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PART ONE

“Jimmy?”

I didn’t answer. I never answered Shannon. She was my sister. She was a brat. 18 years old and still a brat. Always had been, always would be.

“Jimmy?”

I could hear her walking down the hall. I hoped she would just walk on past my room.

“Jimmy?” She opened my door.

“Go away,” I said. I had scored a copy of ‘Watchmen,’ and I was deep into it.

She stood in the doorway, one hand on my door handle and glared at me. “You need to learn basic politeness.”

“What? Come when called? Like a dog? Go away.”

“Okay, I’ll go away, but I’m gonna show the world what’s on the security cam.”

I looked up, puzzled. “What?”

“You prancing around in one of Mom’s dresses. I think the world would like to see what my big brother does when he’s home alone.”

“What?” My voice rose a few decibels, and went to a higher pitch, and I found myself standing up. And sweating. Profusely.

“You look really cute in that purple dress of hers, but you are so clumsy in those high heels.”

“What are you…you’re just…” I blathered, my mind suddenly turning over and over, totally panicked, totally caught.

“Don’t believe me? Come see.”

She turned around and walked back to her room. I was out the door like a shot, walking right behind her, trying to convince myself that this wasn’t real, that this hadn’t happened.

“I don’t know why,” she tossed back at me. “I was just intending to erase the tapes, but I started looking at them. Last Thursday, 2:19 in the afternoon. Mom was at her club, I was at cheerleader practice. You walked across the living room. At first I thought it was an intruder. Then I thought it might be one of my friends, except that the intruder was so ugly. Then I thought it might be one of your friends. I figured maybe Todd was a pervert. Imagine my surprise when you posed in front of the big mirror in the foyer and I saw your face.”

Shannon turned into her room, crossed to her computer, waved a hand at it, then sat on her bed. She had the smirkiest grin in the world on her face.

I looked at the screen, and a series of images flashed before my eyes.

Me, frozen in pose, in a dress, in the foyer.

The digital timer said 2:19.

My life was over.

I turned white and my heart fell with a thud.

I sat down. More collapsed down, in her chair. I rubbed the mouse and watched myself primping in front of the mirror. Under the dress I had on a bra. And a tummy shaper. And panties. And nylons. And I tottered on mother’s black heels.

I had thought I was graceful, but looking at the security footage I realized I wasn’t. I also realized that Shannon had me between a rock and a hard place.

“Well, brother dear. “What should we do about this?”

“Erase it. Delete it.”

“Oh, my,” she placed a hand on her cheek in mock horror, “somebody uploaded this to the cloud.”

“You didn’t.”

“And…maybe it’s on youtube, on a private channel, just waiting to go out and thrill the world. Jimmy Thompson. Transvestite. Or do you prefer crossdresser? Dressing up for the world to see.”

“You wouldn’t,” I whispered, terrified.

“How do you think Marsha would like it? Do you think she’d want to be your girlfriend? But, then, who knows…maybe she likes a swishier type of boy. I mean, big, masculine hunks can get so-o-o tiresome.”

“Shannon, you need to delete that video.” I wasn’t demanding, I was begging. And from the look of triumph on her face I knew I was about to reap the whirlwind.

“Now, shoo. Go downstairs and do the dishes. I have some important thinking to do.”

“Shannon…”

“I’m not kidding. It’s my day to do the dishes, and I don’t want to, so you shall do them. And anything else I ask you to do.”

“Shannon, you can’t…”

She stood up. She grinned at me. “Five, four, three, two…”

“Okay!” I walked out of the room. Walked rather quickly.

Downstairs I looked at the dishes. Shannon was lazy, she was supposed to do them after every meal, but here they were, lunch and breakfast piled high. Crusted. I was going to have to take a chisel to the dried egg and grease.

I sighed. I was dazed, and panicked, but I didn’t know what to do.

“Oh, Jimmy?” She yodeled sweetly from the upstairs.

I stepped into the living room and looked up.

She threw Mom’s high heels at me. They sailed through the air and I caught one and dropped the other.

“Best put those on. You want to be high enough to reach the sink, little girl.”

I glared at her and she laughed.

“And better wear an apron. Mom’s pink one is perfect for you. Ta ta.” She whirled around to back into her room.

I looked at the shoes. No way I was going to—

But she hadn’t gone back in her room. She called down: “And, Jimmy, dear girl, I’ll be down in five, and if you’re not in proper attire I will press the return key on my computer. You do know what that means…don’t you?”

She giggled, turned and flipped her pony tail at me, and was gone.

I sat down on the end of the couch and took off my shoes. My comfortable athletic shoes. I put on the high heels.

I stood up, my calves stretching, and I felt the familiar thrill in my groin.

Women’s clothes. Me. Hard on. It was a firm equation, one I could never escape from.

I had been cross dressing for years. In the privacy of my own room, whenever nobody was in the house.

But I had gotten so excited, wearing full garb, everything had been in the hamper, all my favorite clothes, that I couldn’t resist going downstairs and looking at myself. I had sauntered down the stairs, sashayed across the living room, and posed in front of the mirror.

God, it felt good. My boner was ruining the line of the dress, even through the tummy shaper, and I sashayed back across the living room, sauntered up the stairs, and dashed down the hall and threw myself on the bed and beat on my cock until it spurted, which had taken mere seconds.

Damn! It felt so good! And I wanted to do it again, every day, but opportunities only came every few weeks. And now…now I was caught.

I stood at the sink and used the the scouring pad on dried egg. I near scalded my hands with hot water, and I did the stupid dishes.

“You know,” Shannon’s voice startled me, I was so lost in my self pity, and I whirled around. She was leaning against the door frame with her arms folded. “Those heels make your butt pooch out. Really quite sexy, seeing my big, strong brother with a girly ass.

“Stop it,” I whispered. My face was red.

“Oh, I am not only not going to stop it, we are going further. Leave those dishes and come with me.”

She turned and left. I took off the apron and followed her. I was clumsy in high heels, but I could feel my hard one surging. Walking in heels really did it to me.

God, I was so normal in every other way, I played sports, had friends, didn’t like my sister, but then I had this one, little problem. I liked wearing dresses.

Shannon walked up the stairs, me behind her, down the hall and into…Mom’s room? What the…

I entered my mother’s bedroom and Shannon tossed something at me. “Put it on.”

It was a bra.

“No,” but my voice hardly carried.

“Yes,” she threw back at me, rummaging through Mom’s hamper. Fuck. It was the end of the week, time for laundry, and her hamper was filled with delicious things.

“No!” I sounded like death.

She chanted: “press return and start the game, see my brother’s red-faced shame…la la la!”

Oh, God. I took off my shirt and put on the bra.

“Ooooh, Jimmy has such a manly chest.” She rolled up a few pairs of nylons and put them in my cups.

“Ooooh, Jimmy’s stacked!”

She turned me around and looked at me, then she went to the hamper and pulled out dirty underwear. “Here you go, big boy.”

She held my mother’s underwear up. There were stains in the crotch. Oh, God! disgusting!”

Shannon saw the look on my face and laughed. “Take a sniff, Jimmy boy. Jimmy girl.” She tossed the undies to me and I caught them.

I looked at the stain and wrinkled my nose.

She  stepped over to me and pushed the underwear into my face. I was forced to inhale my mother’s most personal aroma.

It was disgusting…and yet my cock was suddenly rock hard.

And Shannon noticed. She just felt my heat, I guess, and she looked down and stared, then started laughing.

More chanting: “Jimmy’s got a boner! Jimmy’s got a boner!”

“Please stop,” I whispered.

“Take off your pants and put on mother’s panties.”

I protested, but the look in her eyes…I started to take off my pants. I stopped. “I can’t.”

“Why not?”

“I’ve got a…I’ve got a …”

“I know. A boner. We’ve already established that. So take off your pants, and underwear, and let me see, and then put on Mom’s panties. Her deliciously soiled panties.”

“I…I…”

“Heysoos, wimp. I’ve seen a dick before, and I know you’ve got one, so take off your clothes and get dressed!”

Slowly, my heart feeling crushed, I slid my pants off.

She watched bemused.

I took my underpants off. I risked a look at her. She was grinning.

My dick was hard and throbbing, bouncing uncontrollably.

“Man, you really get off on this, don’t you.”

I didn’t say anything. I pulled on Mom’s panties. Now in a hurry to cover myself up I stood there, totally embarrassed, so red I could have passed for a fire engine. I imagined my mother’s juices touching my groin area. And my dick…it throbbed even harder.

“You’re leaking.”

I looked down. I was so horny I was leaking pre-cum. There was a big wet spot on Mom’s panties.

Shannon laughed, then dug through the hamper and threw more things at me. “Put these on. And hurry.”

I didn’t hurry, but I did pull on a slip. Then garters. Then the dreaded purple dress. Then she made me put on the high heels again. I stood there, ashamed and humiliated.

“Go to the downstairs foyer and look at yourself in the mirror.”

I walked out of her room, down the stairs, and across to the big mirror. I stared at myself.

I was crying. Little tears just filling my eyes.

I turned and looked to where Shannon was standing at the upstairs railing. “Can I get back into my clothes now?”

“Ha and double ha,” she chirped, then she threw something at me. It was gold, glittered like a coin, and it flipped through the air. I caught it, looked at it, and gasped.

Lipstick.

“Look in the mirror and put it on.”

I felt paralyzed, yet I managed to move. I stumbled over to the mirror, faced it, and studied my face.

My boy face. Not rugged, not enough life for that, and lipstick…it would do things to me. It would change my face, and I was afraid it would even change the way I felt about myself.

And my dick. My throbbing, pulsing, rock hard dick, it liked the idea.

I turned the base of the lipstick, held it to my lips. I rolled it on. I could taste waxy stuff. I stared at my lips in fascination. I couldn’t move. I just stood there and stared at my face. My kissy face.

“Hey!”

I turned, “Put this on.”

She threw a wig at me. It was a cheap wig, she had bought it for Halloween, and I caught it.

I stared at her.

She stared at me. Triumphant.

I turned to the mirror and put the wig on.

“Stand back. See your whole self.”

I stepped back. I actually looked like a woman. Oh, I had some face angles, and my shoulders were a bit too wide. But I was…feminine.

“Strike a pose,” she called down.

So I did. I imitated a model and struck a pose, and another one, and another one.             

I was shaking with humiliation, yet some part of me…the dick part of me…was enjoying this. I had never been harder. I was leaking. And, suddenly, I was spurting.

“Oh, fuck!” I put my hands down to my groin and bent a little bit. White hot pleasure flooded through me.

“Oh, you didn’t…” She was whispering, but I heard her. Instinctively I turned in the direction of the living room, and she had a full view of me. I straightened up and looked down. Semen had gone right through my panties and dress, a big white glob formed in my crotch, and I looked down at it. I had actually had an orgasm! I had…suddenly I looked up. Some intuition, some sixth sense.

Shannon was clicking pictures with her camera. The good camera with the telephoto lens. She had been clicking all this time, catching me putting on lipstick, posing, and now cumming.

“Oh!” I yelled, and I ran across the living room. And tripped and fell. And kicked off the high heels and ran. I ran up the stairs.

She was in her room, the door was locked.

I turned the knob It wouldn’t turn.

So I just muscled it. I turned hard and just popped the lock. I opened the door.

Shannon was standing next to her computer. Triumphant. I could see her monitor, and I watched pictures of me zoom through. Click, click, click. Me in a dress. Me in lipstick. Me standing up and looking down at my cum seeping through the dress. White on purple is very vivid.

“No,” I said, aghast.

“Yes,” she said, and laughed.

“You can’t do this to me!” I started crying.

She patted my cheek and simply said, “Dry up, girly boy, you need to finish the dishes. Then you need to do all the laundry in the house.”

“What? But that’s your job!”

“Not any more. Furthermore, you better hurry. You have to stay dressed up until the final load, Mom’s load, then you can take your clothes off and put them in the laundry. Mom should be home by then, so you’d better hurry.”

My mouth opened. Three loads. Mine, hers, and Mom’s. Maybe I could fit both hers and mine into the same load, and then Mom’s…I looked at the clock. Oh, shit! I wasn’t going to make it!

Shannon laughed as I grabbed her hamper and ran out of the room. I grabbed my hamper from my room, I ran downstairs, a hamper in each hand. I almost broke my ankles, running in those stupid high heels. Forgotten was my boner (though, I have to admit, my boner didn’t forget me. It was back, and it was struggling, and I had just cum, but…)

I packed the clothes in the washing machine and started it up.

Whew. That was…oh, the dishes!

I ran back to the kitchen, put my apron back on and started scrubbing madly.

I managed to finish the dishes by the time the washing cycle was done. I ran to the garage, put some of the clothes in the dryer, left the others to be hung out to dry.

I ran upstairs. Shannon was listening to her headphones, but I heard her giggle when I sprinted past her room. I ran back down the stairs, I think I was getting better at running in high heels, and headed for the garage, and I made a fatal error.

I had to hang some 20 dresses and shirts and things on the outside line. Didn’t want them shrinking. I could have taken my clothes off and put them in the washing machine and started it up, and I would have been out of the dress and underthings. Instead, I guess I didn’t want to go out back naked, I ran out back in Mom’s clothes and started hanging things up.

I threw them over the line, a little sloppy, but I was in a hurry, and I put the last dress over the line when…

“Jimmy? Is that you?”

Stunned, I turned. Mrs. Mackie. Mom’s close friend, her chat partner, her hen party gal, was looking over the fence.

Oh…oh…oh…what to do? She would tell Mom.

But there was nothing I could do.

“Hi, Mrs. Mackie. I’m going to a costume party.”

She didn’t believe me. Her face was surprised, and then it was smirking. “Sure you are.” Then her face dropped out of sight. As I ran back into the garage I heard her laughing.

I put Mom’s clothes into the washing machine, started taking my clothes off, and froze.

The car! Mom was home!

I ripped the rest of my clothes off, threw a bunch of soap into the washing machine…

Her car door slammed.

Started the cycle.

Click, click, click. I could hear Mom’s high heels on the walkway next to the garage.

I ran, now free of the dreaded heels. I heard the door open, but I was at the bottom of the steps.

“Hi, Shannon, Jimmy. I’m home!”

She turned to shut the door and I sprinted up the stairs. I set a world’s record for short dashes, going up stairs naked.

Click, the door shut.

I literally dove for the end of the hallway.

“Wha…?”

I heard her, knew she had seen a flash of my body, then I was out of sight.

“Jimmy?”

I started to poke my head around the corner, and realized I was wearing lipstick. I wiped my face frantically, then stuck my head out. “Hi, mom.”

“Uh, hi.”

Then I was gone, she was left to to wonder whether I was daft or not, and Shannon, who had come to her door to watch, was laughing.

“How was work, Mom?”

My mother is a knock out. Just under forty, and with a mature woman’s body, including large bosoms, and a face that was unlined and, I hate to say it, she’s my own mother…sexy.

She also keeps her hair long, another sexy thing, and because she’s in real estate she is always wearing sexy, body hugging outfits and her make up is perfect.

She looked at Shannon, who would eventually be as sexy as Mom, I hate to admit that, too, and said, “I actually made two sales, and I may have some big news coming up.”

“What kind of news?” I asked.

“Well, I’m not sure, it’s still in the grapevine, but rumor has it we’re going to hold a convention in the Caribbean.

“Wow,”

“Do I get to go?” asked Shannon.

“Not a chance, young lady,” she grinned at us. “But, you might have the house to yourselves for a couple of weeks.”

“Oh, goody,” Shannon clapped her hands and looked at me, and I knew exactly what was in her mind. And she knew what I was thinking and grinned an evil grin.

“Which brings me to sad news.”

“What’s that?” I asked.

“Well, Shannon managed to get her chores done today, but yours…you didn’t cut the lawn or anything.”

Of course I didn’t. I was busy doing Shannon’s work for her. I wanted to say something, to defend myself, but there was nothing I could say.

“Jimmy, you’re older than her, and you should be taking charge, making sure things get done.”

“Sorry, Mom. I’ll get everything done tomorrow.”

Dinner went on. It was Mom’s favorite time of the day, when she got to connect with us. Being a single mom wasn’t easy, but she was doing it, and I knew that Shannon and I were lucky.

Then, while I was wool gathering, Shannon said something. I didn’t catch it, but I knew it was something important. “What was that?” I asked quickly.

Mom was staring at Shannon, her lips twisted in a quirky smile.

“I just asked Mom if you would make a cute girl.”

Mom looked at me, a grin on her face. “Well, Jimmy, what do you have to say to that?”

“I…that’s ridiculous. I’m a guy.”

Shannon slid her chair a little towards Mom and faced me, put me in the spotlight. She framed her hands and looked at my face. “Yes. Long hair, a little make up to soften the edges…he’d make a fine sister.”

“Shannon…” Mom started.

But Shannon cut her off. “How come you didn’t give me a sweet sister, instead of a knucklehead jock?”

Mom laughed. “What’s gotten into you.”

Shannon folded her arms and pouted. “I just realized that I would like a sister. A beautiful sister. To share things with, to do things with.”

Mom shook her head. “Well, my loony tune little daughter. I think you’ve left your senses.”

“No, I haven’t. I want to make Jimmy into a girl. Can I do that?”

“I don’t think Jimmy would like that.”

“Oh, Jimmy would be fine with that.”

I thought Mom would be a little more emphatic, but she was just shrugging it off. I had to nip this in the bud. “No, I don’t think I would.”

“Yes, you would.”

Mom tilted her head, a little puzzled. Shannon had spoken with a certain degree of authority.

“No.”

“Yes.”

“Children…”

“Mom, do I have your permission to make Jimmy into my sister?”

Mom opened her mouth and shut it. She blinked. She was used to million dollar deals, but this was a little more intense.

“Mom, tell her no.”

“Quiet, little boy,” then she turned to Mom. “Mother, if you let me turn him into a girl I will make sure he gets all his chores done.”

“Hey!”

“Furthermore, he will be polite, well mannered, and I’ll even teach him how to fix dinner.”

Now Mom grinned. “You’ll make him fix dinner?”

“No!” I yelled.

“Quiet down, James.” She only called me James when she wanted to make a point.

“I can’t believe you’re considering this. I can’t wear dresses and things! What would everybody think? What about my friends! I won’t have any, and they’ll all laugh at me!”

“Just around the house. And I promise to make him do his chores and fix dinner and anything else you want him to do.”

Mom looked at me. She was actually thinking about it!

“Mom! You can’t do this. She’s my enemy. She’ll do mean and wicked things to me.”

“How long do you want him to be a girl?”

“No! No, no, no!”

“Summer vacation starts in a week. I want him to be a girl for the whole summer.”

“Well, that’s a little…”

“I will give him one day off to be all manly and everything. He can wear his smelly jockstrap and scratch under his arms and everything. But the rest of the time, he has to do what I say. Wear what I say, and…” she smiled… “You will have the most delicious dinners waiting for you, and a clean house, every, single day!”

“DONE!” Mom cried.

My face was pale, my eyes were horrified, my jaw was dropped. “Mom…that’s child abuse.”

Shannon countered: “And what you’ve been doing, not doing your chores and all, is ‘Mother Abuse.’

“Has not! And—“

Mom raised her hand. “Hold it…”

We both looked at her.

“You can have Jimmy from when I leave work till when I get home. You will be in charge.” She looked warningly at Shannon. “And you’d better be responsible.”

“I will,” Shannon promised, all innocent.

“I don’t want Jimmy abused, I just want him responsible.”

“Mom…” my voice actually croaked.

“As for you, young man, you do everything she says. If I am pleased at the end of the day you can be a man at night. And if I am pleased all week you can have the weekend off.” Then she said that stupid line that the Pharaoh in that old Ten Commandments movie said, “So shall it be written…so shall it be true.”

Shannon yelped in victory and high fived Mom.

I looked down at my potatoes and wanted to cry.


PART TWO

“Rise and shine…Janey.”

“What?” I mumbled, coming out of a deep sleep.

“Today is the first day of the rest of your life…little sister.”

“Oh, God!” It all came rushing in on me. Shannon was going to dress me up today. And more days. All summer long!

If somebody had told me that I had a choice, have my head cut off and flushed down a toilet, or follow Shannon’s directions, I would have flushed the toilet myself.

She pulled my blankets off me.

“Hey!” I sat up and covered up. I sleep naked, and I had morning wood.

“Wow! That’s the gift that keeps on giving, isn’t it?”

I grabbed for my pants, which I had left hanging on the chair next to the bed. They were gone.

“Hey!”

“Want to hide your little wee wee?”

It wasn’t ‘little,’ but I wasn’t going to get into an argument about the size of my dick with my sister.

“Put these on.”

I stared. She was holding out pink panties. With a little ruffle on them. No pouch to hold Mr. Happy. Cut high on the thighs.

She flipped them into my face.

“So has it been written…so shall it be done.”

I grimaced and put the panties on. I didn’t fit, not at all, but at least I was covered.

“Now, come along, let’s go get some dresses out of Mom’s closet.”

“She said you could?”

“Oh, she was most happy to share some of her clothes. It gives her an excuse to buy new ones for her Caribbean vacation.”

“Oh, God!” I murmured, but I followed Shannon to Mom’s room.

Shannon took several garments out of Mom’s closet. A couple of dresses, a couple of skirts, a couple of blouses.

Then she ransacked Mom’s underwear drawer. She took out panties, bras, tummy shapers and garters.

“Heysoos,” I whispered.

“Prayer won’t do you any good,” she chuckled. “Not even falling on your knees and kissing my tootsies will work. Although…” she looked at me, “it’s a good start.”

“Very funny.”

“As funny as these?” She held up a pair of High Heels. Strappy high heels. With open toes.

“Shannon, it’s…you need to give me a break.”

“Sure. When school starts. Maybe. Maybe by then you’ll prefer dressing like a woman.”

“Never.”

“Never say never, spoiled, little brat. It might change into ‘Always.’

“Huh!”

“Okay, you need to take a shower, and use this.” She held up a bottle of Nair.

“No!” I was aghast. My hair?

“Put it on, leave it for 15 minutes, then say goodbye to all your short and curlies.

“Shannon!”

She smiled. “Or you could say no, and I will not only tell Mom you refuse to follow directions, but the internet will be deluged with the cutest, little pictures.”

I took the bottle of Nair and walked out of the room.

Nair. No hair. Oh, my God.

A half hour later I was at the door of Shannon’s room. I was wearing panties and a monster hard on, and had no hair below the neck.

Interestingly, while my face was red, I was getting used to her seeing my cock pushing my panties out. I man, it bothered me, but not as much as it originally had.

“Okay, sweetie pie, here’s your outfit for the day. Delightfully understated, veddy sexy, and designed to bring a thrill to the hearts of men everywhere.

“Hey!”

“Okay, maybe not men everywhere. But the rest of what I said is true.

I looked at the ‘outfit’ and grimaced.

First, of course, was the bra. Anathema to men everywhere. Funny. Yesterday I was excited by seeing such a thing on a girl. But now that it going on me I was dreading it.

I put it on.

A blouse, pink, silk, long sleeves. It was an expensive blouse. “Mom’s getting rid of this?”

“That old thing?” Shannon laughed.

I put it on. Before I could button it, however, Shannon stopped me. “I have a special surprise for you.”

Uh oh. “What?”

She held out a paper bag. I looked in it and my eyes opened wide. I lifted out…two breast forms.

“Mrs. Mackie. Mom knew her mother had a Mastectomy, and that she had these breast forms, and…” she shrugged.

“Oh, no.” I could hardly breath I was so shocked.

Shannon pulled my cups out and slipped the breast forms into place.

“They’re huge!”

“Mrs. Mackie’s mother is well endowed. Yes.”

Suddenly, I had a thought. “Does Mrs. Mackie…does she know…doe—“

Shannon smiled. “I didn’t tell. Mom did. And Mrs. Mackie, by the way, was very supportive. She wants to rent your services.”

“Rent my…”

“She needs some high places dusted, some windows washed. Easy stuff that studly men, or even young girls, can handle. Put on the garter belt.”

I put on the garter belt.

“You’ve seen Mom roll up her nylons?”

I had. I sat down and rolled the things up my legs. Oh, crap, it felt good. It felt sexy. My dick throbbed harder. I quickly pulled up the skirt. It was narrow, Shannon called it a pencil skirt, and I hoped it would help hide my erection.

“Now, tomorrow we will paint your nails. Tomorrow you’ll get up a little earlier, get dressed yourself, and we will have a little extra time. But today we have to move along. So come along.”

She led me to Mom’s make up table.

“No,” I whispered.

“Yep. Sit down, and prepare to get educated.”

I sat, and she started cleansing my face and putting on make up. “This is foundation….this is blush…you have to be careful to blend everything right, and this is…” she lectured me as she worked. Finally, she handed me the tube of bright, red lipstick.

“Here go, sister dear. Lipstick is like breaking champagne on the bow of a boat. You will be officially launched.”

I took the lipstick. I was trembling, shaking, and I applied it.

“Almost done,” she quipped. She put my wig on, then said, “Put on your heels and let’s go see what kind of chores you have to do today.”

I followed her out of her room and down to the kitchen. On the table was a list of items to be done.

Vacuum. Dust. Mop and wax the kitchen. Wash the patio. Not bad. I could have this all done in a couple of hours. Except I hadn’t counted on Shannon.

“Oops, you missed under the couch. Got to vacuum under the couch.”

I grunted and pushed the thing over a couple of feet. It was heavy, and it was awkward pushing while in high heels, and I couldn’t bend my legs properly in the pencil skirt.

I vacuumed, grunted and pushed it back.

“Oops, you forgot to get under the telephone table.”

I went to the table and moved it, vacuumed the floor, and replaced the table.

“Oops!”

All through the house she kept doing that. And what should have taken a half hour took an hour. And it even tired me out. Moving couches and beds and everything, it was work!

“Time to dust!”

I took the duster and walked around the living room. There wasn’t any dust, but I covered every surface. Even though this was a simple job, it was made difficult by the stupid skirt. The pencil skirt was so narrow I could only walk with the bottom of my legs I was forced to take small mincing steps. I was about to put the duster away when…

“Oops! You forgot up there!”

I looked up and groaned. Chandelier. And there were cobwebs in the high windows.

I went to the closet, found an attachment, and hobbled around the living room, almost falling over as I bent back and tried to clean the chandelier and the high windows.

By now it was lunch. An hour job had taken me three hours. And I was tired.

“Time for lunch,” I said.

“Okey dokey.” I thought she was a little too cheerful, but…but what could she do to me? Unfortunately, I found out.

I made a bowl of cereal and sat down to eat it. Shannon was in the front room texting, and I thought I had some peace and quiet.

KNOCK KNOCK!

I looked up in shock.

Mrs. Mackie was staring through the kitchen window, a big smile on her face. She pushed open the door and breezed in.

I half got up, starting to run, then realized…she knew. No point in running away now.

“Oh, Jimmy. You’re so cute!”

She sat down and placed a kit on the table.

“Uh, hi, uh…”

“When I found out what you are doing I was just thrilled. Imagine, letting yourself be trained properly. That will be such a help to your mother.” She winked at me. “When the young girls find out they’ll be all over you.”

They were all over me. Beautiful chicks, because I was a jock. I wondered how many of them would be all over me if they knew I was wearing a bra and panties.

“Hi, Mrs. Mackie.”

“Hi, Shannon. Isn’t he gorgeous?”

Shannon giggled. “There’s always room for improvement.”

“Well, of course, but you need to be very supportive of your brother, coming out like this.”

“Coming out? I’m not—“

“Shush now, I don’t have much time, and I wanted to put on your first set of nails.”

“Fingernails?”

“Well, of course. No woman would be caught without a good set of claws, right Shannon?”

“Absolutely.”

“And when I found out Shannon was going to do them tomorrow, I decided to lend a hand.”

I glared at Shannon, but she just shrugged smugly.

“So, you eat your lunch and I’ll work on one hand. Then we can switch hands, all righty?”

“But…I…”

“Give me your hand.” She reached out and grabbed the hand that wasn’t holding the spoon. She opened the little kit on the table and revealed bottles and packages of fake nails.

“Oh…no…”

“Oh, yes,” said Shannon, putting her hands on my shoulders and keeping me seated. “Every good looking woman has good looking nails. You want to be good looking, right? Right?” She growled the second right warningly.

“You should listen to your sister, Jimmy. Can I call you Janie? Shannon said you preferred that…”

Shannon dug her fingernails into my shoulders.

“…And it’s such a sweet name.”

As she talked she was cleaning my nails, pushing the cuticles back, trimming them.

“Now, let’s see. What kind of nails should we…”

Shannon jumped in, “Those. The stilettos. Do you have them longer?”

“Ooh, Shannon, you wicked girl. Let me see…here they are!”

She took out a packet of lo-o-ong fake nails. She giggled at me. These are sometimes difficult to get used to, but they are so-o-o sexy.”

And she tittered. I mean…’tittered?’ Who titters in this day and age?

She brushed glue onto my nails, then onto the fakes. She pressed them on.

“These are press on nails, but a little glue will keep them in place so much longer.”

Nail after nail she pressed in place. My fingers slowly lengthened, and resembled an animals claws. Extended three quarters of an inch beyond my real nails. And they had sharp points.

Then she began painting them. Three coats, applying the paint towards the tip in smooth strokes. Finally, she put some extra thick, but clear, lacquer on them. Then she did the other hand. I changed my spoon from one hand to the other. I was dazed, I hadn’t taken a single bite of my now soggy cereal.

Finally, my other hand was done. Mrs. Mackie sat back and inspected my nails happily.

“What about his feet?”

“Oh, my! I was so happy, but we have to do his tootsies.”

Still dazed, shocked by the transformation to my football throwing hands, I let Shannon unroll my stockings and I placed my feet on a chair. Mrs. Mackie started doing my toes.

“Be careful when you put on nylons. I’m giving you little stilettos. You have to be careful, but they are so-o-o worth it.

I put a spoonful of Wheaties in my mouth. It just sat there, on my tongue. And, finally, after a minute, I swallowed.

Then I had red toenails. Little points on them. Happily Shannon rolled the nylons back onto me.

I stared at the toenails. I felt like I wasn’t in Kansas anymore. Or anywhere else, for that matter.

“Quick, put on his heels.”

Shannon held my heels and slipped my foot into one, then the other. She buckled the straps and told me to stand up.

I stood, and stared down. My calves were round and sexy, my toes showed through the cut off ends of the shoes. They were absolutely and totally feminine.

And, you know, it gave me a thrill. I can’t explain it, but my dick started pushing against my skirt. Hard.

Shannon saw it, giggled.

And I know Mrs Mackie must have finally noticed. At least, she was frowning.

“Did you use lipstick?”

“Yes?”

“Go to my house, upstairs on my dresser, a plastic bottle. It’s stain. Bring that to me, if you could.”

Shannon was more than happy to. Anything to diminish me.

As soon as she was out the door Mrs. Mackie stepped over to me. “Stand up.” Her voice sounded throaty.

I did, and she placed her hand right on my bump.

I gasped.

“She nodded her head. “I thought so. You like this.”

“I don’t.”

“Well, your cock does. And most young men think with their cocks.”

“Please, I…”

But she held my bulge, and then started stroking it.

“Poor baby. But listen. You are such a brave young man, I’ll help you out. “I’m going to tell Shannon to send you over to help me with something at four o’clock. We’ll handle this little problem then.

“Oh…uh…”

She patted my cock a couple of times, and I almost came right there. Then she told me to sit down and finish my lunch.

A minute later Shannon ran through the back door.

Mrs. Mackie moved a chair over next to me, turned my chair to face her, and leaned forward.

“Honestly, Shannon, why use lipstick when you can simply stain them.” She applied the lip stain to my lips.

She sat back, happily, and said, “Now just use lipstick for a little touch up, and use gloss if you really want his lips to sparkle.”

“Yes, ma’am.” From the smile on her face she didn’t mind being chastised, and that should have warned me.

“Okay. Send Janie over to my house at four. I have some heavy lifting she’ll be good at.”

“Okey dokey.”

Then Mrs. Mackie was gone.

Shannon laughed.

“What?”

“Lip stain.”

“I don’t get it.”

“It lasts longer.”

I frowned. “How much longer?”

“Depends. But I noticed she has the new stuff, supposed to be guaranteed for a minimum of a week.”

A week? A whole week? That meant… “Oh, no.”

“That’s right, Janie. Unless you want to be all kissy for your jock friends, you’re going to be staying home this weekend.”

I couldn’t believe it. This was going from bad to worse.

“Now, about this floor…”

I sighed. “Okay, but let me wash my bowl first.”

I took my bowl to the sink and held it under and…uh oh…nails. Using hands with long fingernails was very different than from just using your fingers. I fumbled, nearly broke the bowl, and Shannon just kept grinning. Finally, somehow, I don’t know how, I finished washing the bowl.

And faced the daunting task of opening a new bottle of floor wax. I fumbled, I banged my nails around so hard I was surprised they didn’t break or fall off. And, finally, I managed to get the bottle open.

The next hour was a lesson in frustration. I couldn’t just grab the mop handle, I had to hold it carefully so as not to break my nails. I couldn’t just pick up things on the floor, I had to contort my hands and figure out how to use claws. And when I had to pick up a simple dime I thought Shannon was going to die of laughter. Finally, I just dabbed my hand in wax and pressed it to the dime. It came up, and I was careful not to drop it.

‘Wow,” appreciated Shannon. “That was good thinking.”

“Male thinking,” I said, disdainfully. She grunted unappreciatively.

Finally, the floor was done. And it looked good. In fact, I hate to say it, but it looked better than when I did it as a male. I guess all the attention to my hands and nails, and high heels, and pencil skirt, and the big titties on my chest, made me more aware of things. At least it made me move slower, and I had more time to pay attention to detail.

All of which made Shannon sneer at me and say, “Female thinking.”

And, finally, the good news, I was done.

Mind you, it didn’t make Shannon happy, but I was fine with it. I went up to my room, turned on my computer, plugged into the earphones, and went Youtubing, did some gaming, and before I knew it, it was four o’clock.

“Janie?” Shannon called sweetly. “It’s time to go visit your girlfriend.

Grrr. Mrs. Mackie was almost as old as Mom. She wasn’t my girlfriend. Stifling a retort, I walked downstairs, out the back, and across the side yard.

Unfortunately, the side gate was locked, so I was going to have to go through the front yard.

Cursing inwardly, I looked around a bush. Nobody was on the street.

I half ran, as well as I was able to in high heels, to the front door. I knocked.

“Come on in, Janie!”

I opened the door and stepped in…and found myself in a roomful of ladies.

I turned bright red, I wanted to turn around and run. In fact, I would have, except Mrs. Mackie was right there. She linked her arm in mine and pulled me to the center of the room.

“Ladies! This is that brave young man I was telling you about. His…her name is Janie, and she is transitioning, and I thought you would all love to meet her.

Then I was surrounded by ladies. Women mostly my Mother’s age. They cooed and awed and shook my hand and hugged me and smooched my cheek.

“Uh…uh…uh…” was all I could say.

And, finally, blessedly, Mrs Mackie said, “That’s it for this week, ladies. Next week, same time, same place.”

“Only if Janie is here,” chirped an older woman with very large breasts.

Then the ladies were filing past me, again shaking my hand, hugging me, and talking to me with admiring tones.

“There now, that wasn’t bad, was it?” Mrs. Mackie closed the door.

“Uh…no.” Yeah, it was. I think I burned up a week of calories in blushing.

“Now then, I do need some help, then I can give you a special surprise.

All she needed to do was dust off some high places, and I did that quickly and easily. And all the while she complimented me on my dress, my body, my face, my make up.

“You have such a slender, youthful body. Let me tell you, Janie, take advantage of your youth. Why, when I was your age…” and so on.

Then I was done.

“Excellent,” and she linked her arm in mine and walked me through the house. Up the stairs. Into the bedroom. Her bedroom.

“Have a seat on the bed, I’ll be right with you.”

So I sat on the bed, crossed my legs at the knees, and sat like a girl.

She sat down at her make up table and touched herself up. A little powder, a bit of lipstick. Or stain. Or whatever. Primped her hair, liked her lips, and turned to me.

There was a glitter in her eyes.

“Janie, I know what you must be going through, and I want to help you. And the easiest way to help you is to take care of that silly bulge in your dress.”

She stood up and came to the bed. She sat next to me. She held my arm. “Now most young men have that problem, but yours is exacerbated by being in a dress. Now tell me, and I mean the truth, doesn’t wearing women’s clothes excite you?”

I started to speak, to deny it, but she shook my arm and warned: “The truth.”

I nodded. “Yes, ma’am.”

She smiled. She put a hand on my bump. Now, there’s two things we need to do to relieve you. One is to relieve you, to let your juices flow. The other, well, we’ll get to that later.”

She stood up and faced me. She was a beautiful woman. I knew that, but, of course, she was older than me. And my Mother’s friend. So I didn’t think of her…like that. Like a sex pot. Even though it took almost no imagination to see her as one.

She unbuttoned my top button.

“Mrs. Mackie?” I was suddenly trembling.

“Sit back a little.”

I scooted back. I was quick because I was frightened, but she just smiled.

She pulled up her skirt and crawled onto the bed, on her knees, her knees outside my legs. I caught glimpses of her underwear, and her face was flushed.

“Janie?” She undid another button on my blouse.

“Yes?” Terrified, wanting to run, yet my cock was pushing up my skirt with a vengeance.

“I talked to your mother about this.” Another button.

“You did?”

“Yes. I told her what I was going to do. Do you know what she said?”

“What?” I gulped. Another button. Only one more to go.

“She said, and I quote, ‘he’ll like that.’”

Last button. She opened my blouse, moved it around my arms, removed it from my torso. I was totally aware of my tits sticking out, touching hers.

“So, do you like this? Me undressing you?”

Gulp.

“Tell the truth.”

“Uh, yes.”

“Excellent. Because I like it. My husband died ten years ago, and I haven’t had a man in all that time. I didn’t want one. But when I saw you dressed up yesterday…well, it was like a dam broke. All these juices started moving through me. I began to feel wet down there. After all these years, wet again. Do you know what it means when a woman is wet in the crotch?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“It means they are horny. Blood is rushing through them, their nipples stand up and are stimulated by the slightest touch of anything. And the pussy…” she sighed, “The pussy becomes moist, lubricated, and wants a penis. A big penis. Did you know that?”

“Uh…uh…”

She unzipped my skirt. The zipper was on the side and she used her fingernails like a pro. I wished I could use mine that easily.

“Wiggle out,” she said, and she pulled, and I wiggled, and the tight skirt slid off.

“Now then, I’m only 36 years old. And I’m in good shape. I work out every day, I take care of myself…do you think you could help me out?”

“Uh….yes.” Of course I could.

My boner was sticking up, my panties looked silly with that monster in them. She pulled my panties off.

Sprang! There it was. Eight inches of lust. Shaking and rocking and waiting for me to…jack off?

No. To fuck somebody. This beautiful woman giving herself to me.

She took hold of my cock. She stroked it, gently, lovingly. She slid off the bed and faced me. She bent forward and her red lips engulfed my pulsating cock.

“Oh…God!” I moaned.

She laughed, and held my balls. She alternated squeezing, one ball after the other, and she moved her head up and down my shaft in time with the squeezing.

“Oh…oh…”

“Are you experienced?” she asked.

I shook my head. She had asked for honesty. “Not really.”

“Then I will teach you. Let’s start with kissing.”

She climbed on to me, pushed me back and knelt over me. Her face was inches from mine. “It’s not how hard you smush lips together, it is the anticipating, and the softness that results in heightened feelings.

She moved her face down onto mine. She pressed her lips to mine. It was warm, and gentle, and I felt her soul in her lips. A gentle soul. A loving soul.

“Oh, you’re good,” she breathed. Now, let’s try oral sex.”

She had already sucked me, so it was obviously my time to suck her.

She rolled onto her back and I sat up, then slithered to the floor. I knelt between her legs and began kissing her thighs. She made a guttural sound, a deep sound, and pulled my head forward.

I felt her labia with my face, her clitoris with my tongue. I inhaled her aroma and began to lick her, softly, gently. Softly, tenderly, and she gave me little hints.

“Oh, yes, like that. Now use your tongue. Suck the clitoris like it is a little penis. Oh….yes…you’re good.

She arched her back and wiggled her hips.

“Now undress me.”

I unbuttoned her blouse. Our eyes were locked. We breathed onto each other, inhaled each other’s air. I helped her get out of the blouse, then I undid the zipper on her skirt. It was a pencil skirt, she was a little wide in the hips, and then I put the skirt aside.

Her breasts were mounds from heaven. They were round and plump, and yet didn’t sag. The nipples were an easy half inch or more, and they stood up proudly.

I sucked on the nipples and she inhaled quickly, sharply.

“Oh, yes.” She held her tits to me, helping me suck, and then she put one of my hands to her groin.

I let go of her tits and pulled her panties off. Her skin was white and fair. Her pussy was shaved and pink. I could smell her, and it was heady, invigorating. My cock had never been harder.

“Oh, yes! Rim my hole, put your fingers in me.”

I did as directed, trying to pick up cues from her responses. At last, I had two fingers in her, and she was moving her hips up and down, as if she was trying to swallow my fingers with her pussy.

“Now, use your cock.”

Her eyes were heavy lidded, she was steamy, she guided me to her.

I held myself above her. I held my cock and rubbed the tip against her opening. She groaned and begged me. “Fuck me. Fuck me now.”

Then she was pulling me into her, I slid, the whole shaft, and then we were flush. pubic to pubic, delighted, our eyes open, gasping for breath.

“Oh, yes,” she said. “Do me, little girl. Do me like a man. Fuck me hard.”

I pulled out and rammed in. She grunted and her hips jerked with pleasure.

I rammed it in again. And again.

Now she was breathing hard, holding on to me. controlling my flesh with simple touched of her hands and fingers. Riding me like a cowboy would ride a pony.

Now she was clutching me, her eyes were rolled back, unseeing, and she focused only on my cock driving into her, out of her.

“Oh, yes…oh, yes!”

I could feel my cock starting to enter the home stretch. It throbbed, and I could feel semen starting the up the tube in the shaft.

“YES!” she screamed.

And I let loose.

We locked up, were frozen against each other. Our bodies pressed together, our sex glued together.

A long moment, while white hot heat rushed over us.

I was pulsing, sending out streams of gism.

She was contracting, absorbing that semen as fast as I could give it to her.

Then it was over.

I was dazed, hardly able to think. She wasn’t much better.

Finally, we struggled apart. I withdrew, and my sodden cock flopped out of her vagina. She shuddered, and closed her legs. We looked at each other.

I don’t know who smiled first, but suddenly we were both smiling. Then we were laughing. Then we were silent, enjoying each other.

After a moment she began getting dressed, so I did, too.

“Oh, my. That was one hell of a fuck,” she grinned.

“I’ve never,” agreed.

“Hunh. Well you did that time.” We laughed again, not so hard, but very in tune.

When she was dressed she helped me. She straightened out my nylons, my clothes, and then sat me down and worked on my make up.

“Oh, those lips. They are a wonder.”

“Does the stain really last a long time?”

“It does. Sorry about that. I know you’re working for nights and weekends off, but I’d prefer that…well, that you didn’t get that time off. I like you as a girl. And I’d like you to spend nights and weekends pleasuring me.

“Oh, I know you’re young, and sometime you’re going to meet a girl, and I wouldn’t take that away from you. But I think you’ll enjoy a summer as a girl, and as my lover. I can even give you a little relief from that bitch sister of yours.”

My mouth opened in surprise. “Oh, yes. We know she’s a little bitch. Conniving, messing with you. But this time we can mess with her a little, and, at the very least, change a summer of turmoil into a summer of pleasure. Would you like that?”

“I sure would.”

“Excellent. Then I’ll start making demands on you. You’ll probably have to spend the mornings working with her, and you just do the best you can, but the afternoons will be spent with me. And after the lip stain wears off…” she shrugged. She meant I would be free on the weekends and nights.

She finished with my face, adjusted my wig, and looked at me.

“Would you like that?”

“I would, except…”

“Except what?”
“Maybe I don’t really need the weekends and nights off. Maybe I could spend more time with you.”

She smiled. She grabbed my ears gently and held my face in place. She moved her lips in, touched them to mine softly, so she wouldn’t mess the lipstick. “Honey,” she said. “This is going to be the summer of your dreams.

END
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This story has female domination, forced feminization, crossdressing, submissive male story, erotic sissy, brassiered, humiliation.

Kindle.


Big Novelettes
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Feminized Cop ~ He wasn’t big enough to be a real cop, so he became T-Rex, a feminized cop. He infiltrated a dangerous gang and got the goods, but now he has to get out.

This story has feminization, crossdressing, transvestite, gender transformation, castration, erotic police sex, transgender.

This story has female domination, forced feminization, crossdressing, submissive male story, erotic sissy, brassiered, humiliation.

Kindle.


Big Novelettes
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Feminized in 100 Days ~ Tom loves his wife, but he doesn’t feel worthy. She is so beautiful and powerful. Tammi learns how Tom feels, and comes up with a plan to make Tom feel beautiful and worthy, and It only takes 100 days.

A wonderful tale of erotic sex and the exchange of power.

This story has female domination, feminization, crossdressing, submissive male story, erotic hormones, teasing and denial, female led relationship.

Kindle.
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If you liked

‘Feminized By My Sister’

you will really love…

‘I Changed My Husband into a Woman’

A full length novel by Grace Mansfield

Here is an excerpt…

“What the fuck!”

I roused myself from a deep and very deserved sleep, only to see Roscoe standing next to the bed, looking down at his feet and cursing.

“Wha…” I mumbled, pulling the covers over me and trying to look like I was still asleep. In truth, though I was tired, I was as awake as I had ever been.

“Did you do this?” His voice was going up. “Is this your idea of a joke?”

“Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!”

“No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?”

“Do what?” and I finally rolled over and made my eyes sleepy and tired.

Oh, baby, was I acting. And I was acting in front of the fellow who had created a half a dozen Best Actor Oscar winners. This was going to take all my prowess to pull off.

“My toes! Look at my toes.”

I blinked, and edged towards the side of the bed so I could look down to where he was pointing. And I exulted. He had felt he had to explain that it was his toes, so he was just working off emotion and blaming whoever was closest. He didn’t have any clue as to why his toes were red.

“What the fuck!” I opened my eyes wide and stared at his tootsies.

“Why’d you do this?”

I looked up at him and put a tiny edge of anger in my voice. “I didn’t do that! Why the hell would I paint my sissy husband’s toes red?” Very important to get the word sissy into the conversation as quickly as possible. “Do I look like I’m the kind of girl who’d marry a sissy?”

He kept trying to look fierce, but I could tell that my arrows had hit the mark. In some odd, almost invisible way he shriveled. He withdrew slightly into himself. I had met the challenge and acted my way out of being the culprit.

“Okay, okay,” then he tried again. “You did this because I jacked off on you the other day.”

“First, I just said I didn’t do that!” I pointed at his toes. “And, I already got you back, and, husband of mine, practical jokes aren’t my forte.” At least they usually weren’t. I was enjoying this; I was thinking of a career change. Sandy Tannenbaum, Practical Joker Extraordinaire!

“So who did this?”

Now I looked at him suspiciously. “There’s only two people in this room.”

He sputtered in outrage, so I kept up the attack. “So why did you paint your toe nails red?”

“I didn’t!”

“There’s nobody else here!” I was pushing him now. I had been accused unfairly (he thought) so I had to act the outrage. I narrowed my eyes. “Are you going pervert on me?”

“I didn’t do this!” he wailed.

“Well I didn’t, and I didn’t figure on waking up next to Bruce Jenner.”

Oh, Jesus!” he almost ran to my make up station and started looking for polish remover. “Where is it!?”

I got out of bed, and went to him. I didn’t want him making a mess, so I handed him a bottle of polish remover. He grabbed at it like a sailor grabs a life preserver after jumping off the Titanic. He sat down and lifted his foot up to the edge of the chair.

“Hold on,” I said. I took the remover out of his hands. “I don’t want you making a mess. Come here.”

I led him into the bathroom. “Put your foot here,” I pointed to the john. He placed his foot on the toilet and I sat cross legged in front of it. I giggled.

“What?” he groused.

“It is sort of cute. Hubbie gives himself a peddie. Make a good TV series.”

He let his breath out in disgust. “I’m a man’s man, not a girly man.”              

Yeah, that’s right, you like to get young girl’s pregnant. how manly. But I didn’t say that, I just thought it, and kept manipulating him.

“Well, you might say so, but Roscoe Junior says otherwise.”

Now, truth, he wasn’t really all that hard, just sort of a morning half woodie, but I reached up and grabbed his meat and in a second he was throbbing in my hand.

“Hey!” he said. But he wasn’t really protesting. What man would object to a pair of sexy hands fondling his man pole? “Take the polish off.”

“Oh, okay.” but the damage was done. He was now erect, and associating that erection with nail polish. Manly man. Huh!

So I hummed a tune and stripped the polish off and returned his toes to their ‘manly’ state.

“Okay,” he said. Standing and looking down at his repaired manhood, uh, nails.

“Not even a thanks?”

“Thank you,” and he did sound abashed. “But I have no idea how…somebody must have broken in and done it.”

“While you slept? They painted your nails and you didn’t even wake up?”

“Well, I was pretty drunk.”

I’ll say.

“Not that drunk,” I lied. “You never get that drunk.”

“Well, yeah. But somebody did it.” We left the bathroom then and re-entered the bedroom. He walked over to the double windows, which led out to a small patio. He tried the doors. “See! they’re open!”

“We’re on the second floor.”

“He had a ladder.”

“He?”

“Well, you don’t think a woman did this?”

“Those nails were done pretty well. Men don’t know how to apply polish that well.” Then I cocked my head and it was obvious what I was thinking.

“Don’t look at me that way! I didn’t polish my own nails.”

I shrugged. “Okay. So Spiderman left off fighting crime for one day so he could paint your nails.”

He made a grimace.

“Or maybe somebody just walked in because our door is unlocked.” I swung the bedroom door opened.

“Well, I don’t…”

“Forget it, Roscoe.” I use his name when I am angry with him, or irritated, and he took notice of that. “just admit that you did some sleep walking.” Then I giggled, “Or sleep toenail painting.”

“Oh, shut up.” he brushed past me and headed down the stairs. It was a mark of how irritated and upset he was that he had forgotten to get dressed.

“Ahem!” I cleared my throat.

He turned at the top of the stairs and looked at me. Oh, the look on his face. Irritated, confused. Priceless.

I looked at his groin, placed an elbow in a palm and wiggled my index finger in the air.

He looked down at himself, mumbled a curse word I dasn’t dare repeat, and stomped back into the bedroom.

This has been an excerpt from

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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