minute of snuffling, Jill nodded, realized that she couldn’t be heard, and said aloud. “Okay.” 
 
    “Excellent,” Auntie breathed a sigh of relief. She was sure her niece would go along with her, but to have it finalized, that was a victory. 
 
    “Now, I will be sending videos to you daily, and you mustn’t let Jamie know.” 
 
    “And he’s going to be feminized,” Jill said. 
 
    “He’s going to be feminized, like a sister, and I’ll tell you something else. When you return home he will do whatever you want. He will do anything you want. He will be happier, and you will feel wonderful.” 
 
    Oddly, Auntie’s description of the outcome warmed Jill. If Jameson would be more obedient…if he would do what she said, instead of arguing endlessly and then going his own way…suddenly Jill blinked. The feeling of warmth was accompanied by something else. A slick feeling in her panties. 
 
    ‘Oh. My. God!’ she thought. ‘Can the idea of being in control of my husband actually do that to me?’ 
 
    The proof was in the moist feeling between her legs. 
 
    Marveling at this realization, Jill listened to Auntie for a few more minutes, then the elderly woman bade here good by and hung up. 
 
    Jill sat on a cot in the hospital. She was mid shifts, and nobody was there. She was settled in, she had eaten, and there was nothing else to do. 
 
    She sat on the cot, cross-legged, and thought about what Auntie had said. 
 
    Jameson’s predilection for female clothing was going to be handled. One way or the other. More important, he would begin to act like a partner, instead of a leech. He would follow her orders, he would do what he was supposed to. 
 
    Jill lay in the cot and pulled a thin blanket over herself. 
 
    Jameson would be in control; Jameson would be under her control. She found that one of her hands was between her legs. Then it was touching herself.  
 
    No! She couldn’t be masturbating! That was something that grown women didn’t do! 
 
    But this grown woman slithered her hand up and down, felt her folds, and even inserted a finger. 
 
    Then she heard voices and the door opened. Two nurses entered the room, saw her, and one of them said, “Shhh.” 
 
    Jill lay there, feigning sleep, one finger in her pussy, waiting for the women to leave, waiting for a chance to finish herself off. 
 
    She felt so warm, and she didn’t understand that she was feeling what Auntie Charlotte felt. Power was better than sex. Power made her horny. Power made her wet. 
 
    Then the nurses left, and Jill was free to continue her ministrations. Which she did. Twice. 
 
      
 
    Back at Jill’s house Auntie was humming. Everything had gone excellently, and now she truly did have a free hand. 
 
    She opened her make up kit and selected a bright red color. She picked up the make up case and went to Jameson’s room. He snored gently, was deep in sleep, which she knew he would be. Heck, she had given him enough drug to knock out a horse. 
 
    She sat down next to the bed, spread out some paper towels, and placed his hand on the towels. She selected false tips from her kit and matched them to his hands. She prepped the nails by filing them and pushing back the cuticle. 
 
    Jameson slept without moving. 
 
    She brushed glue onto his nails and put the fake nails on Jameson’s hands. Long lasting glue. These nails wouldn’t fall off no matter how many dishes he did. 
 
    Finally, his hand done, she began painting the nails. That beautiful aroma of nail polish filled the room. Auntie always found that aroma to be a heady one. She hummed to herself. Shifted her position, finished the nails, then waited for them to dry. 
 
    A second coat, then a third, then a topcoat. Finally, she held his hand up and inspected it. 
 
    Auntie was professional, if anything. The nails were salon quality. 
 
    She began the other hand. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER FOUR 
 
      
 
    Jameson woke up slowly. He knew he had slept too long, but he still felt groggy, like he needed to sleep longer. 
 
    It was, of course, the Rohypnol. 
 
    But he didn’t know that, he just struggled through the waking process and was puzzled on some level. His hands felt different. He felt like he had claws, but that was silly. What had he been dreaming? What had—“ 
 
    “Wake up, you sleepy head.” 
 
    His eyes opened. Auntie Charlotte was standing next to his bed. She was smiling, and she had a small, glass of orange juice. “A fresh glass of orange juice in the morning will wake you right up.” 
 
    Dazed, dizzy, wondering what was going on, Jameson reached out for the glass, and stopped. 
 
    His finger nails were bright red! They were shaped into long ovals, a half inch beyond his finger tips. 
 
    “What? What?” He mumbled, staring at his finger tips. Turning them, his mouth open in wonder. This was quite a dream. It was lasting even when he was awake. 
 
    “Drinkee, drinkee,” urged Auntie Charlotte. 
 
    Now Jameson was sitting up, and he didn’t know how he got there. The world seemed strange, like it was moving in choppy, little pictures. His hand was out, reaching for the orange juice, but why did he have long fingernails? Painted red? 
 
    “Come now, Jamie. I don’t have all day.” 
 
    Blinking, stunned, not understanding why he was complying, Jamseon closed his hand around the orange juice. He picked up the glass. He stared at his fingers, closed around the glass, the red tips…the red tips. 
 
    “Up we go…” 
 
    Auntie Charlotte lifted his hand and guided it towards his mouth. 
 
    He watched the glass come closer, he felt it touch his lips. 
 
    “Down we go. That’s the way.” 
 
    He sipped, and it felt good. His throat was terribly dry. He found himself drinking all the orange juice. 
 
    “That’s a boy,” Auntie encouraged. 
 
    Then he put the glass on the tray, looked at his nails some more, and asked, “Why are my nails red?” 
 
    “You wanted them red, dear boy. Don’t you remember?” 
 
    “No…no, I don’t. I remember going to sleep.” 
 
    “Oh, you silly boy, you aren’t going to tell me you were sleep walking? Or sleep painting your balls.” she giggled. 
 
    “I don’t…I don’t…” he was terribly puzzled. “My balls?” 
 
    “Now listen to me.” She grabbed his ears gently and turned his face so he was looking at her. She was only a foot away, her face was big in his vision, and she spoke slowly but with confidence and conviction. “You slept for a while, then you came in to my bed room. You woke me up, and you asked me to do your nails. I told you it was too late, but you insisted…insisted…that you needed them done right then. So I painted your nails. And you loved them. Do you remember loving them? Jamie boy?” 
 
    Jamie nodded, found himself shaking his head, but the roopie was causing confusion in his memory. 
 
    “I don’t…” 
 
    “Now remember, Jamie. Remember that you came into my room and begged me to do your nails. Remember it all.” 
 
    Slowly, as Auntie Charlotte kept repeating herself, Jamie began to remember. 
 
    After a few minutes the memory was solid in his mind, and he asked, “I remember, but why am I so out of it?” 
 
    “Because we were up late, Jamie. We stayed up late and you loved your nails. But now it’s morning, and you are going to feel fresh and rested. You will feel wonderful, and you will dress yourself, and we will have such a wonderful day. Don’t you feel rested? Jamie?” 
 
    And, amazingly, Jamie did feel rested. He didn’t understand that her words were as forceful as hypnotic commands, and he just listened and appreciated that she was helping him. She was such a wonderful Aunt. He couldn't understand why he had, just a few days earlier, felt so meanly towards her. 
 
    Auntie watched Jamie carefully, watched how he took on her suggestions, and guided him carefully. “Time to get up and put on your clothes, Jamie. 
 
    “Okay.”  
 
    He got up, felt so good in his clothes of the day before. He was actually a bit saddened when Auntie Charlotte said, “Take off your clothes and go shower, and use this on all the hair below your ears. Use it on your chin and under your nose, but don’t let it touch your lovely scalp. 
 
    Dutifully, coming more and more awake, feeling better and better, Jamie took the bottle of Nair and went into the bathroom. Shortly he was singing lustily, soaping madly, and, finally, reading the directions on the bottle of Nair. 
 
    Auntie Charlotte laid out his clothes on the bed, yelled into the shower that he was to put those clothes on when he got out, and then, humming, she walked down the hallway to the kitchen. She was very pleased with herself. The extra strength Rohypnol she had given him the night before was working quite well. She would only have to give him a dose every night to ensure he was a happy camper all day long. 
 
    And he had accepted his nails quite well, and she felt sure that he would happily put on the clothes she had left for him. 
 
    That left only the special  hormone pills for her to give him.  
 
    She thought about just telling him to take them, but she wanted to get this off to a good start, so she decided to grind the pills into powder and then put them in his scrambled eggs. He would never taste them. 
 
    Of course, that meant she would have to fix breakfast for a few days, until he was totally with the program, but that was okay. Once he was trained he would do all the cooking. 
 
    In the shower, the water stopped, Jameson waited with the Nair slathered onto him. He waited 15 minutes, until his skin started to tingle with the first stages of burn, then he rinsed himself off. 
 
    His skin was smooth, electric to the touch, and he marveled at how slick he felt. He almost felt like he was a nylon. A big, human nylon, ready for the wearing. 
 
    Shortly after rinsing he dried himself off and stepped into the bedroom. Now where were those clothes Auntie wanted him to wear? Oh, there they were, on the bed. 
 
    He examined the clothes briefly. A black skirt with a chiffon sort of slip, all spread out with ruffles. A white blouse and a tiny, black jacket. Garter and nylons. A tiara for his head, and tall, black high heels for his feet. 
 
    He giggled. He was going to be pretty. From head to toe he was going to be pretty. 
 
    He wiggled into the garter and sat on the side of the bed. 
 
    How odd, there didn’t seem to be any underpants. 
 
    He shrugged, then rolled the nylons, like he had seen Jill do, and unrolled them up his legs. 
 
    Oh my gosh, he thought. They felt so sexy. He was reminded of how his fresh shaved body had felt, so smooth and electric, and now he was sliding his electric legs into electric nylons and it all felt so incredibly delicious. He felt so good, it was like his heart was humming and his chest was vibrating. 
 
    He hooked the nylons to the garter, then stood up and wiggled into the short, ruffly undergarment, then pulled his skirt over it. The skirt was raised up by the ruffles and stood out. It was actually sort of difficult, making everything work while wearing the long nails, but it was okay. The nails were so sexy, his legs were so sexy…and this was how it should be. 
 
    He stood there for a moment and admired himself in the mirror. His penis was erect and pointing out just under the lip of the dress. It was perfect. He could have a giant erection and yet nobody could see it. 
 
    He slipped into the blouse, then pulled the jacket on. That left the shoes and the tiara. 
 
    Humming happily, he took the tiara and fastened it to his head. Then he went back to the bed and slipped his feet into the high heels. He stepped to the side and turned so he could see himself in the mirror. 
 
    He was a maid. It wasn’t a total maid’s uniform, but it was close. If he took off the tiara and the jacket he could walk the streets like a woman out for a stroll. But leaving the jacket on, and the tiara, and he looked like a girl ready to do the dishes and scrub the floors. 
 
    Oh, goodie! He clapped his hands in joy. 
 
      
 
    Auntie Charlotte was just putting plates on the table when he click clicked into the kitchen. 
 
    “Oh, if you aren’t the most darling creature!” Auntie Charlotte smiled as she studied Jameson. 
 
    “I feel wonderful, Auntie.” 
 
    Of course you do, she thought, loaded up on Rohypnol like you are. She said, “Sit down and let’s eat some delicious toast and eggs, and discuss the day.” 
 
    Jameson sat down. He was accustomed to a couple or three eggs, a couple of strips of bacon and a couple of links of sausage, and even hash browns. He looked disappointed. 
 
    “What’s the matter, Jamie?” 
 
    “I usually eat more than this.” 
 
    Yet he didn’t get angry, he just worked through the daze of drugs. 
 
    “But now you have to watch your girlish figure. We need to reduce your waist, I’ve got a corset coming in the mail for that, and we need to round out your hips and…you really need to work on your bust.” 
 
    Jamie looked at his chest. He was sort of flat. He cupped his pecs and tried to lift, but there just wasn’t anything there. 
 
    “Oh,” he said, and he wondered how he was supposed to work on his breasts. He didn't have any breasts. Males didn’t have breasts, and somehow this confused him, as if it was wrong, and males should have breasts. 
 
    “Now, eat your eggs.” 
 
    It wasn’t scrambled eggs on his plate, it was scrambled egg. Only one. And he dutifully began forking the egg into his mouth. 
 
    “Small bites, dearie,” Auntie cautioned. “Chew 100 times.” 
 
    Jamie began chewing and chewing and chewing. 
 
    “Keep your mouth tight and focus on letting your lips move. When your lips are painted men won’t be able to take their eyes off them. 
 
    His lips painted? He sort of frowned, but the Rohypnol kept him from being overly concerned. After all, he was a man, and Auntie was just speaking of women. 
 
    Jamie ate the eggs, then the lone piece of toast, then drank a glass of water. He wanted more,  he would have liked to have cracked a few shells and made a big omelette, but he just couldn’t find the urge. It was like there was something inherently lazy in him. 
 
    Not lazy like he didn’t want to mow the lawn, but lazy like he couldn't figure out what he was supposed to do. Lazy like there was a film over the world and he couldn't quite get through it. 
 
    “Now, Jamie, I’ve got a list for you, and I need you to do it all. Because you know what today is?” 
 
    “What?” he frowned, trying to figure out what he might have forgotten. 
 
    “It’s happy day! We have so many fun things to do, and it starts with this list.” 
 
    Jamie looked at the list. 
 
     
 
    dishes 
 
    dusting 
 
    vacuuming 
 
    mow the lawn 
 
    wash the car 
 
    read a fashion magazine 
 
      
 
    And so on. 
 
    This didn’t look like a big list to Jamie, but then he didn’t take into account that Auntie was going to be looking over his shoulder the whole time. 
 
    “Doesn’t that all sound wonderful?” 
 
    Jamie had a slight bit of doubt in him, but Auntie’s bubbling personality convinced him that everything was all right. Better than all right. Perfect. 
 
    “Okay, now we have to do the dishes first, but before that we need to discuss a few things. 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “Well, I hate to be the one to tell you, but your nylons are twisted, and you walk like a man, your feet apart and stomping. And then there are…” Auntie went on listing the things that were wrong with Jameson. By the time she was done Jameson was near tears. “Now don’t cry, Jamie. You don’t want to smear your make up.” (This confused him as he wasn’t wearing any.) “These are simply things that every good girl must learn, and it is time for you to learn them. And isn’t it wonderful that I will be the one to teach you?” 
 
    Jamie dried his tears and stopped his snuffling. 
 
    “Now, first things first, stand up and we’ll straight out your nylons.” 
 
    He stood and Auntie showed him how to roll them down his legs, then up, while keeping everything squared away. When she was done Jamie was so happy he clapped his hands. 
 
    Then Auntie worked on his walk. “Put one foot in front of the other. Place your feet, don’t throw them on the floor. A proper woman must always be in control of herself, and it starts with simply walking the right way.” 
 
    For an hour she drilled Jamie on how to walk, making sure his feet were placed on a line, that he understood what caused the hips to sway sensually, and what didn’t. By the end of the hour Jamie was walking quite well. For a man. Of course, he wasn’t much of a walker as a woman, but these things took time. 
 
    Finally, lessons on comportment done for the day, Auntie had him do the dishes. 
 
    She tied an apron around his waste and pointed him to the sink. “Now be careful of your nails. Use the long handled brush. Chemicals and pressure, that is all you have, and you must take advantage of each.” 
 
    After the dishes she followed him around the house as he dusted. She made sure he knew how to turn the handle and get the tight places. 
 
    “We’ll polish everything tomorrow, so get it dust free today.” 
 
    “Yes, Auntie…” 
 
    “Now remember, when you are on your tippy toes bad boys can see under your…Jamie!” 
 
    He froze for a moment, then turned to her. He was frightened by her harsh tones. 
 
    “You aren’t wearing any underwear!” She was staring at his penis, which had crept out from under his short skirt. 
 
    “I didn’t…there wasn’t any…” 
 
    “Are you blaming your appearance on me?” Auntie started to sniffle. 
 
    Quickly, Jamie began begging. “Please, Auntie, it’s my fault. You are wonderful, and I didn’t…and you shouldn’t… 
 
    Slowly, Auntie Charlotte stopped sniffling. She said, “A young lady must always take responsibility for her own appearance. It’s not like somebody else fixed your hair and did your make up.” 
 
    Jamie got a surprised look on his face. “But I don’t have any make up on! And I didn’t do my hair!” 
 
    Inside him, way down deep, there was a piece of him that wanted to say this angrily, letting his male out, but Auntie was too slick, and the drugs too good. 
 
    “You didn’t wear make up? Or do your hair?” 
 
    Now Auntie did cry. Little non-existent tears and small gasps. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Auntie!” 
 
    But Auntie was inconsolable. She merely told Jameson to finish the list and then they would have some lunch.


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER FIVE 
 
      
 
    Dutifully, confused, sad that he had disappointed Auntie, Jamie continued with his list of duties. He vacuumed slowly but thoroughly, his mind in a funk. Oddly, he never thought about how he had detested the old lady just a couple of days previous, he was just concerned with making her like him. Pleasing her. Doing his best for her. 
 
    And he never even questioned the dull state of his mind. 
 
    He just kept vacuuming and vacuuming, often the same spot for long minutes, and time slowly passed. 
 
    Then he did the lawn. He had a power mower, but he didn’t think about that. He just kept pushing the hand mower that he had intended to throw away and never did. Around and around, ignoring the stares of neighbors. Not even aware of the fact that he was doing this chore in high heels and maid outfit. Not even aware that he had never put on panties, and that his cock was unfurled and barely hidden by the ruffled undergarments. 
 
    He just wanted to please Auntie Charlotte. 
 
    Finally, twelve o’clock, Auntie Charlotte called him in. And it was good she did, because he had actually mowed the lawn three times, and little clusters of neighbors were staring and pointing. 
 
    “Jamie, time for lunch!” 
 
    Slowly, methodically, Jamie put the lawnmower away. He entered the kitchen and sat down. His mind was working slower and slower, and he would have wanted a nap, except he didn’t feel tired. 
 
    He didn’t feel tired at all, he even had a constant erection. But he felt so lethargic, and he couldn’t think for himself. 
 
    “That’s my boy. Have a nice, big glass of lemonade,” Auntie placed a frosted glass in front of him, and when he merely stared at it, she nudged his hand and started him on the drinking process. 
 
    “And here’s your lunch.” She placed a salad in front of him. There were bits of bacon and lettuce, cubes of tofu, a couple of strips of cheese, and some croutons. 
 
    He looked at the salad and wondered why he wasn’t eating a big, old burger, then he began working a fork and placing the bits of salad in his mouth. He chewed methodically, presenting his lips like he had been told, and he admired his hands. The red nails looked so nice. 
 
    Auntie Charlotte watched him eat. She was quite pleased with his progress. He didn’t question anything, he merely did what he was told, and there was no sign of the recalcitrant brat he had once been. She nodded thoughtfully, nibbled at her own salad, and considered: Maybe I should up the dosage. Jill may come home at some point, and I want the progress to be obvious. 
 
    Not that her husband wearing a maid’s outfit wouldn’t be considered serious progress, but there was so much more to do. 
 
    Soon lunch was over, and Jameson sat at the table with a slack expression on his face. His mind had stuttered to a stop and he needed a push. Auntie was quite willing to give him that push. 
 
    “Jamie, you never put your panties on.” 
 
    He looked at his lap. The purple tip of his erection peeked out from under the skirt. “Oh,” he said. He was blushing, sort of, but not really, but he knew he had done something wrong. 
 
    “And look at your nice nylons. They have little bits of grass all over them.” 
 
    Jamie bent further over and saw his own legs, and then, because he had bent too far, he fell over. 
 
    Auntie concealed a smirk as she stood up and helped Jamie to his feet. She didn’t think about cutting back on his medication, however, she still wanted to increase it, but maybe she should give him an upper to get him going a little more. 
 
    “Let’s get you changed into something a little bit, more respectable.” 
 
    She walked him down the hall and into his bedroom. “Now take off those clothes and I will get your next outfit for you.” 
 
    Slowly, Jamie took off his maid’s outfit. He took off his high heels and then the grass flecked nylons 
 
    He looked at the high heels. The spikes were stained green at the bottom, as was the sole. Oh, yeah. He had mowed the lawn. Mown the lawn. Mowed…he didn’t know if it was mown or mowed, so he decided on ‘he cut’ the lawn.’ He was thinking about that turn of phrase when Auntie pushed him into the shower. 
 
    “Cold as you can stand it,” she chirped cheerfully, turning the cold water on full. “Don’t want to have any of those dirty thoughts now.” 
 
    Jameson was so mind blotto that it took a full minute for him to realize that the water was freezing. He turned the hot water on a little, not sure how far he should turn the faucet, and stood under the spray of water. 
 
    Auntie finished selecting his outfit, then waited. And waited. And waited. Finally she went into the bathroom to see what was taking so long. 
 
    Jamie was standing as if in a trance, a drug induced trance, staring at nothing. 
 
    Auntie reached in and turned off the water. She noticed that Jamie hadn’t even scrubbed himself. He was still filthy with bits of grass and the aroma that men put out when they worked hard. 
 
    Jamie didn’t even look up. 
 
    Sighing, Auntie took off her clothes and stepped into the shower. She turned the water and began scrubbing him. 
 
    From somewhere far away Jamie watched in amazement.  
 
    His Auntie was naked. She had wrinkles all over, bags of skin, and her titties hung like empty sacks. What was she doing taking a shower with him? 
 
    Auntie soaped his legs, his balls, his arms, his asshole, his torso, his penis, his face. Then she rinsed him down. 
 
    Jamie stood like a cow getting an enema, waiting for everything to end so he could get on with the serious business of waiting some more. 
 
    Auntie left the shower, Jamie stood dumb, Auntie opened the shower door again, she was fully dressed. 
 
    Now where does time go? wondered Jamie. 
 
    She led him out of the shower, gave him a pill, and helped him into a bikini. 
 
    The bikini was pink with white spots. The bottom fit him like a pair of skimpy panties, showing entirely too much butt. The top was like a pair of bandaids.  
 
    He looked at himself in the mirror, and he felt a spark of interest. He felt like he was waking up. He didn’t know that the pill Auntie had given him was extremely potent. 
 
    “Put your shoes on, Jamie. 
 
    Jamie turned, Auntie was holding out a pair of high heeled mules to him. 
 
    He took the shoes and slowly sat down on the bed and put them on. He stood up. 
 
    “Very good, Jamie, here’s your reward for being a good girl and covering your dirty penis. “She reached out with a tube of lipstick and painted his mouth. 
 
    He stood in wonder, feeling the waxiness, smelling the slight odor, wondering…wondering… 
 
    “Tomorrow maybe we can try our hand at full make up. Would you like that? Jamie?” 
 
    “Uh,” he said. There was something wrong with all of this, but he was too dumbstruck to figure it out. 
 
    “Now be careful when you walk. There are no straps on these mules.” 
 
    Jamie stood for a long moment and made sure he had heard Auntie correctly. 
 
    No straps. 
 
    Okay. 
 
    No straps meant he had to be careful. And when he took his first steps he didn’t hear the sharp Click. Click. Instead, he heard Click, slap. Click, slap. 
 
    Suddenly, right in the middle of the kitchen, Jameson stopped. He looked at himself, and wondered. 
 
    “What is it, Jameson?” 
 
    “Why am I wearing a bikini?” 
 
    “You silly, the next thing on your list is washing the car.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    Now that he had direction, and now that the speedier drug was in his system, Jameson started moving a little faster. He got out a bucket of soap and pulled the hose around from the side yard. He got a stack of towels and a chamois and placed them on the ground next to the car, then he turned on the water and got to work. 
 
    He sprayed the car, scrubbed it with a towel immersed in soapy water, and then rinsed it off. He went from panel to panel, getting rid of the road grime and creating a shine. And he was moving faster. His arms were moving, he went from panel to panel quickly, and the car shone within ten minutes. 
 
    Unfortunately, though Jameson was faster, he was still just as drug stupid. He kept redoing panels, circling the car, unaware that he was being repetitious. 
 
    Auntie washed from the kitchen window. She had a smile on her face as she watched him. He was going to have the most delicious tan lines when he was done, but she knew she had to move him along. He would keep washing the car all day long if she didn’t. 
 
    “Jameson, time to wax.” 
 
    Jameson stopped washing, his brow furrowed, then he nodded. He put the cleaning supplies away and got out the waxing supplies. In a short time he had the car shinier than a new cop’s badge, but he kept polishing and polishing, going around the car and around. 
 
    Auntie Charlotte shook her head sadly. Men. They were so silly. And she ignored the fact that it was her drugs that had encouraged him to act this way. 
 
    As punishment for his goofy ways she decided to just leave him as he was. The car needed a few extra coats, so why not?” 
 
    Auntie went into the living room and picked up a fashion magazine. She read it carefully, pored over the contents, and even memorized certain things. 
 
    Women should always look their best, she thought. 
 
    Suddenly, she heard the sound of heavy brakes. She looked up and realized that the delivery man had arrived. 
 
    Auntie stood up and walked to the door. She opened it, and was treated to the sight of the delivery man handing a small box to Jamie. 
 
    The delivery man surely didn’t think Jamie was a girl, did he? 
 
    But he had smiled at her. And said something. 
 
    Now Jamie stood looking down at the little box. His brow was furrowed in deep concentration. He had been interrupted in his polishing task and handed a problem which his drug addled mind couldn’t quite figure out. 
 
    Jamie looked up after the delivery man, who was driving away. Then he looked at the package. then he looked to where the delivery truck had been. Thinking, thinking, thinking, and going nowhere. 
 
    The good news, of course, was that Jamie hadn’t even realized that he had been seen en femme. 
 
    “Jamie!” Charlotte called out. Then she motioned for him to bring the box over. 
 
    Happily, Jamie trudged across the lawn and dutifully handed the box to Auntie Charlotte. He smiled vacantly, understanding that he had solved some big problem, averted some big crisis. Then he frowned again. At the end of the problem was no clear cut direction. 
 
    “Put your waxing materials away and come inside.” Auntie Charlotte said. 
 
    Happily, Jamie trotted back across the lawn. 
 
    Auntie Charlotte closed the front door and opened the box. Excellent. More…’vitamins.’ 
 
    She smiled as she went to her room to put them away. She was going to have no problem at all putting Jamie in his place. 
 
      
 
    That night Jill worked late, which was fortunate for Auntie Charlotte because Jamie was still wound up from the ‘uppers’ and had to wind down. Which meant a downer, and the time for it to work. 
 
    At any rate, Jamey was sound asleep when Jill called. 
 
    “Everything is fine here,” Charlotte answered, when asked. “Jamie is doing his chores and is quite happy.” 
 
    Jill was amazed. It had been so long since Jameson had contributed to the household she had given up hope. But her he was, two days in a row with good reports. 
 
    “Can I talk to him?” 
 
    “Right now the poor boy is asleep. He had a very busy day.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “But I can send you videos?” 
 
    “Oh, please do!” 
 
    “I’ll send them right now and you can call me back after you have received them.” 
 
    A few minutes later Jill watched as her husband, decked out in female attire, cleaned the house, then washed the car, then even waxed the car! 
 
    She couldn’t even remember the last time he had waxed the car. 
 
    Sitting on the hospital cot Jill leaned back in wonder. This regimen that Auntie had Jameson on was really working. Which, of course made it easier to swallow.  
 
    Her husband as a woman. She had never thought of such a thing in her life. But the proof was in video and on her phone. 
 
    She called Auntie back. “I can’t believe it.” 
 
    “Believe it, dearie. You are going to come home to a thoroughly trained and disciplined man. Of course you are going to have to accept his femininity. But he will do everything and anything you might want. If you so much as frown he will worry that he is not being a good enough husband.” 
 
    A short time later the conversation was over. 
 
    Jill sat on the cot and was experiencing some unexpected but nice emotions. She felt warm, even confident. He would do anything she asked. No more frustrations and long talks that went nowhere. 
 
    He would be the perfect husband. And all she had to do was keep him in dresses and lingerie. 
 
    Could anything be more perfect? 
 
    For the second night in a row Jill found herself so warm she had to jill off. Her fingers found her flower and she rub a dub dubbed. 
 
      
 
    On the home front, Aunt Charlotte prepared a recording. She spoke into her cell phone for a few minutes, then set it on loop, then put it in Jameson’s room. 
 
    As he slept it droned in a soft, soft whisper: 
 
      
 
    I love make up 
 
    I love dresses 
 
    I love Auntie Charlotte 
 
    I love my wife 
 
    I will never be disrespectful 
 
    I will follow all instructions 
 
    I want Aunt Charlotte to like me 
 
    I want Jill to like me 
 
    I will do anything for Aunt Charlotte 
 
    I will do anything for Jill 
 
    I desperately need breasts 
 
    I will do anything to get breasts 
 
    I will play with my nipples all day long 
 
    I will feel so bad if I displease Aunt Charlotte 
 
    I will feel so bad if I displease Jill 
 
    I love make up 
 
    I love dresses 
 
      
 
    On and on the loop went, whispering in Jameson’s ear, telling him how to behave. 
 
    Auntie Charlotte tip toed out of the room, though there was no need, Jamie was out like a light. A light that listened and paid attention whether he wanted to or not. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER SIX 
 
      
 
    Jameson awoke and wondered where he was. For that matter, he wondered who he was. Then he remembered. He was Jamie. Not Jameson, not a man, but a…was he a girl? 
 
    He felt between his legs, not unless girls had nice, big packages. 
 
    Well, maybe not so big, but at least stiff. 
 
    He didn’t understand that the heavy dose of hormones Auntie had given him were causing sexual excitement, the body protesting the change of sex through chemical means. The last real hard ons he would have until the hormones really kicked in, and then until he went off the hormones. Oh, he would still get erections, but they would be smaller and smaller, not as stiff and bristly. They would be small little creatures that could be bent and pulled back between his legs so that not even a bump showed. 
 
    In spite of not knowing who, or what, he was, Jameson actually felt pretty good. He wasn’t stupid goofy, like he had been the day before, he could actually perceive the world. Though it did confuse him a bit. 
 
    “Jamey? Honey? Are you ready for breakfast?” 
 
    Auntie Charlotte! His favorite aunt of all time! 
 
    “Yes, Auntie.” 
 
    “Your clothes are on the chair next to the bed.” 
 
    Jameson could smell the delicious aroma of an egg and a piece of toast, light on the butter, please. He slid out from under the covers. Yes, he did feel more awake than yesterday. What the heck had been wrong with him, anyway? 
 
    He slipped on a pair of panties—yes, his dick did look smaller—and admired his butt in the mirror. Nice, girlfriend. Then he pulled on a corset. Not one of those heavy rib bone ones, just a nice step into with those sexy dangling straps. Again, the mirror. His shape was nice. Then he frowned. He needed breasts. In fact, he wanted breasts more than anything in the world. Why had God short changed him this way? He didn’t want to be a flat girl, he wanted to be a voluptuous girl! 
 
    He carefully unrolled the nylons up his legs and attached them. He felt so sleek and sexy. He almost whistled at himself. Heck, no almost. He wolf whistled his legs as he ran his hands over them. 
 
    “Jamey? Are you almost done?” 
 
    “In a second, Auntie!” He called back. 
 
    He slipped into a silk dress and admired himself yet again. Beautiful. Frown. Except this dress went all the way to the neck. The arms were bare, which was good, he wanted to show some skin, a lot of skin, it was so sexy to show skin, but he didn’t have the mounds for a low cut. 
 
    He mock sniffed in the mirror, then slipped into a pair of awesome heels. He admired his calves in the mirror, did a sexy twirl, then exited the room. 
 
     
 
    “Good morning, Auntie,” he pecked Auntie’s cheek then sat down. 
 
    “Drink your orange juice, dear.” 
 
    Dutifully, Jamie sipped the orange juice, trying to make his lips sexy, looking like he was suckling the edge of the glass. 
 
    “You’re so cute,” observed Auntie Charlotte, placing a plate with the obligatory egg and toast on it, and pecking Jamie’s cheek. 
 
    Jamie giggled. 
 
    Auntie Charlotte sat down and observed her ‘protege.’ Jamie had an Adam’s apple. Hmm. How does one get rid of an Adam’s apple? She didn’t think Jill would go for surgery, but there must be some way to hold the head so that the bump wasn’t so obvious. She certainly didn’t want to simply hide it with a scarf. 
 
    Jameson nibbled at the eggs. He wasn’t so very hungry; a girl had to watch her figure, you know. “What are we going to do today, Auntie?” 
 
    “First we’re going to load bricks into a pick up. Then we’re going to trim the tops of trees.” 
 
    Jameson giggled. “Really?” 
 
    “No.” Auntie smiled. “We’re going to do make up today.” 
 
    “Ooh!” Jamie squealed and clapped his hands. 
 
    “And we’re going to see about giving you some breasts.” 
 
    “Oooo! Double Oooo!” he squealed and clapped his hands again. 
 
    Auntie Charlotte ran a hand through Jamie’s hair. “And then maybe we can see about doing something with this mop of yours.” 
 
    “Oooh! Oo—“ What’s wrong with my mop?” He certainly didn’t want to displease Auntie. 
 
    “Nothing, if you want to mop the floor, do you feel like a broom?” 
 
    “No, Auntie,” Jamie giggled. 
 
    “I think a little highlighting to bring your face out, maybe some curls…” Charlotte smiled and ran her fingers through Jameson’s hair again. “I talked to Jill last night!” 
 
    
“Oh, goodie! When’s Jill coming home?” 
 
    “Not for a while, but she wanted to make sure you were following directions.” 
 
    “Oh, I am,” Jameson turned very sincere. 
 
    “Are you done with your breakfast then?” 
 
    “Yes, Auntie.” 
 
    “Then do the dishes and get ready to be beautiful.” 
 
    “I will! I will!” 
 
    Jameson quickly bounced over to the sink and began scrubbing dishes. From the rear he looked exactly like a female. The curves were a little disjointed here and there, but his diet would take care of that. And Auntie had a better quality corset on the way. 
 
    Sitting at the table, watching her nephew in law, Auntie was quite satisfied. His manners were top notch, she had figured out the dosage so he wasn’t such a blithering idiot, and he was responding quite well to the nightly recording. He was already ready for an escalation of hormones. She would have to watch his other drugs, make sure nothing went out of balance, but by the end of the week…maybe by the end of the week, his breasts would be showing. 
 
      
 
    After breakfast and the dishes Auntie put Jamie at the dining room table and laid out a variety of tubes, creams, lotions, potions powders, liners, and so on. It was a large assortment, but then it had to be. Auntie was good with make up, but matching colors to a male face could present certain challenges. Males had coarser skin, they needed more foundation. In fact, it was going to be a balancing act making sure she didn’t put on too much make up. 
 
    Then, all the tools in place, Auntie set about educating Jamie. 
 
    She cleansed, making sure Jamie understood which parts of the face needed extra attention. She added blush, experimenting, letting Jamie learn how to use cold cream as she honed in on the proper combination of colors. She plucked his eyebrows—no going back from this, buddy—and then colored them, and began the process of lengthening his lashes. Fortunately, males sometimes had wonderful lashes, so this was easy.  
 
    Jamie found himself able to focus quite well on the procedure. Not like yesterday when he had been an airhead, only a few instances of day dreaming. 
 
    He watched his color come out, his eyes start to pop, and then his lips…oh, he loved his big, red lips. 
 
    “I’m using filler right now, but I have a Juvalips Plumper on order, then we’ll see.” Charlotte brushed a strand of hair out of her eyes and focused on painting Jamie’s lips. She made them bright red, sexy red, and added a gloss that made them shine, shine, shine. 
 
    Jamie kept holding the mirror and turning it this way and that, working around Auntie so he could see his beautification. 
 
    “Oooh!” he exclaimed at one point. 
 
    “Shut up, dear. I don’t want you looking like a five year old did your lips with a crayon. 
 
    Sorry, Auntie,” Jamie tried to speak without moving his lips, which made Auntie smile. 
 
    “There!” Charlotte stood back. “Go look in the big mirror.” 
 
    Jamie almost ran down the hallway and into his bedroom. Once there, he stopped, froze, his heart beat wildly, and he fell in love. 
 
    He fell in love with the girl in the mirror, she was so beautiful, so happy. Whatever had he done before he met her? 
 
      
 
    Lunch was a cheese and cracker affair. Delicately done because Jamie had to learn to eat through make up. 
 
    “Pull your lips back a bit, dear. Now look at the cracker. Did you leave any make up on it? Excellent. Oh, don’t worry, practice makes perfect. 
 
    After lunch Jamie was allowed to touch his make up up, which took almost an hour, then Auntie said, “Okay. It’s time to visit the beauty salon.” 
 
    “Me! Now?” 
 
    Auntie was prepared for this bit of rebellion. It was one thing to look like a girl, it was another thing to go out in the world. 
 
    Auntie smiled. “No time like yesterday.” 
 
    They went out to the car and, a bit of residual Jameson, Jamie went to the driver’s side. 
 
    “What do you think you’re doing?” 
 
    “I’m…aren’t I going to drive?” Jameson was confused. He always drove. It was his car. But…but… 
 
    “Now listen, Jamie, you’re not to drive anymore.” 
 
    “But, why not?” he almost cried. Driving was an important thing and he had done it for years! To be deprived of driving was like…like losing your freedom! It was like…like being grounded! 
 
    Auntie sighed. “Jamie, I want you to go get your purse.” 
 
    “My purse?” Something was confusing Jamie. He never carried a purse. He carried a wall…a wall…” 
 
    “Go on, now. I’ll be right here waiting.” 
 
    Jamie entered the kitchen and went down the hallway to his room. He always kept his wall…his…his folding thing, on his dresser. But when he looked on the dresser he was surprised. Instead of a brown, worn folding thing there was a pretty, pink purse. 
 
    “Oh!” he exclaimed. Then he picked up the purse. On the way back to the garage he experimented with holding it in one hand, with putting a strap over his shoulder with placing the strap over his forearm. The strap on the shoulder looked sexier, so he decided to carry it that way. 
 
    “Look what I found, Auntie!” Jamie grinned broadly and held up the purse. 
 
    “Very nice, Jamie. Now look inside and find your license.” 
 
    Jamie opened up the purse and peeked inside. He found a brush, a tube of lipstick, a compact, and some tampons. He frowned at the tampons, not really sure what they were for, then looked up at Auntie with a sad face. “It’s not here!” 
 
    “That’s right. But if you did find it…would you see your face on it? Would you see your face the way it was yesterday? Or the way you look right now?” 
 
    This was a difficult thought for Jamie. He had to remember what he looked like, but he couldn’t. Something in his memory wasn’t really working right. He started to say something, then stopped, then started, then stopped, and he would have gone on that way for some time, except Auntie Charlotte took pity on him. 
 
    “You see, you can’t drive unless you have a license with your picture on it. And you don’t have that, so you can’t drive.” 
 
    Something went sad in Jamie. He knew that driving was important, and there was a hollow space inside his stomach. 
 
    “But you couldn't drive anyway,” said Auntie Charlotte. 
 
    “Why not?” Jamie looked at her. 
 
    “Because you’re wearing high heels, and they are so very, very beautiful?” 
 
    Immediately, Jamie cheered up. He looked at his shoes, his calves, and gave a little twirl. Then he sobered and asked, “But will I ever be able to drive again?” 
 
    “Oh, Jamie,” Auntie touched his cheek gently, “what’s more important? Driving or wearing high heels.” 
 
    Another tough question, but one which Jamie managed to reach the answer to on his own. “Heels, Auntie.” 
 
    “Precisely. Now get in on the passenger side or we’ll be late for your appointment.” 
 
    Charlotte drove across town. She allowed Jamie to twiddle the radio knobs, as long as she didn’t twiddle too loud. And young ladies shouldn’t listen to that rap stuff. And one should NEVER listen to Rush Limbaugh (funny how that was a preset on the radio). 
 
    They drove with the top down and Jamie just loved the way people stared at them.  
 
    “They’re ‘checking you out,’ dear,” Auntie explained at one red light. 
 
    Then they pulled into a parking lot next to a beauty salon. 
 
    Again, Jamie became nervous, but Auntie Charlotte spoke to him softly, then took him firmly by the hand and led him into the salon. 
 
    Jamie was astonished by the smells and sounds. The ladies sitting under the big hoods, the heads bent back into sinks, the young men with their flamboyant mannerisms. 
 
    Jamie and Charlotte were greeted and led to a station. Jamie sat down in the chair and Charlotte stood next to him. While they waited for their beautician, Jamie whispered to Charlotte. “Nobody knows I’m…I’m…not—“ 
 
    “Shush, dear. They wouldn't, for you are the most beautiful, little girl.” 
 
    Jamie found himself giggling. He said, “I’ve got a secret.” 
 
    “Yes, you do,” Auntie smiled indulgently. 
 
    Then the beautician arrived and Jamie entered a world of strange potions, devices and procedures. His hair was washed and moisturized, then the real work began. 
 
    As a man Jamie had never paid too much attention to his locks. He combed, he washed without conditioner, and he neglected his mane. This was definitely not all right with the girl who worked over him. 
 
    She lectured him, gently, not like a man, about the need to properly care for hair that was as beautiful as his. 
 
    All during the procedure Jamie kept hiding giggles. He had a secret. 
 
    She tied tinfoil strips to his hair. She colored it with a variety of funny smelling chemicals. She dried it and curled it, and before Jamie could blink more than a thousand times, she was done. 
 
    Jamie sat in the chair, Auntie Charlotte next to him, and stared at the mirror. His eyes were big and round and he couldn’t take his eyes off himself. 
 
    He was beautiful before, but now he was really beautiful. He was gorgeous. And he promised to brush out his hair every day. He didn’t ever want to look less beautiful ever again. 
 
      
 
    “And he was a delight when we had his hair done. He was polite and well mannered, and he was so interested in learning everything he could.” 
 
    Auntie Charlotte was talking to Jill. Jill had already seen the video of the new and improved Jamie, and she was speechless. 
 
    That he could be that beautiful astounded her. Heck, to be honest, he was more beautiful than her. Which didn’t hurt her feelings, it just made her horny. 
 
    As Auntie Charlotte described the day and the new Jamie, Jill got wetter and wetter. 
 
    Once again she was on her bunk, and she should have been tired, but these daily reports were causing her to gain in energy. 
 
    And it wasn’t just energy, it was the feeling of power. 
 
    Suddenly she wished that she had been the one to train Jamie. Yes, Aunt Charlotte was doing a wonderful job, but Jill had the feeling that if she had been the one to put Jamie through his…her…paces, she would have an even greater warmth between her legs. Her heart would not just tingle with that wonderful sensation of power, but it would throb. 
 
    She sighed. She ran the video again, listening to Auntie Charlotte. Then she caught something: “What was that?” 
 
    “I said don’t be surprised if his pee pee is a little…shall we say ‘squooshy?…when you come home. 
 
    “How do you mean…’squooshy?’” 
 
    “Well, I had to give him some pretty strong medicine to make him come around, and there were side effects. His penis seems to have shrunk ever so slightly,” (Like about an inch!) “and, well…you know.” 
 
    “Auntie? Are you giving him hormones?” 
 
    There it was. No way to get around it. 
 
    “Just some gentle ones. Nothing strong.” Which was like saying an elephant could do ballet. 
 
    “And his dick has shrunk.” 
 
    Auntie spoke carefully as she described the hormones and what they did. She finished with, “And his penis will regain all its size and firmness once you stop the hormones.” 
 
    Now Jill was silent. Stop the drugs? Do without that wonderfully polite…man? 
 
    And, worse…do without that rush of power? 
 
    “Jill?” auntie Charlotte was a bit nervous, but she didn’t let that nervousness creep into her voice. 
 
    “Well,” reasoned Jill, “I guess we should probably keep him on the hormone treatment until…” (she wasn’t quite sure until ‘what’) “…until he’s…done with your program.” 
 
    Auntie Charlotte smiled on the other end of the line. 
 
    “After all, it might be dangerous to stop a medical treatment once it has begun. Right?” 
 
    “Exactly. Now, as I was saying…” 
 
    Auntie Charlotte, having averted the crisis, blathered on. And Jill listened. And when the conversation was done Jill thought about what Auntie Charlotte had told her. 
 
    Her husband had misplaced his dick. 
 
    Sitting on her cot, nobody around, she plugged in a vibrator and began diddling herself. 
 
    Her husband was no longer a man. Sort of. Well, he was…but he wasn’t. He might have a dick, but if it didn’t work…did that make him less than a man? She thought so. And if she did want a man with a dick, she could always stop the treatments. She could have him revert to the old obstinate, know it all asshole he had once been. 
 
    Or, and this was a guilty thought…there were lots of other dicks in the world. 
 
    Heck, the vibrator humming between her legs was better than a dick, in certain ways. And it never had an attitude, or suddenly went soft. It was always true and faithful. It always delivered what it promised. 
 
    Yes. She would just play it by ear, see how Jameson reacted to his new situation, and if circumstances called for it…she would get…she could find another man…she could…she exploded into a wonderful and all consuming orgasm.


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER SEVEN 
 
      
 
    Minutes, as they are wont, will turn into hours, and hours into days, and days…four weeks had passed before Auntie Charlotte knew it. 
 
    Of course, for Jamie, no time had passed. Everything was in that delightful haze of drug time. Now was now forever, as long as he had his pills he was happy and changing. 
 
    And speaking of changing…Jamie had. 
 
    He was more than adequate at make up, his face was done as well as any model’s at all times of the day. He was expert at touch up, could repair any mishap, and his face looked more and more feminine every day. 
 
    His face was slimming. He always had a thin jaw, and now that the hormones were redistributing his fat, his face had a delicate, almost angelic, quality to it. 
 
    His body was rounding at the hips, slender at the waist (thank you Ma Rib Bone for inventing the corset) and his chest was bulging. 
 
    Not just a little puff created by the push up of flesh by the corset, but actual, bouncy, pretty, perfectly sculptured boobs. Boobs with large pencil eraser nipples. Nipples that itched and even throbbed, and required daily massages. 
 
    “Oh, Auntie, that feels so good!” 
 
    Jamie was sitting on the couch, facing Auntie, undressed from the waist up. 
 
    Auntie had her hands on Jamie’s tits and was massaging them. She massaged them three times a day, which caused Jamie much pleasure. She also had some nipple suction cups and was trying to make Jamie’s nipple larger. And it seemed to be working. 
 
    “You’re going to have the most wonderful breasts a woman could buy,” responded Auntie Charlotte. She palpated and squeezed and even twisted and pulled. Jamie was in heaven. Drugged up, eyes closed, he sat and reveled in the feeling of having his breasts attended to. 
 
    For a moment Charlotte thought about sucking his nipples. That would be the best way to get those nippies in top shape. But her sucking her Nephew/nieces mammary glands seemed a little odd, even for her. 
 
    Suddenly, the door opened. Jamie’s eyes snapped open and Charlotte turned her head to see who it was. 
 
    “Hello, everybody!” Jill pushed through the door, bags in hand. 
 
    “Jillie!” 
 
    Jameson was on his feet, rushing towards his wife. 
 
    About a million things went through Jill’s mind as she saw her husband. 
 
    He was a girl. That face was immaculate, better made up than she could do her own. 
 
    His butt! It was bigger! Rounder! Why, he could probably twerk, if he wanted to. 
 
    But most of all: HE HAD TITS! 
 
    They weren’t huge, but they were sizable. And the nipples were erect and thrust outward. And they actually bounced as he ran to her. 
 
    As Jameson closed with her Jill felt her mind backing up, getting surreal, leaving her body and just watching in amazement. 
 
    They hugged, and Jill felt his breasts with her breasts. Then, she couldn’t help herself, she reached up and cupped his breasts. 
 
    “Oh!” exclaimed Jamie, and he stepped back and covered himself with his hands. His face turned red and he said, “Oh, no! I forgot to get dressed!” 
 
    It was so odd. Her husband acting like a little school girl, all flustered over her…his…breasts. 
 
    But then, not so odd. He was like a school girl, all fresh with bosoms and…and she almost thought ‘period,’ but then didn’t. There had to be limits to Auntie’s hormones, didn’t there? 
 
    Jame rushed out of the room, covering his breasts with his hands, head down and blushing ferociously. 
 
    Then Auntie Charlotte hugged Jill. 
 
    “Hi Auntie.” 
 
    “Good morning, child. We didn’t expect you.” 
 
    “The Covid thing is not as bad as everybody said. Oh, yes, people are dying, but there’s this Hydroxychloroquine drug, and the president got us all these ventilators, and the numbers of sick people just isn’t developing according to the predictions.” 
 
    “So you’re home for good?” 
 
    “I am.” 
 
    They walked into the living room, arm in arm. They sat down, Auntie in the recliner, which was the dominate chair in the room, and Jill on the couch. Oddly, her aunt seemed to have grown in stature. She sat in the recliner like a queen on her throne, whereas Jill felt small on the wide space of the couch. 
 
    “I suppose you would like to know all about Jamie?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. He…he actually has breasts!” 
 
    “Yes, he does. They aren’t big, yet, but they will be.” 
 
    “And…how about his…his manhood.” 
 
    “Oh, I wouldn’t know about that,” Auntie sniffed. Old ladies don’t go around sizing up penises, after all. “He does seem a bit smaller, and he doesn't poke his dresses out, at least not much, but you’ll have to ascertain all that for yourself. 
 
    Having made little of Jill’s main concern, Auntie changed the subject into one more fitting to her needs. 
 
    “But he is wonderful at putting make up on. I dare say, you will love it when he begins working on your face. The girl has a talent. And I am just beginning work on his masseuse training. He hasn’t shown much interest in that silly writing thing, and he must learn a trade. I think he will make a wonderful masseuse. He has such strong hands, and…” 
 
    While Auntie went on and on Jill thought about what she was saying. Jamie would help her put on her make up in the morning? And a masseuse? 
 
    And Jill had an image flash through her mind. Jamie, naked, with full breasts hanging down, touching the back of a client. Dragging big breasts across the flesh, kneading the flesh with her ‘strong hands,’ and perfectly made up. 
 
    Then Auntie’s monologue wormed its way back into Jill’s consciousness, “And he makes wonderful meals. None of that hamburger and hotdog nonsense. Now he makes wonderful salads, fruit bowls, and can whip up a chicken dinner with—“ 
 
    “Hi, Jill.” 
 
    Jill turned her face and saw Jameson standing in the hallway.His head was down, his hands clasped in front of him—his nails were done so perfectly—and he seemed like an embarrassed little girl. 
 
    “Come in, Jamie. Sit down next to Jill.” 
 
    Jill glanced at Auntie Charlotte. She noted that Auntie was calling Jameson Jamie, a girl’s name, sort of. And that she wasn’t referring to Jamie as husband, or Jill as wife. 
 
    Jamie came to the couch, hesitated, then sat down next to his wife. He seemed cowed, even afraid. 
 
    Auntie watched the couple, hiding her distaste. She could read body language, and she could see that Jill needed some time to acclimate. The changes were too big for her to quickly swallow. 
 
    “Well, I have things I need to do, and you two certainly have things to catch up on. I’ll be in my room, and Jill, I will go over Jamie’s medicines with you later.” 
 
    The old lady left the room. 
 
    And hurried down the hall, entered her room and picked up an empty glass sitting on the bed table. She placed the lip of the glass against the wall and put her ear to the base. Jill and Jamie’s conversation came through to her clear as a bell. 
 
      
 
    “How are you, Jameson?” 
 
    “I’m fine.” Jameson looked at her happily. And there was a vacantness in his expression. Like he wasn’t really there. Like he had lost his ability to sharply critique and analyze. Like he was just sort of an empty vessel, waiting for somebody to pour some conversation in so that he could pour some conversation out. Inane conversation. 
 
    “You have very nice breasts.” 
 
    Jamie blushed. Then: “Auntie says they’re going to get bigger. Wa-a-ay bigger. Won’t that be swell?” 
 
    Swell. A word from the fifties. A word from Charlotte, not her husband. 
 
    “And how is your writing doing?” 
 
    “Oh, that stuff,” Jamie dismissed his livelihood with a sough. “Writing is boring.” 
 
    “And did you ever finish that erotic novel you were working on?” 
 
    Jamie looked confused. “I what?” 
 
    On the other side of the wall Charlotte bit her lip. She should have checked his computer. She could have used the idea of erotic writing in shaping him. Everybody knew that people who read erotic writing were always horny and reaching into their pants, or panties, and playing with themselves. 
 
    “Would you like me to fix you some breakfast? Or lunch? We’re sort of in between now, aren’t we?”  
 
    Jamie was still a bit confused, but looking for a direction. And Jill thought, with dismay, that he was nowhere like the husband she had left. 
 
    That husband had faults, but he also had a mind. That husband was a bit kinky, but in all the right ways. 
 
    Now he was like a simpering school girl, a school girl from the fifties, from the decade when Auntie was growing up. 
 
    It had all seemed so wonderful, when she was masturbating on her cot in the hospital, but now the reality was dawning on her. 
 
    Her husband had lost his sharp, incisive wit. And would he be able to earn as much money as a masseuse as he was as a technical writer? And his dick…what about that? Was it small and soft? Or could it give her a run for her money? Was she doomed to a life of vibrators? Or…or lovers? 
 
    Funny, the idea of taking on lovers seemed fine, when she was a thousand miles away. But now, her husband, such as he was, in front of her, did she want other men? 
 
    Did she want to go through the dating ritual? Did she want to risk some fool giving her a disease? Did she want to ruin some other girl’s marriage? 
 
    It had all seemed so easy and simple, but now it didn’t. 
 
    But, as the farmer said, the cows had come home, and she was stuck with whatever kind of milk they gave. 
 
    “Jameson—“ 
 
    “Could you call me Jamie? I like Jamie.” 
 
    Jill blinked. Her husband LIKED the girly name he had been labeled with. 
 
    “Jamie, maybe a little brunch would be fine. something light. And while you’re making it I need to go talk with Auntie. Okay?” 
 
    Jamie clapped his hands and jumped to his feet. “I can make the most delicious brunch.” Then he was skipping—SKIPPING— into the kitchen. 
 
    Jill sat for a long moment, tried to figure things out, tried to sort her thoughts. finally, she stood up and headed for Auntie Charlotte’s room. 
 
      
 
    Auntie Charlotte was laying on her bed, upper body supported by two massive pillows, reading a thick fashion magazine. She flipped the pages idly, and looked up as Jill knocked, then opened. 
 
    “Good morning, child.” 
 
    “Hi, Auntie. Can we talk?” 
 
    Auntie patted the side of her bed and Jill sat down. “Are you worried about Jamie?” 
 
    “I’m just…a little surprised by how far he has gone.” Jill spoke tentatively, not sure how to express the things in her mind. 
 
    “Yes, isn’t it wonderful? He has learned so much.” Positive re-enforcement for Jamie. Then a shift to the real enemy, “But I can see you are a little nervous. The change has been so big, and in such a short time. Believe me, I would like to have taken many months to do this, but…” she shrugged. 
 
    “So how far does this go?” 
 
    “Well, we need to finish his breast therapy, then we can relax on the hormones. Then we can see about regrowing his penis.” 
 
    “So how long?” 
 
    “Jamie has responded wonderfully. I would say within two weeks we should be able to wean him.” 
 
    “Two weeks,” Jill spoke thoughtfully. Two weeks of watching him prance around. Two weeks of living with a zombie. Two weeks of…of having to use a vibrator. 
 
    “Of course we could stop earlier, but I just hate to leave a job half done.” 
 
    “What about…what about his personality. It’s changed so much. I know you don’t think much of his writing career, but he was happy, and it was making us a lot of money.” 
 
    “Pshaw! Money grows on trees. I’ve got lots of money, and I’ll be leaving it all to you some day.” 
 
    “Don’t say that!” 
 
    “But it’s true. And I have to tell you, Jill, that the one thing I always wanted in life, before I died, was to have a little girl. One like you. Thoughtful and considerate. One who wouldn’t disappoint.” 
 
    Auntie Charlotte laid it on thick. She was looking for any edge she could find. She just had to finish Jamie’s transition before she left. 
 
    “But it’s like I’m talking to somebody totally different! It’s like he’s not even there!” 
 
    Auntie Charlotte leaned forward, placed her hand on Jill’s. She had touched sell points, and would re-enforce them through the coming days, but it was time to assert a little of her driving personality into this conversation. 
 
    “Jill. Honey. When we stop the drugs Jamie will regain his erections. There are even drugs and procedures to make his erections bigger, if that’s what you want. But to stop too soon will undo all the hard work we’ve done. 
 
    “When we stop the drugs Jamie will revert to his former personality. He will remember who he is, and then you will have the most delicious choice. Do you want a girlfriend? Or a boyfriend. But if I stop too soon then you won’t have any choice. 
 
    “Wouldn’t you like to shape Jamie into the man of your dreams? Wouldn’t you like to have a hand in making him the way God intended him to be? Before society put its norms in him? Wouldn’t you?” 
 
    Jill sat on the bed, deep in thought. She was alarmed by the changes in Jamie, but Auntie seemed to make sense. Finish out the treatment, shape him into a perfect husband. Then, if she felt like it, she could let him go back to who he was. Or not. Her choice. 
 
    And in accepting this train of thought Jill fell into the trap of power. To have the ability to make somebody else’s choice for them was powerful, heady, intoxicating. 
 
    And she wanted power. 
 
    Just sitting, letting Auntie sway her, she could feel that wonderful warmth in her pussy. She could feel her wetness. She could feel the excitement of being in control, having the power, being in charge. 
 
    And she could make Jamie perfect. Auntie had started the procedure, but now she could finish it. 
 
    She could have the perfect husband. 
 
    Next to her, Auntie Charlotte, being old and wise, could see that Jill had, at least for the time being, come to a correct choice. She would be allowed to finish Jamie’s transition. 
 
    “I think I’ll go to my room for a quick lie down. I’m tired.” 
 
    Jill squeezed Auntie’s hand, then stood up and left the room. 
 
    Watching her, Auntie smiled. She knew her niece wasn’t going for a rest, she was going to unpack her vibrator and re-enforce the idea of power in her pussy. 
 
    Auntie knew this because, darn it, it was what she would have done. Heck, had done in the past. 
 
    But now was now, and it was Jill that needed the quick fix. 
 
    Auntie smiled and stood up and left the room. She needed to oversee the brunch, and make sure it wasn’t ready too soon. 
 
    Jill needed to take care of herself.


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER EIGHT 
 
      
 
    The day was a revelation to Jill. She actually found her husband’s new personality pleasing. Yes, he was an air head, but he was always happy, always trying to please her. 
 
    He did fix a wonderful brunch, and he sat on the other side of the table and gazed lovingly at his wife while she ate it. 
 
    Well, that was a little creepy, but Jill thought she could get used to it. Having a doting husband wasn’t a bad thing. Was it? 
 
    After brunch Jamie showed her how well he could do make up. He spent the longest time explaining everything he was doing to his face, and he was elated and joyful as he did so. 
 
    Her old husband would have laughed at make up. In fact, sometimes he had. Making remarks that she, Jill, should hurry up or they would be late. 
 
    But now he was oblivious to such ways of thinking. Now he understood that a girl had to take the time to make herself look her best. 
 
    “Would you like me to do your make up?” Jamie finally asked. 
 
    “I…well…” 
 
    “Go ahead, dear,” Auntie Charlotte interjected. “Treat yourself.” 
 
    So she did. She sat and luxuriated, and even relaxed a bit, as Jamie cleansed her face, applied moisturizer, and began the intricate paint job. 
 
    She watched him, his face inches from hers, as he focused all his concentration on making her beautiful. She saw his tongue lick his red lips as he applied shadow and eye liner. She watched how fixated he was as he colored her lips. 
 
    And, in the end, it was one of the best make up jobs she had ever had. 
 
    “I told you she was good,” Auntie Charlotte remarked, when Jamie her work off. 
 
    She. Auntie Charlotte always called Jamie ‘she.’ In fact, even Jill was beginning to think of Jamie as ‘she.’ 
 
    In the afternoon they all went for a drive.  
 
    Jill was surprised when Auntie Charlotte took the wheel of Jameson’s beloved car, but it was just the start. 
 
    The three sat in the car and engaged in simple observations as they drove through town, and at one point Jill asked Jamie why he didn’t drive. 
 
    “Oh, I don’t do that stuff anymore. It’s against the law.” 
 
    That simple statement stunned Jill. What law? But she didn’t question Jamie. She merely accepted his answer and stored it away, put it in a bag to be sorted and considered at a later date. 
 
    “Oh, look at that little poodle,” Jamie pointed at a white, little yapper being dragged around by a haughty, but incredibly beautiful woman. “Is she the most darling thing!” 
 
    The old Jamie would have pointed at the woman and made lewd and lascivious remarks concerning her shape, her breasts, and maybe whether her collagenic lips would work on his cock. 
 
    And Jill would protest his rudeness, and think with distaste about his ‘maleness.’ 
 
    Now, oddly, she missed his maleness. 
 
    “See the dress in that window? That is so-o-o gorgeous. Auntie, could I have a dress like that?” 
 
    Auntie made some remark, an acknowledgement that wasn’t really a commitment, and left the statement to dry in the wind. 
 
    Funny, Jill remembered that Jameson used to treat things she said like that, putting them off, almost absent mindedly. Now it was Auntie doing to the putting off. 
 
    Then she realized that Jameson as the dominant had been replaced, and she began to re-evaluate Jameson as a submissive. 
 
    He had been dominate. A soft dominate who was respectful, but sometimes just acted a little too male for his britches. Now he was submissive, but sometimes a little too female for his skirts. 
 
    A balance, she realized. There has to be some kind of balance. And then: When he gets off the drugs he’ll find a balance. 
 
    In this way Jill spent the afternoon thinking and evaluating Jamie. Coming to grips with his vacant mind, comparing the good and the bad, and looking forward to getting him off the drugs. 
 
    She could stand him having breasts. Even breasts bigger than hers. And the make up, that was sort of cool. Very sisterly for him to make her up, show her the latest tricks and fashions. 
 
    But that mindless vacuity, that was the difficult thing. 
 
    Jamie as a female was submissive, and that made Jill warm, and even wet. 
 
    But a submissive robot was too far. Shame and embarrassment as her…his…dammit…her major emotions was a bit much. 
 
    After the car ride Jamie insisted upon showing off some of his clothes. He placed them on the bed, modeled them, made remarks concerning alterations and possibly new purchases. 
 
    Jill was a bit surprised at how knowledgable Jamie was about women’s fashion. A bit of the old writer was adept at analyzing the cut of clothes, the colors and patterns, and even the combining of garments. 
 
    Then dinner. 
 
    Now Jill was getting tired. Watching her husband had gone from a dreadful fascination to a dry distaste, and she was tired. She sat at the table and watched as Jamie, wearing a pretty pink apron with kitties and flowers on it, whipped up a delicious dish of pasta and vegetables. 
 
    And she thought: he used to love red meat. Eat meat. Be caveman ( soft caveman, but a caveman nevertheless). Scratch self. 
 
    Now he was careful of his nails, referred to a big cook book, or even got in small conversations with Auntie, and generally conducted himself with grace and compassion. But the compassion was empty headed. 
 
    And Auntie. She merely sat and read her fashion magazines, gave Jamie guidance, and seemed to be listening to Jill. In fact, all her attention seemed to be on Jill. And Jill knew that she was being observed and judged. And, in an odd way, she didn’t like it. And she realized something: Jamie had been dominant in the household, now he had been replaced by Auntie, but where did that leave Jill? 
 
    Sure, Auntie didn’t encroach upon her, treated her with kindness, but there was still the unspoken situation: who was in charge in this household. 
 
      
 
    After dinner Jill learned about massaging Jameson’s breasts. She watched Auntie pull and squeeze and palpate Jamie’s mounds. 
 
    Then she had to massage his breasts, and it was difficult. 
 
    She had touched other woman’s breasts, but rarely so intimately. 
 
    She began to be fascinated. She watched Jamie moan when she touched his nipples, and for a mad instant she wanted to suckle them, see how far Jamie would go, how he would respond. 
 
    But Auntie was there, watching, waiting, listening, so Jill put desire on hold and tried her best to remain clinical and detached. 
 
    Aware that Auntie was not just watching her, but seeing through her. 
 
     
 
    Bed time, and Jill was desperate for bed. Not because she was tired, though she was, but because she wanted some alone time with Jamie. She wanted some time to talk to her husband without Auntie listening over her shoulder. 
 
    Auntie retired to her room. Jill shut her bedroom door. 
 
    Jamie was at her make up table, ready to put his hair up in curlers. 
 
    Curlers. Another fifties thing. 
 
    “Jamie. Come over here and let’s have a talk. 
 
    Jamie smiled, vacantly, and came to the bed. There they perched, facing each other, and Jill inspected her husband. 
 
    He was beautiful, more beautiful than her. His make up was better, his hair was fuller, his eyes, enhanced by liner and shadow, more scintillating. 
 
    My husband makes a better woman than me! she thought. And the thought wasn’t entirely pleasant. 
 
    “Can I put your hair up in curlers?” 
 
    Jill had been silent too long, and Jamie was filling the silence with his mindless attempts to please. 
 
    “No, Jamie I just want to talk.” 
 
    “Talk about what?” He actually looked a little confused. And Jill realized that this was the first question he had ever asked her. 
 
    Questions indicated an inquisitive mind. But he had not an inquisitive mind. But he had asked her a question. But she didn’t know what this really meant, considering how deeply he was under Auntie’s control. 
 
    “Well, I…can we just sit here for a minute and look at each other?” 
 
    “Sure!” 
 
    But the idea of sitting still, and having a vacant mind, was too much for Jamie. Within a few seconds he was fidgeting. 
 
    “Do we have to?” he blurted. 
 
    Jill ignored his question. (Another question? Even if it was a protest?) She reached up and held his jaw with both hands. She turned him this way and that. She inspected his make up. She penetrated the make up and imagined his skin, his old skin. Then her imagination penetrated even his skin and she tried to see him as he really was. The old Jameson. 
 
    Jamie frowned. 
 
    Jill leaned forward. She had to find out. His soft, kissable lips called to her. She had to find out what it was like to kiss another woman. 
 
    Then she stopped. She said, “Close your eyes, Jamie.” 
 
    Dutifully, Jamie squeezed his eyes shut. 
 
    She touched her lips to his, their lipsticks met. The waxy feel. The smell. But under that, the Jamie…the Jameson. 
 
    Was he there? Was he real anymore? 
 
    Jamie opened his eyes. He stared at his wife, then he started blushing and he looked down. 
 
    She gripped his chin with one hand and lifted his face, made him look at her. 
 
    “Did you like that?” 
 
    Jame tried to look away, but she wouldn’t let him. She insisted, “Did you like that?” 
 
    Jamie squirmed a bit, but he finally answered. “It was nice.” 
 
    “Do you remember how we used to kiss?” 
 
    Jamie got a far away look in his eyes. “I…I do.” And it was like a revelation. A spark. A piece of him showing through a glass darkly. 
 
    “Some times we would lay here, on this bed, and just kiss. We would kiss for what seemed like hours. Once you even said to me, ‘Kissing is better than sex. Because kissing leads to sex. But sex doesn’t always lead to kissing.’” 
 
    Jamie looked confused. Then he looked hurt. Then he looked startled. But he didn’t look so vacant. 
 
    “Jamie, lay down.” 
 
    Jill stood up and pushed Jamie on his back. She pushed him across the bed and manipulated his body. She took off his outer clothes. She balled up his dress in one hand and tossed it away. 
 
    She sat upon him, she straddled him, and she felt her pussy, hot and wet, searching for the bulge of him. 
 
    “Oh,” said Jamie. 
 
    She reached into his panties, but they were restrictive, so she  just pulled them down. 
 
    Jamie wiggled, looked embarrassed, but he didn’t fight. But he didn’t contribute much, either. 
 
    She felt his penis. It was small, but it was erect. It was like a little soldier looking for a parade ground. It felt like, if Jill was patient, it might grow up one day and be a regular penis. 
 
    Jill stopped. She frowned. She wanted to cry. She was conflicted. 
 
    Did she want him to grow up and be a big penis? Or could she deal with him being a little penis. 
 
    Oddly, in her mind she conflated penis with not being an air head. 
 
    She took her hand out of his panties and reached up for his bra. It was a shelf bra, with those luscious nipples leering over the top of the material. 
 
    She had to lay on him then, hug him, to get her hands in back and undo the clasps. 
 
    She did, then she straightened up and stared at his female parts. 
 
    Beautiful, round globes. Nipples like little rockets. The slope of them, the color and shape, Jill found herself overcome with lust. She bent her head and touched her mouth to the little soldiers. She sucked gently, hearing Jamie moan with the pleasure. She nibbled on the tips, and his back arched, pressing his half peeny (if that) into her juncture. She held his breasts with her hands and squeezed and stroked while she suckled him. 
 
    Jamie responded like a woman. Indeed, if Jill didn’t know that he had a hard on inside his panties, she would have suspected that he was getting wet. He moaned and groaned and wiggled his body this way and that. He held her head and his eyes were closed. 
 
    Jill moved up on him, kissed him again, and this time she ground her mouth into his, smearing his red lipstick, making a mess out of lust and horniness. 
 
    And Jamie actually responded, just barely, like a man, pushing against her. 
 
    But now she was confused. Was he being manly? Or just pushy womanly? 
 
    She went lower on his body, pushed his panties further down and exposed his jutting, little member. 
 
    She remembered gagging when she had tried to deep throat him, now she took all of him into her mouth, and was left wanting more. 
 
    Jamie was almost crying for the sheer pleasure of it. And, like Jill, there was a confusion in his mind. He remembered being on top. something in him, some residual memory, told him that he should be on top. but he wasn’t on top. 
 
    And did it all matter? Considering the amount of unbelievable pleasure he was receiving? 
 
    As a man he had mounted and thrust, and squirted his brains out. And then rolled over and went to sleep. 
 
    As a woman he was experiencing a tsunamis of pleasure, giant waves of sensation and emotion washing over him. As a woman he wasn’t a taker, he was a receiver, and he was receiving heaven in giant gobs. 
 
    Jill mouthed his whole package, rolling his grapes and baby carrot around, sucking and slobbering, chewing and drooling. 
 
    God! She was horny! Weeks of nothing but a vibrator…she was ready for a pipe of male meat to be inserted into her snatch. 
 
    She mounted him. Well, she tried to mount him. She sat on his dick, but it only went half way in. It tickled her nerves, it titillated her massively, maybe even more than a regular dick, but it didn’t enter and give satisfaction. It just wasn’t long enough. 
 
    Then she was pulling on her own tits, tugging at her hair, trying to overcome the frustration of a short dick. She bounced and ground her hips down and sank her weight. 
 
    And Jamie squirted. His little peeny shot a few drops, then it was done. 
 
    Jill’s eyes opened in amazement. She stared at Jamie, lying with his eyes closed in satisfaction. Sure, he had sometimes gone too early, but never this early! And he just laid there, and didn’t even fell guilty! He didn’t ask her how she was, or whether there was anything else he could do. 
 
    Now Jill was crazy. She was denied and fit to be tied. She knee walked up his body. 
 
    Jamie opened his eyes, was curious. “What?” 
 
    Then Jill was straddling his face, pushing down. “Eat me, dammit! Eat me!” 
 
    “Ew! Pew!” Jamie wiggled out from under her. He wiped his face with one arm. “Why’d you do that?” 
 
    Then he was off the bed and into the bathroom, washing out his mouth, scrubbing his face, trying to get clean. 
 
    Amazed…stunned…shocked…Jill sat on the bed and stared at the bent over figure of her husband in the bathroom. Her mind was a kaleidoscope of confusion. 
 
    But…but I ate his cum! I gave him blow jobs, when…when he was a man! I sucked on his dong and I smacked my lips and I swallowed him! 
 
    But Jamie was indoctrinated by Auntie. He was like a 1950s virgin. Everything was new to him. 
 
    He’ll have to be taught!” thought Jill. 
 
    And in that simple thought was the revolution. Not a complete revolution. Not a stand up and fight revolution, but a determination to take over the controls, to take Jamie and mold him into a better lover, an ideal man, or woman, or whatever. 
 
    Or at least teach him how to give a good blow job. 
 
    And, in the back of Jill’s mind:  What kind of a man doesn’t even eat his own seed? 
 
      
 
    Down the hall, in her bedroom, Auntie closed her computer and frowned. 
 
    The computer was hooked up to a miniature camera she had mounted inside the heating grate. She had watched Jill and Jamie, and she knew what was happening with Jill. 
 
    Jill wanted to take control. She wanted to be the dominant. 
 
    But Auntie didn’t want that. There was only room for one dominant in a house, and that was, and always would be, her. 
 
    Now the question was…what was she going to do about it?”


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER NINE 
 
      
 
    “Come along, Jamie,” Auntie whispered to Jameson. “And don’t wake your wife. She needs her rest.” 
 
    Jamie rolled out of bed quickly and silently and followed Auntie into the kitchen. He grabbed a peignoir on the way, but that was all. He had grown used to Auntie Charlotte being able to see his little banana. 
 
    It was early, but not too early to make breakfast. 
 
    “Breakfast in bed for Jill, all right?” 
 
    Jamie nodded and giggled. 
 
    “You make the bacon and eggs, and I’ll make some delicious orange juice.” 
 
    Quickly, Jamie laid strips of bacon in the pan, then, while the bacon was sizzling, he cracked eggs and whipped them. 
 
    Auntie smiled and squeezed oranges. Fresh juice was always better than can juice, and she had the strong hands needed to squeeze the fruit. 
 
    “Don’t forget the toast, Jamie.” 
 
    When Jamie turned away Auntie spooned some powder into the orange juice and stirred it with a fork. Shortly there was no trace of the powder, and, another blessing of fresh juice, it hid the taste of the powder. 
 
    Within 20 minutes they were done and had a wonderful and tasty breakfast on a tray. Jamie took the tray and walked down the hallway to his bedroom. 
 
    “Jill? Honey?” he spoke in low tones, just loud enough to wake his wife. 
 
    Jill rolled over and then sat up. “For me?” 
 
    “Sweets for the sweet,” he said, placing the tray over her lap. 
 
    Jill felt like a million dollars. She was home, and she was rested, and she had a plan for taking control of Jamie. He was such a delight as a female, waiting on her, doing her bidding. She nibbled on bacon and smiled at him, and was wet under the covers. She was still horny from the night before, and this sense of power she was experiencing…it was too much. 
 
    “Good morning, Jillie,” Auntie poked her head in the doorway. 
 
    “Morning, Auntie.” 
 
    Auntie disappeared, and Jill considered how to handle the older woman. She was going to have to be considerate, Auntie had done all the work, after all, but she was going to have to be firm. 
 
    But first she had to find out what kind and how much of the hormones Jamie was taking. She didn’t want to upset the applecart, but she figured in a week she would have complete control, and then she could sit down and discuss Auntie’s future with her. A future maybe at some other relative’s house. 
 
    She drank the orange juice down, all of it, and didn’t notice anything unusual. 
 
    After breakfast Jamie took the tray away and she could hear him washing dishes in the kitchen. 
 
    Such a perfect husband. Even if he did leave her unsatisfied. 
 
    But that could be handled. She could adjust the hormone dosage, or choose other hormones. Maybe undo the testosterone blocker, maybe that would do it. 
 
    One way or another, she was going to fix Jamie, make him into a girl with a working dick, or…or maybe she would actually consider taking on a lover. 
 
    An hour later Jamie was doing the lawn in the backyard. He was wearing high heeled sandals and a bikini and working on his tan lines while he mowed. To watch him one would think he was listening to an iphone, or ipod. He would take a few steps, wiggle his hips, dance a little, and push some more. Back and forth, line after line. 
 
    Inside the house, watching through the sliding glass doors in the dining room, Jill and Charlotte sat at the large table. 
 
    “What kind of hormones do you have him on, Auntie?” 
 
    Auntie smiled. She knew exactly what Jill was asking. 
 
    “I just use some old remedies. You don’t need to bother yourself with that. I’ve got things well in hand.” 
 
    “Old remedies? Like progesterone? Some sort of testosterone blocker?” 
 
    “Oh, sort of like that. What would you like to do today?” 
 
    Jill was frustrated. Auntie wasn’t answering her, and she needed to know. She needed…and she blinked…and that was the last thing she knew. 
 
      
 
    “Jamie! Come here, please.” 
 
    Jamie stopped mowing and dancing and trotted across the lawn. Well, trotted as well as she was able in high heels. “What Auntie?” 
 
    “Jill went to sleep. Help me put her to bed.” 
 
    Jameson no longer had the benefit of male muscles, so it was a struggle, but he managed to drag Jill down the hallway and get her into bed. 
 
    “What’s wrong with her, Auntie? Will she be all right?” 
 
    Questions. Hunh! Auntie didn’t like questions. 
 
    “She’s just tired. She worked hard in Chicago and she needs some rest.” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    “Shhh,” Auntie cut him off. “You are doing a wonderful job on the lawn. You need to think about the lawn.” 
 
    Jamie blinked, and his eyes grew bigger. When Auntie commanded he felt compelled to listen. 
 
    “Okay, Auntie,” he turned around and, her commands impacting on him, walked vacantly back to the lawn. 
 
    Interestingly, he felt a twinge inside, and that twinge stayed with him as he cut the lawn. His one night with Jill had loosened something in him, made him remember, and he struggled to remember. It was a fight between the real him and the drugs in his system. 
 
      
 
    In the house Auntie set up her iphone. She spoke into it: 
 
      
 
    I love Auntie 
 
    I love Jamie 
 
    Auntie is doing so well with Jamie 
 
    I shouldn’t interfere with Auntie 
 
    I should do what Auntie wants 
 
    Auntie knows best 
 
    Auntie will take care of Jamie’s vitamins 
 
    I trust Auntie 
 
    I won’t bother Auntie with questions 
 
    I’m a young girl and Auntie knows better 
 
    I need to be polite to Auntie 
 
    I love Auntie 
 
    I love Jamie 
 
      
 
    Then she looped the recording and set it to play next to Jill’s ear. Again and again and again. 
 
    Jill slumbered peacefully, and her mind accepted all the commands given it. It had to…for in the orange juice had been a heaping helping of Rohypnol. 
 
    Jamie finished the lawn, cleaned the windows, vacuumed, and in between she prepared meals and took care of any little things Auntie might have for her. Like doing Auntie’s lingerie by hand. Or polishing Auntie’s high heels. Or brushing Auntie’s hair gently and lovingly. Or doing Auntie’s nails. Or…and so on. 
 
      
 
    Jill awoke the next morning. For having slept almost 24 hours she was not fresh and rested. She was bleary and stumbly and had trouble focusing. 
 
    How weird, she thought, that I can’t seem to think right. 
 
    “Time for breakfast, Jillie.” 
 
    But this time there was no breakfast in bed. Now there were two people making breakfast while Auntie Charlotte sat at the table and read the paper and occasionally inspected them over the rims of her glasses. 
 
    Jamey placed the plate before Auntie, and Jill stood next to the table. She was trying to remember something, but couldn’t remember what it was. She couldn’t remember to remember…she couldn’t… 
 
    “This is delicious, Jill.” 
 
    Jill, blank-eyed, smiled vacantly. “Thank you, Auntie.” 
 
    “Jamie, it’s time to mow the front lawn today.” 
 
    “Yes, Auntie.” 
 
    “You may eat a hard boiled egg and a piece of toast, then go out and do the lawn.” 
 
    “Yes, Auntie.” 
 
    “And Jill.” 
 
    “Yes, Auntie.” 
 
    “You need to polish the silverware.” 
 
    “Yes, Auntie.” 
 
    “So eat a  hard boiled egg and a piece of toast, and then get to it.” 
 
    “Yes, Auntie.” 
 
    Neither of them began moving, however, until after Auntie was done with breakfast. Then they quickly washed the dishes. Standing there, side by side, Jamie washing and Jill drying, engaged in a common, reassuring ritual, Jill again tried to think, to remember. But couldn’t. 
 
    Shortly after, she was polishing the old silverware her grandmother had left her. She polished, and she smelled the polishing compound, and she tried to remember. 
 
    Jamie was outside, wearing garters and a dress, high heels and full make up, and pushing the lawn mower. He had been under Auntie’s ministrations longer, and he didn’t try to remember. 
 
    Inside, Jill tried and tried. The smell of the polishing compound reminded her of a previous life. A life where she almost never polished the stupid spoons and forks. 
 
    And so the day went, chores, with Jamie working as if sleepwalking, and Jill trying desperately not to sleepwalk, to remember those…things…those elusive things that…that…what? 
 
    Dinner. Prepared by Jamie and Jill while Auntie watched. 
 
    And the milk.  
 
    Jill watched as Auntie prepared the milk. 
 
    And Auntie wasn’t careful, and Jill saw her put the powder into the milk. And she remembered something. 
 
    Rohypnol. Auntie had told her she was using Rohypnol on Jamie. But the drug was being put into both glasses. 
 
    So Auntie was drugging her, too! 
 
    Except, she didn’t care. And she knew that the drugs were making her not care. And she didn’t care about that either. 
 
    So she ate dinner, and she looked at the tall glass of milk, and something in her told her not to drink it, but Auntie told her it was good for her, and she so wanted to please Auntie. 
 
    So she picked up the glass of milk, and she was aware of Auntie watching her, and she had the thought: if I drink this it’s all over. If I drink this I’ll go to bed and I’ll wake up like Jamie. I’ll wake up vacant, not there, a slave to Auntie Charlotte. If I drink this I might as well be dead. 
 
    But the drugs made her not care, not even about being dead, and she tilted the glass and drank it. 
 
    “Wipe your little, white mustache off, dear,” suggested Auntie Charlotte. 
 
    Dutifully, feeling an odd, sinking sensation somewhere deep within, the knowledge that her soul was departing, Jill put the glass down and wiped away the line of milk on her upper lip. 
 
    Across the table Jamie smiled at her vacantly. 
 
    Everything was fine with Jamie. And soon it would be with her, too.


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER TEN 
 
      
 
    Jill struggled for her life. She had thoughts deep inside, under the complacent motions of doing the dishes.              She told herself she had to resist, even though everything in her seemed to not want to resist. 
 
    After dinner and the dishes were cleaned auntie said, “It’s bed time, children.” 
 
    So Jamie and Jill dutifully made their way down the hall. They undressed, then got into their bed clothes. They lay down in bed, and they faced each other. 
 
    Jamie kissed her. Perfunctory. A ritual left over from when he had a mind. He started at her, a vacant mind waiting for sleep.  
 
    She stared at him. 
 
    That was her…as soon as tomorrow morning. 
 
    That was her, after a night of listening to whatever commands Auntie would give her. 
 
    A vacant, mindless automaton. Following directions and doing as she was told. Never to question. Never to go out and run in the wind, drive fast, enjoy a hamburger, listen to the Beach Boys with the top down. 
 
    Never to have her breasts suckled until she squirmed and squeezed out an orgasm. 
 
    Never to be diddled until she screamed with delight. 
 
    Just a vacant, day after day routine of servitude. 
 
    These thoughts went through Jill’s head. They weren’t protesting thoughts, they were accepting thoughts. They were the new reality. 
 
    She heard Auntie walking down the hall. The bathroom door closed. 
 
    Auntie would take off her clothes, pour a hot bath, then sit and soak. It was what Auntie always did. 
 
    Auntie liked her pleasure. 
 
    Tomorrow Jill and Jameson would probably be working over that stolid, old body. Massaging it. Fetching Auntie lemonade and polishing her shoes. Doing her lingerie by hand, and happy as kittens that had been neutered. 
 
    And in her calm, peaceful, non-protesting mind Jill had a thought: I have to do something. Before Auntie comes in and reinforces the Rohypnol with commands. Before she tells me what to do for the rest of my life. Before I lose my soul. 
 
    She imagined Auntie getting into the tub. Listening to the soft, soothing sounds of the little radio. She imagined the old girl soaping her breasts, content with a world that served her, no matter what it did to her family. 
 
    Jill found herself standing on her feet. 
 
    Jamie’s eyes were half closed now, and he didn’t notice. 
 
    Jill walked to the door, opened it and walked down the hall. Her bare feet feeling the hardwood. Aware that she was breathing, but not enjoying it, and there was something…there had to be something she could do. 
 
    She stopped in front of the bathroom. She heard Auntie talking to herself. She heard the radio singing soft songs. Love songs from another era. Love, as she stamped out the love of life in her own relatives. 
 
    Jill opened the door. 
 
    Auntie was in the tub, her back to Jill. She was holding one breast and soaping it. She held it and rubbed the soap over it, tickling her nipple, and talking. “You’ve served me well, old girl. But there’s no more milk in you. What will I do? What will I do?” 
 
    At the the end of the bathroom was the sink, and the radio crooned from the edge of the sink. 
 
    “I’ll love you ’til the poets run out of rhyme,” Nat King Cole crooned. The smooth, velvet voice that sank low and throbbed the pussy. 
 
    Except that Jill’s pussy would never throb again. It was doomed to lay fallow, never experience the joy of being penetrated. Never feel the love of a man. Or even a dildo. Robots didn’t feel such things, she knew. 
 
    Suddenly, maybe it was the change of air pressure, maybe a subtle draft that Jill was incapable of feeling, Auntie looked around. 
 
    “Jillie!” 
 
    She was surprised. Jill was supposed to be in bed. Jill was supposed to be asleep, and waiting for the iphone commands to make her life right and proper. 
 
    “Auntie…” Jill said, softly. 
 
    “What is it, child. Come speak to me.” 
 
    Jill walked forward, she stopped next to the tub. On her right Nat King Cole dirged on… 
 
    “Until the Twelfth of Never and that’s a long, long—“ 
 
    Auntie stared up at her, Jill looked down. 
 
    Auntie opened her mouth to speak, and Jill swept the radio off the sink with her right hand. 
 
    What Nat King Cole had been about to say, his final word, was lost in crackle and static. Smoke arose, the lights in the house blinked, and Auntie did a strange, macabre dance. 
 
    Then Jill turned around, not feeling anything, just knowing that she had done something right, and walked out of the bathroom. 
 
    Down the hall she walked. Slowly, dutifully. She entered her bedroom and got into bed. 
 
    Jamie was asleep. He snored lightly, happy in his vacantness. For Jamie life was good. 
 
    But, then, for Jill life was good. And tomorrow she would wake up and feel shock and horror at the death of her Auntie. Funny, how she was dull and complacent, about as alive as a cow, and under all that stillness was the hint of shock and horror. But tomorrow the shock and horror would be on top, and the calm would be hidden underneath, watching as she cried and carried on and convinced the police that it was all a terrible, horrible accident. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    Six months later—Jill sat at the dining room table and stared out the window. She was writing on a notepad, and Jamie was outside, wearing heels and lingerie and pushing the lawnmower.  
 
    She didn’t make him dress up all the way these days, unless it was her birthday, or his, or some other special occasion. 
 
    But she knew he enjoyed doing a little cross dressing while he did his chores. 
 
    She pursed her lips and stared at the beautiful sky, the clouds, the birds in the trees. She knew she had come awfully close to losing all that. Real close. 
 
    She had managed to fool the police that awful day, but it had taken her six months to really get the drugs out of her system. 
 
    Fortunately, work had given her some compassionate leave, death in the family and all that, and Jill had recovered enough to do a little work, get by, and let life reassert itself. 
 
    Jamie, of course, was another problem. 
 
    It had taken Jamie longer to kick the drugs, and he hadn’t quite come to himself before Jill decided he should stay on them. He just seemed happier with somebody else in charge of him, and he did so enjoy his little cross dressing. 
 
    Of course she didn’t give him the full dose of drugs that Auntie had given to him, just enough to keep him pleasantly dazed. 
 
    He was wonderfully compliant, considerate, and he even had a bit of character showing through. 
 
    And he was happier. But then some people are. Some people need to be given directions and told what to do. It just makes them happier when they don’t have to think for themselves. 
 
    Jill was hoping that with a little time he could be kept in his happy state, and yet be able to resume his career as a technical writer. It would just be roses if she could give up her job and let Jamie do all the work. And the housework and the fixing of meals and everything. And help her put her make up and help her get dressed. 
 
    Too bad his dick was still so small. 
 
    But, then, there were a lot of dicks in the sea, and there was no reason she should limit herself. 
 
    She looked at the notepad she was writing in. ‘Room for rent. pleasant neighborhood. Call…’ 
 
    Yes, get somebody to rent a room, somebody with money, or the ability to earn money while a little dazed and confused. There were a lot of people like that in the world, what was one more, eh? 
 
    Suddenly Jamie opened the sliding door and entered the room. “I’m done,” he pronounced happily. 
 
    No. He wasn’t all the way back, and probably never wold be. He was more useful with that half vacant smile and his cheerful ability to follow directions. 
 
    “Go cleanup, Jamie, then fix dinner.” 
 
    “Yes, Jillie,” and he started to walk down the hall. 
 
    “And, Jamie…” 
 
    “Yes, Jill?” 
 
    “Why don’t you dress up for dinner. A nice dress, the black one, and full make up.  And pearls. The works.” 
 
    “Oh, goodie.” He clapped his hands and went to get ready. 
 
    Jill smiled and finished writing, then she picked up her phone. Time to post the ad. 
 
      
 
    End
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    Grace Mansfield is from the Smokey Mountains of Tennessee. She was married and has a child. Her husband being a ‘cheating bastard,’ 
(her words) she took his truck, left her baby with her grandmother, and drove to Texas. Then Montana. Then several other states, before landing in Los Angeles. 
 
    She has worked as a stenographer, a court reporter for a small newspaper and a photographer for the LA Times. 
 
    Tired of all the lies involved in ‘real’ reporting, she tried her hand at escorting, and was a raving success. Except she didn’t like it. But she did meet Alyce Thorndyke, with whom she fashioned a strong friendship, and was introduced to Joe Gropper. 
 
    Currently she is a gym addict, trying to fix years of abuse, and working on her novels.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    A Note from the Author! 
 
      
 
    I hope you liked my little tale of Auntie, Jill and Jamie. 
 
    And if you did, please take a moment to rate me five stars. 
 
    That helps support my writing, 
 
    and lets me know which direction I should take 
 
    for further books. 
 
      
 
    Thank you 
 
      
 
    Grace


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    My Husband’s Funny Breasts ~ A full length novel of fantastic female domination (35,000 words) from Grace Mansfield! 
 
      
 
    Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why. 
 
      
 
    This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, gender transformation, pegging and breast growth. 
 
      
 
    All books are available on Kindle or paperback.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    The Emasculation Project ~ A full length novel of forced femme.(30,000 words) from Grace Mansfield! 
 
      
 
    Jameson is a manly man with a secret, he likes to cross dress a little. One day his Aunt catches him, and decides that the only cure is to give Jamie what he wants. Now Jamie is becoming a BIG cross dresser. Unfortunately, his wife isn’t in agreement, and she and Aunt Charlotte are about to fight over Jamie. 
 
      
 
    This book has female domination, feminized submissive, hypnosis, forced transgender.  
 
      
 
    All books are available on Kindle or paperback.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    I Changed My Husband into a Woman ~ A full length novel of fantastic female domination! (30,000 words) from Grace Mansfield! 
 
      
 
    Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time. 
 
      
 
    This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, breast growth, pegging and erotic humiliation. 
 
      
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    The Broken Man ~ a full length novel of unbridled female domination. (50,000 words) from Alyce Thorndyke! 
 
      
 
    Kyle Talon loves his wife, and he’ll do anything for her, including getting into the trunk of a car driven by a beautiful woman. What Kyle doesn’t know is that the beautiful woman is taking him to a ranch where men are subjected to unbelievable perversion…and they all love it. All except Kyle. Kyle still loves his wife. Silly man. 
 
      
 
    This book has bondage, female supremacy, male chastity training and ereotic punishment. 
 
      
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    Breaking Jack ~ a full length novel of heart stopping female domination! (40,000 words) from Alyce Thorndyke! 
 
      
 
    Jack Windsor has been a bad boy...he cheated on his wife. April is not a forgiving lady, and she has enlisted all her friends on Facebook to help correct Jack's behavior. Things are about to get tough for Jack...but then, shouldn't they? 
 
      
 
    This book has female domination, male submissive, bondage, erotic punishment , chastity and denial. 
 
      
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    Monastery of Broken Men ~ a full length novel of incredible female domination (35,000 words) from Alyce Thorndyke! 
 
      
 
    Three men, Judd, Ralph and Jerry, are kidnapped and taken to a remote monastery deep in the Amazon. They are chained, beaten, and...broken. 
 
    Three men, and a thousand, horny women. Three men and a singular realization driving all: God is a woman. 
 
      
 
    This book has gynarchy, female domination male submissive, bondage, erotic punishment, chastity and denial. 
 
      
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    Ship of Broken Men ~  An amazing saga of female domination~ (35,000 words) from Alyce Thorndyke! 
 
      
 
    The Amazons are back. They are smarter, more beautiful, and they have a plan. 100 men have been selected to be broken. 100 men, and it’s just the start.  
 
    The men will be beaten, broken, and made to serve. And, in the end,  they will love it. 
 
      
 
    This book has female domination, submissive men, bondage, chastity device, pegging and power exchange. 
 
      
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    The Horny Wizard of Oz ~ Here it is, from Alyce Thorndyke, the raunchiest, funniest, sexiest satire ever! 
 
    Munchers: tall enough to eat pussy. 
 
    The Scarecrow: a pole up his ass. 
 
    Tin Man: a walking, talking dildo if ever there was one. 
 
    The Wizard, stealing all the dicks in Oz. 
 
    What? What the heck does the Wizard need all those dicks for? 
 
    A big titted, strutting sexpot from Kansas is determined to find out, and Oz will never be the same! 
 
      
 
      
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    The Lusty Land of Oz ~ Here it is, from Alyce Thorndyke, the raunchiest, funniest, sexiest sequel to the  raunchiest, funniest, sexiest satire ever! 
 
    The Lusty Land of Oz picks up where The Horny Wizard of Oz left off, but with the introduction of Tip, a well endowed young man forced into the 'service' of Mombi, the meanest Witch in Oz. 
 
    Off Tip goes, on a mad romp through a perverted land, picking up strangers with stranger appendages, a step ahead of Mombi, and always trying to figure out why he just...can't...uh...you know? 
 
      
 
    You want fun? You want more diddling than a diddler can diddle? It's The Lusty Land of Oz for you! 
 
      
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    SIX ALYCE THORNDYKE STORIES IN ONE VOLUME 
 
    A mammoth collection of wet and dripping horniness! 
 
      
 
    WOMAN ON TOP! 
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    Woman on Top is so good it has been banned by Amazon. 
 
    It is available on Smashwords. 
 
      
 
    Details of Woman on Top on Next Page…


 
   
  
 



 
 
    The following six stories are included in 
 
      
 
    Woman on Top 
 
      
 
    WHEN BEING BAD IS GOOD 
 
    Scarlett Johnson learns that sometimes there are good reasons for being bad. 
 
    DR. FRANKENDICK 
 
    Jane Monroe is betrayed by her boyfriend and kidnapped by a mad doctor, but the day is just starting. 
 
    SPIRIT LOVE 
 
    FBI SpecialAgent Annie Emerson has just arrested a serial rapist…oops, wrong one. 
 
    THUMB RIDERS 
 
    Tim and Rhonda were living the good life…until a sex starved monster home invades and decides to change Tim into…a girl? 
 
    THE KIND OF LOVE THAT HURTS 
 
    Sandra O is tied up and prepped for rape, but her rapist, Billy Joe Wiggins, is about to find out the price of love. 
 
    FUTANARI: THE WORLD OF SEX 
 
    Sex is bad, a way for men and women to hurt each other…until the first Futanari is born. 
 
      
 
    This book has weird sex, women taking charge, sex change, hormones, domination, submission, and just about everything else imaginable. 
 
    Woman on Top is so good it has been banned by Amazon. 
 
    It is available on Smashwords.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    GROPPER PRESS 
 
      
 
    Gropper Press Mission Statement ~ What drives us.  
 
    First, to get your hand in your pants. There is nothing wrong with sex, and anybody who says there is has never had their hand in their pants. 
 
    Second, to get your hand in somebody else’s pants. Yeah, baby. 
 
    Third, to be different from all the same old, same old corporate style writers/publishing houses out there. Smut should be written by perverts, not corporate style bozos doing it just for the money. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    More Gropper Press novels 
 
    coming soon.


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    If you liked 
 
    ‘The Emasculation Project,’ 
 
    you will really love 
 
      
 
    ‘Her Husband’s Funny Breasts’ 
 
    It’s not so funny when 
 
    it’s happening to you! 
 
      
 
    A full length novel by Grace Mansfield 
 
      
 
    Here is an excerpt… 
 
      
 
    He was a beautiful man. A good provider. He had worked his finger to the bone to get her through medical school. He was top notch in the technical writer field. He helped her clean the house and fix the meals…he bent over backwards to be a good husband. 
 
    But he was a soft person. Soft speaking. Soft laughing. Always concerned with other people. What could have happened to him? 
 
    She went to the kitchen and picked up a sponge and a paper towel. She returned to him and washed the lipstick off his face, dried his face. She started to take off the wig, then stopped. 
 
    He had kept talking about pain, and the specific pain was in his chest. She had noticed his nipples looked a bit swollen before she left, and she had even been a little concerned. Maybe she should look at them right now, while he was asleep. 
 
    Carefully, she undid his clothes. She reached behind him and managed to unclasp the bra. She pulled the bra off, and picked up the water balloon condoms, and she froze. Her eyes opened. Her mind stopped. 
 
    Her husband had very small boobs. 
 
    Boobs. 
 
    Tits. 
 
    Mammary glands. 
 
    Baby nursers. 
 
    Mounds that felt good but sometimes got in the way. 
 
    If you ran, and you had big boobs, you had to wear a special bra, or bind them in some way. 
 
    If you had really big boobs you might suffer back pains. 
 
    The nipples could be extra sensitive—and she thought about how he had complained they were so sensitive that they hurt. Well, of course. He hadn’t had boobs last week, Not even two days ago. So he had gone through some kind of puberty, he had developed, was developing, breasts, and all within two days. It might take months for a young girl to properly develop, and nipples could be irritated, and your chest hurt, and…and he had gone through all that in two days. Several months compressed into two days. No wonder he complained of the pain. 
 
    For a long moment she stared at her husband’s budding breasts. Her mind blank, trying to figure this out. Then she knew she needed help. She went to her purse and pulled out her cell phone. She hit a number and waited. It was answered. 
 
    “I need help. Right now. Please come to my house.” 
 
    A startled response, then she hung up. 
 
    She stood in the middle of the living room, staring at her poor, addled, abused husband, wondering what she could do for him. Terribly concerned, and determined to get to the bottom of it all. 
 
      
 
      
 
    This has been an excerpt from 
 
    Her Husband’s Funny Breasts 
 
    Read it on kindle or paperback 
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