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PART ONE

“Get in there and give it your all,” his father said.

“But, Pop. I’m really not ready.”

“Nonsense,” said the older man. “You’re my son. You’re tough, and once you’ve been hit a couple of times you’ll understand.”

Jimmy looked around the gym. There were a dozen people, it was late at night, and only a few were doing the heavy work out, kicking the bag, punching, endless roadwork. Most of them were sitting around, sipping water, replacing their electrolytes, and watching him get into the ring.

Fred Jensen held the top rope up and stepped on the middle and bottom ropes. Jimmy really didn’t want to, he wanted to go home and watch the Kardashians, but his caveman father insisted that he learn to be a man.

Jimmy sighed and straightened up. He looked across the room to where Rex Benfield was hitting his gloves together and grinning.

Rex didn’t like Jimmy, and he was taller and outweighed him, and…he turned to his father.

“This is a bad idea, Pop.”

“Nonsense. I told Rex to take it easy on you, but…you got to get in there and learn to take it like a man.”

The older man checked Jimmy’s gloves, wiped them off on his tee shirt. “Now, remember, keep your hands up, keep circling, wait your chance and…it’ll all work out.

Sonny Dark, a former pro fighter, stepped to the center of the ring. Since this was just a friendly match between members of the club he just looked to each fighter and asked if they were ready.

“You bet,” said Rex, shoving his mouthpiece into his crude grin.

“I guess,” lied Jimmy. His father put the mouthpiece into his mouth and Jimmy turned towards Rex.

Rex was a renowned bully. He liked to slap Jimmy on the back at school, too hard, and pretend they were friends. He had been told to just dance around and punch light, but Jimmy knew that was never going to happen.

Oh, he’d make it look good, then he’d whistle in a freight train and near take Jimmy’s head off.

Rex advanced to the center of the ring, he stuck a big paw out. Jimmy met him and touched gloves and the fight was on.

Jimmy moved to the right, circling, trying to move away from Rex’s powerful right hand.

Rex’s lips were curled in a perpetual sneer as he grinned around the mouthpiece. “Come on, pretty boy,” he spoke just loud enough for Rex to hear him.

Rex circled, and jabbed, and moved his head back and forth.

WHAP! Rex’s left hand smacked him, hard, and he found himself on his knees.

Crap! That was his left hand! What was that right one going to feel like?

“Come on, Jimmy, keep those mitts up!”his father yelled.

A couple of the fighters were standing next to the apron. They could feel a kill coming on and they jeered and shouted little remarks.

“Let’s go, fancy pants,” muttered Rex, chasing him down, holding that right back.

WHAP! WHAP! One to the face and one to the gut. Jimmy’s head snapped back and he folded over a bit.

Interestingly, he was almost fast enough. He lacked weight, but he was smart. He moved to the right, then scissor stepped, threw a jab and got out of there.

The jab irritated Rex. It had interrupted the punch he had ready and waiting for Jimmy.

“Come on, sissy boy!” He cut the ring off, jabbed twice and then sent that right hand smoking in.

Jimmy covered up, and was lifted off the ground, and Rex was on him. He grabbed him in a bear hug, lifted him up and slammed him down.

When Jimmy’s eyeballs stopped bouncing in the sockets he saw his father putting one hand over his eyes.

Rex went for an armbar, but Jimmy was quicker. Even though he’d been socked a good one, he rolled and twisted and managed to get Rex’s back.

Rex got to his feet, then jumped into the air and fell backwards.

BAM! The mat shook and Jimmy was dazed. He felt like his whole body had been hit by a freight train.

DONG!

Sonny separated them.

“Okay, you’re doing good,” his father said, trying to make lemonade out of the world’s biggest lemon.

Jimmy was hurting, his ribs were sore, he had a headache, he didn’t want to be there. “Had enough,” he mumbled.

“Nonsense. Now this time, when he drops his shoulder step faster to the right. And duck. Remember to duck.

“Your boy okay, Fred?” Sonny asked.

“”He’s fine.”

Sonny looked dubious, but…this was a sparring match, this was a fight club. No room for sissies.

DONG!

Another round of pain and bruises. Another round of his jaw being pounded on, of his belly being kicked and hit. Of being lifted up and thrown on the mat.

Rex was taking it easy now, but that was just because he was trying to make Jimmy last. Last long enough so he could give out the punches and kicks and body slams that he wanted to.

DONG!

Rex couldn’t see straight. his eyes were puffy. “‘Nuff,” he said.

“Get your second wind, you’ve almost got him.”

Jimmy looked over at King Kong. The twisted smile. The brick shit house of muscles. The joy of pummeling helpless victims.

“Now this time I want you to jab when he…”

The advice went on, and Jimmy barely heard anything.

DONG!

Rex shuffled out, slow and flat footed. He raised his hands, tried to move, and didn’t even see the slobber knocker that lifted his head up for the punch that squashed his face, smashed his nose, closed his eyes, and laid him out.

Rex, who had finally snuck in what he wanted, knelt and said, “Geez, you okay, Jimmy? I didn’t mean to hit you so hard.”

Fred applied a wet towel to Jimmy’s face, and the frown on his face was all disappointment.

That night Jimmy was laying on his bed. His face was puffy, he had a cut lip. His eye was closing, and his body…he didn’t even want to think about all the pain in his body.

“Jimmy?” A tap at the door and it opened.

“Hey, Ma.”

His mother, a petite woman with intelligent eyes and a love for her son, entered the room. She came to the bed and sat down next to him. She studied his face, then placed a cold pack on the left side of his face, the side that suffered the most.

“How’d it go?” she asked softly.

“Got the crap knocked out of me.”

She smiled. “Yes. You did.”

“I don’t want to learn to fight.”

She nodded and took his complaint without expression.

“I’m not good at it, I’m skinny and those guys have muscles up the wazoo. They’re all a lot better than me and I’m just a punching bag.”

Emmie nodded.

“But Dad just doesn’t seem to understand. He just keeps pushing, and…sorry. I don’t mean to be sour grapes.”

“I understand. Believe me, I know what you’re going through.”

Jimmy looked at his mother. She was a woman. She didn’t understand what he was going through. No woman could.

Sometimes he wished he could have been born a woman. He was a soft person, much preferring the company of gentle ladies than that of insensitive brutes.

But, one did what one could with what one had. And that was a platitude if ever there was one.

“Jimmy, I’m going to send you to Aunt Helen’s this summer.”

“What? But I’ve got friends that I wanted to hang with!”

“I know you do. But this situation with your father, and with learning how to defend yourself…you need a break from it.

He stared at her. Have the crap beat out of him every night at the gym, and now he was being uprooted and thrown out and forced to go live with a bunch of..of…cows!

“But Dad won’t want me to stop training.”

“I’ll tell your father. It’ll be all right. And, Jimmy…”

“Yes?”

“Your Aunt Helen is a special person. She’s very smart, and I want you to promise to do whatever she says. Anything, everything, no matter how weird or bizarre it might seem…you do everything she says.”

“Okay.”

“I mean it. You promise?”

“I promise.”

“Good boy. You’ll have a wonderful summer, and when you get back you’ll find that things are different.”

“Yes, ma.”

She smiled and switched the cold pack to the other side of his face.

Jimmy left on a bus at three in the morning.

His mother drove him down to the bus station, sat with him, and hugged him when he went to get on the bus until the bus driver had to clear his throat and say, “We got to leave, ma’am.”

Then, her eyes glistening, she stood back and waved.

The bus headed out of the city and across the flatlands of middle America.

For hours Jimmy watched the fields of grain pass. Cows didn’t so much as glance at the speeding bus.

While Jimmy was used to getting up early to work out, this was a little too early. He put his head against the softly vibrating window and dozed off.

And awoke, the land bright with late morning sunlight, the bus bouncing over ruts into a terminal.

Jimmy gathered his bag and got off the bus and looked around.

A small town. A main street with four traffic lights and a couple of dozen businesses. A couple of side streets that held shaded houses with big porches, and…fields.

He was the only one to get off the bus and he stood in front of the terminal and looked around.

Nobody was there. One clerk behind a cage selling tickets, but he was more engaged in dozing off than working.

For a half hour Jimmy waited, sitting on a bench outside the terminal. Cars occasionally drove past, but there was no sign of his Aunt Helen.

He stood up, intending to ask the clerk where his Aunt’s farm was, but at that moment there was a clatter down the street which took his attention.

Jimmy wasn’t much on cars, but down the street a car rattled over some railroad tracks. It was old, maybe a 1930s gangster car, and it zoomed like it was on the run from something.

Jimmy watched the vehicle zip up the road, then turn into the terminal parking lot. It scrunched gravel, then slid to a stop next to where he stood on the station platform.

A girl was driving. She was a hayseed if he had ever seen one. Shorts and a flannel shirt. Her golden hair in a long braid. An Aussie bush hat with one side down.

Underneath the farmer John apparel she was good looking. That was obvious at a glance. She had a sturdy body with large boobs, a nice face and a knowing grin.

“Hey, Jimmy. Throw your bag in the back and get in.”

Jimmy blinked, but hopped off the platform and put his bag in the backseat and sat in the front seat. No sooner had his butt hit the material than the car lurched.

The girl shifted the gears like a pro, squeaking the tires through the gears and hitting sixty before slowing for the railroad tracks.

“Who are you?”

She glanced at him. “I’m Sally. Glad to meet you.” She held out a hand for shaking. When he took it she squeezed a hard squeeze, which made him blink, and continued down the road.

“How’d you know who I was.”

She laughed, showing white teeth. “There was only one lost sheep there, had to be you.”

In a minute they were whizzing through the countryside, past a long fence behind which were the endless vistas of wheat.

“So who are you? Where’s Aunt Helen.”

Sally snorted. “You expected her to stop working just to go gather one lost wooly? Hunh!”

Jimmy watched the road, the fields, and kept glancing at Sally. She was really good looking, now that he had the time to study her. And he felt his pecker wake up.

She continued, “I’m Uncle George’s niece.” Uncle George was Aunt Helen’s husband, who had died. “Aunt Helen took me in when I got in trouble.”

“So we’re not blood related.”

She gave him a wry look. “We aren’t cousins, technically, but don’t think you can go dipping your wick in me.”

That made Jimmy sit back.”

“I…what? No!”

She laughed. “Boys. You’re all the same. You say you’re not interested, but I’ll bet you’ve got a boner right now.” She reached over and put her hand in his lap before he could do anything, then crowed, “I was right! Jimmy’s got a boner! Jimmy’s got a boner!”

Jimmy turned eight shades of red.

She laughed, “I’m just funnin’ you. But not about you dipping your wick. You can peek in my window and jack off, but don’t even think about putting your hands on these milk sacks.” She kept on hand on the wheel and heft a large boob with the other.

Jimmy gulped nervously. This girl was obviously out of control.

They turned down a long driveway and she slowed down. “Aunt Helen doesn’t like it when I speed, so shut up about it.”

In the distance a small cluster of buildings appeared.

“She thinks I might hit a cow or something.”

There was a big farmhouse, a bigger barn off to the side, a bunkhouse to the other side, and a cluster of smaller buildings. It looked like they were a lean to type of garage and tool sheds and such.

The car wheeled around a circular area and slid to a stop in front of the house.

Jimmy got out and looked around.

The place was well kept up. It needed a dab or two of paint, but the boards were solid, the glass in the windows clean, and it looked in good shape.

“Don’t forget your bag, city slicker.” Sally rounded the car and went up the stairs to the porch.

Jimmy got his bag out and followed her.

The inside of the house was cool and clean. The living room was big with a couple of big, comfy looking couches. There was a book shelf crammed with books on one side of the room, the other side opened up on a dining room with a big table. To the left in the dining room was a door to a kitchen.

“Hey, Helen!”

“Back here, Sunshine.”

“Come on. Just put your bag over there.”

Jimmy put his bag to the side and followed her into the kitchen.

The kitchen was large and clean. There was a commercial size fridge, a large stove, and a big double sink. Aunt Helen was standing at the drain board peeling apples.

“Hello, Jimmy.”

She was about his size and shape, but with boobs. Her hair was auburn with a few streaks of grey, it hung in a braid twice as long as Sally’s. She wore a plain dress and her forearms were thick. She wielded a paring knife like she was conducting an orchestra. The counter had a mound of peelings in front of it.

“We’re making an apple pie for you.”

“Uh, hi,” he managed.

Aunt Sally inspected him then. She gazed at him, her eyes went up and down, and she grunted. “Looks like city living has softened you up. Well, we’ll fix that. Sally, take him out to the bunkhouse and get him situated.”

“Sure, Aunt Helen.”

Sally walked past Aunt Helen and whipped her arm out to grab a wedge of sliced apple.

“Ha!” Aunt Helen caught her wrist and twisted it. She twisted that arm until Sally was forced around, then she stuck the point of the paring knife right under her chin.

Jimmy stepped back and gasped.

“Without no apples there ain’t no pies, girl.” But she was grinning.

“Can’t blame me for trying,” returned Sally, who was, in spite of her painful position, also grinning.

“Go on with you,” laughed Aunt Helen, and she pushed the younger girl away.

Sally giggled as she ran past Jimmy. “Come on, Cous. Let’s get you settled.”

Jimmy picked up his bag on the way out and followed her across to the bunk house.

The bunkhouse was a long low affair. The columns and beams were round logs. Inside was a long row of beds. No bunks. At the far end of the bunkhouse a couple of blankets had been hung from the ceiling to partition off a small area with one bunk in it.

“This is your place. We figured you’d want to have a little privacy.”

“Privacy.”

Sally grinned. “There’s eight girls here, no men, so…” She shrugged.

“Eight…” he trailed off.

“Yep. And none of them want to fuck you.” With that she grabbed his arm and pulled him around. She grabbed his neck with one hand and moved in on him. Her lips were soft, hot, and his eyes were open in shock.

She reached a hand down and grabbed his crotch. Which crotch was rigid with boner.

She pushed him away. “Woo! You might not be half bad. And that dick of yours is worth exploring, but, sorry to say, it ain’t getting nothing.”

“What are you…”

“Put your stuff away and come out to the barn. You’ve made me miss half the morning work out.”

She flipped the blanket aside and sauntered out of the bunkhouse.

Jimmy felt his lips with one hand. She had kissed him. She was crazy. What the hell had he gotten himself into?

He took his time putting his clothes away, giving his dick a chance to soften up.

Ten minutes later he walked through the bunkhouse, and he started to notice things. Sally had said all girls, and the bras and nylons hanging on lines between the bunks backed that up.

And dresses and fluffy pillows and even a teddy bear. And high heels under the bunks.

He was in a bunkhouse with eight women? It was an exciting thought and a daunting prospect at the same time.

Jimmy wasn’t much with girls. Not being one of the big, muscular guys he wasn’t in much demand. When he tried to talk to girls they sort of had a snicker in their eyes.

He stood outside the bunkhouse and looked around.

A farm. With crazy women. And what was with that thing in the kitchen when Aunt Helen had put a knife under Sally’s chin?

He was starting to think he better hitchhike down the drive and head back home.

Still, his mother had made him promise. So…he walked across the yard towards the barn.

As he approached the large structure he heard grunting. And laughter. And yells and whoops. What the fuck?

The barn door was big enough for a truck to drive through, if it was open, which it wasn’t. On one side of the barn door was a smaller door for people. He cracked the door an inch and peered in.

Girls. Like Sally. They were wearing overalls for the most part. Quite baggy. Under the suspenders of the overalls they wore bras. And the bras held big tits.

Jimmy gawked. And the door jerked open and Sally pulled him into the cavernous interior. “Hey, girls. this is Jimmy.”

Everybody stopped what they were doing and stared at him.

Jimmy was frozen. He wasn’t much for calling attention to himself.

“That’s, Jenny, Janice, Alice, Sandra…” Sally went through the names quickly, and he knew he would never remember them.

“Jimmy is here to help, so don’t beat him up out of hand. Unless, of course, he deserves.”

“He’s a man, he deserves it,” muttered somebody, but Jimmy couldn’t tell who.

“Okay, you girls get back to work and I’ll get him started.”

The girls ignored him then, faced each other and started doing fighting drills.

Fighting drills? Jimmy stared.

“Pull your eyeballs back in,” Sally pulled him and walked around the central area where the girls were engaged.

As they walked around the area Jimmy blurted, “You guys are fighting!”

“Isn’t that why you’re here?”

“I don’t know why I’m here,” Jimmy answered honestly. “My mother just said I had to come here for the summer.”

“It looks like I know more than you do, then. You’re here to learn how to fight. Apparently you weren’t doing to good, and your father was a pro fighter. Doesn’t look too good for him.”

Jimmy said nothing. He had thought he would get a break from all the training. His own mother. Hunh!

They stopped at the back of the barn. Against one wall was a stack of hay bales.

“Okay, this is how you do it.” Sally bent at the knee, grabbed the bale of hay and picked it up. It was probably 75 pounds, but she walked it easily to the other wall and dropped it in place.

Jimmy blinked. She had a great figure, but not a weight lifter’s figure. But she handled that 75 pound bulk like it was a red brick.

She toted another one. “You have to make the stacks neat. Leave a little space at the bottom so they’ll lean towards the wall. Otherwise they might fall on you. Squash you like the little bug you are.”

She grinned and toted a third one. “Got it?”

“Uh, I think so.”

“Okay. Chop chop. Do it. When you get the bales moved to that wall come see me. We’ll get you to fighting.”

“You’re going to have me fight?”

“Hello?”

“But…I don’t think I was supposed to…and you’re all girls.”

“Oh, you noticed? Get to work.”

Jimmy started moving the bales. There were a hundred bales, and it wasn’t long before he was struggling.

He did weight lifting work outs at the gym, but this was totally different. No rest between circuits, the bales were awkward to handle, and his muscles were shortly screaming.

Sill, he kept at it, bale after bale. A hundred bales at 75 pounds…7500 pounds.

By the end he was barely able to pick them up, and he kept dropping them, but he managed to get the last one moved, and he leaned on it and gasped for breath. His muscles felt like noodles.

“What’s taking so long?”

“They’re a lot of them.”

“Of course there are. Come on.”

They walked the twenty feet back out to where the girls were training.

“What is this place?” Jimmy asked.

“A farm.”

“But you’re all fighting.”

“And milking the cows and moving the hay and driving tractors through the fields and repairing fences.”

“So it really is a farm.”

Sally sighed in exasperation. “Didn’t I just say?”

“Then why the fighting?”

“Because we don’t want to be helpless little ninnies.” She grinned. “Like you.”

Jimmy frowned. “I’m not so helpless.”

“According to your mother you are. Hey! Janice! You want to come here and start training Jimbo?”

Janice was his height, slender like him, but had the most wonderful set of boobs. She sauntered over with a look of disgust. “Do I have to?”

“Does Helen have to train you? Pass it on, sister.”

Janice sighed. “All right. Come here, numb nuts.”

Jimmy blinked. He was getting a little tired of the disrespectful way they treated him.

She took him to a corner of the barn and told him to stand like he was going to fight.

Jimmy heaved a sigh. He had been told to do whatever, so he spread his feet, put his hands up.

Janice walked around him, made a few adjustments in his posture, then faced him. “Okay, sweet cheeks, let’s see what you got.”

He lowered his hands. “I’m not going to fight a girl.”

She slapped his face. It was quick and sudden and he stepped back in shock. “What the fuck?”

“Put ‘em up, knucklehead, or I’ll knock you down.” She moved to slap him again and he backed up, instinctively in a stance and his hands up.

“I don’t want to fight.”

“Goodie. I get to beat on you for a while and you won’t do anything.”

A couple of the girls in the barn took notice of Jimmy’s situation. They gathered around and made remarks.

“Careful, Janice.”

“Watch out, city boy.”

“Let’s see some action.”

Jimmy walked in a circle, trying to stay away.

Janice cut off the circle and jabbed.

“Hey!” said Jimmy. “We don’t even have gloves!”

“Afraid you’re going to hurt your widdle pussy fists?”

He was afraid he was going to hurt her. She kept slapping at him, and he was going to be forced to fight back.

“Afraid of hitting a girl, Jimmy?” somebody shouted.

She slapped him, hard, rocked his head and sunk a fist into his belly. Damn. She hit hard. He went down to one knee, glared at her and returned to his fighting stance.

“Better fight back, Jimmy,” she grinned at him.

He stepped in and jabbed for her face. Still, it was half hearted. He didn’t want to fight, and he didn’t want to fight a girl.

She ducked and sunk two into his belly.

He oofed, but managed to keep his feet. His eyes started to narrow in anger. He had never gotten angry in the ring, but this was ridiculous.

She circled him. He cut off the ring and gave her a one two. Except that somewhere between one and two she smacked the side of his head with a hard set of knuckles.

He sat down, was dazed for a moment. The girls around the ring started moving away.

“He doesn’t have much,” said somebody.

Jimmy stood up. He was tired from the hay, tired of getting smacked around. Tired of people laughing at him. For the first time he felt a bit of that raw emotion that real fighters cultivate.

“That’s enough, Jimmy,” said Helen.

But Jimmy wanted revenge.

He moved in on Janice. Janice looked at Sally and shrugged. Jimmy covered, ducked, dodged, bobbed and weaved, and darted in—

Jimmy opened his eyes.

He twitched and his arm tried to punch.

“Whoa. It’s okay. It’s all over.”

“What?”

Janice and Sally were squatting over him. He felt his face. Somebody had thrown water on him.

“He’s okay, I’ll handle him.”

Janice nodded and stood up and walked out of the barn. Jimmy noticed that they were alone.

Sally helped him to a sitting position.

“She hit me?”

“Yep.” She wiped his face with a wet rag. “When we say that’s enough you’d better pay attention.

“I got beaten up by a girl.”

“Yep. Can you stand up?”

He could, though it was a shaky affair.

“Okay, I thought you might know something, but we’re going to have to start from scratch.”

He looked at her. He was still trying to figure out which way was up.

“So, let’s head up to the house, put some ice on you, and…it’s time for apple pie, anyway.”

She linked arms with him, which was good, it kept him on an even keel, and walked him towards the door.

Halfway across the yard he mumbled, “I think I’ve had enough. I’d like to go home.”

“Huh! You want to quit?”

“You have me move all that hay. I’m tired and sore, and then you have that Amazon beat the crap out of me. Not fair.”

Sally chuckled.

Moving all that hay will build you up. It also tires you out, in the beginning, and it’s like when you get clocked and have to keep going. Doesn’t matter if your muscles are tired, you have to defend yourself. Right?”

He said nothing.

“And that Amazon weighs a few pounds less than you. So the real question is are you going to quit?”

The way she said it made him feel about two inches tall. Whining and complaining just because somebody decked him.

“Or are you going to learn to defend yourself?”

He was stuck in that quandary as they walked up the stairs to the house. They entered the living room and the girls were already seated around the big table.

“Hey! There he is!”

“Come on, Jimmy, have a seat. We saved a piece of pie for you.”

Most of the girls were half done eating, but they all looked up and smiled at him.

So different. In the barn they had scrutinized him like he was a bug.

“Hey, sit next to me, Jimbo,” Janice yelled and pulled a chair back.

Sally suddenly cut in front of Jimmy and looked into his face. “Looks like you’ve got some friends. You still want to quit?”

She turned and circled the table and sat down. She was sitting next to Aunt Helen, who was watching him intently.

Judging him.

What was he going to do?

Was he going to cut and run?

The girls were still talking, making jokes, treating him like he belonged.

He had been found less than adequate, and yet…they wanted him.

He circled the table and sat down next to Janice.

One girl plopped some potatoes on his plate. Another girl cut him a piece of roast. Someone shoved a glass of apple juice in front of him.

He looked around the table, very unsure of himself.

He met Aunt Helen’s eyes. He stared at her. She nodded slowly. He began to eat.


PART TWO

Jimmy went to bed right after dinner. He dimly heard the girls on the other side of the blankets, but they left him alone. And it was good. He needed to sleep, to recover from the hay bales, to get over the physical effects of his beating.

“Wake up,” Sally was leaning over him. She was in a chemise and her boobs were right over him. One hand was in his groin, massaging his cock. SPROING! Instant boner. “Time to milk the cows.”

She let go of him and handed him a pair of high heels.

“What are these for?”

“When in Rome, Jimbo. Wearing these will help you balance, strengthen your calves, and make you quick on your feet.”

“But they’re for girls!”

“And a girl just kicked your but the other day.”

She handed him his pants. “You wear underwear?”

“Yes.” he was embarrassed, but what the heck was he going to do?

On the other side of the blankets he heard girls talking in low voices as they got ready for their work day.

Jimmy found a pair of underpants and pulled them on, then he pulled on his pants. He looked at the high heels.

“Aunt Helen had them made especially for you. The heels won’t break no matter how clumsy you are.”

“Clumsy,” he grunted. And he put them on.

He stood up and felt like falling down.

“Come on, city slicker.” Sally took his hand and led him to the other side of the blankets.

There were still three girls in the bunkhouse, and they all teased him.

“Nice calves, Jimmy. Where’s the cow they came from?”

“Whoo! Jimmy’s looking mighty fine.”

“Ignore those ninnies,” Sally said, leading him through the bunkhouse.

Sally led him to the milking barn. It wasn’t a big farm, only a dozen cows in the stalls, and she sat down on a stool and showed him. “Grab the tit like this. You don’t have to be gentle, these cows want to get rid of their milk. Pull like this…aim the milk into the bucket.”

Jimmy tried one. He messed it up, needed lots of instructions, but eventually he got it.

“Don’t you guys have automatic milkers or something?”

“What do we need those for when we’ve got you?”

Jimmy had no answer for that, and he began pulling on tits and cursing the big, brown cows. He was glad to be able to sit on the stool. His calves already hurt.

An hour later he was done, and he totted the buckets of milk up to the house. Totted and tottered. His ankles threatened to buckle. He made it to the rear of the house and entered the kitchen.

“Excellent,” Aunt Helen exclaimed. “Put the buckets over there. Grab some grub. You’re late, but we saved you some. First couple of days newbies are always slow.”

Hunh. He was slow. And a newbie. He scooped up some bacon and eggs and a hunk of fresh made bread. He started into the dining room but Aunt Helen said, “Sit right there, Jimmy.”

Jimmy sat at a small table used for shucking peas, peeling potatoes and other kitchen duties. He began eating, and it was delicious.

Aunt Helen was cleaning some dishes, and she stopped after a minute, dried her hands and sat down next to Jimmy.

“We haven’t had time to get acquainted. How’s my sister.”

“She’s fine.”

“And what about…”

For five minutes they exchanged the small talk a family engages in, then Jimmy asked, “So what’s up with this place?”

Aunt Helen grinned. “It’s a farm.”

“But all the training in the barn? Girls don’t usually learn how to fight.”

“More the pity. But these do. I understand Janice gave you a good drubbing yesterday.”

Jimmy nodded, and she laughed at the forlorn expression on his face. Then she grew serious. “I’ve been in the service, one of the first to go through Ranger training. And not with any dumbed down standards. When I got out here and took over the farm I did some volunteer work for the county. One of the girls who had been raped wanted to toughen up, so I helped her. Word got out, and now I have some regular live in students, and some of the townies come out and train with a couple of times a week. You have a rough time hitting a girl?”

“Yes.”

“You’ll get over it. Now, about Janice. She’s got a bad habit of stutter stepping before she throws the meat. You watch her feet and when she pulls the right foot back an inch the left one is going forward. When that happens step to the left…”

“Not right?”

“Nah. You got to step off the circle. You do it right and you’ll have a shot at her ribs.”

And he said, “What about these high heels?”

She just grinned. “You’ll find out.”

He finished his breakfast and headed out for chores. That day he was given the task of moving 40 head of cows to the next pasture over.

“They need new graze,” explained Sally. I’ll check on you in a while.”

He went out into the pasture, opened a gate, and circled the cows to get them to move to new grazing grounds. the cows, unfortunately, proved obstinate. His high heels proved obstinate, too.

They sunk into the soft earth. He had to stay on heels to pivot and shift direction, and the damned cows seemed to understand this. He only had about half the bossies through the gate when Sally came to check on him.

“Harder than it looks, eh?”

“Yes,” he said, a bit sourly.

She helped him, and together they made fast work of the remaining cows.

“Throw rocks,” she said. “Cut a wider circle. Don’t let a damn cow be better than you. Who taught you to fight?”

“My father.”

“Well, with all respect to papa, he did a lousy job.”

Jimmy almost said something, probably would have, except…she was right. He was low man at the gym, and now he was low man with a bunch of girls.

They closed the gate and Sally leaned on it for a moment and watched cows’ butts waggle away. “You’re a good guy, Jimmy, but you fight all wrong.”

“What do you mean?”

“I can tell you right now, without ever seeing your father, that he’s bigger than you. Probably six foot and a couple of hundred pounds. You a virgin?”

He avoided the question and blurted, “How’d you know? About my pop?”

“The way you move. You’re five foot six. You move like you would if you were six foot. Those shoes will help you out. But we need to do some other stuff, first. When you get your first real win with one of the girls I’ll fuck you.”

He stared at her.

She grinned. Her lips were red in the dawn and her blue eyes scintillating. “I know. I said you weren’t going to get to dip your wick in me, but I like you, Jimmy. There’s two types of men women like. Some women like the bad boy. The guy who gets in trouble. The rebel. I’m sure you know a couple of those.”

He did. He knew Rex Benfield, who gloried in kicking his ass.

“The other kind is the soft kind. Mild, almost girlish. They don’t speak up a lot, but…but there’s something in those kind of men that attracts me. Truth, attracts most women. And, let’s face it, a soft man is better than a hard man, excluding the dick, of course. So, you beat Janice good, or one of the others, and I’ll take you out that night and take advantage of you.”

Jimmy just stared.

“Gives you something to work for, eh?”

He found himself nodding.

“Well, let’s go. You’ve done enough chores for your first day, and the girls are starting to work out again.”

Sally led him through the barn, past the girls, and into the chicken yard. A hundred chickens were cackling their protest against his presence.

“Okay, here’s the game. You chase down a chicken and put it through that square door right there.” She pointed at a door about six foot up the henhouse wall.

“This is like Rocky, isn’t it.”

“Yep. Old school.”

Jimmy quickly learned that the chickens didn’t want to cooperate. They went this way and that, scattered, screamed at him. And every once in a while a big, old rooster would fly through the air at him.

He slipped in the heels, and fell to slide through wet chickenshit.

He got up and tried again. He learned how fast and how quick he could move before the high heels gave way.

He learned to cut off corners and grab a chicken.

He learned how to use the heels to stop himself, though he nearly broke his ankles in the process.

He put his first chicken into the little door, and was blown away when that same chicken sauntered out of the hen house.

He looked into the house and blinked. The little door went into the chicken house, the chicken fluttered the floor and then simply walked out.

Talk about an exercise in frustration!

But he kept going, and he was learning.

He learned to anticipate the chickens reactions, when they would cut and run, and he learned how to be a step ahead of them.

Amazingly, the high heels began to work for him. they were like super cleats. they made sharp turns possible, and he learned how and when to dig his toes in.

After an hour Sally came for him, and laughed at the sight of his front covered with chicken shit. She led him back into the barn and called for a volunteer to train him.

There were none.

“What’s the matter, ladies? Are you scared?”

“We’re scared of getting his shit all over us.”

“You heard them, Jimmy. Off with the shirt and the pants.”

He stared at her.

“Aren’t you glad you wear underwear? Now, come on. Get undressed.”

Jimmy was used to fighting in trunks, but this was different. And the girls were all grinning as they watched him.

“Come on, Jimmy. Show us what you got,” Janice snickered.

His face red, he pulled off his pants and shirt. All the chicken activity had made him limp, but now he started to get hard.

“Hey! He’s a grower, not a shower!”

Everybody laughed.

“All right, girls. Nancy, work on his footwork. The rest of you, back to work.”

Nancy was a good looking girl, maybe a little older than the others. She was two inches taller than him, and twenty pounds heavier. She didn’t have large tits, and her weight was in her muscle. Still, she moved better than him.

“Okay, simple stepping drill. Remember, everything starts from the ground, so good footwork is important.”

For an hour he drilled, and his legs were about dead by then. Chasing the chickens, wearing the heels, the stepping drills…his legs felt like they were drunken noodles trying to do hand stands, which was all Nancy was waiting for.

“All right, fluster face. Let’s see if you learned anything.” She faced off against him.

He had, but his legs were too tired to show it. They circled, and she constantly moved in, slapped him, moved back. He tried to block, to pick off the jabs, and got nothing but a red face for his efforts.

Finally, Sally called a halt to the work out. “Time for lunch, girls.”

Everybody gave yells and the barn emptied out. Jimmy was the last one to leave the barn. Sally was waiting for him.

“How’d you do, lover.”

He answered honestly. “I’m tired and weak and I just can’t get ahead.”

She laughed. “Ain’t it the truth. No work out this afternoon. We have classes for the townies this evening. You’ll be an observer. But come see me after lunch and I’ll show you something.”

He nodded, and they headed in for lunch.

After lunch Sally took him up the second floor of the farmhouse. Midway down the hallway a cord hung from the ceiling. She pulled it and a trap door flopped down and some stairs unfolded.

They climbed the stairs and Jimmy found himself in a library. But not just any library.

“This has got just about every book ever written on the martial arts. Boxing, savate, kenpo, whatever, it’s here. In that room is a TV with a DVD player, and tons of video courses.”

Jimmy goggled. There was one other girl up there, and she was deep in a book on Bruce Lee.

Sally showed him the projector. “Some of the girls like this place, some don’t. To each their own. I’ll let you decide what you like.”

She left him there and he began browsing the material Books written in Chinese. Obscure out of print editions. Even some books taken off the net, printed, and put in three ring binders.

Then, the videos. Boxing fights. Karate instructionals. Even Youtube clips.

He was in heaven. If there was one thing he loved to do it was read. He spent the rest of the afternoon immersed, and they had to come remind him when dinner was ready.

The class was interesting that night. But it was also a let down. The people from town were a mixed bunch, including a couple of kids, and a helping of young men.

The kids wanted to play, and the men wanted to get the girls apart, and it was all a gentle exercise in how to control people who wanted to learn, but not if it cost them a bruise or two.

Still, he had a chance to watch Aunt Helen in action, and she was good. Real good. When she spoke everybody listened, and when she tapped somebody they blinked, then thanked her.

Still, give him the morning work outs with the girls any day.

The next day they let him off the high heels, but they made him wear a dress.

“Why?”

“We want you to stretch,” was the answer.

“I can stretch in trunks, or sweats.”

“Too bad.” And he was stuck with wearing a dress.

It was sort of cool, actually, though it did tend to give him hard ons. He’d be moving bales of hay and suddenly realize his cock was standing up.

And, the girls seemed to have discovered he was a man. They kept cornering him, kissing him, and putting hand under his dress.

He realized that he was a commodity. These girls trained seven days a week, they took little time off, they didn’t see many men.

He walked the fence that day, and Jenny walked with him. She laughed at his skirt, but when they stopped to tack up a strand she took advantage of the moment to corner him, to press him against the fence and run a hand over his cock.

Jimmy wanted to go further.

“Nope,” she said, laughing, flushed, made all horny herself. “Sally said you don’t get fucked until you can actually defend yourself.

This just about killed Jimmy. He wanted to fuck in the worst possible way. The girls just kept teasing him, and kissing him, and putting their hands all over him. He needed a little relief.

He fought Janice again that afternoon, and he managed to make that advice from Aunt Helen work. She pulled a foot back, he dodged left, and he dug a hard fist into her rib cage.

“OOF!” she rolled back and rubbed her ribs and smiled. “Somebody’s been figuring things out.” Then she smacked him twice with jabs, but he managed to duck the haymaker.

Off to the side Sally nodded in satisfaction.

A week later the girls got up a little earlier. They were waiting for him when he woke up, and they grabbed him before he could get dressed and dragged him out to the center of the bunkhouse.

“Okay, Mr Big Balls, today we’re going to make you an honorary lady.”

“What?” he tried to ignore his cock sticking out.

The girls didn’t ignore it. They almost fought over who got to fondle it.

“Don’t let him squirt, girls,” cautioned Sally. “He still hasn’t beaten anybody.”

They put his hands on little tables and attached fake nails to his hands.

“What the fuck?”

They giggled.

“How am I supposed to do chores? How’ll I fight?”

“You’ll figure it out,” said Sally.

But if nails were bad, what they did to his face was worse. They cleaned him, primed him, put foundation on, and began coloring his eyes. Finally, they did his lips.

“Oh, sweet heysoos,” said Nancy. “I might let him beat me up.”

Which pissed Jimmy off, which anger caused the girls to laugh uproariously.

“Don’t worry, Jimmy,” said Sally. “Nobody’s going to give you a free ride.”

“You got to work for your rides around here,” Jenny exclaimed.

They dressed him in a dress, put high heels on him, and there he was.

“He’s passable for a girl,” mumbled Jenny.

“We oughta take him to town and see if the boys’ll pick him up.”

“I don’t think he’s soft enough to suck cock.”

“No, but he’s pretty soft.”

“All right, ladies. It’s time for chores.”

Jimmy had to milk cows, and with his fingernails extra long he had a hell of a time. If he wasn’t careful he poked one of the tits, and the cows mooed and stamped. It was the first day that he realized what it felt like to be slapped in the face with a tail. It hurt, and he quickly and intuitively learned to slap the strike of the tail. And that simple move, slapping the tail away before it could hit him, was going to prove invaluable in his self defense lessons.

Chores over, he headed for breakfast. He expected Aunt Sally to say something, but she just glanced at him, nodded, and served him an extra biscuit slathered with grape jelly.

The work out that day was the most interesting he had had. He was getting stronger from the hay bales, and he was getting quicker with his feet from chasing the chickens in high heels, and now he had to protect his hands and his face. He didn’t want to break a nail or mess up his make up.

He did drills, practiced self defense moves, and it came time to spar.

He was facing Janice once again, and for once, she wasn’t hitting him. He was so concerned with protecting face and nails that he moved his head and his body and managed to evade most of her strikes. And she only got a few in on his body.

When he did go on the defense he managed to hit her two for one.

But he was respectful. After he figured her out, and popped her a good one, he made sure he only hit her half hard. He realized that the girls had been doing this for him, and he did it for them.

The work out done, he walked across the yard to the farmhouse.

“Did you beat Janice?” Sally asked.

Jimmy was frozen. “Well, uh, yeah. I might’ve. I mean—“

“It’s okay. You’re not one of these arrogant assholes. You did good, and we all saw you hit her two for one. And you showed great restraint. It you had used full power you would have hurt her. You’re coming along, City Slicker.”

He smiled. It was the first time that summer he had really smiled, and it felt good.

“And now, tonight, you’re going to get your fuck.”

He looked at her.

“Anybody in particular you want? The girls all like you, they all want to be the first.”

He didn’t hesitate. “I love ‘em al. But I want you.”

“You make my day, lover,” she smiled.

But when they walked into the dining room Jimmy’s world fell apart.

“Have a seat, girls. Let’s do grace.”

Aunt Helen said a long prayer, mentioning everybody and asking for love for all. Then she reached Jimmy. “Thank you for blessing with this male. He has proved to be quite feminine in his heart.” And that was all. But then she lowered the boom.

“Jimmy,” Aunt Helen said, “I understand you held your own against Janice this morning.”

“I did okay,” Jimmy glanced around, suddenly a bit nervous.

“Janice says you whupped her fair and square.”

“Oh.”

Janice grinned at him and gave him a thumbs up.

“Now, it has come to my attention that these sex starved vixens have been planning to jump your bone.”

Jimmy froze, he suddenly felt like he was outside his body.

“Now, this here farm is not a baby factory. We don’t mind the young ‘uns, of course, but if you think you’re going to get your rocks off with my girls, and we’re going to risk a baby in our little paradise, you’re a bit mistaken. So I’m going to give you a choice.”

Jimmy’s mouth was slightly open as he stared at her.

“You can go home, or wear this.” She tossed a tube shaped like a cock, with a ring attached to it, onto the table.

The girls booed.

“Shut,” Aunt Helen snapped.

Instant quiet.

“So what’ll you do? What do you choose.”

Jimmy stared at the chastity device. he looked at Sally. She sighed and gave him a sad look.

He could go home, and never see any of these wonderful women again, or he could render himself unable to lose his virginity.

And he was so embarrassed…

He reached across the table and picked up the chastity tube. “I guess I’ve still got a lot to learn.”

The girls all sighed, like the air was let out of each and every one of them.

Jimmy excused himself, went into the other room and figured out how to put the thing on. He returned, dropped his drawers briefly so they could all see, and then sat down.

He had been about to lose his cherry to one of the most beautiful women he had ever seen, and now…he wanted to sob with frustration.

Jimmy still had six weeks to go, and he threw himself into the work outs.

The girls took him aside whenever they could. They commiserated, and wished, and kissed him, and felt his caged cock.

As the weeks passed he learned more and more. He could beat most of the girls, but not all, and not all the time.

He could milk the cows with nails on, catch the chickens with high heels on, and his face became harder and harder to hit. Heck, he even began to enjoy the feel of putting on make up in the morning.

His punches, and his ability to take a punch, grew and grew. Throw enough hay bales and muscles did, indeed, become dense and stringy.

His speed picked up, and he grew in ability.

He also grew in horniness.

Finally, he could stand it no more. He went to see Aunt Helen.

“Aunt Helen, I need relief. I feel like my balls are going to explode. This is torture. Can you let me out or an hour so I can…so I can…masturbate?” His face was redder than a sunburned chery.

Aunt Helen chuckled. “Nope. You’re in training. All those juices you’re trying to get rid of, they need to be channeled. You can’t just go out and spend your energy.”

“But I’m desperate.”

“Well, there is one thing we can do to relieve the pressure.”

“Anything!”

“Okay. We can do it tonight. But if I’m going to do this I need all the girls to watch.”

Jimmy had visions of himself squirting like a firehose, but to let the girls watch? That was…crazy!

But Aunt Helen said she wouldn’t do it, whatever it was, unless he agreed. “This is something every girl needs to know how to do. So by agreeing you’ll be helping out all these young ladies.”

He agreed.

That night, at nine o’clock, everybody gathered in the house. Aunt Sally pulled all the curtains, lit some candles, and the place took on a cozy feel. The girls were a bit puzzled, none of them knew what was going to happen, but they sat around and waited.

“Girls,” said Aunt Helen, “There’s something you need to learn. Jimmy has volunteered to help. Jimmy, up on the table.

Jimmy got up on the table on all fours. He was on a thick blanket, and he was naked.

“Sometimes you have to deny a man, make him wear a chastity tube like Jimmy’s. When that happens you can’t just ignore him. A man has needs, and you must make sure his pipes are in working order.”

She moved up next to Jimmy. She put a pan under his caged cock and snapped a glove on her hand.

She began to smooth lubricant into his asshole.

Jimmy tensed, then relaxed. The lube was cool and Aunt Sally’s fingers felt good.

“So you insert a finger or two into his ass, like this.” She pushed her fingers into Jimmy’s rectum and he gasped.

“Then you hook your fingers down, pointing at his manhood, and you feel for a little walnut shaped bump.”

She moved her fingers and Jimmy grunted. Man, it felt good. It was warm and electric and wonderful all at the same time.

“That bump is his prostate. When you massage the prostate it pushes semen up his shaft.”

Jimmy groaned.

“Jenny, you want to kiss Jimmy for a while? Help him relax? The rest of you girls, come take a look. If you feel like it, put on a glove and I’ll let you feel his prostate.”

Jimmy knelt, and finger after finger went up his heinie, felt his prostate. He began to feel like he was going to pee.

“Stroke his balls like this and it’ll help. Nancy, take over the kissing. You’re doing good, Jimmy.”

“I’m going to pee,” he blurted.

“That’s okay. We’ve got a pan down here. We’ll catch your pee.

Jimmy began to pee. Fingers pushed on his prostrate. Soft lips helped him along.

Jimmy heard the pee hit the pan, but it sounded a little weird. And he felt like the pee was coming out in a long string with little chunks.

“That’s boy. Almost done. There we go.”

Finally, all fingers were removed from his ass and he sagged.

“He’s going to feel a bit lethargic, very happy and loosy goosy. You girls want to take him back to the bunkhouse and put him to bed?”

Minutes later, escorted by a half a dozen beautiful women, Jimmy was put into his own bunk. Shortly he was asleep. And his dreams were most happy.


EPILOGUE

“You’re just going to get your ass handed to you.” Fred said to Jimmy. “You haven’t worked out all summer, and you want to go after Rex Benfield? Do you know how hard he’s been training? The guy’s an animal!”

“Got to jump back in the game sometime,” murmured Jimmy, hitting his gloves together.

On the other side of the ring Rex glanced over. His smiled was twisted in delight. He was going to do a beat down this twerp would never forget.

“Look, Jimmy. You don’t have to do this. He’s bigger, he’s stronger.”

“Hey, Pop?”

Fred looked at his son.

“Shut.”

Fred blinked.

DONG!

Jimmy turned and advanced to the center of the ring.

Rex sauntered like he knew he was going to win. The dozen people all outside the ring knew he was going to win, too.

They touched gloves, and Rex sailed in a haymaker that would have taken Jimmy’s head off. But Jimmy had chased chickens while wearing high heels. He darted to the side.

Rex stomped after him, whistled one right towards Jimmy’s face.

But Jimmy had learned to protect his make up, and he slipped the punch and circled to the side. He was waiting.

It took three or four go arounds before Rex did it, but just like a girl in a barn some months before, he pulled a foot back, shot the other one forward, and…Jimmy moved left instead of right, and he sank his hay bale muscled fist into Rex’s side. It was a brutal shot, delivered with all of Jimmy’s weight. Rex crumbled to all fours. He couldn’t breath. He gasped. He expected Jimmy to drop a bomb on him, but when he looked up Jimmy just had his hand out.

Rex slapped his hand away and got up. He was wobbly, but he was game. Just because he dished it out didn’t mean he couldn’t take it.

He circled Jimmy, and Jimmy, full of confidence, merely stepped, rocked back and forth, and timed the bigger man.

Rex delivered a series of jabs and followed it with a right uppercut.

Jimmy slapped and slipped, and rolled away from the uppercut. When Rex came around to deliver his punch Jimmy stopped him with a jab to the face, a kick to the belly, and then, all his weight, all his hay bale muscles, right from the ground, he launched a MOAP. Mother Of All Punches.

Rex was out before he hit the ground, and he stayed out.

Jimmy returned to his corner. Fred was standing there with an open mouth.

“I’m not interested in training anymore, Pop.” In his mind he was very interested. But not here. He wanted to train at Aunt Helen’s farm.

Fred shook his head and watched his son walk out of the gym.

Jimmy walked into the house. “Hey, Mom.”

“How’d you do?”

“Pretty good. I told Pop I wasn’t interested in training any more.”

“How’d he take it?”

“Probably not well. But…” he shrugged.

“I got a letter from Aunt Helen today.”

Jimmy turned and smiled. “How is she?”

“She’s fine, and…she told me about…about that thing you’re wearing.”

“Oh?”

“And she sent me the key.”

“Now you better follow her instructions. Just like you told me. Do whatever Aunt Helen wants.”

Jimmy’s mother smiled and nodded. “I will. She, uh, she also told me about this draining thing you need once a month.”

“Are you okay with that?”

“I think so.”

“Thanks, Mom. You’re the greatest.”

He kissed his mother’s cheek and went upstairs to his room.

END
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Big Stories
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Feminized for Granny ~ Underwear is disappearing from Joanna’s department store. She catches the culprit, and a spanking reveals that Eric is a cross dresser. Joann realizes there is something very hot about cross dressing, but how far can she push Eric?

Je said: Well written, the story flowed well with believable text. I enjoyed the concept of the story and the emotional turmoil of the the people.


Big Stories
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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.

A kindle customer said: Every man should have a wonderful wife to walk through life by "her" side! I didn't want the story to end!


Big Stories
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Feminized Cop ~ SAM wasn’t big enough to be a real cop, so he became T-Rex, a feminized cop. Drugs, guns and sex…he’s in the middle of it. But when he tries to get out, that’s when the trouble starts, and that’s when he finds out what being a feminized cop really means.

This is a steamy, rock and roll story about a straight man learning to walk on the wild side!


Big Stories
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The Were-Fem ~ RODNEY paid no attention when his parents said ‘Don’t go in the woods. He enters the woods and is captivated by a naked girl swimming in a pond. She takes him to a mysterious castle and he is…changed. By day he is a hard working lad, but at night he becomes something else!


Big Stories
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I Changed My Nephew into a Woman! ~ MARTHA gets a call from her sister, and is asked to look out for her nephew for a summer. She is not happy, but she talks to her friend, Daphne, and they start making plans. Then the nephew shows up, and they get the surprise of their lives. Chuckie wants something that only they can provide, and he is willing to do what they want to get it!


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

there are new books and stories coming out almost every day!

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘Fighting for Feminization!’

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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