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PART ONE

“Mom! You can’t be serious!”

“Oh, I am serious, young man. You are grounded for two weeks.”

Jeannie, my sister, was eating her cereal while Mom chewed me out. She didn’t even look up when she said: “Timmy will just leave when you go to work.”

“Shut up!” I snarled.

“That’s three weeks. Want to try for four?”

Jeannie’s mouth formed a little smile.

“Look, mom, I told you how it happened. I was with the guys, they were drinking but I wasn’t.”

“But you were with them.”

Jeannie looked up. “Mom, you know he’s going to do what he wants during the day.”

“Argh!” I wanted her to shut her stupid mouth!

Mom looked at me. Is that right, Timmy? Are you going to just ignore my orders and do what you want?”

“No,” I said, sullenly.

“Mom,” Jeannie said.

My mother looked are my sister, then at me. “You are, I know it. I can’t trust you.”

“Mom!”

“There are ways,” Jeannie said softly, and both Mom and I looked at her.

“Like what?”

“Make him wear something girlish. He won’t dare go outside if he’s wearing something girlish.”

“NO!”

Mom smiled. “Like what?”

“Well,” Jeannie stopped sucking cereal for a moment and tried to look like she was thinking. “You could make him wear a dress, maybe padlock the back of it. Or there are always high heels. I like high heels. Or you could just make him wear dangly earrings.”

Mom turned quizzical, “How would you lock earrings?”

“Oh, I don’t know. Maybe glue them or something. I mean, he got those piercings in his ears against your wishes, so…?” she shrugged.

Mom turned to me. I pushed back from the table. “No. You aren’t going to do that to me. That’s child abuse.”

“What is abuse, young man, is you going out with your friends and being brought home by the cops. Smelling of alcohol!”

“That just spilled on me! I didn’t have anything to drink!”

“Hmmm,” smiled Jeannie.

“Jeannie, go get my longest, dangliest earrings.”

Jeannie jumped up and trotted away.

“Mom. You can’t do this.” Jeannie wasn’t here to rain on my parade, so I gave it my best shot. “Look, it’s emasculating. You don’t want people to think you have a sissy son, do you? And I promise, on my word of honor, that I won’t hang out when the guys are drinking.” I went on and on, and it looked like I was making progress, when Jeannie came back.

“Here go, mother dear.” She held out her hand and I actually flinched.

They were three inches long, three silver strands with little diamonds on the ends. Veddy stylish, and death to me and my plans for the summer. Well, three weeks of the summer. But three weeks is a lo-o-ong time!

“Excellent,” my mother grinned. I didn’t know mothers could be so evil. But I guess they inherit their evilness from their daughters.

Mom walked around the table and to my right ear. “Hand me the glue from that drawer, dear.”

Jeannie handed her a bottle of glue as she inserted one of the danglies in my right ear.

“But that’s permanent glue! It’ll never come loose!”

She dabbed a drop on the earring, pushed the earring closed, and held it for 30 seconds. I sat there, my head tilted, almost crying, and knew that my life was over.

She went around to my left side and glued the other dangly onto my ear.

“You know,” mused Jeannie, “He’s got such wonderfully long hair…we could style it and he would look so cute.”

“No,” I snapped.

Fortunately, for once, Mom agreed with me. “I think this will do it. After all, his punishment is to be grounded. These earrings will do that, so…”

Mom left the kitchen then. Her high heels tapping on the tile floor. Jeannie came around in front of me and made a happy face. “Oh, my big brother is so cutesy boo boo.”

“Fuck you, bitch!”

She placed one hand at her cheek and made an O of her mouth. “Oh, my, is that foul language I hear coming from my big brother?”

“She never would have thought of this if it wasn’t for you.”

“Tell me, brother dear, what kind of dress would you like to wear to the ball?”

I turned around and walked away. Her voice lilted after me. “And you would look so lovely in high heels.”

I turned around, I stared at her. She was laughing. She said, “Want to sniff my underwear?”

And there it was, that’s what really got me in this mess. I could go out and get drunk every day and Jeannie wouldn’t mind. Heck, she liked to drink, too. But last week I was doing the laundry, a punishment, for staying out late, and I was picking up a pair of panties in her room and noticed there was a stain in them. A little dried pussy stain, and I had turned to her and laughed and said, “Spring a leak, sport?”

Oh, I shouldn’t have done that. It was stupid, and I even knew it at the time, but my sister and I, we don’t always get along, and we take every chance to needle one another. But I had gone too far. She had stared at me with hate filled eyes. If her eyes had been needles I would have been pinned to the wall like a dead butterfly.

Okay, so sue me. I did something stupid, and now she had her revenge. Me grounded and wearing stupid earrings, a woman’s earrings, for three weeks.

I turned around and went upstairs to my room.

I lay down on my bed and stared at the ceiling.

Three weeks. Heysoos Xristo eating soup with a fork.

“Timmy?”

I looked up. Mom was at the door, ready to go to work. She’s a good looking woman, and she works hard to take care of Jeannie and I. She works at a realty, so she is always dressed up, and, I hate to say it, I even noticed her boobs. Great start the day off with a hard on. A hard on because of your own mother. Now I did feel like a pervert.

“What?”

“It’s for your own good. Three weeks, and it’ll be over. And you’ll have learned your lesson.”

“Okay.”

She didn’t like my tone. “It could be worse, I could double your punishment and turn you over to Jeannie.”

“No…no! I’m sorry.”

She nodded, pleased with the impact of her words. “Well, okay. But clean up your room today.”

“Yes, Mom.”

She gave me a slight smile and left. Off to work. Leaving a prisoner in her wake.             

Shit. Bored silly for two weeks. No chance to hang with the guys, no chance to go to the mall and meet chicks. What the hell was I going to do?”

Video games.

Tell the truth, I’m not a big gamer, but I had the feeling that these next two weeks were going to make me into one.

I got up and looked through my game collection.

Super Mario Brothers. Bah. Kids game.

Forge of Empire. Pah! I didn’t want to build, I wanted to destroy.

I caught sight of myself in the mirror and froze. I hadn’t actually looked at myself with earrings, and now I did. I have long, dark hair. I don’t comb it so much as shower it straight and forget about it. But now, amongst the dark strands of lank hair, were some twinkly lights. Glittering lights. Three glittering diamonds per side.

I blinked.

I looked down at my crotch. Oh, fuck! Was that a hard on? From earrings?

I could understand if I was wearing some kinky lingerie, or a bra, or even just a dress. I mean, that’s kinky stuff!

But just from earrings?

I reached up and pulled my hair back. I patted it in place around the earrings. My boner started to throb.

What the fuck!

I ran for the bathroom and picked up a hair brush. I brushed out my tangles, being careful not to jerk the earrings. Yes, it looked…cool. Sexy cool. My hair was looking more girly, and that set off the earrings, and…I began brushing up my neck and pulling my hair out a bit. Made my hair really full.

Then I ran water over the brush and tried turning the brush, making my hair turn a bit, fluff out a bit. The earrings hung in my curls and it REALLY looked good.

I turned my head this way and that. I—

“Ooh, what a pretty boy.”

FUCK! Jeannie was standing in the doorway. Leaning against the jamb, her arms folded. And I never would have noticed except that I had a hard on and it was throbbing…but her arms folded under her breasts emphasized her tits!

I brushed my hair over the earrings. “I’m trying to see if I can hide these stupid things.” I turned slightly so as to hide my boner. If she saw that I was erect I would never hear the end of it.

“Sure, that’s what they all say. Especially when they’re styling with a boner.”

FUCK! She saw it.

I turned and glared at her.

She looked down at the bulge in my pants and smirked. “My bro has got a kinky side. He smells my underwear, he gets turned on by earrings.”

I stomped past her and down the hall towards my room.

“Any other perversions you want to confess to?”

“Fuck you.”

“Oh, you want to fuck your sister!”

“AHHH!” I threw up my hands, went into my room

It was a long,  lonely day. I played video games for an hour, but I kept getting distracted. I would move around a little and feel those stupid dangly earrings. They swayed, they rubbed my neck, and, I hate to say it, felt cool. Kinky cool. Sexy cool. And I had a constant boner.

So, only one thing to do about boners, every kid knows, I lay on my bed, grabbed an old pair of underwear, and started stroking.

Oh, yeah, this was good. I was breathing hard, my hand making little ‘fapping’ sounds, and—I froze.

Jeannie was at the door. Listening. She knew what I was doing. And laughing. Then. I saw the shadow at the bottom of the door go away. I relaxed and went back to doing what I know how to do best.

I fapped, I stroked, I felt my nuts, I rubbed my nipples. Ahhhh!

Squirt.

Squirt…squirt…dribble. Oh, yeah.

I relaxed, sagged back onto my mattress. That felt good. I sure wished I could be at Mary Jane’s house. We had started doing it, and it was so much better than my hand, but…oh well.

I dozed, a natural reaction to a good cum, then woke up to…boredom.

I played some more games. I was playing shooter games, killing soldiers who somehow all looked like my sister, but after a couple of hours, it was almost lunchtime, I decided to call one of my friends. Maybe we could do a little online gaming.

I walked downstairs and into the kitchen. Almost into the kitchen. I heard voices. Then I relaxed, it wasn’t Jeannie and one of her friends. It was Jeannie on Facetime.

But I didn’t enter the kitchen because I knew she would aim her phone at me and reveal me to all her stupid friends. And her stupid friends knew my smart friends, and Mary Jane would find out, and would Mary Jane still be willing to do the horizontal bop with a guy wearing earrings? It was not something I wanted to find out.

Heck, it was going to be rough enough being grounded and not being able to invite my friends over.

I went back to my room. My phone wasn’t in the downstairs charger, where I often left it, so It must be upstairs.

I went through my room and frowned. It wasn’t there.

I went through the rest of the house, even into Jannie’s room, but there was no sign of my phone. WTF? I thought I left it in the downstairs charger. Where…who could have…what the…

In the kitchen Jeannie was off her call. “Can I use your phone?”

“What for?” Thinly veiled irritation at being bothered by her brother.

“I can’t find my phone. I want to call it.”

“Sorry, I seem to have misplaced my phone.”

“I just heard you—“ I stopped. No way she was going to let me use her phone. What a twit.

Finally, after going through the house, even searching under the cushions on the couch, I headed back for my room. When Mom came home I would use her phone.

Video games. But those stupid earrings were rubbing my neck again. It was giving me another boner, but no way was I going to be able to relieve the pressure. Not after having so recently relieved the pressure.

Finally, I wrapped my tee shirt around my neck, and was able to shoot a bunch of snipers and tanks and even a general.

Man, I’m good!

Five thirty, and I heard Mom’s car. Good. I got up and headed downstairs. I needed to find my phone. I needed to call my friends and tell them what’s up, and find out what’s happening.

“Hey, Mom, can I use your phone?”

She blinked at the sight of my dangly earrings, then smiled. “I hate to say it, Timmy, but with your hair fluffed out a bit those earrings actually look good.”

“Mom!”

“Okay. I’m sorry. Here,” she handed me her phone.

I quickly hit my number and listened

Doot da da doot da doot da da doot. I hurried into the living room. to the couch. Lifted a cushion and…WTF? I had looked there! I had lifted the cushion and looked right under it and…and now my phone was there?

“Timmy? Are you done with my phone?”

Mom had followed me into the living room. I turned and was confused.

“What’s wrong?”

“I looked…I…oh, nothing.” I picked up my phone and handed her hers. She slipped it into her purse and headed upstairs.

I was looking at my phone. I was still puzzled, but I had the contacts open and was about to hit Mary Jane’s number—

“Timothy!”

Oh, fuck. She only called me Timothy when she was mad.

“Coming,” I ran up the stairs.

“I thought I told you to clean your room?”

“Oh, geez. Sorry, mom. I really am. I meant to, I just had a brain fart and—“

“What’s that?” She pointed into the room.

“What’s what?” I looked into the room. There, above my bed, an old pair of underwear was stuck to the wall. That pair of underwear. The pair of underwear I had used to relieve myself. It was slowly, very slowly, sliding down the wall. There was a couple of inches of shiny streak above it.

Mom walked into the room, before I could, and plucked the underwear of the wall. And got a handful of gizm. Oh, shit!

She looked at my sticky mess, looked at me, then sniffed at my underwear. She looked at me with open eyes. She whispered, “This is what you do when I leave you alone? You…you masturbate into your pants and stick them on the wall?”

“No! No, mom! I didn’t…”

“You didn’t masturbate?”

I was so embarrassed. “Well, yeah, but—“

“Then you stuck them on the wall?”

“No!”

She dropped the underwear on the floor. “That will cost you another two weeks. Now clean up this room.”

She turned and stomped to her bedroom. She entered the room and slammed the door. Fuck, was she angry.

“Timmy beats his meat!” Jeannie chanted from the door to her room.

I saw red, I turned and walked towards her, murder in my eyes. She gave a squeal and closed her door and locked it.

I put my hand on the knob and prepared to rip the damn thing off it’s hinges. But I didn’t. I came to my senses. I just stood there, breathing, and sanity slowly asserted itself. Lord know she deserved to be decapitated and her head flushed down the toilet, but I didn’t want to go to prison.

She was listening from the other side of the door. I whispered just loud enough for her to hear me. “I’m going to get you for this. If it’s the last thing I do.”

“Sissy boy. Beats his toy. That’s his only source of joy.” She chanted just loud enough for me to hear.

I pressed my head to the door for a moment, then I turned around and went back to my room.

I cleaned that room up in no time, and even vacuumed it. My dirty underwear I threw in the laundry, then, thinking about it, I took my laundry downstairs and began a wash cycle.

Dinner that night was a glum affair. Mom and Jeannie talked, but I was pretty well excluded. I wasn’t usually much of a talker, but now Mom had no interest in listening to anything her pervert, little son had to say.

And Jeannie was quite happy to fill the void by asking about her day and generally being a little brown nose kiss ass.

I ate, and looked down at the table, and was embarrassed.

I mean, guys jack off. That’s what we do. We get full up, we have all this testosterone washing about, and we…we have to do it.

If a guy doesn’t do it, well, then maybe he’s a bit of a sissy.

But to get caught in such bald fashion. Man. There wasn’t much to say.

But it as going to get worse.

After dinner I returned to my room. I didn’t feel like video games, so I Youtubed a bit. Went looking for, of all things, earrings. These damned things were still making me hard, and I actually wondered how women could stand it, being horny and erect. Well, not erect. You know what I mean. Wet. How do women stand being so wet?

Then I smiled, and dreamed a bit of Mary Jane, and her wetness.

Then I went back to the earrings. If I had to wear the stupid things then I should know more about them, right?

Man, there was a lot to know. These little things had a while host of intricate parts and names. Backs, hoops, levers, clip-on, chandelier…the list went on and on.

I looked for mine, found some that looked reasonably like, and named the parts.

“Ahem.”

I looked up. Mom was at the door. “Hi, mom.” Boy, was I subdued. And I guess I should be. I mean, jacking off is one thing, but that pants on the wall trick…what the fuck was Jeannie thinking?

I knew what she was thinking. She probably laughed hysterically when she heard Mom take me apart.

“Timmy, we should probably talk about…sex and stuff.”

“Aw, mom. I know about all that.”

“From what, the bathrooms at school?”

“No. We have classes in school. I know about protection and STDs. And…”

“And do you know about how people can fall to wicked urges?”

I was actually puzzled.

“It’s not normal to put your trophies on the wall. Do you have any, uh, other things you want to talk about?”

“Mom! I’m normal. I don’t have any strange urges.”

“But the underwear?”

I was caught. I couldn’t accuse Jeannie, Mom simply wouldn’t believe me.

“Okay. I’m sorry about that.”

“So you admit that you did it. But why?”

Oh, God. “I just thought it was funny.”

“That’s a weird sense of humor right there. Are you sure there’s nothing else you want to talk about?”

I shook my head.

“Okay.”

“Do I really have two more weeks? That’s almost half the summer!”

“You really do. And if I have any more problems I’m going to put Jeannie in charge of you.”

“Her!”

“Yes…’her.’ And you know she’s got a few ideas more than just earrings.”

Oh, God! “I’ll be good, Mom. I promise.”

“Okay,” then she stood up, kissed the top of my head, and went to her own bedroom.

I sat on the side of my bed, my mind whirling a thousand miles an hour, and going nowhere. shit. I had to be super extra careful now. I couldn’t let Jeannie trick me or trap me or anything—

“Ahem.” Jeannie sounded just like Mom. She was leaning against the door jamb again, her arms folded under her big boobs. “So I’m going to be in charge of you.”

“No. I’m staying in my room. No more beating off—“

“That’s going to be hard,” she interjected.

“I will do all my chores and you’re not going to do this to me.”

“And it will be hard, with no masturbating.”

“Knock it off. Please leave. I wish to go to sleep.”

She backed up, a smirky look on her face. “Man, I am going to get you so good!”

I went to the door and closed it. And locked it. And went back to my bed. Sleep didn’t come easy that night, but it did come. When I awoke it was daytime, and Mom was already gone to work.

I ate and inspected the list on the table. Mom had loaded me up with a bunch of chores, but it wasn’t too bad. Mow the lawn, vacuum, do the laundry. Not too bad.

So I did my chores, first thing out of the box, and I kept my phone with me. I didn’t know where it had gone the other day, but I was taking no chances.

I was done about lunchtime, and I had a bowl of cereal. Interestingly, I had not seen Jeannie all day. She probably went to the mall with her stupid friends.

Then upstairs and video games, and, being bored, I even read a few chapters in a book.

Can you imagine that? Me? Reading?

Anyway, Jeannie showed up about three in the afternoon, ignored me and went to her room where I heard her chatting on the phone.

Mom came home and I helped her fix dinner.

“Call your sister, Timmy.”

So I went upstairs, tapped on her door and said, “Dinner’s on.”

A minute later we all sat down for what I thought was going to be a normal dinner. It was more like the last supper.

“Mom. I hate to tell you something.”

“What?” Mom looked at Jeannie quizzically.

“Well, I don’t want to be a rat, but, with everything that’s going on…”

“Out with it, Jeannie.”

“Well, I have an app, and I can track cell phones on it.”

Mom tilted her head slightly. To hear Jeannie talk about apps was…well, she she wasn’t renowned for her computer skills.

“Yes?”

But I had a sinking heart. I was already putting it together. My phone had disappeared yesterday. I had had it with me today. Was she going to get me in trouble for yesterday?

“And I tracked Timmy’s phone.”

“Mom, I was home all day.”

“I can show you on my computer.”

Mom stopped eating and stood up and we all marched upstairs and into Jeannie’s room.

It was easy to see. There was a map with a line on it. It led to the mall, squiggle around a bit, then came home.

Jeannie moused to a spot on the line and a time came up.

“He left about 9:15. Right after you went to work.” She went along the line, stopped at various places.

“Here he is at the mall. He went in the gaming store it looks like. Then he went to the lunch area. And here he…”

I stood, stunned. How had she tracked my phone when it was in my pocket?

Then I knew. She had cloned it. She was a phone clone with my data on it, that looked like my phone on her app. One of her friends must have set it up, and it was her that went to the mall. It was her that went to the game store and the lunch room and…and all the other places.

“…and here he is coming home.”

Dead silence. I mean…DEAD.

Mom slowly straightened up and turned to me. Oh, the look in her eyes. Absolutely emotionless. Looked right through me, as if from a thousand yards away.

Jeannie swiveled around and looked up at he, then at me.

“Jeannie, you’re in charge. I need computer readouts every day. Furthermore, I want you to present me with a plan. Whatever you think is best…I’ll sign off on it. I don’t want Timmy to leave this house for the rest of the summer. You can have him clean and do whatever else you want. Anything you want. And I mean ANYTHING!”

Then she spoke the only words she would speak to me. “If you don’t do everything your sister says, if I have one more iota of trouble from you, you’re going to go live with your father.”

She walked past me, out the room, and shortly I heard her door slamming.

I have never felt so low in my life.

I looked at Jeannie. She smiled innocently at me.

I turned and walked out. My worst nightmares had come true. I had been delivered into the hand of my enemy.


PART TWO

Breakfast the next day. I didn’t sleep in and miss it because Jeannie opened my door and threw a shoe at me. It clunked on me and I sat up.

“Put that away and come to breakfast. Now.”

Oh, God. It’s started!

I got dressed quickly, threw her shoe into her closet from the hallway, then down to breakfast.

Mom was making bacon and eggs. She placed a plate in front of me. She stared at me with those big, dark eyes. Those disappointed eyes. She didn’t say a thing.

I forked a piece of egg and chewed.

Jeannie was already eating, and when Mom sat down she handed her a notebook.

Mom read it. Her face like stone, until the end. Then she looked up at me, her eyes hard, and said, “If this doesn’t do it then he’s gone.” She signed it, then placed it in front of me.

Timmy will wear clothes that Jeannie picks out for him. This includes dresses and high heels so that he will not leave the house. He will do all chores that Jeannie requests, without backtalk or objection. He will cultivate a cheerful attitude.

And it was signed by my mother.

My own mother. Fooled into thinking I was a rotten child. And now I was in the hands of the devil himself. Herself.

I didn’t say anything. I couldn’t. There was nothing to say.

“Okay, children. Enjoy the day,” and Mom kissed the top of Jeannie’s head and  was off to work. Children. Not Timmy. Kissed the top of Jeannie’s head, not mine. I was feeling so low. I had never felt so low. I didn’t think it could get lower. But it could.

“Well, now,” chimed Jeannie. “After you finish the dishes come upstairs. I’ll have your outfit ready for you.”

My outfit? Oh, fuck!

I finished eating, everything tasting like rotten cardboard, then washed the dishes, then went upstairs.

“Your outfit is on your bed. La la.” Jeannie didn’t even look up when I looked in her door.

I went to my room, and my eyes bugged out. “Jeannie?”

She was behind me, “What? Dear brother of mine?”

“You can’t…this is…please…”

“I can and will. And make it snappy. I have a list of chores which require your attention.”

She went back into her room.

I went to the bed and stared.

Panties. Bra. With Aunt Martha’s old breast forms. A black body suit with a crinoline skirt. Tummy shaper with straps. Nylons. Black open toed high heels. And…and…lipstick?

She had actually put a tube of red lipstick on top of the clothes.

I undressed. Feeling like a zombie trying to learn how to walk, I pulled on the panties. They snugged up tight and my balls felt constricted. But it was going to get worse.

I put on the bra, then slipped in the breast forms. Aunt Martha had been a stacked old broad, and now I was stacked. I mean, these must be double Ds! I looked at the mirror and was astounded by how far out they pointed.

Jeannie came to the door and leaned on the jamb and watched me. I didn’t bother telling her to leave because, well, because she wouldn’t. She was in charge and knew it.

I stepped into the tummy shaper and pulled it up. It was tighter than tight, and suddenly I had a whole new problem. My dick started to get hard.

I wiggled, I scrunched, I pulled with all my might, and the thing went over my hips and dick. My waist suddenly sucked in, which made my hips flare out, and my boobs actually looked bigger.

“Way to go, bro!”  chortled Jeannie.

I didn’t bother to look at her. I didn’t want to give her any satisfaction.

I sat down on the bed and tried to bend over, and it was difficult. But I managed to get the nylons onto my toes, and then to unroll them up my legs.

Jeannie frowned. “It’s Nair for you, bro. Tomorrow morning before you get dressed I want that whole body, from the neck down, absolutely hairless.”

I attached the nylons to the straps on the tummy shaper, then wiggled into the body suit. Man, it was tight over those fake titties, but I managed it.

I put on the high heels and stood up. I was weak, quavery, and I tried not to break an ankle.

Jeannie came forward then. With the smirkiest grin I have ever seen in my life, she handed me the tube of lipstick.

“You’ll be glad to know there is a built in plumping agent. Your lips are going to be so cool.”

I looked at the tube of lipstick. I couldn’t believe it. I felt like I was out of my body, maybe on another planet.

I turned to the mirror.

“Right here, in front of me.”

I turned back to her. My eyes were filled with moisture, and I turned the bottom of the tube. A cylinder of bright, red lipstick pushed out. I put it to my lips and moved it across them. My face was bright red, I was humiliated, but I had no choice.

Jeannie just watched, and I could tell she was fascinated.

“Come along, Maid Timmy,” she turned and sauntered out of my room. I followed along dumbly.

We went down to the kitchen, and I almost fell on the stairs, and she laid a list on the table.

I looked at the list. Oh, my God! It was lo-o-ong!

“I can’t…there’s not enough time!”

“Then you better get cooking.”

That morning was, weird.

On one hand, I couldn’t walk in those heels. I couldn’t bend very well in the tummy shaper. The earrings brushed my neck, and my hair, which Jeannie had fluffed out, kept getting in my eyes

On the other hand, it felt…horny.

My dick was struggling against the shaper. I could catch glimpses of myself, built like a woman, in the mirror. I tasted the lipstick, which Jeannie kept reminding me to put on.

To move in those nylons, to feel my legs, so sleek and shiny, rub against each other. Oh, God. My cock was constantly throbbing. It was almost hard to work, except it was such a turn on.

But, horny or not, sexy or not, I mowed the lawn in the back. I did laundry. Never knew we had so much laundry. I washed the windows on the inside of the house. I scrubbed the patio. Then it was lunch.

Jeannie told me I could have one peanut butter and jelly sandwich. That was all because a girl should watch her figure.

That afternoon. Polish the silver. Dust. Vacuum. Cut the front lawn, which was an adventure in itself. Fortunately, we are set back from the street, so nobody could see me too well. But I was aware of people passing and glancing at me. My face was so red I thought I would pop all the blood vessels in it.

Then, while I was mowing the lawn, Jeannie’s friends all trooped through the front gate, up the driveway, and into the house. Staring at me all the way.

I had frozen, mid push on the lawn mower. I just stood there, shocked and humiliated, and I know they recognized me. I could hear them whisper. I caught my name.

Five minutes later Jeannie called me into the house.

“Girls, this our new maid, Tina.”

I stood in the hallway arch and stared at five faces. Five faces that were open and disbelieving.

“He’s wearing lipstick,” said one.

“Yes, Tina loves to have red, plump lips. She wouldn’t be caught dead without her lipstick on.”

“He’s got such long legs.”

“She, girlfriend. Always call a maid by her proper gender.”

“She’s got such long legs.”

The girls were grinning now, and a couple of them were covering their mouths and smirking.

One of the girls turned to Jeannie and whispered, “How did you ever convince him to do this.”

“Her. And it wasn’t hard at all. Tina, you see, loves to wear dresses. And make up. And all the frilly things that we women love to wear.”

Oohs and awes.

“Okay, Tina. You may continue with your duties.”

Thoroughly shamed, I went back out to the front lawn.

I worked the rest of the day, and the girls pretty much stalked me. They were fascinated by me, and they kept peeking out at me, and then I realized…they were taking cell phone pictures of me.

Oh, no! Those pictures would be all over town! There went my friends. No way they would be caught hanging out with a sissy. And there went any hope for romance. No girl, not even Mary Jane, would have anything to do with me once they saw the pictures of me en femme.

That night was terrible. Mom came home and wouldn’t speak to me. Jeannie had me fix dinner, and I did well, and I even waited on the table, but Mom wouldn’t raise her eyes or even say a word. She just talked to Jeannie and pretended like I wasn’t even there.

After dinner I cleaned the dishes, and the kitchen, then went upstairs to go to bed.

I was getting out of my tummy shaper when Jeannie appeared in the doorway again.

“Hey, girlfriend. How’s life?”

I grunted.

She tossed a bundle at me. “For bed. Make sure you wear your panties and keep your bra full.” Then she went back to her room.

I picked up the bundle and straightened it out.

A night gown.

I sighed, finished undressing and put the nightgown on.

It was see through, and I could see the femininity of my body. The boobs sticking out. My hair long and flowing like a girl’s. The only ungirly thing was the big pointy thing in my panties. They showed right through the nightie.

I got into bed and tried to go to sleep, but my dick, long and hard, kept me awake.

I couldn’t believe it. Did I like this stuff? I mean, I was turned on!

Eventually, no other choice, I beat my meat. I was careful to hide my dirty underwear in the hamper, then I was able to sleep.

The next day was a repeat of the first. I scrubbed the front driveway, Jeannie liked to have me out front and on display, even we weren’t that close to the street. Then I washed outside windows, cleaned the gutters, and came inside to do more vacuuming, dusting and whatever.

Jeannie kept a close eye on me. She read fashion magazines, and every once in a while rang a school bell. It was loud enough to be heard outside, and I was expected to drop what I was doing and hurry in to find out what she wanted. which meant to wait on her hand and foot.

“More cola, slave.”

“I need the chandelier dusted again.”

Once she even dropped a pair of panties on the floor and said, “Clean these, girl. And try not to sniff too hard.”

I kept it together. I had to. I didn’t want to be shipped off to live with Dad. I don’t mean to speak ill of the lout, but he was a sometimes drunk and all the time miserable SOB. I mean, he just picked on everybody around him. I honestly don’t know how he and Mom got together long enough to squirt out Jeannie and I.

Anyway, I cleaned, and wore kinky clothes, and I started getting real horny. No matter how much I whacked off at night I was horny the next. I know, it sounds weird, but I started liking the flounce of the dress, the way my earrings sparkled in the light and lit up my face. I even started liking the high heels.

My dick was in heaven. Rubbed and teased, and then drained, day after day. I have never been so horny, and out of control, and yet I had to control myself all the time. I couldn’t blow it and tell Jeannie to go fuck herself no matter what she did.

So the week passed, and I lived in hell, but the worst thing was Mom. Man, she was pissed. She wouldn’t talk to me. I would try and she would just stare at me. I would end up retreating with slumped shoulders.

Friday, things really fell apart. I was washing our second car in a woman’s one piece bathing suit. It was just large enough to to contain my breast forms. I was scrubbing, miserable, and horny, and all of the sudden…”Ahem.”

I turned, and my face dropped. Mary Jane, she of the sweet face and the bubbly personality. Her body so slender but round in the right places.

I looked down at myself. A yellow two piece. High heels. My hair all curly and the earrings dangling, and of course, bright red lipstick.

“Hello, Timmy.”

“Hi, Mary Jane. Can I explain?”

“Please do.”

“My sister trapped me, and I—“

“Hi, Mary Jane. Whatever are you doing here?”

Mary Jane wasn’t cowed by Jeannie. She simply stared at her and asked, “Is it you that’s been putting pictures of Tommy on the net?”

“Why, I don’t know what you are talking about. Timmy is very busy right now, so you’re going to have to leave.”

Once again I was crushed. My one chance to explain, to get my side of the story out, and Jeannie was squashing that.

Jeannie came around the car to escort Mary Jane off the premises. In that one moment I looked at Mary Jane, my face stricken and helpless. Willing Mary Jane to…to somehow understand. And I think she did. Jeannie was behind her for a slit second and Mary Jane mouthed, “chat room.”

My heart leaped. A chance to communicate. Then Jeannie had her arm and was walking her towards the street.

“I hope you aren’t planning anything, sister,” she snarled when she got back. “It’s not too late for me to tell Mom that you need to be shipped off to Dad.”

“I’m not doing anything.” I tried to keep the right amount of sullen in my voice.

“Hmm.” Then she went back in the house. Man, if she had only been in there when Mary Jane had arrived. but she wasn’t, and there was nothing I could do but finish washing the car. And rake the leaves. And scrub the sidewalk in front of the house, keeping my head down when people walked by and stared at me.

All the time, however, I was thinking about that night. I had to use my computer, but Jeannie was checking it every day, making sure I didn’t use my email, or do anything else she didn’t approve of. In fact, I expected my computer to be locked up any day.

So how was I going to get to the chat room and talk with Mary Jane? And I figured it out.

Mary Jane checked my computer, but she didn’t check Mom’s or her own. Mom’s computer was in her office, so that was a maybe. The best bet, however, was Jeannie’s iPad.

Okay. I had a plan. Now I just needed luck.

Mom came home at dinner time, and it was still the silent treatment. In fact, I could see the wheels turning. I was wondering if she was going to send me to Dad, anyway.

Please. Not that. Anything but that.

I cleaned up, did the dishes, then went to my room. Mom and Jeannie were watching TV, the Bachelor, and talking as if the latest bachelor was the greatest catch in the world. Huh. All that ruckus about one guy. Silly.

I lay on my bed and turned my Playstation on with the sound just barely on. I placed the controller on my chest, then went to sleep. It would look like I just dozed off, like I wasn’t planning anything. I was sure Jeannie would accept that, because she worked me so hard all day that she would be glad that I was too exhausted to even play video games.

I slept for an hour, then woke up as Jeannie and Mom went to bed.  Mom walked past my room without saying a word. Jeannie looked in on me and sneered, then went to her own room.

I dozed a bit. Now I wasn’t tired, and I was pretty much awake when midnight rolled around. I could hear a light snore or two come from Mom’s room. I heard nothing from Jeannie’s room, but I thought she was asleep. It just had that feeling, the ‘no awareness’ coming out.

Still, I waited till one, then got up and slithered down the hallway. I was wearing the nightie in case I got caught. I reached Jeannie’s room. No sound. Yes, there it was, the light sound of regular breathing. I dashed across the doorway and stopped.

The breathing continued uninterrupted.

I tip toed down the hallway, then down the stairs. I walked on the sides of the stairs because they are less likely to creak. Across the living room and into the kitchen. There, by the front door, in the charger, was Jeanie’s iPad.

Exulting. I walked to it, disconnected it, and went back to the kitchen.

Out to the garage, and I logged on to the school chatroom. Mary Jane was there, waiting for me.

MJ:

What is happening?

ME:

A lot. Can we go on Facetime?

We quickly arranged it, and suddenly I was face to face with my girlfriend.

“Timmy! What is happening? Why are you wearing women’s clothes? And why is Jeannie lording it over you?”

I told her. I talked fast and explained about being grounded, and how I had been forced to wear earrings and how my underpants got stuck to the wall, and then how Jeannie had cloned my phone and fooled Mom into thinking that I was ignoring the grounding and going out. Then I explained what Jeannie was having me wear, all the things she was making me do.

“And your mother doesn’t believe you?”

“Not at all. In fact, I think she’s planning to send me to live with my Dad.”

“Oh, my Gosh! That’s so unfair.”

“It is. So how are you doing?”

“I’m fine, but I miss you. I want to do it again.”

“Me, too. That last time we were together…” we talked for an hour, even pledged our love for each other. And I did love her. I know, high school crush and all, but I really felt that we were serious, and even mature, about our feelings.

Suddenly, the kitchen door opened.

Panicked, I slammed the iPad shut and whipped around.

“Aha! I thought so!” Jeannie walked towards me, around me, and opened the iPad?

It hadn’t shut down from being closed, and Mary Jane was still on the screen. “Timmy? Timmy?”

“It’s not Timmy, bitch!” Jeannie snarled.

“Jeannie, listen to me. What you’re doing is wrong. You need to…”

“This call is terminated, bitch!” She hung up and I was crushed.

She turned to me. “You’re toast, asshole. When I get done with you you’re going to want to go live with Dad.”

She walked past me, into the kitchen.

I stood there in the darkness. Totally miserable. I looked down at my panties. Even Mr. Happy wasn’t so happy He had been hard while I had talked to Mary Jane, but now he was singing a dirge. Droop City. Poor guy.

But I was the real poor guy. The next day at breakfast…

Jeannie tapped on the door, opened it and whispered, “You’re going to get yours today, asshole!”

Quickly, I got dressed. Man, that was the time I hated the girl’s clothes the most. They made me a little horny, but they were slower to get into. Finally, however, I trotted, as best I could in high heels, down the stairs and into the kitchen.

I was too late.

Mom was on the phone: “Yes, one ticket. This Friday night? Ten in the evening? That will be fine.” she hung up and turned and saw me. the look in her eyes said it all.

“You’re going to go live with your father.”

“Mom, you need to listen.”

“You need to learn a little discipline. You need to learn to behave yourself. Jeannie told me all the things you said to her, and I can’t believe that a son of mine…well, you’re going. And that’s that.”

She walked out of the kitchen. On her way to work. I was left standing with my mouth open and my heart hurting.

“Bye, bye, Birdie!” Jeannie sang that old song from the movie.

I took my dress off.

She smirked. “Big deal. You’re already gone.”

I took off the bra and threw the breast forms on the floor.

“Bye, bye, Birdie…”

I kicked off the heels.

She smirked.

I grabbed the earrings and pulled them off. Both of them. Right through the lobs.

She gasped.

But I did nothing more. I simply tossed them on my female clothes and walked out.

Upstairs I put alcohol on my ears, and hoped they would heal right. I cursed myself for losing control, but…that’s the way it was.

I dressed, for the first time in a while, in my regular clothes. I walked downstairs, past Jeannie, and out the door.

I had my phone and I called Mary Jane. She answered and agreed to meet me at the mall.

At the mall she looked at my ears, listened to me, and we hugged.

I was crying. Actually crying. A couple of weeks ago I was looking forward to a cool summer. Hanging with my friends, being with Mary Jane. Now I was on a fast plane out of town.

“Isn’t there anything you can do?”

“My mother doesn’t believe me. Short of a confession from Jeannie, I’m a gone goose.”

“How about if I talk to her?”

“To Jeannie?” I scoffed. “She’s like my father, a little nuts.”

“Still, woman to woman, maybe she’ll listen to reason. After all, this really is unfair.”

“Nah.”

So we walked through the mall hand in hand. We sat in the park and talked. We found nooks and crannies and necked. I wished we could go to bed. I think, at that point, I know it sounds a little melodramatic, what a woman was for. She was the other half. The hand that catches when a man falls down. Somebody to love and care for.

The day passed. It was Thursday. One more day and I was gone. I will always remember that day. The tragedy of the morning, the bittersweet love of the afternoon, and, of course, the tempest when I got home from the mall.

I had walked home alone and I entered the house. Jeannie was still there, laughing and smirking and making fun of me.

I ignored her and went upstairs.

She started to follow me, then we heard the doorbell.

Jeannie went to the door and opened it. Mary Jane.

“What do you want?”

“I want to talk. Can I come in?”

Jeannie opened the door and Mary Jane entered the house.

I was standing on the upstairs landing and I shook my head, but Mary Jane just looked at me and shook her own head She was determined to get to the bottom of this imbroglio.

“Okay. You’re in. What do you want?”

“Jeannie, I know you’re a reasonable person, so you have to ease up on Timmy. You have to tell your mother the truth.”

“I don’t have to tell that old biddie anything.”

Mary Jane kept her cool. “I know that Timmy made a mistake, but he didn’t get drunk. I talked to the other guys and they said he refused to drink. They were just taking him home when the cops stopped them.”

“So what?” Defiant. Enjoying her moment of power.

“And I know what you’ve been doing to him. I know you cloned his phone and rigged the app so it would look like he was breaking his grounding punishment, but that it was really you fooling around at the mall.

“Who cares what you know.” She sneered.

“But why? I know brothers and sisters can argue, but Timmy is a good guy. He’d stand by you in an emergency.”

“I don’t need a reason. I just don’t like Mr. Goody Two Shoes, and I want him out. If I hadn’t caught him Facetiming you last night I would have made something else up. I want him gone…so he’s gone.”

“But what you are doing is wrong!”

Jeannie slapped Mary Jane. A solid slap right across the face.

Mary Jane took a step back and put a hand to her cheek. She was shocked.

“Jeannie!” I cried out.

“You want some of that, big brother? You come down here and I’ll slap your face!”

I hurried down the stairs. As I passed Jeannie she swung a fist at me, but I ducked. She spun around and actually tripped. She fell and hit her cheek on the end of the couch.

“OW!” And she started to cry.

I went to Mary Jane, but she just shook her head. She was all right. She looked at Jeannie.

Jeannie was crying, standing up.

“Are you all right?”

Suddenly the tears stopped. A look of victory crept into her eyes, and her face lit up.

“Wait until Mom sees this!” She took her hand away, and I could see that a bruise was already forming. Then she looked at Mary Jane. “Now get that bitch out of here before I call the cops!”

“Come on, Mary Jane,” I took Mary Jane’s arm and walked her towards the door. She stepped out on the porch and turned to face me. She whispered, “Don’t worry. This isn’t over, yet.”

She walked down the walk.

I closed the door and turned, to find that Jeannie was on the phone.

“Mom! He hit me!”

“Hey!”

But what could I do?

“I’m all right. but my face hurts.” She was crying. They looked like real tears. “Okay. I’ll wait.”

She hung up and turned to me. She was all happy when she said, “She’s calling the police. You might go to jail before you go live with Dad.”

“I don’t believe you.”

“Believe, asshole.” She flounced off upstairs. Probably to practice her fake crying.

I went into the living room and sat down.

In just a couple of weeks my life had become a shambles. I had been crossdressed and lost my friends. Mary Jane was going to be history. My mother hated me. And all because of one girl. My sister.

Ten minutes passed and I saw red lights blinking through the windows. I got up and opened the door and returned to the couch.

The policemen came in, their hands on their pistols.

“In here,” I called.

The cops came to the entry arch and looked around. Suddenly Jeannie came running down the stairs, sobbing, holding her cheek. “He hit me!”

The cops became very caring. They asked if they should call an ambulance.

“No…I…I’m just afraid of him!” She pointed a trembling finger at me.

One of the cops came into the living room. “All right, son. On your feet.”

I stood up.

“Turn around.”

I turned.

“Hands on the back of your head.”

He patted me down efficiently. Then he cuffed my hands behind my back.

I suddenly didn’t care. Anything, even jail, was better than what I had been through.

I heard Mom’s heels clicking on the front walk.

“Okay, let’s take you down to—“

Mom burst in. “Jeannie? Are you all right?”

Jeannie resumed sobbing and fell into Mom’s arms. Mom brushed her hair back and kissed he and turned to me. “Just like your father.”

But it didn’t hurt. Oh, yes, I was sad, but I had been pushed too far. I was done.

The cop walked me towards the door, and as I passed Mom I said, “I’ll always love you, Mom.”

She seemed unimpressed by my declaration. She just held Jeannie and stared at me. Jeannie, of course, smirked.

The cops took me out to the car and read me my rights. Mom and Jeannie watched from the porch.

“You have the right to remain silent. Anything you say—“

“Hold it!”

The cops and I looked up the driveway. Mary Jane was walking towards us. She looked positive and determined.

“It’s okay, Mary Jane. I’m done here,” I called.

On the porch, Jeannie started crying again. Mom held her and whispered soothing things to her, but her face was confused. She was watching Mary Jane.

“Ma’am?” asked one of the cops.

“Before you take Timmy away you need to see something.”

“Mommy,” Jeannie tried. “I want to go inside.”

“In a moment, dear.”

The cops looked at each other, one shrugged, and Mary Jane showed them her cellphone.

Her cellphone? What the fuck?

The cops watched, their faces changed, they looked at each other again, and one of them uncuffed me. “Sorry, son.”

“Mommy!” Jeannie was pleading, but Mom was walking down the driveway towards us.

“What is going on?” she demanded.

“You should take a look for yourself, ma’am.”

Mary Jane turned her phone so Mom could see it, and I watched over her shoulder.

Watched our living room. The sound was bad, but understandable.

Me and Jeannie on the stairs, then Jeannie turned around and walked to the front door. A second later she and Mary Jane walked into the picture.

“Okay. You’re in. What do you want?”

“Jeannie, I know you’re a reasonable person, so you have to ease up on Timmy. You have to tell your mother the truth.”

“I don’t have to tell that old biddie anything.”

Mom’s jaw dropped. She listened to a full confession. She looked at me and her face was shocked, and hurt. She suddenly realized what Jeannie had been doing.

She looked back at the little screen and listened, and watched, and she saw Jeannie slap Mary Jane, then try to slap me and fall down.

Finally, she heard Jeannie crow, ‘Wait until Mom sees this,’ and the remark about calling the cops.

Mom looked at Mary Jane, she turned to look at me, and her face broke. “Oh, Timmy. I am so sorry!”

“Ma’am, about your daughter. Do you want us to do anything?”

“No. No. She’s going to live with her father. She’s on a plane tomorrow night.” Mom looked at me. “I’ve even got a ticket for her.”

We all turned then, and looked at Jeannie. She was standing on the walk, and her face was twisted. She had failed in her attempts to mess me up.

“Well, fuck all of you!” She turned and stomped into the house.

The cops left then, and Mary Janie and Mom and I went into the house.

Jeannie refused to leave her room, so Mom sat Mary Jane and I down at the kitchen table. She began apologizing to me, and even crying, and I felt bad for her.

“It’s not your fault,” I said. “Jeannie, well…” I shrugged.

“I’m going to send her to live with your father.”

“Okay.”

“What?”

“I just…I hate to see people punished. I’ve just been punished, and it didn’t feel very good.”

“But you were innocent.”

We continued talking for a while, then Mom got up to change the plane ticket. Instead of one boy she was sending one girl. ‘No problemo,’ said the airline.

While Mom was on the phone Mary Jane held my hand and we looked into each others eyes.

“I can’t believe you did that,” I said. “You put that phone at the window and…and you…I can’t believe it.”

“Heck, I couldn’t let my boyfriend be carted off to the Big House, right?”

“Right!”

Mom sat down. “Now then, we need to have a little talk.”

“Uh oh,” I muttered.

Mary Jane looked at me.

“That’s what she says when I’m in trouble.”

We looked at Mom, and she laid it on the line. “Are you children having sex?”

We didn’t say anything, but the silence said it all.

“I thought so. Well, I should probably give a long talk about using protection, being smart about what you’re doing, but I have a feeling you’re already ahead of me.”

Mary Jane and I looked at each other, and relief was on our faces.

“Now then, I need to take a short drive. I’ll be home in an hour if you want to talk. And it goes without saying that you’re not grounded anymore, and you don’t have to wear those clothes anymore.”

“Really? Not at all?”

Mom looked puzzled, as did Mary Jane.

“But I was starting to like them!”

They laughed, but the fact of the matter was, I couldn’t wait to get back into them.
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THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.
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Randy catches his wife cheating, but a mysterious woman is about to take him in hand and teach him that when a woman cheats…it is the man’s fault.
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Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy.

Then he made a mistake. He took on the wrong … woman.

This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people are.
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Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.
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Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.
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Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!
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This is the second book in the Stepforth Series. The first book is ‘The Stepforth Husband.’

Judd is the product of the Amazons. the Amazons are an ancient race of women who are working for the betterment of mankind.

Judd must go to Stepforth Valley and uncover an insidious plot to make the men of the world into women. He will be chemically changed, betrayed by those who love him, and, in the end, come to the truth of the world.
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Alex has to live in an old, decrepit mansion for the summer. Worse, he’s supposed to follow the directions of an old biddy who, right off the bat, makes him wear girl clothes!

Alex is in for a surprise, however, because the house is haunted, and wearing girl clothes is the least of what is going to happen to him!
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SEVEN sexy stories

A sorority that feminizes…’Tootsie’ goes all the way…National lipstick day and all the men in Hollywood start growing breasts…learning to be a man by being a woman, and more, more, more.

The Electric Groin!


BIG COLLECTIONS!

[image: ]

Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

Men turning into women because of the vaccine…a woman makes her husband wear a chastity device, then they swap bodies…feminization training…feminized by his sister…and more, more!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

A nephew changed into a girl…emasculating a cheating husband…a feminized cop…sentenced to feminization…and a LOT More!

Stories to Pump your Heart


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

His penis grows longer when he cheats!…mad scientist changes man into woman!…a man has to learnto be a female model…and much, MUCH more!

The Whisper of Flesh


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with FIVE erotic stories

A horn dog is feminized…a husband learns about sissyhood…a friendly party becomes an intense sexual competition…12 men play a game, and one of them is a woman …and much, MUCH more!

Skin Games!


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press.

Many of them are five star,

all of them are hot and steamy!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


CHECK IT OUT!

Here are 99 stories! Feminization, female domination, BDSM, male chastity…check out the titles and find one you think might be interesting! And there are more at:

Gropper Press!

The Bank Robber Became a Lady

I Gave My Man Boobs

The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into Girls

The Lactating Man

The Sexual Edge

My Neighbor Feminized Me

COVID Feminized My Husband

Revenge of the Lactating Babes

The Were-Fem

I Was Feminized by the FBI

The Feminist Experiment

We Made Him Our Fem Boy

A Witch Feminized Me

9 to 5 Feminism

The Half and Half Man

The Feminine Vaccination

The Great Gender Revolt

Big Femme

League of Lactators

The Sexual Matrix

I Changed My Nephew into a Girl

How to Emasculate Your Cheating Husband

Feminized for Granny

Feminized in 100 Days

Feminized Cop

The Sissy Ride

Sentenced to Feminization

Feminization is in My DNA

Feminization Resources

Body Swapping with Chastity

I’ve Got to Have It

Feminized by My Sister

Feminization of a Salesman

Feminization By Act of Congress

A Man Caught

The Lactating Woman

Listening to Sex

The Feminization Curse

The Man Who Would Be Woman

Feminized by Neuralink

My Wife Dominated Me

Dominated By a Gang of Women

My Wife Made Me Worship Her

He Wanted a Real Chest

Forced to be a Crossdresser

Cheating is Forbidden

The Feminization of Jackson

How to Make Your Husband into a Sissy Slave

Feminization Makes a Whole Man

A Woman Again

I Rule My Man

A Month of Feminization

A Sorority Feminized Me

Being a Woman

Made into a Woman

National Lipstick Day

Sexual Borders

The Intersex Man

Self Respect Through Feminization

The Pinocchio Condition

Racing for a Woman

The Great Gender Transformation Conspiracy

To Sacrifice for Love

Feminized by a Neighbor Lady

My Husband the Model

The Party in the Bedroom

The Cure for Limp

I Inherited Being a Woman

Jessie’s Boobs

He Wanted It Tighter

She Wanted It Bigger

Subliminal Feminization

Boob Maximizer

He Was a Female Model

The Politics of Feminization

My Husband Became a Pole Dancer

Mystery Boobs

More Woman Than Man

The Feminization Corps

She Transgendered Me

The Sex Games

Feminization 101

Feminizing the Horn Dog

My Husband is a Sissy

My Husband the Girl

Satan’s Panties

The Picture of Femian Grey

My Mother’s Panties

The Ladies’ Sissy Society

We Feminized a Burglar

Horn Dog Comeuppance

The Ultimate Erotic Fantasy

The Church of Feminization

Oops!

I Feminized a Reporter

The Gender Transformation Club

Emergency Transition

I Made Him My Sissy Slave

Emasculation Made Easy


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

‘My Sister 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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