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PART ONE

“Jimmy, come in here.”

Jimmy froze, turned red, and looked around. He was 18 years old, ready to graduate and go to college, but the sound of his stepsister’s voice paralyzed him.

He was in Target, walking down an aisle. She was standing to the side, next to the changing rooms, a fierce, triumphant look in her eyes.

Nobody was around and he sidled up to the door and whispered, “I’m not coming in there! I’ll get in trouble!”

“You won’t get in trouble. We’re brother and sister. And I need your help.”

“Well, you won’t get it. I’m not coming in.”

Jimmy sat down on a chair nearby. He didn’t trust his stepsister. She was always making fun of him, daring him to do things, trying to trick him and make a fool of him.

Janet opened the door and peered out. She was a pretty girl with shoulder length hair and make up that made her look older than she was. She had large bosoms, and she was constantly needling Jimmy, asking him when he was going to develop his own tits.

As if a boy could grow breasts!

“Jimmy, if you don’t get your butt in here then I’m going to tell Mom you‘ve been smoking.”

Jimmy’s mouth dropped. “But I haven’t been smoking!”

“I put some half smoked cigarettes in one of your shoes in the closet. When she sees that she’ll hit the roof.”

“You can’t do that! It’s not fair! It’s…it’s cruel!”

“I can do whatever I want. Fair or cruel or whatever. And I will unless you get your butt in here.

“But this is a girl’s changing room! If I get caught I’ll be in the biggest trouble of my life! They’d call the cops! I could get arrested.”

“So get in here before you get caught. Come on, are you a big sissy or something?”

Jimmy’s face was bright red. He hated when his sister called him chicken or something. Still, he had no intention of going into the girl’s changing room.

“I’m not!”

“Then get your butt in here.”
“No!”

She had the door open a few inches and she showed him her cell phone. You get in here or I’m going to call Mom.”

“Go ahead.”

His heart was now pounding. It seemed like he had been in trouble all year. And it seemed like it was his sister that was causing all the trouble!

Janet poked the speed dial and he heard the phone ringing.

“Hi, Janet. Is everything all right?”

Jimmy, face redder than a baboon’s butt, sprinted for the changing room. He pushed the door open and slid past his sister, who was stifling laughter.

“Sure, Mom. I just wanted to let you know I’ll be a little late for dinner. Is that okay?”

“Sure, honey. As long as you let me know so I don’t worry. Is Jimmy with you?”

“He’s around here somewhere. I haven’t seen him, though.”

“Well, keep an eye out for him. I swear, if he gets in trouble one more time…”

“Don’t worry, Mom. I’ll keep an eye out.”

“Thank you, honey. If only he could be as well behaved as you.”

Jimmy was turning purple. It was Janet that was behind his troubles. It was her that managed to cause the trouble and get him blamed. And here she was considered Miss Innocent.

Janet hung up and turned to Jimmy. She smiled, and it wasn’t a pleasant smile. “I need you to try this on.” She held up a fancy looking one piece pant suit.”

“What?” His voice actually squeaked.

“I said…try on this suit.”

She thrust it at him and he grabbed it instinctively so it wouldn’t hit him..

“I’m not going to wear this…this thing!”

“I need to see it on a body, and we’re about the same size, so I want to see how it looks on you.”

“Put it on and I’ll take a picture.”

“Pictures don’t cut it.”

“Well, I’m not going to put it on.”

She smiled that sly smile of hers.

“PLEASE, DON’T TOUCH ME!”

“Oh, my God!” he whispered. “Don’t do that. Somebody will hear!”

“DON’T PUT YOUR HANDS ON ME!”

“Oh, fuck! You’re going to get me arrested!”

“And Mom will disown you. She’ll send you to a psychiatrist…molesting your own sister.” She giggled. she opened her mouth to say something else, loudly, and Jimmy put up his hands.

“Okay! Just…be quiet!”

“Take off your pants and shirt. I don’t want any bulgy stuff under the dress.”

Jimmy, his face redder than a spanked tomato, unbuttoned his pants and shucked them off. He unbuttoned his shirt and started pulling on the dress.

This wasn’t the first time she had blackmailed him into wearing a dress, and but this was the weirdest dress she had ever made him wear. It was more like a leotard with flaring legs. The material was very sturdy, guaranteed not to rip, and he could feel his balls all smushed up inside the thing.

“Stand over there and face the wall.”

He stood in a corner and showed her the back of the outfit. His body was perfectly showcased, his buns were plain to see under the tight material. “Okay? Can I get back in my own clothes now?”

Then he heard a weird sound, sort of like a dull clicking. He looked over his shoulder and gasped. Janet was taking his picture with her cell phone!

“Stop that!” he hissed. He reached for the phone, but she wiggled away and worked the phone, then she handed it to him. “Here.” She was grinning broadly.

He deleted all the pictures, then handed the phone back to her.

“I uploaded it.”

“What?” Was that his voice? He felt faint.

“You’ve heard of the cloud? Well, all those beautiful pictures of you are up in the cloud.”

“They aren’t.”

She worked the phone, then showed him. There he was, the picture he had just deleted, wearing a woman’s garment and looking back over his shoulder. She hadn’t just clicked pics, she had recorded a small video. Him grabbing for her, the look of panic on his face.

His face turned ashen.

“So, little brother, let’s have some fun.”

He couldn’t think. He was stunned. He didn’t know what to do. He parroted her, “What fun?”

“You stay here.”

While they had been struggling over the cell phone she had maneuvered his little pile of clothes in front of the door. She opened the door and kicked them out as she exited.

“Hey!”

She giggled, closed the door and hung an ‘occupied’ sign on it.

“Don’t go away now.”

He saw her hands pick up his clothes under the bottom of the door, then she was gone.

Jimmy was now officially terrified. He was a boy, in a girl’s changing room, wearing a dress, and his mother would kill him if she found out.

He stood next to the door and held the doorknob. She might have hung a ‘do not disturb’ sign on the door, then again, she might not have. No way to be sure so he held on to the doorknob as if his hand was glued to it.

Long minutes passed.

Somebody tried the knob and he held tight.

Knock, knock. “Anybody in there?”

Jimmy tried to speak in a higher pitched voice. “Just a few minutes, please.”

He waited longer.

The doorknob jiggled again and he held. And he was holding his breath. And…

“Let me in!”

He opened the door and his grinning sister slipped through the door. “Hey, sis. How’s it going?”

“I’m not your sister,” he whispered, his voice altered by terror.

“I brought you some more stuff.”

“No! No more stuff!”

“Yes, more stuff. Unless you want your video to be all over school tomorrow. My brother, the sissy. All the girls will love it. Of course you’ll be a laughing stock, but…meh?” She shrugged her shoulders.

“Please! You’ve done enough.”

“Not nearly enough,” she said. She tossed packages down on the bench on the back wall and said, “I want you to put all this stuff on.”

He looked at the packages. There were panties, nylons, a bra.

“What the…I can’t do this!”

“And I can’t let you not do this.”

“Don’t you understand how sick this is?

“Hey, I’m not the one in the dress. Well, I mean I am, but it’s you in the dress that we’re talking about. Now, put that stuff on before I raise my voice.”

The way she looked at him he knew she wasn’t fooling.

Slowly, his heart sinking, his brain turning into a sort of grey mush, totally disheartened and confused, he took off the pant suit thing.

Janet looked at his dick, which was hard, and snickered. “Looks like you like wearing a dress.”

He didn’t say anything. It was bad enough that she saw him naked, but to have her make such a cutting remark totally shamed him.

He pulled on the panties, put on the bra, and rolled up the nylons. Then he put on the pant suit again.

Janet stared at him. “God, you are sort of feminine. You should wear a female clothes all the time.

“Are you done? Can I get back in my clothes?” His voice was dull, and he was mortified.

Janet considered him. This had started out as a joke, but now it was becoming something more. Seeing him naked…putting him in a dress…this was getting better and better. The funny thing was that she felt totally flushed as she studied him.

“Janet?”

“Not yet. Stand on the bench.”

Jimmy stood on the bench. The door was high enough that nobody could see him, but he felt like everybody could look right through the walls.

Janet looked at him as if she was examining his clothes.

“Okay, just stand there, I want to try something.”

She stood next to him on the bench. She reached behind him and fiddled with the back of his clothes. He figured she was just adjusting it, but suddenly she put her hands under his arms, tight against his chest, and lifted.

She was a strong girl and she managed to lift him four inches, and that was enough. The back of his pant suit caught on the clothes hook and he was suddenly suspended in the air, hanging by the back of the garment. His feet were four inches above the bench and he was unable to touch the bench, or to press against the wall enough to get off the hook.

“What the fuck!”

Now his testicles were totally mushed up by the material. He tried to adjust himself, but it was impossible with his weight hanging in the thing.

“Get me down!”
Janet was doubled over with laughter.

“It hurts! You’ve got to let me down!”

“Oh, no.” She began taking pictures. “I’m sending these to my friends. In fact, I’m going to ask a few of them to meet us here.”

Jimmy was light headed, his nuts hurt so much. On top of that…she was going to get other girls over here?

His life was officially over. If he had a choice of hanging here or jumping off a cliff he would have cheerfully chosen the cliff.

“Don’t go away now,” she snickered. She went out the door and he could hear her on the phone. “Patty! You have got to…yes, he’s here, right now. You’ve got to…”

Her voice faded as she moved away.

Jimmy hung from the clothes hook. His manhood was going to be boyhood if he didn’t get down.

He tried to call for help. “Help!” But his voice was squeaking because of the tightness to his balls. “Help!” But nobody would hear that.

He tried to kick the wall and somehow push himself away and fall off the hook. All he succeeded in doing was making a loud thumping noise. He tried to bounce, but that almost caused him to pass out.

He tried to reach up with his hands, but the material wouldn’t let him.

“Oh, God,” he whispered. “Please…”

Faint, the lights starting to go out, he heard a voice. “Oh, my God! How did you…” then everything faded.

Janet couldn’t stop laughing. Man, she had finally managed to play the ultimate joke. She didn’t like her stepbrother, and now she had him where she wanted him, trussed up and hanging like a sissy.

Suddenly a man with a big medical kit ran past her…towards the dressing rooms!

She closed her phone and walked out to see…Oh, my God! He was heading for the dressing room!

She quick walked after him, trying to appear nonchalant, all while panicking in her head.

The man turned down the row and arrived at the dressing rooms. He bent down out of sight.

She sidled up as close as she could and managed to see what was happening.

Jimmy, clad as she had left him, was laying on the floor. His eyes were rolling and the man quickly gave him oxygen.

Several people were standing around Jimmy, and one of them was taking pictures on her cell phone.

This story was going to be all over town in a matter of minutes!

Janet realized that she was now in trouble. Jimmy would tell everybody what happened, and Mom would ground her forever. Longer than forever.

What to do? What to do? She had to get out in front of this. She had to get things pointing away from her.

She pushed through the crowd. “What did you do to my brother?”

She knelt and grabbed his hand.

Jimmy was really out of it.

“We need to get this thing off him.”

One lady, a tall woman in her forties, started controlling the situation. “Okay, we need some space here. If everybody could move on with their shopping…

“Jimmy? Jimmy?

The medic pulled and tugged, and finally took out a pocket knife and started cutting the pant suit off Jimmy.

Jimmy’s balls were black. What the fuck?

What was Janet going to do?

“Are you his sister? the manager asked.

“Yes.”

The sound of a siren.

“What was he doing here?”

He was just waiting for me. I don’t know why he was here.”

The store manager frowned. The medic stood up and moved to the side with her. That left Janet crouched over Jimmy.

“You say one fucking word and you’re dead.”

Did he hear her? Was he still out of it?

Suddenly a pair of EMTs pushed a gurney into the row of clothing. They bent over Jimmy and went to work.

Janet stared at his balls. Man, they looked messed. Still, there was a little pink to them. He hadn’t been up on the wall that long.

Jimmy came to in a hospital room. Everything was white, machines were beeping, and he felt truly out of it. He realized that he was on some pretty powerful drugs.

“Jimmy, this is Mrs. Morgan. She’s the manager of the Target store you were at.

Jimmy’s stepmother was a quite beautiful woman. She had large breasts, long brunette hair, and a face that would have made a model envious. She had married Jimmy’s father three years previous, when Jimmy was 15. Jimmy’s father had died two years later in a car accident. That left Jimmy in her care, and it was an awkward situation. Jimmy was going through the last stages of puberty, he was a bit resentful, and the fact that his stepsister despised him didn’t help the family dynamic.

“Uh…” he said.

“Jimmy, you are responsible for destroying a high end outfit…what were you doing on the wall of the dressing room? How did you get up there?

Jimmy was beyond mortification. He was not beyond the threats Janet had been whispering in his ear. ‘You’ll die. Everybody will hate you. I’ll stab you with a knife while you’re sleeping.’ And those were the mild ones.

And it didn’t help that he was on heavy meds.

He said, “I don’t know.”

“But you must know! An 18 year old boy just doesn’t hang himself from a clothes hook!”

The drugs helped. He tried to ignore his mother and Mrs. Morgan.

For a moment the two women talked, then they stepped back from the bed. Both Jimmy and his sister, who was sitting in a chair and making sure Jimmy didn’t spill the beans, could hear them.

“I’m so sorry, Mrs. Morgan. We’ll be responsible for the outfit Jimmy ruined, of course.”

“That’s okay. I’ll just write it off, Besides, I think you may have a situation on your hands.”

“I do. I just don’t know what to do about it.”

Mrs. Morgan took a breath. “I have a nephew who has this problem.”

Jimmy’s stepmother looked confused for a moment, “He hung himself from a clothes hook?”

“No. But he identified with being a female.”

“Jimmy doesn’t identify with…with…”

“He was wearing female clothes, and to try to hurt himself. It’s only God’s grace that he still has testicles.”

“Then you think…”

“I think Jimmy is calling out for help.”

“But he…that couldn’t be!”

Mrs. Morgan noticed that Jimmy and Janet could hear her, so she pulled their mother out into the hallway and kept talking.

Janet moved closer.

“Okay, brother dear, you’re going to get through this. As long as you don’t say anything. If you want to keep your stupid nuts intact…keep not saying anything.”

Jimmy looked at the monkey standing on her shoulder. He had had dope before, not much, not a lot, but it had not been anything like this morphine stuff.

“Hey, Jimmy, you’re going to look good in a dress,” the monkey said.

Jimmy wondered why Janet couldn’t hear the monkey. She seemed totally oblivious to the fact that he was perching on her shoulder.

Eventually Mrs. Morgan left, and a doctor came in. His nameplate said, ‘Dr. Jones.’ He stood over Jimmy, studying his chart. Jimmy’s mother took a position next to the doctor, and Janet curled into the chair and hoped nobody noticed.

“Well, Mrs. Stern, I’ve got good news.”

“Yes?”

“It looks like Jimmy will retain his testicles. They should be fully functioning.”

“Oh, thank God!”

“We will have to give him medicine while he recovers.”

“What kind of medicine?”

The doctor almost looked embarrassed. “Jimmy is not to have any erections. We’re going to give him an anaphrodisiac called leuprolide acetate. He won’t be able to have an erection for six months. After that he should be fine. There are a couple of side effects that you should be aware of.

“What kind of side effects?”

“Leuprolide acetate inhibits testosterone and increases Estrogen. He will take on a more feminine appearance, his skin will become softer, that sort of thing, but when the drug treatment is discontinued he should return to normal.”

“He’ll be more…feminine?”

“Just temporarily.”

Sally’s mind started to work. Jimmy had a problem, and this might be a God send. If he really did identify with being a girl, then…hmmm.

“When will he be able to go home?”

“I would say tomorrow. Now he will be on painkillers for a while.  Until the swelling in his testicles reduces. He’ll probably be confused, maybe even have a bit of problem remembering short term, but he’s young and healthy. I’m sure…”

The doctor went on with his diagnosis, but Janet had heard enough. She almost laughed. So Jimmy was going to be more feminine. Ha! She would have to see what she could do to help aid that process.

On the bed Jimmy watched the monkey jump down from Janet’s shoulder. It swaggered up to him and spoke into his ear. “They’re going to get you, bucko. You better hold onto your ding dong because they’re going to get you.

Jimmy stared at the monkey and didn’t understand.

Jimmy came home the following day. They took him out of the hospital in a wheel chair, helped him into the car like he was an invalid, and his mother drove slowly across town.

Janet sat in the back seat and listened, tried to make sure she wasn’t in danger of any implication. The drugs they had given Jimmy, however, seemed to have stunted his brain. He wasn’t saying much of anything.

Being home was weird. Everything was moving in slow motion and he was having trouble getting any energy. He stayed in his room the first couple of days and watched the monkey climbing his walls like a Gecko.

‘How’s it hanging, Jimmy?’ And the monkey would snicker and chortle and eat a banana.

His stepmother kept checking on him. Making sure he was warm in bed, setting up the small TV so he could watch.

He watched The View, and wondered, in a far off corner of his mind, how people could be so stupid. It was ironic that he was on drugs, dumbed down himself, and yet he was still smarter than them.

He watched the Kardashians, and that was weird. They talked about the ‘Curse of the Kardashians,’ which was why all of their men went crazy.

He was a little surprised at that. Didn’t these crazy people see that men didn’t go crazy unless women drove them to it?

Apparently not.

And he was fascinated by Caitlyn whenever she put in an appearance. A guy who had been driven crazy by women was still smarter than the women who drove him crazy.

Sheesh!

The next day Sally had to go to work, and that left the ‘Jimmy watch’ to Janet.

He expected her to come in with a hatchet and chop him into little pieces. But she didn’t.

She just watched him with level eyes and told him to keep his mouth shut and everything would be fine. Then she looked at his balls, which were all discolored and swollen to the size of grapefruits, and couldn’t stop laughing.

That didn’t bother Jimmy. He was so stoned the Pope could have roller skated on the ceiling and he would have thought it was normal. Didn’t all Pope’s skate on ceilings?

The next day was a Saturday, and this was the day that would prove pivotal to Jimmy.

“How are you doing, Jimmy?” His mother brought him some orange juice and watched him take pills.

He didn’t want to take pills. He just wanted to sleep and…get over this hazy daze that was all over him.

“I’m fine,” he answered, gulping.

“Excellent. Now, Jimmy, there are going to be some changes around her, and you’re going to be involved.”

“There are?” He didn’t care.

“Yes. I understand why you wore women’s clothes and why you tried to hang yourself in the women’s dressing room.”

“You do?” Funny. He thought it was Janet who had tried to kill him by hanging him in the changing room. He frowned and was confused. She was saying one thing, his memories were saying another thing, the drugs were making his thinking fuzzy, and Janet kept threatening him.

“Yes. You don’t have to try and explain anything. I understand. And I’ll help you.”

“Oh, thank you.” The monkey was standing on one leg and scratching its butt. No. It was putting a finger up its butt.

“Yes. I’ve bought you some clothes, and it’s time we helped you dress the way you want to. Are you ready to get up?”

Get up? Why? But his mother leaned forward and helped him sit up.

He looked at her breasts. “You’ve got nice titties.”

Sally was shocked. To hear such language. But she knew he was on drugs, and…and after the shock was over she smiled. Who doesn’t like being appreciated?

“Okay first things first. Let’s get you cleaned up.”

She got him to his feet and helped him walk to the bathroom.

Jimmy felt like he was on a cloud. And he liked the way she was so close to him.

He looked down at his dick.

It was small, shrunken, half its normal size. What was weird was that his balls were so big. He didn’t remember them being so big.

“Are you okay?”

“Yes, it’s just that my balls…”

They entered the bathroom and he leaned against the counter.

“Are they okay?”

Concerned, Sally squatted down and put her hands under his nuts.

He groaned, it felt so good. Even through the drugs he could feel her soft hands.

“Oh!” She let go, afraid that his groan signified that she had hurt him.”

“No…no…”

She was confused, but the point of all this was to get him in the shower.

She pulled him upright and put him in the shower.

He staggered and almost fell. She caught him. “Oh, no. Can’t you stand up?”

He nodded, shook his head. Watched the monkey do flips on the shower head.

Sally quickly took her dress off. Clad in just panties and bra she turned on the shower.

Jimmy sighed. It was warm and good. And the way his stepmother was holding him…he could feel her large breasts pressed against him.

He rested on her and reached a hand down to her groin.

“Oh!” Sally blurted as his hand cupped her mons. “Stop that!”

“But Jimmy didn’t stop, and she felt flushed and heat weakened her legs. Nobody had touched her down there since Jimmy’s father had passed.

She tried to push his hand away, but it just kept coming back. She finally tried to ignore it, though it felt so good, and began soaping him and rinsing him.

Jimmy, all morphined up, enjoyed the wonderful cloud of shower. He wanted to hold his mother. And his balls…they were so big.

Sally shampooed his hair, then conditioned it. She was having trouble standing, his hand kept squeezing her pussy. She was glad that she hadn’t made him get a hair cut. It would be easy to style his locks.

Finally, shower over and Jimmy dried, Sally put him on her bed while she changed her panties and bra and put on her dress. She couldn’t believe how wet she was down there. This was going to be visit the vibrator night for her.

She walked him back to his bedroom and sat him down.

“I bought you some new underwear and clothes,” she said, putting a big bag down on the floor in front of him.

He smiled and looked at her with his head on a slant.

She took out panties and put them on him. Then she took them off. “You’re too swollen for that.”

“Oh. That’s what the monkey says.”

Sally frowned, then pulled out a training bra. “All young girls wear these.”

Even through the drugs Jimmy didn’t want to wear girls stuff. He pushed her hands away, again and again.

“Janet? Could you come give me a hand?”

Janet entered the room and stared. Jimmy was naked, with those weird, big balls, and his penis was the size of a peanut. A long peanut, but still a peanut.

“What do you need?”

“I need to get this bra on him.”

Janet was stunned. She had heard her mother talking about this, but…she was really going through with it?

Janet moved in and controlled Jimmy’s hands and Sally managed to get the bra on him. She pulled it up and it emphasized his pectoral muscles. Visually, he had tits, though the leuprolide acetate hadn’t effected his hormonal balance, except for his limp weenie, and given him any little mounds on his chest.

Jimmy looked down. He had struggled. He was tired. He was wearing a bra, but…so what? The monkey sat on his mother’s head and crapped a big turd.

“Okay, let’s put some nylons on him.”

They slipped hose up his legs, pulled them tight.

“He’s not going to wear panties?”

“Not until the swelling goes down.”

“Oh. you know, a corset might be better.”

“What?”

“He’s a little think in the middle. We need to control his shape.”

Jimmy’s stepmother considered her suggestion soberly.

Janet kept a straight face and couldn’t believe she was pulling this off.

“Okay, can you lend him your pink dress?”

“The one with the white bows and the little daisies around the hem?”

“That’s the one.”

“Sure.” She didn’t want to, but this was too juicy.

A minute later Jimmy was sitting a pink dress.

He looked at it. It was actually comfortable. He looked up at his mother. “I don’t want to…”

“I know,” she said when he stuttered off. “I know you don’t want to be a boy any more. And we’ll handle that. We’re going to take care of you from here on, Jimmy.”

Jimmy blinked. He wondered where the monkey had gone to.

Sally styled his hair, giving him a light curl and flipping the ends down in a light bubble cut.

Jimmy stared at the mirror.

Both Sally and Janet worked on his nails. Janet talked her mother into giving him ovals that would extend his fingers a quarter inch. It wasn’t much, but it was a start.

Janet was having a wonderful time. She finally had complete and total control of her brat brother.

Sally was have a hard time. What she was doing was…weird. But it had to be done. But what really made it hard was that it was exciting her.

After his nails were done, and the prettiest pink, they got out the make up kit and went to work.

Janet cleansed him and primed him. “We need to pierce his ears.”

“Really?”

“Of course, mother. You want him to be stylish, don’t you?”

“Well, I guess so.” Why was her pussy feeling so moist?

They worked on his eyes, gently rubbing color, outlining his eyes and applying mascara.

Then they did his lips. Pink. A bright pink. Very girlish. Not an attempt to be sexy. But…

“Go get some earrings,” said Sally. She got out her needles an alcohol and quickly pierced Jimmy’s lobes.

Jimmy said “Ow” dully. Then he was the not quite proud possessor of little strands of diamonds.

“Okay, Jimmy, pose in front of the mirror for us.” They helped him to the front of the mirror and he stared at the girl in it.

She was pretty. Jimmy wondered who she was. It felt like the monkey was howling in the back of his mind.

“Is that me?” he realized.

“Yes, honey. You get to be a girl at last. Isn’t that wonderful?”

“But I…but…”

Janet pinched his butt.

“Ow,” he said.

“You’re so pretty, honey, and you get to look like this for the rest of your life.”

Jimmy blinked, watched the slow shutter of his eyes, and wondered how long life was.


PART TWO

On a Monday morning ten days later Sally took Jimmy to school. He was wearing a yellow dress with a spattering of blue bows, Mary Jane shoes, and a light touch of make up.

His balls were finally back to normal, but his penis was teeny weeny.

And, most important, he was given his final dose of morphine.

Jimmy and his stepmother sat down with the principal and discussed Jimmy’s situation.

“Jimmy identifies with being a girl, so he is a girl.”

The principal want to say something, but he couldn’t. School board has decided that there were more than two sexes, and enlightened educators needed to accommodate all genders.

“I see.”

“Will there be any problem using the girl’s room?”

“Uh…no.”

“And he will, of course, be eligible for girl’s sports.”

“Of course.”

“And if any boy picks on Jimmy then I will call my lawyer.”

“No need for that.” There had been too much of that lately. The principal had had enough of that.”

“Excellent. My daughter, Janet, will watch over him and report to me daily.”

“No problem. We are an enlightened school and it is perfectly okay for boys to be girls and girls to be boys.”

With that reassurance Sally stood up, smiled at the principal, and led Jimmy out of the office.

Jimmy attended his first class, and everybody stared at him.

That was okay. He was still on drugs.

Second class, and everybody whispered about him.

“That was okay. He still had 80% of the drugs in his body.

Third period, and everybody was laughing at him.

And it wasn’t okay. It wasn’t bad, he was still a little stoned, but…he could feel the situation getting worse and worse. And after lunch he was suddenly almost totally sober, and the humiliation set in.

He was a boy. Not a girl. He didn’t really understand what had happened. The memories of the episode in the changing room, and the last week, were all confusing. He remembered things, but he couldn’t figure out the what or the why behind those things.

And it didn’t help that the leuprolide acetate was really kicking in. As his testosterone was lowered, and his estrogen was elevated, he began to feel emotional.

During sixth period, study hall, he began to cry. Being dressed like a girl, everybody staring at him and snickering, it was too much.

He sat at his desk in the back row and tears began to slide down his cheeks.

A couple of the guys started laughing at him, and they whispered snidely.

“What’s the matter, little girl? Lost your dolly?”

He sniffed, tried not to cry, but…

“Are you all right?” It was Jennifer Hansen, the prettiest girl in school. Jimmy had had a crush on her from day one. But for her to see him like this…he would never stand a chance with her now!

But Jennifer fooled him. She took out a handkerchief and started dabbing at his eyes. “Don’t cry,” she said. “You’ll ruin your mascara.”

Jimmy tried to stop, but he was a gone goose.

Jennifer stood up and took his hand. She walked up to the teacher, Mr. Pinski, and said, “We’re going to the bathroom.”

Mr. Pinski nodded. He had heard about Jimmy going sissy, and these girls were always going to the bathroom together. Kid was probably having his first period.

On the bathroom Jennifer began working on Jimmy’s face. She cleaned it, then began applying make up. And this wasn’t the soft, pink stuff. This was drop dead gorgeous stuff. Jimmy gained more color around his eyes, and his lips plumped up and turned bright red.

“You can’t let those idiot boys bother you,” she lectured him kindly. “They are always so rude, and you’re so pretty. How come you never told anybody you wanted to be a girl?”

“I…I don’t.”

“You don’t? You could have fooled me.”

Now off drugs, his mouth and mind able to work, he blubbered out the tale of how his sister had bullied him, and dressed him, and finally hung him up from the clothes hook in Target.

Jennifer just smiled ruefully. “She’s always been a piece of work,” she said of Janet. “I’m sorry this has happened to you.”

He sniffed.

Jennifer brightened, but…I’ll tell you what you should do?”

“What?”

“Make the best of it. It won’t be forever, so go ahead and enjoy it.”

“I don’t think I can.”

“Sure you can…if I help you.”

“You’ll help me?”

“Sure. Why not?”

“But you’re the most popular girl in school.”

“Huh! That doesn’t count for much. People always look at you and judge you, and you feel like the smallest mistake is a disaster of Herculean proportion.”

Jimmy was surprised to hear her talk like this.

“You’re kidding.”

“Nope. You want to join the girl’s volleyball team?”

“Me?”

“Sure. I’m the Captain and I’ll get the girl’s to go along with it. We’ll probably win some games for a change. Until you go back to being a boy, that is.”

“Play volleyball,” he mused.

Jimmy was an athlete. He liked all sports, and he was good at them.

“Well, if you think it’s all right.”

“I do. And…I’ve got a confession.”

“What’s that?”

“Well,” she put her make up away and faced him. She was inches from him, and he could feel her breasts against his chest. “I like boys…but I like girls, too.”

“You do?”

“I do. I don’t think I’m a Lesbian or anything, but looking at you, so pretty, so hot…well, I think you’re nice.”

While she was talking her face was getting closer to his. Real closer, and then she pressed her lips to his. Just for a moment. Then she backed off and giggled. “We’re going to have to do this some more. Come on, let’s go to volleyball practice.”

Jimmy left the girls’ bathroom holding hands with Jennifer, and he felt like he was on top of the world. He was smiling, and he even felt pretty.

He didn’t see Janet staring at him, frowning, her eyes getting mean.

Sally fixed Mac and Cheese and lamb chops, it was Jimmy’s favorite meal, and listened as he gushed.

“I was up front and I kept making save after save. The girls all said they were really proud of me.”

Janet listened with a carefully happy face. She wanted to kill her stepbrother.

“That’s wonderful, honey. Are you going to be a permanent member of the volleyball team?”

“I don’t know. They want me to, but…I’d like to…”

“Then do it. Isn’t it wonderful having friends?”

Jimmy thought about that. As a guy he had friends, but it was different. All they did was grump about school and brag about video games. The girls were a lot more fun. The girls talked about everything in the world, and they even included him in their conversations. It didn’t matter that he didn’t know about being a girl, they were willing to teach him.

And, so it went. Jimmy gave up baseball and started going to volley ball practice.

Oh, the guys on the baseball team didn’t like it. Jimmy was their star third baseman, and he could hit long balls regularly. But what could they do about it? If they complained or treated Jimmy badly they suddenly found themselves the target of every girl in school. They were treated ten times worse, and that was enough to discourage them from treating Jimmy badly.

The girls loved it. They began winning games, though that did cause some hard feelings with the other teams. Girls on other teams began saying the nastiest things to Jimmy, calling him names and saying that he wasn’t really a girl.

They, the girls from the other teams, quickly ran right into the girls of Jimmy’s team.

Jimmy wondered about being a girl. His dick, for some reason, wasn’t getting hard. And it was so fucking small!

But he didn’t have a vagina.

But he could feel the changes in his body. The emotions, the softer skin, the feminization of his face.

As an 18 year old he still had the soft skin of youth, and now it was getting softer. And his hips sometimes felt awkward, and even a little fat.

And, to top it off…he started growing breasts!

He noticed it one day when he was getting undressed after a volleyball game.

He dressed in a room at the back of the girl’s locker room. the principal had set it up for him, and nobody seemed to care, and he didn’t care, but now he stared at his little buds in the mirror over a desk.

He opened the door and looked around for Jennifer. “Psst!”

Jennifer trotted into the room and he closed the door. “Look!”

She looked, and saw the growth, and smiled. “Oh, baby! That’s great! You have little titties.”

“Yeah, but…I’m a guy.”

“It’s pretty obvious that you were a guy. Now you’re a girl.”

At the look on Jimmy’s face Jennifer went to the door and called some of the girls from the team in.

He was embarrassed, but they clustered around him and actually started feeling his little tits.

“Wow! They’re cute!”

“I think they’re going to end up being big!”

“That depends on his dick. If his dick is small his boobs will be big.”

The girls laughed and teased each other, then Jennifer asked, “Can we see your penis?”

“It isn’t too big,” he tried to talk his way out of it. “Not since the…the accident.”

“Did you really hang yourself from the clothes hook in Target?”

“I heard you were wearing an expensive dress.”

“I’ve seen a video…”

Everybody looked at the girl who had said that.

She took out her cell phone and showed them.

Jimmy knew, right away, that Janet had taken the video. He saw her hand in front of the screen, and a quick pass by a mirror revealed the back of her head.

“Hey, it’s okay.” Jennifer whispered to Jimmy. “Do you want to tell them how she hung you up?”

He shook his head.

“But why not?”

“I…I don’t know.”

But he did know. He didn’t want to change anything. He didn’t want to lose Jennifer’s friendship, her sweet kisses. He didn’t know what to say.

The girls finished watching the video. “Wow. If I had nuts I wouldn’t want them to get messed up like that.”

Other girls made similar remarks, then one said, “We want to see your testicles.”

“And your penis.”

“What do they look like now?”

Jimmy explained as he pulled down his panties. “They’re giving me medicine. I can’t have any erections for six months. Not until everything is back to normal down there.”

The girls ooh-ed and ah-ed, and one of them asked, “Can I touch it?”

“I guess.”

The girls took turns fondling his small penis, marveling at how teeny it was, and they all agreed it was cute, and that it was nice that it wouldn’t hurt like some of the boys’ penises did.”

Then they felt his balls, gently squeezing, and he groaned. He might not be able to get an erection, but that didn’t mean that what they were doing didn’t feel good.

Finally, the girls tired of feeling him up and started heading back into the locker room. At last, Jimmy was alone with Jennifer.

“Gosh, all those girls feeling you, and I never have.”

“Well, go ahead.”

Jimmy was flushed and though he wasn’t getting erect down there, it certainly felt good to have his manhood, such as it was, fondled.

Jennifer stepped in front of him, just like she had that day in the restroom. Her eyes were slightly closed and she was breathing hard. She reached down and took his penis in hand. With her other hand she massaged his balls.

Jimmy was in heaven, nothing could get better, and then…it got better.

Still holding him she leaned forward and kissed him. And this wasn’t a little peck on the lips. This was a scorcher that blasted the lipstick off of his lips and made his toes curl.

Then she stopped kissing him, stared at him, and bent her knees. Lower she went, then lower, and suddenly she was holding his teeny penis in her mouth.

Jimmy groaned. No, he wasn’t hard, but it felt so amazing.

For a long minute she sucked on him, and played with his balls, and then she rose up and faced him again. “How big is it going to get? When the medicine wears off?”

“I don’t know.”

“How big was it before?”

“It was…I don’t know.”

“Bullshit. Every guy measures his dick. How big was it?”

He looked down, embarrassed. “It was only eight inches.”

Her eyes widened. “Only eight?”

“I know. It wasn’t even big before this.”

“So how big are dicks supposed to be?”

“Well, all the guys on the team say they have ten inches.”

Jennifer laughed. “They’re lying. Honey, you have a bigger dick than all of them.”

“I do?”

“Yes. Once it starts growing again, of course.”

He stared at her, his hole world adjusting to what she had told him.

“I really have a big dick?”

“Yep.”

“Wow.” Then he frowned.

“But, confession time…”

“What?”

“I like being a girl. The other girls treat me nicely, better than the guys treated me when I was a boy.”

“So you can have a big dick and dress like a girl.”

“I can?”

“Sure. Of course you might have to wear some special underwear to hide your package, but…sure. Why not? But I’ll tell you what I’m thinking.”

“What’s that?”

“I’m wondering if there’s a way we can make love before you get your big dick back.”

“I don’t think it’s possible.”

“Got to be. Leave it to me, I’ll do some research and we’ll come up with something.”

Walking home that afternoon Jimmy was whistling. He wondered what Jennifer would come up with. He couldn’t imagine how they could screw if his dick was soft, but—

“Hey, queer face!”

Jimmy turned and the three boys hit him at the same time.

Jimmy hadn’t been paying attention, and they had snuck up on him. He was knocked back and fell on the ground.

He knew the three boys, but he didn’t know their names. They had come over from another school and it looked like they were deliberately laying for him.

Jimmy tried to roll way, but the boys followed him, kicking him, pushing him, and they finally jumped on him, held him down and started punching him in the belly.

Maybe if Jimmy was still a boy he could have fought them off. With the hormones in his system, however, he didn’t stand a chance. He was losing muscle, redistributing fat, and they were simply stronger than him.

They ripped his dress, punched his belly, slapped his face, and laughed meanly the whole while.

He tried to kick, even to bite, but they laughed and—

“Let her up!”

A woman stood at the fence next to them. She was recording everything on video.

The boys jumped to their feet, then turned and ran.

“Come on, dear,” she helped Jimmy to his feet. “Can I call your mother?”

“Nu…nu…no. I just need to go home.

The lady gave him a worn coat to wear over his torn dress, and he made his way home.

The next day the news of his ‘attempted rape’ was all the talk. Another video had made its appearance, and Jennifer showed it to him. He watched himself knocked down, rolled over, and was ashamed.

“I didn’t fight back.”

“How could you?” Jennifer was pissed off. “There were three of them! There was nothing you could do.”

But there was enough male left in him to think that there was something he could do. Even if he didn’t know what it was.

“What I want to know is who took the video?”

“What?”

“Somebody took the video. Somebody is releasing these things on Facebutt. So who?”

Jimmy knew. “Janet took the first video. She’s got videos on the cloud.”

Jennifer frowned. Janet. Again. Seemed like she was the source of Jimmy’s problem.

Jimmy was removed from the volleyball team because of complaints. Parents of the kids form the opposing team were behind it, but that was okay with Jimmy. He was still a boy, somewhere under the soft dick and balls, after all.

Besides, he he had just been playing volleyball until he could go back to baseball.

Of course, there was a problem.

His tits were growing. He even needed a bigger bra, and he wondered if he could play baseball with big tits.

He’d have to be careful, not slide on his chest without extra protection, but…and he realized that he was falling in love with having tits, and he didn’t want to get rid of them.

How weird.

He began to wash them extra special, feeling them in the shower.

And he picked out clothes that would emphasize them, show them off.

Sometimes, laying in bed at night, he would feel them, especially the nipples. He still wasn’t having erections, but it felt so good.

Months passed, and graduation was close. There was a lot of talk among the girls as to which college they were going to, and he was actually getting excited.

Imagine, him getting excited about school.

He was changed, and he knew it. He studied with the girls, went to the mall with the girls, and called the girls on the phone…and his grades had picked up and he was actually thinking about college.

And, it turned out that he had a huge advantage. Where Janet had to go to a community college, he was getting extra consideration because he was a sexual minority. Who would have ever thought?

On the last day of school there wasn’t much studying, kids were doing pretty much what they wanted, and Jennifer finally figured out how to have sex. During lunch she pulled Jimmy aside and explained it to him.

“A dildo? Up my…my…are you serious?”

“Very serious. I even bought something called a strap on. When do you want to try it out?”

“I don’t know.”

“Come on, Jimmy. This is going to be fun.”

“Are you sure?”

“If screwing the butt wasn’t fun then so many people wouldn’t be doing it, right?”

“Well, uh, I guess.”

So they went to Jimmy’s house that afternoon.

Jimmy’s mother wasn’t home, and there was no sign of Janet, so they locked the door and undressed.

Jimmy was excited by seeing Jennifer’s body. He had felt her tits, and he had even kissed them. But now he was seeing everything.

Not that he could do anything about it. His dick still wasn’t working.

She put the strap on on. A big cock stuck out from her junction, and they looked at it in awe.

“Now you can really be the girl,” giggled Jennifer. “Come on, get down on your knees and take me in your mouth.

Jimmy found it a heady thought, and he kissed her, then he knelt in front of her and began sucking on her big penis.

It felt good. It even felt natural.

She put her hands on his head and fucked his throat. They really got into it and she started instructing him as to how to deep throat her.

You’ve got to relax everything, tell yourself not to gag.

He tried, taking his time. She didn’t move and inch after inch he swallowed her. Her cock was eight inches, and he didn’t get the whole thing, but he got probably six inches. It was a lot, and he felt it slide into his throat.

“Oh, wow. This is so fucking hot.”

Jimmy looked up and her, then pulled back.

“Come on, turn around and bend over. I want to do you.”

Jimmy followed her directions, but when she tried to put her plastic penis up his hole it hurt.

“We need lube,” she said.

He ran for the bathroom, found some lube, and ran back.

Jennifer lubed him up. She smeared the goo into his asshole, and Jimmy found himself groaning. Fuck, this felt good.

Then she stood up behind him and gently slid her pecker into his rectum.

Jimmy gasped. The feeling of being expanded was too much. He put his hands on the bed and supported himself.

“Lean on the bed,” she said.

He moved, her walking with him, keeping her cock embedded in him.

He lay on the bed, awkwardly, but she stayed with him, and now that he was supported and not in danger of falling down she could really go to work. She began pumping into him, and he humped his rump up at her. He could feel the wonderful sensation of her opening him up. Suddenly it didn’t matter that he didn’t have a working penis. This was far better than a penis.

For ten minutes she screwed him, glorying in the power, the sex, the feeling of completing another person.

Then she pulled out.

He groaned, and she had to help him up. When he was standing on shaking legs again he looked down at the bed, there was a big cum spot on the edge of the bed.

“I came? But, how?”

“Wow. I read about it, but didn’t expect…I stimulated your prostate, and that let all the semen in your balls out.”

“So I came.”

“You did. Did you feel anything?”

“No. But I feel so darned good right now. I feel like after an orgasm, all empty and warm and almost goofy.”

“I’m going to record this. She picked up her cell phone and clicked it to video and aimed it at the puddle of sperm.

“That’s—“

“What do we have here!”

When Jimmy had gone for the lube he hadn’t locked the door, and Janet stood, leaning against the jamb, that mean look on her face.

Jimmy started to stutter. “Please…don’t tell—“

But Jennifer wasn’t cowed at all by Janet. She hadn’t been picked on for years, and to her Janet was just a stupid bitch. She lowered her cell phone and faced Jimmy’s nemesis.

“Well, if it isn’t the bitch herself.” She took off the strap on and began putting on her clothes. All the while making sure the cell phone was aimed towards Janet.

“Who’s calling who a bitch? Bitch!”

“I know what you did. I know that you’re the one who hung Jimmy up in the Target dressing room.”

“Fuck you!”

“You’re responsible for all his problems. I’ve heard the mean things you say at school, I know you release the videos, and…who were the three kids who beat Jimmy up?” She was almost dressed now, and she put the strap on in her purse. Except she didn’t. She held the purse open higher on one side so Janet couldn’t tell what she was doing and dropped the dildo between Jimmy’s wall and bed.

Meanwhile, his face red and panicked, Jimmy pulled on his panties and bra.

“Those guys? Ha! That was Biff and his brother and friend. They were glad to beat up a sissy.”

“So I was right. You arranged it. What did you give them to make them do it?”

“I blew their cocks, all of them. Something that my dear brother seems to be learning about.”

Jimmy pulled on his dress and stood uncertainly. Janet had been running roughshod over him for so long—to hear her stood up to, it was…

“Hello!”

“Up here, Mom! You need to see this!”

Though there wasn’t much to see.

“You think she’ll believe you when you pretend Jimmy and I were fucking?”

“She believed me when I told her Jimmy was a trans and wanted to be a girl.”

“What’s going on, girls?” Sally was at the top of the steps and coming down the hallway.

Janet stepped into the room and pointed at Jennifer. “She has a dildo, and she was fucking Jimmy!” Her voice was triumphant and her eyes flashed in victory.

Sally stepped into the room, her eyes lowered, looking confused. “What is this?”

Jennifer didn’t say anything.

“Look in her purse. She’s got a dildo, and she was shoving it up Jimmy’s butt!”

Sally stepped to the bed and looked in the purse. there was nothing in it but make up and a wallet. She looked at Janet. “Janet? What’s really going on?”

“Mrs. Stern, could you please listen to this?” Jennifer held up her cell phone and pressed play on the video app.

“What do we have her?” Janet’s voice was small, but unmistakeable.

Janet turned whiter than a bleached sheet with snow covering it.

“Don’t listen to that!” She tried to move forward, but Sally pushed her back.

From the cellphone came the full confession.

A mumble from Jimmy, but low and hard to decipher. Then: ‘Who’s calling who a bitch? Bitch!’

‘I know what you did. I know that you’re the one who hung Jimmy up in the Target dressing room.’

‘Fuck you!’

‘You’re responsible for all his problems. I’ve heard the mean things you say at school, I know you release the videos, and…who were the three kids who beat Jimmy up?’

Sally’s mouth opened, and stayed open, and when the recording was done she turned to her daughter. Her face was thunder and Jimmy had never seen a person so pissed off in his life.

“You arranged a mugging by…by giving blow jobs? And I’m going to believe you? Like I did when you said he wanted to be a girl.”

Janet backed up, her hands out as if to ward off. Sally followed her, backed her into her room, and then the yelling started.

Jennifer retrieved the strap on from behind the bed and grabbed Jimmy’s hand. They tip toed past the room where Sally was blowing her top and then ran, giggling, for the front door. A minute later they were walking down the street, holding hands.

“So you’re free now.”

“Thanks to you,” Jimmy answered.

She smiled. Never had she felt so happy.

“So now we’ve made love.”

“Yep,” he grinned.

“So how long do you think it’s going to be until your dick starts working again?”

He became silent.

“What?”

“I sometimes wonder if I even want my dick to work.”

“What?” She stopped walking and they faced each other.

“Let me use the dildo on you.”

“But don’t you want to get your dick back  and screw me?”

He sighed. “It’s funny. At first all I wanted was for my dick to work again. But now I’ve been a girl, and I see how the other half lives. And I like being the other half.”

“So you don’t want your dick to work?”

“I don’t know. I know I love you, and I loved it when you screwed me, and I want to give you that…but not at the cost of losing who I really am.”

They stared at each other for a long minute, then they turned and continued walking down the road. They were hand in hand, and of like minds in so many ways, but…giving up his dick?

They had a lot to think about.

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


Big Stories
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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

‘My Stepsister 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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