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PART ONE

“Patricia!” yelled Lannie Macomber.

Upstairs the twins groaned. They each came out of their rooms and grabbed a suitcase.

Physically, though they were male and female, the twins were alike. They were both slender, though Tricia possessed a fine set of breasts. Pat possessed the apparatus between his thighs.

“Coming!” they yelled back. Their voices synchronized, as they often did. Male and female they might be, but they were startlingly alike in speaking and even thinking.

Lannie smiled as her two children came down the stairs. They were truly beautiful children. Blonde, blue-eyed. Though Pat really needed a haircut. His hair was almost as long as Tricia’s.

“If you two slugs will get a move on we can get up to the cabin before the summer is over.”

“It’s her fault,” quipped Pat.

“It’s his fault,” responded Tricia. “And will you stop calling us ‘Patricia?’ We’ve got separate names, you know.”

“Why, honey, I am calling you by your separate names,” Lannie answered innocently. Pat and Tricia. Pat…Tricia. Patricia.”

“Har dee har,” grumbled Pat.

Lannie smiled, locked the house, and headed down the front steps.

Pat and Tricia pushed their suitcases into the back of the SUV and piled into the back seat.

Lannie slipped behind the wheel and started the car. She checked her mirror, then backed into the street. In a moment they were zipping along, the radio whispering oldies, the gas tank full, and 400 miles starting to disappear.

“You children forget anything?”

“Nope.”

“Nope.”

“Mom! Tricia forgot her brain!” Pat yowled.

“That was your brain I forgot, dickless.”

Lannie looked in the mirror, “Tricia?”

“What? He starts it and I finish and I get in trouble. Is that fair?”

“Shut up, boob face.”

“Pat!” Lannie wasn’t fond of sexual references in their insults. Not that sex was a taboo subject, it was just…inappropriate.

“Well, geez…”

“That did it. You children will get along, or you’ll wear each other’s clothes.”

That shut them up. That was the ultimate punishment. Oh, it wasn’t too bad for Tricia, she could wear male clothes, though she didn’t like it, but Pat certainly didn’t want to wear a dress. The few times he had done that he had almost died of embarrassment. He had been so caved in that even Tricia felt sorry for him.

The journey became a relatively quiet one. Just the whisper of the road, the old tunes that one cold sing along with, and a big country passing by.

In the back seat the twins settle down to reading. Tricia was engrossed in her collection of fashion magazines. She was turning into a regular beauty queen. She was probably going to end up running a beauty parlor. She knew more than Lannie about make up and styles and such.

Pat was reading his Kindle. She wondered what book could keep him so. quiet and entertained.

Pat scrolled through the pages. The author he had just discovered was Grace Mansfield, and she was hot. The only trouble was he had to keep adjusting his shorts. They kept getting too tight.

Tricia noted her brother squirming and grinned. He had shown her one of the books he was reading, and she had to agree it was hot. So hot that he was having physical reactions down in pants land.

Well, that was okay, as long as he didn’t jack off in front of her. Then she smiled and thought about it. On the other hand…heh heh.

Lannie smiled and enjoyed the drive. 400 miles was six to seven hours, and the roads were not crowded.

Mile after mile passed by, and Lannie glanced at the fuel gauge. It was okay, but they should stop for lunch. She watch the bulletin boards and saw the Jimmie Dean monument coming up. There was a restaurant there, so she pulled onto the gravel parking lot and parked under a big Oak.

“Okay, kids. Let’s have some lunch.”

“Be right there, Mom. Got to put my shoes on.”

Lannie headed into the restaurant and Tricia looked up at her brother as she tied laces, “How’s it going, boner butt.”

Between themselves they spoke as sexually as they wanted. They were brother and sister, after all, the same age, going through similar phases, be they male and female.

“Man, this bitch is hot. I’ve had a boner all morning.”

“So I noticed. You gonna jack off while mom is driving?”

“Puh-lease!” he sniffed. Then grinned. “I can wait.”

“Wait till you’re an old man who can’t get it up.” Tricia chortled as she grabbed his crotch.

“Hey!”

But she was already out of the car. She had goosed and run, her favorite sport. As long as she was the gooser and not the goosee.

A moment later, adjusting his shorts, Pat followed along.

Inside the restaurant they sat at a table and ordered burgers and shakes. One of the rare differences between the twins, Pat liked chocolate and Tricia liked strawberry.

“Who’s James Dean, Mom?”

“Movie star last century.”

“Hunh. He’s handsome enough, but what was the big deal?”

“He was so talented and handsome…and so young. His death was a tragedy. Remember that, children, make hay while the sun shines.”

“Whatever that means,” mumbled Pat over a bite of burger.

“It means live while you can,” explained his mother.

“Yeah, boner brain. Carpet Die ‘em. Says the day.”

Lannie gave her daughter a warning look. “Language. And besides, it’s carpe diem, which means ‘seize the day.’”

“Says the day, ha!” Pat chuckled.

They finished their lunch and hopped into the car. Shortly they were zipping along, Tricia back into fashion and Pat rubbing his pants as he read about, of all things, men who wanted to turn into women.

Reading the salacious descriptions, he thought about that. On one hand, he would never want to turn into a woman. On the other hand…it sure was making him hard.

They drove for two more hours, then Lannie turned the car left and headed up into the coastal mountains. “Almost there,” she said cheerfully.

“Almost being another hour or two of wiggling up through the mountains like a snake.”

“A snake with no shoes,” added Pat.

“And a bellyache.”

“And no pepto bismal.”

“And a hole in his sweater.”

“And no needle and thread.”

“And a fanny pack.”

“And a…”

As the twins vied with each other in their favorite ‘outdo each other’ word game Lannie guided the car up the hills. It was a windy route, but it was fun. Oddly, Grandma lived only a couple of miles above highway one on the other side, but there was no road to her house on the other side so they had to go all the way over the mountains.

Mile after mile passed, and the children started leaping from side to side with each curve, pretending their mother was driving too fast.

“Slow down, Mom!”

“I’m getting sick!” Pat yelled, and, “BLAH!” he faked throwing up on Tricia.

Lannie had to laugh, and she kept the SUV trucking up the hill.

One hour and 49 minutes later they turned into Grandma’s driveway. Only another two miles.

Then one mile.

Finally Lannie turned the car through a gate and parked under a couple of trees. Everybody jumped out and looked at the house.

It was big. Two stories. And alone in the wilderness.

Oh, there were neighbors, a mile down the road were two. A mile up the road was one. But they were alone. No TV. In the wilds.

“Grandma!” yelled Tricia, and she ran for the porch.

Pat was right behind her.

Lannie unfolded from behind the steering wheel and stretched. It had been a long drive, but the fresh air, the closeness of family, it was ten times worth it.

“Patricia!” she yelled.

Pat and Tricia groaned and looked down from the porch.

“Don’t forget your suitcases!”

The children unhugged their grandmother and headed back to the car.

The kids tossed their clothes on the beds in their rooms—Grandma’s house was huge, so there were lots of extra rooms—then they came back down. Grandma always had fresh chocolate chip cookies ready for them.

“Hey, guys, are you ready for a hike?” Lannie asked, when they had their hands empty and their bellies full.

“Sure,” chirped Tricia.

“I guess,” agreed Pat, who really wanted to stay on his bunk and keep reading his book.

“All right. Why don’t you get your suits on and we can hike over to the lake.”

Quickly the kids ran upstairs.

Tricia opened her suitcase, found her swim suit and put it on. It was a bikini, but not a skimpy one like she wanted.

Pat opened his suitcase and stared. He closed it up and went into Tricia’s room.

“Hey! A little privacy!”

“Sorry, but but, I’ve got your suitcase.”

“No you don’t.”

“I do. Look.”

Pat opened the suitcase. Tricia’s clothes were all neatly folded.

Tricia blinked. “That’s not right. Look.” She pointed to the floor where her own suitcase was open. In it were dresses and underwear.

“But if this is…”

“Oh, no!” And Pat let out a howl. ”MA-A-A-A!”

Downstairs Lannie and Grandma looked at each other.

“What now?” muttered Lannie.

Pat came down the stairs before she could go up, and his face revealed his misery. “My suitcase…it’s filled with Tricia’s stuff.”

“What?”

They traipsed upstairs and looked at Pat’s suitcase. Lannie stared at the suitcase in confusion. “But…why didn’t you pack your suitcase?”

“Because I saw it in the hallway and it was already packed. I figured you packed it.”

“I packed for Tricia.”

“I packed for myself,” blurted Tricia.

The three stood for a moment and looked at each other. Grandma made it to the top of the stairs and asked, “What’s the problem?”

Tricia started to giggle. Lannie smothered a laugh. “We just have a little kerfuffle.”

“A little one? What am I going to wear?”

“What you brought, girly boy.”

“Shut up.”

“Quiet down, kids.” Then Lannie explained the mix up to Grandma.

Grandma grinned. “So you wanted to dress like a girl this summer.”

“NO!”

“Easy, Pat. Just take it easy. Tricia, do you have any pants?”

“I didn’t bring any pants. I wouldn’t want to share with him any way.”

“You might have to.” At Tricia’s look of outrage Lannie added, “Share the clothes he brought with him.”

“Well,” she said with a grin, “I guess I can let him wear my dresses.”

“I’m not going to wear dresses!”

“Well, you’re going to have to wear something. Those shorts of yours are already dirty.”

“We can wash them,” offered Granny. “You can wear a sheet until they’re dry.”

“There you go. Now come on, let’s go swimming. When you get back we can wash your shorts.”

Pat was miserable, but he really had no choice. “I could stay home.”

“And miss out on the lake? You know you kids love that lake. Come on.”

So they pulled him along and he groused…but he went.

The lake was a quarter mile across with several beaches. Grandma kept an old, aluminum row boat ashore and they dragged it down to the water.

Lannie and Grandma sat on the shore and watched and chatted like mothers and daughters do. Pat rowed and Tricia dragged her hand in the water. She looked up at her brother and smiled.

“You’re going to have to wear my clothes this summer.”

“Come on,” his face was red, and it wasn’t all from pulling oars.

“Hey, I’ve seen those books you’ve been reading. I think you’re going to have fun.”

“Dressing like a girl?”

“Look, boner brain, you know I don’t care. And mom doesn’t care. And it doesn’t look like Grandma even cares. So what’s the big deal?”

“You’re just trying to make fun of me.”

“Actually, and surprisingly, no. Sure, it’s funny, and I’ve had my laugh, but you know we usually hang out a lot, and I don’t want you sulking in the house while I hike the hills. I don’t feel like having a lonely summer just because you’re freaky over a bunch of clothes.”

His face looked pretty grumpy and he kept pulling on the oars.

“So what’s the difference between panties and your BVDs? They go around your waist, you’ve got two holes for the legs…I mean what are underwear for?”

He was silent. But listening closely.

“Oh, I know. Boys pants have a dick in them. Did you know, I shouldn’t tell you this, but last year I went to school with two golf balls and a hot dog in my panties.”

“What?”

“Serious. Just one day. I just wanted to see what it felt like to have a package, to have things in my undies like you have.”

He stared at her.

“It got boring real quick, and when I got to school I got rid of that stuff real quick. Never told anybody. Heck, they’d make fun of me. But I’m telling you. You can make fun of me, or you can realize that nobody really cares.”

“Yeah, but…dresses?”

“Dresses are cool. They’re cooler than pants, and it feels good when you run, or just when a breeze comes along and cools you down there.”

“Really?”

“Really. And it’s fun to let your dress rise up a bit. All the boys go crazy.”

“Come on.” He was starting to get red.

“Not that your legs would…you know, make a boy horny. But…just talkin’.

Pat was silent after that. He was thinking. He was thinking of the things he was reading, and what it would be like to dress like a girl…

“Oh, my gosh! Did you see that?”

“What.”

Tricia was looking over the side of the boat.

“In the weeds, all tangled up!”

“Where?” Pat stood up and looked over the edge.

Tricia, of course, gave him a shove.

Tricia rowed and Pat swam after. He kept yelling threats, but he didn’t mean any of them. He loved to swim. And he kept feeling the water sluice through his shorts and wash over his package.

Dress like a girl. Hmm.

Pat’s shorts were soaking wet when they started back for the house. He walked behind the three women and thought about what Tricia had told him. He had a feeling he was talking himself into something.

At the house Pat went upstairs, stripped his shorts and tee shirt off and wrapped himself in a sheet. He went out to the hallway and handed his clothes to Tricia. He went back into his room and picked up his kindle and began reading.

Tricia headed downstair and out to the back porch. She put the clothes in the washer, then, smiling, she poured in some bleach. Laughing to herself, she headed back into the house.

Two hours later it was dinner time. Grandma called everybody down to the table. Pat walked out of his room wearing a sheet like it was a toga. He leaned over the railing and called down to his sister. “Can you get my shorts?”

“Sure.” Tricia trotted out to the back porch. She lifted his shorts out of the drier and snickered. They were bleached, and the bleach had eaten through his shorts in several places, including the crotch. She carried the mangled shorts into the kitchen and put on her best ‘disaster’ face.

“Oh, Mom! Pat is going to kill me! I grabbed the bleach instead of the soap!” She held up the shorts and Grandma and Lannie stared at them.

“Oh, Lord,” whispered Lannie.

Grandma chuckled.

“Well, I suppose you want me to break the news to him.”

“I’m sorry! I really didn’t mean to…it was an accident!”

Behind Tricia Grandma rolled her eyes.

Lannie sighed and walked upstairs. And she withheld a chuckle. Her children were practical jokers, and this was a good one. That said, she put on her soberest face and tapped on Pat’s door.

He opened it and had a big smile on his face.

Lannie held the shorts up and Pat’s face transformed into shock and misery.

“What the fuck…” He took them and stuck his hand through the hole in the crotch.

“Language, young man.”

He looked at her. “Tricia did this on purpose.”

Lannie pushed into the room. “Sit down.”

The sheet wrapped around him, Pat sat on the bed.

Lannie sat next to him.

“No proof, but I’ll bet you’re right.”

Pat was seething, but helpless. “Wait until I…”

“You could kick her in the butt, and get yourself in trouble, and I could ground you and you’d be miserable, or…”

“Or what?” he groaned.

“The best revenge is to show that her joke didn’t get to you.”

“Huh?”

“She’s going to laugh and point the finger at you and have a great time when you get all red and mad and flustered.”

Pat looked totally miserable at that scenario.

“Or…you can act like nothing happened. Take the sting out of her stinger. Spit out the poison. She laughs and you merely look at her. No effect. You win.”

Pat thought about it. It could work. “But what about this?” he plucked at his sheet. “If I’m going to be wearing this, then…”

“You know that pink dress I bought her last month? On sale?”

He did.

“Wear it. Wear her best dress, flaunt it. She’ll be the one who’s mad.”

He blinked. It would work. It could…but he would have to wear a dress.

“Unless you want her to beat you.”

There it was. The manipulation that Pat couldn’t withstand.

“I’ll do it,” he growled.

“Okay. I’ll go get it. You stay right here.”

Lannie disappeared for a minute. When she came back in she was holding not just the dress, but panties and a bra.

Pat looked at the bra with misgivings.

Lannie just smiled. “Be the whole package. This is her favorite bra.”

“Well…”

“Look, just try it on. Model it for me. I’ve got to get something and I’ll be back in a minute. Just put those clothes on and wait here.”

Lannie left the room and trotted downstairs.

Tricia was talking to Grandma, a smirk on her face, but the smirk left her face when her mother entered the kitchen. “Is he mad?”

“I wouldn’t want to be near him for a while. Mom? Can I talk to you for a second?”

Tricia frowned and took a cookie. She wasn’t supposed to spoil her dinner, but she needed a little lift. This was supposed to be funny, but it wasn’t working out that way.

Lannie talked to Grandma on the back steps for twenty seconds, then she strode rapidly through the kitchen.

“What was that about?” asked Lannie when Grandma came back in.

“Nothing.” But her eyes twinkled.

Upstairs Pat figured out how to put on the bra. He had seen girls do this on TV, so he put it on with the clasp in front, then spun it around and stuck his arms through it.

He looked at himself in the mirror. He looked ridiculous.

Then he realized he had a boner. He quickly put on the panties and the dress to hide it.

Again, he looked in the mirror.

Hmm. Actually, he sort of looked like his sister. If he combed his hair out a little…and that was how Lannie found him, combing his hair into a more feminine look, when she walked into the room.

“Here you go,” she said, and she pulled the dress out and pushed a breast form into a cup. Then the other one.

“What the…” Pat looked down at his chest. He was now stacked. Maybe even bigger than Lannie.

“Now the bra won’t be a saggy thing, and your dress will fit properly.”

She pulled him in front of the mirror and linked arms.

He stared. Damn. His body did look feminine.

His mother saw his comb and picked it up. She began combing it, teasing it a bit, and it fluffed out and looked almost like Tricia’s.

“There you go. When Tricia sees you she’s going to die of envy.”

“Really?”

“You’e a better Tricia than Tricia,” Lannie giggled. Her good mood was infectious, and Pat actually grinned.

“Come on. Let’s head downstairs and show that bitch what is cookin’. She linked arms with her son and escorted him out to the hallway and down the stairs.

They entered the kitchen and Tricia’s mouth opened in shock. “What are you…”

“Good evening, Tricia number two,” Grandma hugged Pat briefly. “Have a seat and I’ll serve you.”

“That’s my best dress!”

“It certainly is. And it fits you perfectly, right Tricia Two?”

“And it’s cool. Keeps my, uh, legs cool.”

Tricia stood up and looked about to yell.

“Sit down, Tricia One.” Lannie spoke with intention and Tricia One looked at her. “You can dish it out, but can you take it.”

Tricia Two sat down across from Tricia one and smiled at her.

She made a face at him.

Grandma, grinning, plopped potatoes down on plates and brought in a platter of pork chops.

They ate silently, withholding laughter. Except for Tricia who was withholding anger.

Pat suddenly started mimicking Tricia. When she took a spoonful of potatoes so did he. When she lifted a fork he lifted his in exactly the same manner.

It was like watching a person in a mirror.

Then Pat sat back and put a hand under his curls and said, “I sure am beautiful today.”

Lannie lost it first. Grandma was a snort behind. And, finally, thirty seconds later, Tricia grinned.

“Okay, brother dear. But you better take care of my dress.”

Pat put a bland look on his face. “If I fart will this dress lift up?”

“Don’t you dare fart in my clothes!”

Everybody laughed then, and Grandma went to the fridge and got out the ice cream.

It was a slow evening, with Grandma and Lannie reading, and Pat and Tricia playing cards. Two man solitaire, which was an oxymoron but a lot of fun.

Pat wore his dress and acted normal. Except for the big boner that kept rising up at odd times. When it happened he stayed seated and waited and blushed and tried to not blush.

Tricia had an idea what was happening because Pat would suddenly grow quiet.

“Ha! Won again.”

Pat gathered up his cards and stayed seated.

Lannie yawned and stood up.”I’ve had all I can stand and I can’t stand no more. Good night.”

“We’re going to stay up all night,” said Tricia.

“Knock yourselves out,” Lannie smiled and headed upstairs to her room. Shortly the house was quiet except for the shuffle and slap of cards.

Tricia played quietly, a wan smile on her face, and waited until she was sure everybody was asleep.

“You’ve got a boner.”

“Come on. I have not.”

“Heck, you turn red in the face every ten minutes or so. I’ll bet my panties are rubbing your cock the right way. And that dress must feel fantastic. And I’ll bet it’s really cool to have actual tits on your chest.”

Pat started to say something, but stopped. He was embarrassed but…it was the truth. “It is sort of weird,” he whispered.

“Ha! I knew it. And I’m going to dress you up all summer. This is going to be so cool.”

“All summer?” Dread was in his voice, but excitement, too.

“All summer. We need to shave your legs and put nylons on you and everything. You’re going to be so blown out.”

Suddenly Pat’s face began to get red again.

“I knew it. Just talking about this stuff is giving you erections.”

There was nothing Pat could say to it.

“I want to see your dick.”
Pat looked up in shock. “What?”

“Shhh! I’ve never seen a dick, especially a real, live hard one. I want to see it.”

“Well, you aren’t.”

“Are you going to masturbate tonight?”

“We can’t be talking about this. You’re my sister!”

“We’re 18, that’s adults, and we can talk about anything we want. Besides, it’s not like I’m going to fuck you.”

Pat felt the sensations of relief and disappointment at the same time. He was relieved because all this sex talk was making him nervous. He was disappointed because, truth, he had thought about fucking his sister.

But he wasn’t going to do that. And not just because she said she wouldn’t.

Maybe some day, but not this summer.

“So when can I watch you jack off?”

“Never.”

“Come on. You wear my underwear. It’s my underwear that’s making you so hard, why not?”

Pat was silent for a while after that question. Tricia was right, it was her underwear, her dress, that was making him stiff. And what would it matter if she saw his dick? As long as she didn’t touch it or something.

“What can I do to convince you to do this?”

“Nothing.”

“I’ll show you my privates. I’ll let you see my pussy. You can even touch my tits.”

SPROING! Pat had been surging and waning before, but now he was hard as a rock. A hard rock. A hard rock with a hard on.

“Man, you are so red. You must be so fucking hard.”

And Pat said, “I’ll think about it.”

Tricia was smart enough to accept that for an answer. Heck, this was like fishing. She was going to have to put the bait in the water a bunch of times before Pat bit.

“Fair enough.”

They went back to playing cards, but now every time one of them looked at the other it was obvious what was on their minds.

They gave up on the cards at two in the morning. They hit the kitchen for milk and cookies and sat on the porch swing bench and watched the night sky. It was a moonless night and this far up in the mountains they were truly closer to God. A zillion stars winked at them and there was nothing else.

Tricia idly pushed a foot against the porch planks and the swung bench moved back and forth gently. They talked about college. They talked about kids they knew. They talked about the bits and pieces of their lives.

“Are you still a virgin?” asked Pat.

“Sadly, yes.”

“Why sad?”

“Because I’m the oldest virgin in the world.

“Come on.”

“You know Annie Keefer?”

“Yeah?”

“She had her cherry popped when she was eleven.”

“No!”

“That’s what she says, and she’s got a look about her that says she’s telling the truth.

“Eleven years old. Damn!”

“And you?”

“Oh, Hell. Yes.”

“Why? You’ve had chances, haven’t you?”

“Not really. Every time I get a girl alone somebody shows up. I go over to a girl’s house and her parents stalk me, peek around corners, look at me like I’m pubic enemy number one.”

“Pubic…he! That’s good. He’s a pubic enemy and he has a big gun.”

In the darkness Pat was careful not to rock the swing as he slid his hand under his dress and into his panties. Tricia kept talking and never noticed.

“Big gun with lots of bullets. The gift that keeps on giving.”

“Got to cock it,” said  Pat. He was rubbing the under the head of his dick. That soft area that was so damned sensitive.

“So that’s why they call it a cock.”

“They should call it a rocket. It looks like one and it’s ready to blast off.” He was breathing harder and struggling not to let Tricia know.

“Instead of jet propelled it’s sperm propelled.”

They laughed, and Pat disguised his harsh breathing with his laugh. He stifled a groan. He was getting close. Just a little more rub a dub dub and he would shoot.

“What you want to do tomorrow?”

“More hike, more swim, break into the wine cabinet.”

“Mom would kill you!”

“Probably, but I’d be too drunk to care.”

He was talking to disguise it…it was coming…it was shooting up his shaft.

“You realize that I’m serious about dressing you up?”

He grunted, an answer that popped out of him and he tried to make sound like an acknowledgement. Sperm began spurting into his hand. He was making a mess of his panties, but he didn’t care. He just let the motion of the swing move him and felt that wonderful bliss that a good orgasm gives.

“I’m going to make you wear nylons, and I’ve got high heels! Oh, Lord, I have to see you in high heels.”

Pat yawned. He had squirted. He was done. He stood up. “”Well, I’ve had all I can stand and I can’t stand no more.”

“You’re going to bed? Already?”

He sashayed past her and reached out a hand and patted her check, and smeared sperm all over her face.

“Ew! What’s that?”

“I’ll never tell,” and he ran into the house.

Tricia got it then. “You fuck!” she whispered. Outraged and delighted at the same time. “I can’t believe you…”

She ran into the house after him, but he was halfway up the stairs, holding his laughter in with his unspermed hand.

Tricia looked at her hand…and marveled. He had jacked off right next to her and she had never suspected. The twerp had actually slapped her with sperm. She had it on her face and hand. She sniffed it, but she couldn’t bring herself to lick it. Maybe next time. And she followed her brother up the stairs.


PART TWO

Pat awoke to the sound of Tricia in his room. She was digging through the suitcase he had brought, selecting clothes.

“This bra will fit you better, and you need to go shave your legs.”

He woke up all the way, didn’t yawn because he was getting excited. And his cock showed it. He had jacked off the night before and he was already hard. He had dreamed of himself in dresses all night long.

“I don’t have much hair on my legs.”

“You’re hairier than King Kong.”

“King Kong never shaved his legs.”

Tricia glared at him. “Get up and get going.”

Pat had a problem. He was harder than a rock and Tricia was right there. Then, inspired, he threw the covers off and stood up. “Okay.”

Tricia’s mouth opened and she stared at his boner. It was seven inches and red and throbbing. “Fuck!” she whispered.

Pat sauntered past her. She was squatting over the suitcase and staring at her, and just as he passed he turned quickly. His cock slapped her in the face.

She was so surprised she moved backwards and fell on her butt. She stared at his buns as he entered the bathroom.

Pat was snickering, holding in laughter. That had been worth it. He opened the medicine cabinet to look for a razor and stopped. Oh, crap.

“Hey!”

Tricia turned at looked at her naked brother. He was holding a bottle of Nair.

“Do I dare?”

She grinned. “You bet. You need any help?”

“I can’t reach my back.”

They stood in the bathroom and he slathered the Nair on his arms and chest. She spread it over his back, then she squatted and did his legs. And found herself face to face with his cock.

Holy fuck! She stared at the bobbing, throbbing member. It really was like a rocket.

“You gonna get my pubic area?”

Damn! Of course she was! She smeared the goo into his nether regions. She didn’t touch his cock because it was hairless, but she did put some on his balls.

“Fuck!” He whimpered and his legs buckled.

She stood up and they stared at each other. They didn’t say anything, they just stared and felt the excitement coursing through them.

“Heysoos. I’ve never been so turned on.”

“Can you jack off again?”

He shook his head. “But maybe I can tonight. We can stay up late and I’ll let you watch.”

She suddenly grabbed his hand and put it on her tit.

His eyes grew wide.

She nodded.

He felt her boob. He felt the softness. He felt the nipple.

“Man, that feels good,” she moaned.

Suddenly he began to feel the heat. “This stuff is getting hot! It’s almost burning!”

“Quick, get into the shower.”

He did, and turned on the water, and they watched as his light, curly hair washed off his body.

“Man, there’s nothing he left!” He looked at his arms and legs, then bent over to see that his groin was completely bald. “Wow!”

Tricia laughed. “Dry off and come out. I’ve got your clothes all ready.”

A minute later Pat was in the bedroom and pulling on panties. “This isn’t going to hide my dick.”

“The dress is short and it flares out. You’ll be able to be as bony as you want and nobody will see.”

He was doubtful, his dick was really out there, but he slipped into the bra and put his breast forms into the cups.

“Geez. You’re stacked. You got more than me.”

He just grinned, then struggled into the dress. It was a light blue and covered him well on top. Nobody would ever know that his tits were falsies.

“Comb your hair, try to make it like mine, I’ll be back in a second.”

Pat found a hair brush in the suitcase and began teasing his hair the way he had seen Tricia tease her hair. He ran the brush under water, flicked it off, then stroked up from the neck and brushed his hair from the bottom. The result was that his hair bulged out and turned in.

Tricia returned, and she was wearing a similar dress, but light purple. She took a place next to him in front of the mirror and began teasing her own hair. It took them about fifteen minutes, but when they were done their hair was almost identical.

They put on their shoes, then Tricia said, “Wait a minute.”

She dug into her purse and took out a tube of pink lipstick. “We are going to so fool Mom!”

Pat was trembling as she painted his lips. For a minute he thought he was going to cum again, just from her putting make up on him, but his dick still wasn’t ready. It just bounced inside his panties and pushed the dress out.

“You want to really fool Mom?”

“Uh…sure.”

“Okay, I’m going to curl your eyelashes, make them a little longer and fuller. I won’t wear any eye make up.”

Pat stood there as Tricia curled his lashes and added mascara. He gulped, and she giggled. “Really getting turned on by this, aren’t you.”

“Yeah.” His voice didn’t even sound like his.

“Okay, one last thing.” She bundled up a pair of nylons and lifted her dress and put them in her panties.

“What are you doing.”

“Use a shoe string and tie your dick down.”

He blinked, but he took the shoe string she offered and pulled his panties down and sat down. She watched, utterly enthralled, as he tied the string around the lip of the head of his dick. He stood up and groaned as he pulled his dick down, then he tied the string around his thigh. It was barely long enough, and it made it hard to stand up. He straightened up but was still bent over.

“Can you straighten up?”

“I can when we get down there.”

“Okay,” she giggled. “You look funny, a little old man in a dress.”

“Let’s get this done before my dick breaks.”

They headed out of the room and down the stairs.

Lannie and Grandma were sitting on the swing bench on the porch. A flock of ducks were grazing the front lawn and they talked in low voices so as not to scare them. Suddenly the front door opened and Pat and Tricia filed out. They faced their mother and grandmother and didn’t say a word.

Lannie took them in, and immediately figured out what they were doing. And she knew which ‘daughter’ was which.

Grandma said, “I can’t tell. I can’t tell them apart.”

Lannie smiled. “Pat is on the right, Tricia is on the left.”

“Mother! How did you know?”

“The eye make up was good, but not enough. And the, uh…package down below. It just doesn’t seem real.”

“Not poke-y enough,” agreed Grandma, following her daughter’s explanation. “But they certainly had me fooled.

“You can’t fool a mother. But…your bulge down there isn’t real enough, but…how did you hide Pat’s?”

Pat chose that moment to sit down and bend over.

“We tied his thing down with a shoelace.”

Pat turned his chair around to face the other way. He couldn’t take it any more. He reached under his dress and untied the shoelace where it went around his thigh. “Oh, Man!” He sighed in relief and turned back around.

He was unaware that the shoelace was visible under the hem of his dress.

Tricia saw it and giggled. Lannie smiled. Grandma breathed on her lenses and cleaned her glasses.

“You’re going to have to make up both your eyes, then I probably couldn’t tell, if it wasn’t for Pat’s uh….’problem.’”

Pat was sitting down, but his cock lifted the dress just enough to be seen. He started to turn red.

Grandma put her glasses back on and considered the two children. She cleared her throat and everybody looked at her.

“I shouldn’t tell you this, but…there’s something we can do to hide Pat’s penis and make him even more girl like.”

Pat looked up. He was actually in a little shock. He was sitting in a chair with his sister, mother and grandmother, dressed like a girl, and they were treating him like it was all good and normal.

“What’s that, Mother?” asked Lannie.

“Well, Pat has to go around like a girl this summer, and the more girlish he looks the easier it will be for him. So we should help him.”

They waited.

She blurted, “Your grandfather used to wear a chastity belt.”

Three jaws dropped, and Grandma hurried on. “I know, it’s a bit much, but…your grandfather was a cross dresser. He wore a device, it’s called a chastity tube, on himself all the time. Never a bulge, no pain, but it was rough on him. In a good way, of course.”

The children pulled their chairs around and faced their grandmother.

“Grandpa wore dresses?”

“He was a crossdresser? Like…really?”

“Really and truly. We used to love to go over the hill and have dinner and go to the movies. Nobody knew us, they all figure we were two girls. Maybe they even thought we were Lesbians, we would get so turned on we couldn’t stop touching each other, but what did we care? We’d never see those people again, and we were in it for each other.”

“Carpe diem,” whispered Tricia.

“Anyway, I’ve still got his chastity tubes—he had a complete collection, made many of them himself—would you like to try one on? When your thingie runs down, that is?”

Pat and Tricia and Lannie all exchanged looks.

“Of course he does!” blurted Tricia.

Lannie looked askance at him. “Pat? What do you say?”

Pat was once again turning a nice shade of red. But there was no way he was going to say no. Not after coming so far.

“Okay.”

Grandma led them up stairs to her room.

The master bedroom had a big poster bed, probably a hundred years old, but it was sturdy. There was a big dresser next to the closet, and a Queen Anne chair on the other side. Grandma walked into the closet and came out a minute later with a shoe box. She opened the box and placed it on the bed.

“He made this one,” she said, holding up a thing that looked like a big thimble coated in rubber with a strip of rubberized plumber’s tape. “He liked it, but as the market grew he found it wasn’t as secure or comfortable as some of the ones he bought.”

She passed the tube to the others and they handled it. Pat looked at the padlock on it with misgivings.

“Here’s his first plastic model. We used to love watching his penis try to get hard. The flesh would squeeze out the sides and I was always scared he’d hurt something.”

It was an old CB-2000. Original model with little plastic bars.

“Here’s his favorite, but you can’t wear it unless you have your penis pierced.” She held up a heavy, silver slug-looking thing. There was no ring to go around his balls, just a little piece of metal at the end with an eye hole. “You slip this on, put this through your piercing, and zingo bingo, you are one locked puppy. Totally escape proof.”

She lifted out a sleek pair of metal panties. “Can’t get out of this one, either. You put your peeny into the little tube behind the front plate, lock up the whole thing….I love the way this looks, the only problem is you can’t spank him.”

Pat blinked and stared at his grandmother.

Tricia chortled, “So we’re going to get to spank my brother.”

“No,” said Lannie, intently.

Grandma smiled. “Who knows, he might want to be spanked. Men are strange creatures.”

Lannie stared at her, but she just lifted out another chastity device.

There were a dozen different tubes in the box. Everything from electrical to rubber slip ons. Finally, she lifted out one that was small, sleek, and had a ball divider.

“This is the one we used the most, and it’s probably the best one for you,” she said to Pat. “The material is space age, it warms up and is a bit flexible. He said when his testicles were divided it was just heavenly.”

Pat stared at the instruments laid out on the bed. His cock was going crazy. To be locked up was more exciting than he had ever imagined. Sure, he had read descriptions in his books, but the difference between reading about and actually holding one of the infernal devices was…large.

He said, in a strangled voice, “I don’t think I could get one of those things on.”

Grandma laughed. “Of course not. But you pick one out, and sometime during the day, when your penis isn’t so excited, you slip it on. You just take your time and relax and it’ll work out.”

“So which one are you going to choose?” Tricia was very intent and her mother glanced at her, then went back to inspecting all the devices.

Pat had no idea. He wanted to try them all on and find the perfect one, but…but he was likely to only have one chance at this. He said, “I’ll try Grandpa’s favorite.”

“Good choice,” said Grandma. You’ve got similar physique, you’re probably similar down there, too. Here you go.”

She handed him the tube and he held it gingerly as if it would break.

“Thanks. I guess.” He looked at the tube dubiously.

“Why don’t we take a long hike?” suggested Tricia. “That would help you get unexcited.”

“Sure. Yeah.” the truth was that if he went up and hung out in his room he’d start reading his books, and that would keep him hard.

“Okay. Let’s go. Let me put this in my bedroom first, though.”

Pat put the chastity tube in his room, then he and Tricia went down the stairs, waved at Lannie and Grandma, and headed into the woods.

Lannie and her Mother sat and watched them go, and when they disappeared into the brush Lannie breathed out and said, “So you told them.”

Grandma nodded. “You seen the boy. He can’t wait. He’s just like his grandfather, and…we haven’t talked it much, but…his father.”

Lannie nodded. “His father was a hard core transvestite. I had to threaten him to make him not raise Pat as a girl.”

“Well, yes. But…you know what’s going to happen now, don’t you?”

Lannie looked at her.

“Pat is going to be horny. Real horny. You won’t have to worry about him having sex because he’s going to be in chastity, but he’s going to be affectionate with everybody, rubbing up against us, all of us, even me. And he’s going to be wanting to kiss and fondle and…you might finally have his cock under control, but inside he’s going to be out of control.”

Lannie sighed. “I know.”

Grandma looked back towards the woods, where Pat and Tricia had disappeared. “Well, that’s the family curse. We have healthy, sexed up men, but they all want to wear dresses.”

They silently for a long moment, then Grandma added. “Of course, that’s not bad.”

Lannie smiled.

They hadn’t gone more than a dozen steps into the forest when Tricia turned to him and knelt down.

“What?” asked Pat.

Tricia grabbed the string, which was still attached to the head of his cock. She lifted it up and grinned. “I’ve got you on a leash now.”

“Hey, wait!”

She pulled and his cock stretched out and he took a quick step forward.

“Oh, fuck!” he whimpered. But he didn’t try to get loose.

Off they went, following a path through the woods. Winding around bushes, stepping over roots and ducking under limbs.

Tricia kept his cock stretched out and kept tugging on the leash.

“Man, that must feel good,” she said, climbing over a log. She pulled as he climbed over the log and he almost fell down. But he didn’t complain.

They reached a placed over looking the lake and Tricia sat down on a boulder and faced him. “You know what you have to do now, don’t you?”

He did. “Jack off.”

“Right. After that little tromp through the woods you should be ready to squirt.”

He was. Now, not embarrassed, at least not too much, he lifted his dress and pulled down his panties. He untied the shoelace and tossed it to Tricia and started whacking.

He was hot. Dressed up, what his grandmother had told him, he was ready.

Oddly, being slightly embarrassed helped him, too. It all contributed to his dirty frame of mind.

Tricia watched him stroke for a minute. She studied the look of concentration on his face, and she finally sighed, “Damn. I might just as well get myself off, too.”

She scooted back on the boulder, snuck a hand into her panties, and started jilling herself.

Pat could hardly breath. Seeing his sister breathing hard, fondling her breasts, and fingering herself, it was almost too much. His knees were shaking, his face was red, and his hand turned into a blur. Sometimes he liked to take his time, edge himself, but not this time. This time there was a point to it all. This time, if he came he could run home and get into the chastity tube.

“Go, brother dear,” Tricia gasped, feeling herself get closer and closer. She had been on edge since the trip started, and seeing him jack off, feeling his sperm on her cheek, she had to get off.

“Fuck,” whimpered Pat. “Fuck.”

The little sensation deep down inside his groin clicked. He felt the need to work hard dissipate, and semen started to rise up through his shaft.

“Yeah…yes…” she frigged herself, used several fingers. She was bent forward so she could hook her fingers into her G spot.

“FUCK!” White goop flew from the end of his prick. It wasn’t a slow dribble, it was a violent spatter of semen across the ground and onto the boulder and even onto Tricia’s legs.

Tricia gave a strangled grunt of laughter, then she leaned back, her eyes rolled in ttheir sockets and her hips started humping the air. “Fuck!” She wheezed.

Then they were done. Spent. Empty.

At least for the time being.

Tricia recovered enough to sit up and say, “Okay, boner brain. Run for it. Tire yourself out, don’t think about it, but get that chastity tube on.”

Pat ran for it. Running, his legs rubbing against the dress, he had to pull the dress tight about his body. It just felt sexy. And he held his arm under his tits so they wouldn’t bounce. Damn! He had just jacked off and he was getting horny all over again.

He slowed down and tried to think of other things. His mind was going crazy, trying to think of sex, but he tried to think about baseball, and to just focus on trotting through the woods.

He burst out of the woods and ran across the front lawn. Grandma and Lannie watched him, and were surprised for a second, then they chuckled.

“Think he’ll make it?” asked Lannie.

“I hope so,” said Grandma.

Without a word in passing, Pat ran up the stairs and into his room. He grabbed the chastity tube and pulled it over his cock.

Just in time. As he clicked the ring to the tube his cock was already pushing back, trying to get out.

He clicked the padlock and stood, as if in shock.

He looked down. He was secured, and his cock was going crazy.

Let me out! It shrieked. Not this! Anything but this!

He started to chuckle, then to laugh. Finally, he took off his dress and walked into the bathroom. He sponged himself off, ridding himself of the sweat of his frantic run through the woods. Then, clad only in panties and bra and chastity tube, he went into the bedroom and laid on his back on the bed.

He lay and breathed, and felt his cock struggling. It felt incredible. He had never been so damned horny, and this right after masturbating.

He heard the downstairs front door close. He smiled. He didn’t move to get up or get dressed.

He heard Tricia coming up the stairs and he waited.

“Holy fuck!” She entered the room and stared at him.

He propped himself up on his elbows.

“Drop your panties. Let me see.”

He thumbed his panties and lowered them, and she gasped. “Oh, my God! That is the coolest thing I have ever seen in all my borned days.”

“It is, isn’t it?”

“I need to feel that.”

“Go ahead. It’s safe. I can’t cum, and I certainly can’t do anything to you.”

She held his tube in her hand and stroked it with the other. “Look at how it’s pushing around in there. It’s…feel your balls!”

His balls felt full. They weren’t, he was empty, but the positioning of the tube presented them so they felt full.

Pat actually felt faint from the feel of her soft hands on his groin. He was suddenly intensely aware of her.

Sure, he had thought of what it would be like to fuck his sister, but over that was a very strong taboo feeling. But now, whether he wanted to or not, he wasn’t able to.

He reached out and cupped her tits. Her nipples were erect under the dress and bra, and he rubbed her nips and she groaned and shook his tube.

Suddenly he realized something. “Oh, my God! How am I going to live through the summer? I can’t jack off! I can’t really even play with myself.”

Tricia couldn’t stop grinning. “But I can play with you. I can tease you and dress you up and…oh, my gosh. This is going to be the best summer in our whole, entire lives.”

“Maybe for you.”

“Come on, bro, don’t feel sorry for yourself. Learn to love it. I mean, it is sort of fun being horny.”

“Yeah, but horny all the time? With no sign of relief?”

They heard the stairs creaking down the hall and Tricia let go of his package. She went to a chair and sat down. Pat pulled his panties over his caged cock and struggled into a dress.

A tap on the wall in the hall. “Are you decent?” And giggles.

“Uh, yeah.” Pat managed to pull his dress down and sat on the bed. He looked blowzy and his hair was mussed up.

Lannie and Grandma entered the room. “So, did you manage to get your tube on?”

Pat was embarrassed all over again, but he nodded. “Yeah.”

“Well, we won’t ask what you did to make it happen, but…show us.”

Pat blinked. His own mother was asking to see his junk. And his grandmother was standing right next to him.

“Well, uh…” he stalled.

“Come on, boner brain,” sniped Tricia.

“Language,” admonished Lannie, then: “I changed your diapers, I have seen your peeny before. Your Grandmother helped me back then, so she’s seen you before, too. Now, enough silliness. Lift your dress and show us your ding a ling.”

His face red, but knowing there was no way out, Pat stood up and lifted his dress. He lowered his panties and his mother and grandmother bent a little at their waists.

“My, it looks angry.”

“You’d be angry, too, if you were locked up without a trial,” Pat’s grandmother pointed out.

“But it looks so…confined. It doesn’t hurt, does it?”

“No. Well, maybe a little when it’s trying too hard. But…it’s okay.”

“And no bump. Nobody will be able to tell that you’re a boy, or that you have a chastity device on.”

“Isn’t it cool?” asked Tricia.

“It certainly is cool,” agreed her mother.

“Only one thing left to do,” said grandma.

“What’s that?”

“Have you ever read that silly story about the mice ‘belling’ the cat?”

Lannie had, but Tricia was blank.

“Some mice were scared of the cat because he was so sneaky. They realized that if they could hear him coming they would be safer. So one of the mice tied a bell to the cat. I don’t remember if it was his tail or his neck, but the point is that from there on out they could always hear him coming. They heard a little tinkle of bells and they ran for cover. They were safe from that point on.”

“So what does that have to do with…” Tricia’s eyes widened. “You mean…”

“Yep.”

Grandma turned to Pat, who had a sinking feeling in his belly. “You’re a male, and males always pick on females. They want to stalk them and subject them to attentions that might be unwanted.”

“But I don’t stalk you guys.”

“Nope, but we really need to bell you. It will make us feel so much safer. There’s another side to it, too.”

“What?”

“You’re going to have to learn to walk in high heels. When you walk in high heels you make a click, click, clicking sound on hard surfaces.”

Pat knew that.

“As a female you’ll grow to be proud of that sound. As a male, you’ll grow to love the sound of your cock ringing. It will remind everybody that ‘here comes a man.’ Guaranteed. You’ll learn to love that sound. Tricia, my sewing kit is on the porch downstairs. Can you go get it?”

Tricia jumped up and ran downstairs. While she was gone Lannie felt Pat’s chastity cage. “He could break out of this in an emergency.”

“He could, but he knows better. This was my husband’s. It’s an heirloom. Oh, it might get broken, but to be destroyed through his horniness…he knows better. Right, Pat?”

Pat didn’t know better, but he did now. He nodded his head.

Tricia came back into the room and held out the little sewing kit. Grandma took out a little silver chain with a bell on it. The chain was only three inches long, but the bell tinkled quite plainly.

“If you walk slowly, like a lady, the bell won’t ring. But when you get too rambunctious you’ll hear it.”

Grandma sat on the bed next to Pat and ran a hook through a little loop on the bottom of the device. She bent the hook and twisted it so it wouldn’t come loose. “My husband wore this. He loved it. I always knew when he was on the move.”

“But Grandma, if he was wearing this thing then….how did you ever have children.”

“You’re adopted,” blurted Tricia.

Lannie laughed. “He is not. Besides, if he was then you’d be adopted, too.”

Grandma got up and stepped away. “Stand up, child.”

Pat stood up, the bell was silent.

“Jump around.”

Pat moved up and down on his toes and the bell tinkled. “Oh, my God!”

He walked slowly across the room and heard nothing. He jogged back and the bell tinkled louder. He stopped and listened to the silence.

“That is so cool,” blurted Tricia. “You’ll never be able to sneak up on me again.”

“Wow,” Pat said softly. He jumped and listened. Held still and listened. Grandma was right. It was cool, and it gave him a feeling of pride. It was like telling the world, ‘Hey! I have a boner!’ When he couldn’t have an erection at all.

“Okay, child,” said Grandma. “You’ll wear that the rest of your life. Oh, we won’t make you, but you’ll want to. By the end of the summer you’ll never want to let your penis hang free again. When you go home I’ll give your mother the key, but she won’t let you out. And some day, when you get married, she’ll give the key to your wife. Guaranteed, you’re going to be happy for the rest of your life.”

“But, Grandma, what if…will I ever, uh…masturbate again? I mean, I’m already feeling so…you know. How can I get relief?”

“Oh, don’t worry about that. End of summer, before you go home, I’ll show your mother and sister how to drain you. It’s quite safe, and fun, and will make you want to wag your tail even more. And Tricia, you’re going to have to learn this. You can help with your brother, and when you find a husband this all all be invaluable.”

“Yes, Grandma.”

Grandma looked around and was satisfied. She hadn’t known when Pat would be ready for chastity, but he was, and the summer was looking up. She sighed.

“All, right, children. Are you ready for some milk and cookies?

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

[image: ]

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

‘Grandma Feminized Me!’

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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