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PART ONE

“It’s your turn to do the dishes!”

“No, it’s not. I did them last night.”

“Bull puckey!”

“Mom!”

Gena walked into the kitchen and sighed. Her twins were at it again. “Ann! Ricky! Are you telling me that you can’t remember from one night to the next who did the dishes?”

The twins looked at each angrily.

“I did the dishes last night. We had meat loaf and I…” blah, blah, blah.

At the same time  Ricky started talking. “I did the dishes! We had spaghetti and…” blah, blah, blah.

“That’s it!” Gena yelled. “I’ve had enough of this foolishness. Both of you, to your rooms! Now!”

Grumbled, casting dirty looks at each other, the twins left the room.

Gena sighed and looked at the sink full of dishes. She was going to have to do them. Those kids…!

She slipped on a pair of yellow gloves and tied an apron and began scrubbing. Her hands were protected, they wouldn’t get rough, but when she was done she found she had broken two nails. The index finger on one hand and the middle finger on her other hand. Disgusted, she held up her middle finger and said, “This is what you get for letting those kids have their way. It’s going to stop now!”

She went to their doors, knocked, and summoned them to the living room.

“Yes, mom?” They were the picture of innocence. Brats.

“Okay, you two, I’ve had enough. Look at this!” She held up her hands. Ann got it right away. Being a girl she knew about nails and she groaned. “Sorry, Mom.”

Ricky didn’t understand and he frowned. “What’s going on?”

“My nails, Ricky. I work all day, I have to look nice, and then I have to do your job, and then have to put up with this…” she held up the index finger with the broken nail. “…I’ve had it. I don’t want to hear anymore about it not being your turn. You figure it out and grow up!”

Ann tilted her head slightly and asked, “So we shouldn’t do the dishes if we’re going to break our fingernails?”

Ricky didn’t see the sneaky, little thought Ann was having.

Gena just growled and said, “Out of here. Go do your homework or something. And I don’t want any more of this guff!”

Ann and Ricky left the room and Gena sat down on the couch and started to repair her broken nails.

“It’s your turn to do the dishes!”

“No, it’s not. I did them last night.”

“Bull puckey!”

It was just a few days later and they were at it again. Gena stomped in, “That’s it!”

Both kids were silent.

“Now, I told you that this won’t be allowed anymore and—“

“Mom?”

“What?” Gena snapped.

Ann held out her hands. “I’m sorry, but I can’t do the dishes tonight.”

Gena blinked and stared at Ann’s fingers. They were freshly painted.

“Wait! Wait a minute! She can’t—“

Gena held her hand up. She frowned.

“You said we shouldn’t do the dishes if it might break our nails.”

Now, for whatever reason, Gena didn’t think it through. She didn’t considered the implications, she was just so tired of the nightly battle, and said. “All right. Ricky, do the dishes.”

“Now wait a gosh darn minute!” Ricky yelled. “She’s always got nails on! That’s not fair to me!”

But Gena had been pushed over the edge. “Do those dishes or you’re grounded for a week.”

Ricky shut. He could see the writing on the wall. The look in his mother’s eyes, she was like a tiger about to bust out of the cage and start chewing on anybody who happened to be in front of her.

Gena turned and walked out.

Ricky stared at Ann.

Ann smirked and lorded it over him. “Too bad, brother dear. But you have to be all prettied up to get out of doing the dishes.”

“You just wait,” he snarled.

“La la,” she teased. “I’m still waiting.”

“ARGH!” he turned and started doing the dishes.

The next night was Ann’s turn, but after dinner, when Ricky smirked at her and told her to do a good job, she simply yelled, “Mom!”

Gena groaned. Not again! She came into the kitchen. “What is it?”

Gena held up her hands. Long nails.

“Mom! That’s not fair!”

“You said, mother, dear. You said that long nails shouldn’t be used to do the dishes.”

Gena was caught. She had said that, and even though she knew it was unfair, she also had an appreciation for Ann’s ingenuity. She pointed at her son, pointed at the dishes, and left.

Ricky howled his outrage. This was two nights in a row! This was so grossly unfair that…that…he was talking to himself the whole time he washed dishes. And he wasn’t saying nice things!

Upstairs Gena started painting her toes and the aroma of polish filled the room. She chuckled. That was clever of Ann. No, it wasn’t fair to Ricky, but she’d fix that tomorrow. She’d tell Ann to lose the nails or go ahead and crack them, but…she shook her head, it was funny, and she focused on her nails.

Ricky went to school the next day, and he was still angry about the dirty trick Ann had played. Getting out of her chores just because she wore fingernails. Heck, who did she think she—“

“Hey, Ricky.” Ricky turned and smiled. He was instantly in a good mood because it was Shania.

“Hi, Shania. What’s happening?”

“Nothing. But why were you growling like that? You sounded like an animal ready to eat a hunter!”

“Oh, it’s my sister again.”

“Again, eh? What’d she do this time?”

So Ricky explained about the dishes and Ann having fingernails. Shania held in her chuckle because of the look on Ricky’s face.

“I mean…is it fair for girls to get out of things just because they’re girls? Oh, I suppose I shouldn’t be asking you that.”

“Why? Because I’m a girl?”

“Well, yeah. I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have—“

“You want to get her back?”

“What?”

“You want to get your sister back? I like her, she’s cool, but I like punking people, too. You want to get her back?”

“Well, sure.”

“Okay, then here’s what we do.”

That night Shania came home from school with Ricky and they went directly into his room.  Ostensibly to study. Ann could hear them giggling away, but she didn’t think much of it. She was pleased with herself, and she intended to pull the nail gambit that night again.

“Dinner!” Gena called out.

Ann trotted down the stairs. Shania and Ricky came out of his room behind her, and they giggled all the way down the stairs. Then Shania kissed Ricky’s cheek and went out the front door.

As soon as Ricky walked into the kitchen Gena said, “Children, the nails were very clever, but I don’t think—“

“It’s okay, Mom,” interrupted Ricky.

He leaned against the door jamb, hands in his pockets, and smiled.

“What?” asked Gena.

“I understand about the nails thing. Girls have to be pretty. Got to have the long nails, and I wouldn’t want to be the cause of any nail breakage.”

“Well, that’s very grown up of you, Ricky, but—“

“He said it’s okay, Mom,” Ann blurted. She knew she had a good thing going and she wanted to milk it. And if Ricky was so dumb that he let her…that was just too bad.

“But you should—“

“It’s okay, Mom.”

“But I think—“

“He said it’s okay.”

Gena looked from one child to the next. She didn’t understand what was going on, but it looked like she was going to have no more fights, and that was all she really wanted.

“Well, okay. Come sit down and let’s eat.”

Hamburger and mashed potatoes was on the menu this evening. And when Ann and Ricky both sat down she started serving, plopping big spoonfuls of mashed potatoes on their plates.

“I’m glad to see you children are acting so mature. I was really tired of the constant squabbling.”

“We’re sorry, mother. We really should have been more respectful. You work all day and…well, we’re sorry.”

Ricky watched as Ann kissed ass, and kept his smirking inside.

“Aren’t we, Ricky?”

“Yep,” said Ricky, and he took his hands out of pockets and grabbed a spoon.

In a house normally filled with fun and laughter there was a dead silence. Dead except for the poke of fork and saw of knife.

Ann was the first to speak. “He can’t do that.”

Gena suddenly realized that something was up and she glanced at Ricky. She would have just passed her gaze over him, but her eyes caught, and stopped, and her mouth dropped open.

Ricky’s nails were bright red and long. He was able to wield the knife and fork, but just barely. It was obvious he was trying hard not to laugh.

“Mom?” complained Ann.

And Gena lost it. Totally lost it. Ricky had played Ann and come out on top. That whole bit about him being concerned for breaking nails…she started laughing, and couldn’t stop.

“Mom!”

Gena was holding her belly and laughing so hard it hurt.

“Tell him! He can’t wear fake nails!”

But Gena couldn’t speak. Her body was racked and tears started leaking out. She had never seen anything so diabolically clever in her life.

Ricky, somehow, God knows how, manage not to laugh, which made it all the finnier, him acting nonchalant when he was literally busting inside.

Finally, long minutes later, still breaking into chuckles and snorts, Gena laid down the law. Sauce for the goose is sauce for the gander, and all that. Wiping away tears she pronounced. “He certainly shouldn’t  risk his nails.”
“But it’s not fair! Boys don’t wear fingernails! They don’t paint them. He can’t get away with this!”

Gena just shook her head. “Sorry, daughter. But there’s no law that says boys can’t wear what they want, so…you’re out of luck tonight.

Dinner continued, and ended, and they each brought their plate to the sink for washing. Gena was out of the kitchen first and Ricky went to put his plate on the counter.

“I’ll get you for this!” Her voice rasped.

He simply kept a straight face, which was almost worse than if he had laughed at her, and scratched his nose…with his middle finger.

Ann opened her mouth to yell for their mother, then closed it. She couldn’t tell on him for that because she was guilty of flying the bird a few times, too.

But she was going to get back at him. Yes, she was…

“How’d it go?” asked Shania.

Ricky sat in a chair and watched while she removed his fingernails. “Oh, man. You should have seen her face. She looked like a big red balloon, an unhappy face on it, ready to pop.

Shania snickered. “I wish I could have seen it.”

“You’ll probably hear about it. She was so pissed I’m sure she’ll tell all her friends.”

Shania finished removing his nails. “There you go.”

“Thank you,” said, holding his hands up and grinning. You have no idea what this means to me.”

“Well, you could show your appreciation properly.”

Ricky looked at her. She was gazing at him. “What?”

“My mom has gone to work. There’s nobody here but us. We could, sorta, like…make out for a while.”

They had been friends for the longest time, and he had always been infatuated with her, but he had never made a move.

“Wow,” he said. He was going to say something else, but he didn’t have a chance. Shania grabbed his face with two hands and brought it slowly towards her. They were both breathing hard, nervous, but excited. They kissed, and it was the end of the world for Ricky. He had seen people kissing on the screen, and though he was 18 he had never really explored girls.

It wasn’t too bad for Shania, either. When they parted her eyes were shiny.

They stared at each other, then Ricky moved forward. All that boy testosterone, you know. This time he opened his arms and hugged her. He could feel her breasts, and it was heady, he felt like he was on a mountain, dizzy, about to fall into the sky.

Then they parted and Shania giggled.

“What?” he asked.

She looked down. In hugging her he had bumped her with his boner.

He turned 18 shades of red. “Oh, crap. I didn’t…I’m…”

“No! It’s okay. I’ve always wanted to see a man’s…a man’s…thing.”

Still red, he managed to grin. “Really?”

“I used to hear my mom and dad doing it. Show me yours.”

His stiffie was rock hard now. “Really?”

Shania bent a little bit and reached for his zipper. She pulled it down.

Ricky really couldn’t breath now. She started to reach a hand in, to part the material, and his boner popped out. Hard. It nudged her hand and she actually jumped and gave a little squeal. “Holy…wow! Can I touch it?”

“Uh huh,” he gulped.

Shania had long red nails, she wrapped her fingers around his penis and he stared down at the red tips encircling his cock.

“Oh, fuck,” he breathed out.

“So when men do this they jack off?” She began moving her hand back and forth.

Ricky groaned. He was so hard, and it felt so good.

Shania giggled and kept moving her hand back and forth.

Ricky moved his hips in time with her.

She stood on tip toes and kissed him softly, not losing a stroke.

He kissed back, and the universe suddenly condensed into this moment, her hand, his penis.

She pulled back, she whispered, “Feel my tits.”

Then she kissed him again and he raised his hand and felt her boobs. They were big, and he could feel the nipples under the material. For a long moment he gloried in the feel, the sensations, the lips pressed to his, and then he started to shake in the knees, and he felt a white heat deep in his groin, coming forward, getting bigger, exploding and then he shuddered and came in her hand.

She looked down and started giggling. “Look! Look how much you’re cumming!”

“Oh, God!” he whimpered, hardly able to stand.

He shot sperm all over her hand, but she just laughed and kept stroking until he finally shivered and said, “Enough!”

With a look of disappointment she took her hand off him. His penis was already sagging. His breath slowed down. His heart stopped pounding so hard.

She held up her hand, covered with goo. “I’ve read in the stories that women are supposed to like this. That it’s tasty and has tons of vitamins.

Ricky sagged back against a wall, but he nodded. All the porn he had read women liked to eat cum.

Tentatively, Shania brought her hand up, her tongue flicked out, touched the sperm on her hand, just a taste, and she opened her eyes. “Weird.”

“Is it bad?

“No…no. It’s just…”

“What?”

“It’s hard to describe. Everything is supposed to taste like chicken, but this…try it!” She held her hand out to him.

“Me?”

“Come on, in the porn on the net men eat their own sperm, too.”

Ricky couldn’t argue that. It just seemed so…yucky. Still her hand was right in front of his face, and she was waiting, so he stuck his tongue out. He meant to just take a lick, but she moved her hand a little and he ended up with a glob of it. He blinked, tasted, and gulped.

“What do you think?”

“It’s…not bad.”

“Yeah.” She pulled her hand back and took a bigger lick. She swallowed.

“You want some more?”

“Sure.”

So they took turns licking her hand.

“Wow, this is a first for me.”

“Me, too.” Then Shania looked a little red-faced. “I guess, does this make us…are we going steady?”

Ricky didn’t even have to think about it. He nodded. And they kissed again, and tasted his cum on each others lips.

Later, walking to school, holding hands, grinning like fools, she asked, “What are you going to do about your sister?”

“Can we put nails on me again?”

“Sure. We’d have to do it after school, though. Mom wants me home for some chores.”

That was fine with him. He could help her with her chores, They could make out some more, and maybe…maybe…his dick was already getting hard again.

And so the day went. Classes, friends, sports, a pretty good time. And especially for Ricky. He had had his first real sexual experience, and he loved a girl, and…and the only cloud on the horizon was his sister. He was pretty sure she would do something sneaky.

Well, he would handle it. He could beat her at this game, especially since he had help in his corner.

After school, and a hot and heavy make out session, Shania put a fresh set of nails on Ricky’s hands.

He grinned and said, “Think they’re sexy?”

She smiled, “Anything you do is sexy.” And she truly felt that way. The long, slender nature of his fingers, they were almost girl like.

The only downside was that he had to wear gloves home. He didn’t want the world to see his red tipped fingers, no matter how sexy they were.

He was just in time for dinner. He walked in and grinned and went into the kitchen. Ann was already there, sitting down, hands on her lap. His mother was ladling out pork chops and asparagus. “Just in time, honey. Have a seat.”

Grinning so hard he though he’d break his face, he sat down and took off his gloves. His nails were re and shiny, expertly done. Gena shook her head, and waited.

Ann smiled an evil smile and brought her hands up from her lap.

Her fingers were just as red, but the nails were longer.

Ricky’s face dropped. Her nails were longer than his.

Gena chuckled. “Well, it looks like Ann won the long nails contest tonight.”

“But…but…”

“You lost fair and square, honey, take it like a man.”

“Take it like a woman, you mean,” snickered Ann.

Ricky turned red in the face. He was stuck. Later that night he pulled the yellow gloves over his hand and did the dishes. And put up his sister’s teasing. And, worst of all, he actually broke a nail!

He was going to get back at his sister if it was the last thing he ever did.

The next morning… “And her nails were longer than mine! That bitch! She got me!”

Shania had his zipper down and was holding his penis. She was down on her knees, taking the time to really examine it. She had never seen a penis up close. And his balls! They were so big and full, and he had just had a cum the day before!

She hefted his balls and said, “These feel so full. You must have a lot of semen in them.”

He groaned, and he was excited, but he was also still pissed at his sister. “I mean, what am I going to do.”

“Oh, that’s easy,” she was breathing on his cock, holding it so it was pointed right at her face.

“What?”

“You’ve got bigger fingers than her. I can give you longer nails than her every day of the week.”

“Really? that’s…unh…” He looked down. She was putting her mouth over the head of his cock. “Oh, fuck!”

She looked up at him as her head went back and forth. The feeling of her soft lips slithering over his cock was unbelievable. His knees started to shake.

Shania had spent the night reading about this. She had even found some porn and watched women suck men off. And it was easy. And it was cool. She felt little dribbles of fluid come out of the head of his cock. That must be the pre-cum.”

Ricky put hand on a dresser and stabilized himself as she grabbed his balls and started playing with them.

“Oh…God!” He began to spurt.

At first Shania was stunned. She had known it was going to happen, but to have it happen so fast, and with almost no warning, just a little tightening of the muscles and an intake of breath, was amazing. She kept her cool, though, and began swallowing.

It was wild! Strings of semen shot into her throat, slid down her gullet, and only swallowing kept her from gagging.

Finally, it was over. Ricky was sagging against the dresser and the wall, his legs were shaking so hard she was afraid he was going to fall.

“That was…that was…”

She stood up and wiped her mouth and grinned. “I know!”

She kissed him then, and he tested himself, and she decided the next time she did this she was going to have a big mouthful for Ricky to swallow.

They walked to school, grinning, again holding hands, and he kissed her outside the gate before they went onto school property.

That night Ricky took his gloves off when he got home, and his nails were easily longer than Ann’s.

Ann was about ready to cry. That brat was out doing her! He was being a better woman than she was. What was worse, her mother didn’t even care!

Gena just served dinner and let the matter of the nails be decided with a ruler. Of course, they didn’t really need a ruler. It was obvious that Ricky had longer nails.

To be truthful, Gena was enjoying this little contest. Sure, Ricky was weird, but the weirdness faded as it went on, and the most important thing was that she no longer had to separate them like fighting wildcats.

Heck, if Ricky wore ten foot nails she wouldn’t have cared.

Unfortunately, she didn’t understand the nefariousness of children, or how this was going to play out. And she didn’t understand how upset her daughter was when she realized that because Ricky had larger digits she would never be able to have longer nails than him.

The next day Ricky stopped at Shania’s house and they took off his nails. And his clothes. And her clothes. They didn’t fuck, but they felt each others bodies and kissed and played with his boner.

She giggled as she stroked him, then opened her mouth and took in a big mouthful.

Ricky again staggered against the wall. Then she rose up and kissed him. And opened her mouth.

Ricky’s eyes opened wide as her mouthful of sperm flowed into his mouth. It was hot and messy, and he felt a gagging reflex, but he forced himself not to. After all, he was kissing a girl. What would she think if he gagged and even threw up on her? In her mouth?

Afterwards they talked about it, and they talked about him actually putting his penis in her.

“What if I get pregnant?” she brought up.

So they decided to time her periods and do their first fuck after she had had her period, when her eggs were gone and no new ones were in the offing.

Then they walked to school, arms around each other, hips pressed, and in between kisses he would sneak his hand in and grab her ass, or her tits.

It was a typical school day, classes, gym, hanging with friends. Shania was in algebra class, biting the end of her pencil and worrying about algebraic equations. She simply had to ace this class…but it was so hard!

In a desk behind her, back to the wall, sat Ann! Yes, they had the same algebra class. They were even friendly, although that had cooled the last couple of days once Ann had figured out that it was Shania that was helping Ricky.

While the teacher scribbled equations on the board, and kids either took notes or stared vacant-eyed, Ann glared at the back of Shania’s head. She wanted to take a book and slap the back of Shania’s head. She was a traitor to females everywhere. She was…Ann’s eyes looked down.

Shania’s purse was open, and her nail kit was right there.

Ann looked around, and across the aisle Jimmy Hoskins had left his bag out, and he had a small kit with stuff for woodworking class. Like…her eyes narrowed…superglue!

Ann leaned over and took out his bottle of superglue.

She leaned forward and extracted Shania’s nail kit from her purse.

Moving quickly, she unscrewed the nail glue and squirted it right into the bottom of her own purse. It was messy, and it would probably ruin her purse, but it was worth it.

Then she unscrewed the super glue and put the nozzle of the bottle of superglue to the nozzle of the empty nail glue bottle. She squeezed, and within a few seconds she had the right amount of superglue in the nail glue bottle. She screwed the caps on, slid the bottles back into their respective bags, and sat back.

Oh, baby. Her brother was going to get it now. She couldn’t stop grinning the whole rest of the day.

That night Ricky won again. He had the longest, reddest, shiniest nails, and he was, hands down the winner. Ann grumped, but didn’t seem as upset as she usually was.

Gena watched her daughter carefully. This was too easy. Yes, maybe her daughter was growing up, her children were in the last year of high school, both over 18, but, still…she felt a little niggle of worry. After all, just when you thought you understood kids…WHAM! They hit you with the big sledge hammer.

As for Ricky, he just laughed, and when dinner was over he deposited his plate and left the room.

“Ann?”

“Yes, mother?”

“Are you planning something?”

“Like what, mother?” She was the picture of innocence. Her eyes wide and blue and trustingly open.

“I don’t know, but you’re taking this pretty easy.”

Ann sighed. “Well, mother dear, perhaps I have realized that it’s only a few dishes, and…if he’s going to be the better girl, so be it.”

That made Gena worry even more. But there was no proof, no hint of things to come, so all she could do was accept it.

She left the room and found Ricky trying to play video games with extra long fingernails.

She sat down next to him. “Tough to play games with those claws, eh?”

“Boy, I’ll say.” He tugged on the toggle and died a grisly death. He looked at his mother. “I don’t know how you women do it.”

“Is it fun? Having long nails?” In truth, she was a little worried that he might like it. There was a lot of transgender talk going around, and she wanted to be prepared if her son happened to be that sort of boy. Still, he was 18 and had shown no proclivity towards things like crossdressing, make up, or the like.

“Nah. I mean, sometimes it’s sort of neat to look at them, but how the heck are ya gonna catch a ball or swing a bat?”

“Well, there is that.” She smiled and ruffled his hair, then his hair.

He looked at her. Her sudden interest in his gaming was out of character.

“You know you can always talk to me.”

“What’s there to talk about?” He was sincere.

“Just…if there is. You can talk to me about anything.”

Ricky had a sense of humor, and he said slyly, “You’re not going to get pregnant, are you?”

Gena’s blurted out of her. “You brat!” She slapped his arm, then got up and left him to his gaming.

In the kitchen Ann wore the yellow gloves and tried not to break a nail. She had an expression of anticipation on her face. Just wait until that numb nuts…

The next day Ricky went to Shania’s house. Her mother had just left and the two put their arms around each other and got to kissing. they spent long minutes chewing on each others lips. They played with their tongues, their hands roamed, and again Shania ended up on her knees. She was really liking this blow job stuff. It was really cool to control a boy that intensely. To make his eyes roll back and his legs quiver. It was more fun than algebra any day.

Finally, blow job done and the cum shared equally, it was time to go to school.

“Oh, crap,” said Ricky. “We’ve got to get these nails off!”

“No, prob,” Shania said. She opened her nail kit and took out the glue remover. It was a simple matter to soak his hands in a bowl, and after a minute he lifted his hands, smiled, and she pulled his nails…she tugged on them…he felt panic as she increased the pressure and his nails didn’t slide off.

“What’s happening?”

“I don’t know! It’s never done this before!”

She tugged and pulled, and even ran into the garage and came back with pliers. Nothing worked. His nails remained long and red. And the clock was ticking closer to nine!

“What am I going to do?”

Shania thought quickly, but she could only come up with one thing. She ran into her mother’s room and returned with a lacy pair of white gloves. She tugged them on to his hands.

“Oh, my God!” he whispered. He was scared. He could feel the tragedy unfolding.

“It’ll work!” she hissed. “It’s got to work! Just don’t take your gloves off!”

They walked to school. They held hands, but it was obvious they were panicked. They didn’t kiss and fondle, they just worried about Ricky’s hands. If they had more time they could have figured something out. But they didn’t have the time.

Ricky had home room, and he wore the white gloves. The teacher, Mrs. Sampson, was a bit senile and didn’t notice anything. Some of the girls in the class did, though, and they giggled and nudged each other.

Then first class, English. Mrs. Sanders noticed, but didn’t care. These kids, first it was swallowing goldfish, and now…what new shenanigans were they up to? But she didn’t really want to find out.

Then history. Again, he went unnoticed by the teacher, but the girls were giggling, and even some of the guys were chuckling and looking at his lacy, white, gloved hands.

By that time it was lunch, and Ricky thought he might stand a chance of making it through the day. He was short-sighted though, because his next class was gym. And there was no way he was going to travel through a locker room filled with young testosterone filled males without a challenge.

“Hey, Rick, new look for the football field?” It was Tad Hunter, a bully if ever there was one. Ricky stayed away from him, and Hunter was content to let him be. But the gloves…hunter being a bully…it was inevitable.

Ricky ignored him.

Tad’s friend and hanger on, Jerry Hopkins, quipped, “Nah, it’s a new baseball glove he’s trying out.”

A trio of bullies surrounded Ricky now, and Ricky was starting to feel a little anger. “Bug off, guys.”

They hooted and laughed. “Bug off! Ha! What ya gonna do? Ask me to a dance?”

“I oughta dance on your skull,” Ricky snapped. He knew he was losing it, but he was so wrought up by his hands, he didn’t know how to deal with the taunts.

A crowd began to gather around the boys.

“Come on, Ricky,” Tad made fun of his name, ridiculed him. “Take off the gloves. Take the gloves off and let’s see how manly you can be.”

Ricky didn’t want to fight. He wasn’t scared, but fighting was stupid. Kids got kicked out of school for that.

Then Tad escalated the situation. He reached out and tried to pull the white gloves off of Ricky.

“Ricky didn’t want to fight, but he had to do something, but he couldn’t make a fist because of his nails, so he did the next best thing. He slapped Tad in the face.

“WHOA!” the kids crowded around filled the air.

Mr. Jenkins, the gym teacher, was passing by. He heard the crowd groan and he looked over heads just in time to see Tad Hunter punch Rick Spencer right in the eyeball.

“Fight! Fight!” the young boys all chanted.

Jenkins pushed through the kids like a whirlwind through wheat. He was just in time because Rick was on his feet and starting to swing. If he had managed to punch Tad he would have been expelled, but Mr. Jenkins caught his arm, then the teacher had Tad by the shoulder. He shook them both, then stepped back.

Sufficiently cowed, the boys stepped back and looked at the tile floor.

“Now what is this?” Jenkins had a no nonsense voice and the locker room was suddenly quiet.

Tad said nothing. He was caught. He had started the fight, he had thrown the first real punch, and…he was busted.

“We were just fooling around,” Ricky blurted. “He was showing me how to punch and I guess I slipped.

Jenkins stared at the beginnings of a beaut of a shiner. Good kid, but Tad was a butt. But Rick was gonna let this go? Hmm. Then he took note of the lacy gloves on Ricky’s hands.

“What’s with the girly gloves?”

“Oh, nothing. I cut myself and these keep the bandage on.”

A lie.

“Take ‘em off.”

“I don’t want to pull the bandage off.”

“Both hands?”

“Coach, I—“

“Take off the gloves. Now!”

Ricky felt himself growing faint. He had to take off the gloves. There was no way out of it. He raised his hands, started to pull one glove off, and couldn’t move. It was the end of his life. Nobody would understand. He couldn’t…

Coach Jenkins solved the momentary freeze. He reached out and grabbed the tip of his finger and pulled. the glove was loose and it came off.

A huge gasp filled the locker room.

Everybody stared at Ricky’s hand.

Fake nails. Red. Long and sexy.

Ricky was frozen.

Jenkins blinked, and he was caught. The whole last summer he and all the other teachers had had to take classes on how to treat kids who were transitioning, identifying, changing sexes.

But this…here…now…right in his own locker room…

“He’s got fingernails!” somebody whispered.

“Lemme see!” another person said.

Then everybody was crowding around.

Coach Jenkins was frozen. If he did the wrong thing it might cost him his job. But he had to do something. He finally opted to pass the buck.

“Rick, Tad. Office. Now.”


PART TWO

Rick and Tad walked out of the locker room like defeated warriors, their shoulders slumped, their minds shattered.

“My mom’s gonna kill me!” muttered Tad. “She told me the next fight I got into…”

“I’ll tell ‘em we weren’t fighting. You were just showing me punches. But what am I gonna do?” He held up his hands.

Tad looked at them and shook his head. “You’re screwed, man. But how come? You’re not Trans.”

“No. But I got into this fight with my sister, and…”

By the time they reached the office Tad had the whole story. He also knew that Rick had a girlfriend. And he was impressed. “So having red fingernails got you a girlfriend?”

Ricky was careful here. He didn’t want to ruin Shania’s reputation, so he sort of skirted around his sexual adventures. Just said they were going steady.

Tad shook his head. “Dude. You are The Man.” He opened the door and the two boys entered the office.

They sat for a while on the hard bench against the wall. Passing teachers and administrators glanced at them. They scrutinized Ricky’s gloved hands, but they left them alone.

Finally, Mr. Jenkins entered and went back to the principal’s office. Ten minutes later he left, and the boys sat on the bench and looked at each other. Shortly after that Principle Hardings called the boys in.

They sat down in front of him and he studied them.

Tad. A trouble maker.

Ricky. Red fingernails?

What was he going to do?

But the rules in the school district were plain.

Fighting was automatic expulsion.

But the other boy…how could he expel a boy going through a transition?

“Fighting,” he said.

The boys hung their heads, and Rocky muttered. “He was showing me boxing and I slipped.”

“What do you have to say about that Tad?”

“Uh. Yeah.”

Hardings sighed. He was a balding fifty, wore off the rack suits, and it had taken him twenty years to become a principal. He didn’t want to lose his job. But trans kids? Oh, crap. He had to be very careful.

“Show me your hands, please,” to Ricky.

His face once again boiling red, Ricky stripped his gloves off.

Hardings stared at the long, red nails. “And you are…” he cleared his throat, coughed, “Um…would you like counseling?”

Ricky blinked.

“What?”

“I know that young men, when they start, uh…mmm…changing, they need to talk to somebody.”

Ricky was thoroughly mystified. He had absolutely no idea what harding was talking about.

“Does you…I assume your mother knows about your…uh…transition.”

It hit Ricky like a ton of bricks. he was gobsmacked. Speechless. Flabbergasted. He was so stunned he could speak. Not a word. Not a syllable. Nothing.

Harding turned to Tad, “And bullying members of our, uh…other community will not be tolerated!”

Ricky’s mind was trying to come to grips, trying to understand, and the only thing he did know was that Harding was going to blame Tad, say that Tad had picked on a person of other sexual identity, or preference, or whatever the hell he was being labeled with.

“But I didn’t…” Tad was also rendered speechless. He had been picking on a guy for gloves, the fingernails had come as an absolute shock. “I didn’t…”

“Mr. Harding,” Ricky cut in forcefully. “He was showing me how to defend myself!”

Harding and Tad stared at him. Tad’s mouth was half open. Harding was blinking.

Ricky blubbered on to try and make something out of this ludicrous story. “Some kids were laughing at me, and Tad came to my defense, and he was showing me how to defend myself if anybody gives me a rough time.”

The room was silent.

“Honest.”

Harding was trying to control his blinking.

“Tad’s my friend! Why would I get in a fight with my friend?”

Harding sat back in his chair and stared at the two boys.

Yes, there were untruths here, but did he really care about that? The fact was…he had just been given an out. He cleared his throat, put his hands on his desk, and said, “Well, that changes matters a bit.” To Ricky he said, “I hope you understand that fighting is frowned upon, and…and fisticuffs are not the way to go.”

“Yes, sir.”

Harding turned to Tad. He was so dumfounded by this change of events he blurted, “You were standing up for…to stop…bullying?”

Tad didn’t know what to say.

“He was,” said Ricky. Then, to Tad, “Tell him.”

Tad nodded. “Yes, sir.” He was dizzy, he didn’t totally understand everything, but he saw light at the end of his tunnel

“Well, okay. Then we have…uh…understanding. You boys will not continue your, uh, boxing instruction on campus. And there will be no fighting. Who are the ones who made fun of you, Ricky?”

“Oh, that’s okay. We’ve all made up. And it was sort of a misunderstanding.”

Harding latched on to that explanation quickly. Right about now he just wanted these boys out of his office. Problems solved. No fighting. No bullying. And one of the more troublesome kids on his campus seemed to have actually turned around. Maybe. He crossed his fingers.

“Then I guess you may return to class.”

Tad and Rocky stood up and filed out, and Harding gave a sigh of relief. He still had his job.

Outside, in the hallway, Tad and Ricky walked side by side.

“Thanks, man. You saved my bacon.”

“Heck, man. You would have done for me.”

It was ten minutes before the end of school, so they headed for the bathroom.

“So let me get this straight.”

“Yeah?”

“You have long, red fingernails, and that got you your girlfriend.”

“Well, I guess. I mean, it was sort of like that.”

“Man, this tweaks my head. I heard that girls like either bad boys or soft guys. I’ve been a bad boy, hoping to get the girl. You put on red fingernails and you get the best looking girl in school.”

Ricky thought about it, and grinned. “Yeah. I guess.”

“So I’ve been going about this thing all wrong.”

“I don’t know. You are the toughest kid in school.”

Tad laughed. “Sorry about the punch.”

Ricky looked in a mirror and said, “Man, it was a good punch. Look at my eye.”

“Good thing it’s not swelling. Your girlfriend can cover it up with make up.”

“Yeah, I guess.”

The three o’clock bell rang and doors started to open and kids started to come out of classrooms.

“Well…”

“Hey, Rick?”

“Yeah?”

“You let me know if anybody gives you any trouble. You know, about the nails. Or your eye.”

“Thanks.”

The two boys left the bathroom.

Ricky was walking home by himself. Shania had a cheerleader practice and he wanted to get home and find out why these fingernails weren’t coming off. Suddenly he felt a body coming up behind him. He turned, and it was his sister.

“Hey, Rick the dick,” she snickered. “I heard you got busted for having long, red fingernails.”

Ricky didn’t say anything.

“Too bad you didn’t take those nails off before you got to school.”

He turned and confronted her. “You did this!”

“What?” she asked innocently.

“You made these nails so they wouldn’t come off!”

“Now why would I do that?”

“Do you know what happened to me today?”

“Nothing good, I hope.”

“You are really a bitch!”

“Takes one to know one,” and she walked on, giggling at how clever she was.

Ricky stared at her for a moment, let her get far enough ahead, then continued walking.

He reached home and was about to head out to the garage to find something to take these damned nails off. Maybe pliers, or a sander, but it would have to be a power sander.

He could imagine himself grinding his nails down and the thought scared him.

Still, he had to do something. So he walked towards the garage and…DING! DING! DING!

Ricky stopped and stared at the phone. He sighed. He didn’t need much of an excuse to put off grinding his fingers off, so he picked up the phone.

“Hello.”

“Ricky?”

It was Shania.

“Hey! Hi…uh…I guess you heard what happened today.”

“That’s what I want to talk to you about! Don’t take your nails off!”

“What? but…I was just going out to the garage.”

“Well, don’t. I can’t explain now, but you keep those nails on. I’ll come over after cheerleader practice and tell you everything.

Ricky hung up the phone. He was mystified and curious. He looked at the garage longingly, he wanted to go out and get rid of these talons, but…Shania had said not to. So he headed up for his room.

Shania came over an hour later. She didn’t stay long, but what she said blew Ricky’s mind. When she left he was grinning like the canary that had just eaten the cat.

“What are you looking so stupid for?” snapped Ann.

“Nothing.”

She stared at him suspiciously.

Gena got home and prepared dinner. She took note of Ricky’s nails but didn’t say anything. Ricky was happy, and Ann might be a little  grumpy, but there was no fighting going on.

So they had dinner, and Ann did the dishes, and Gena thought everything was copasetic in Whoville.

If she had only known.

The next day Ricky headed out for school, and arrowed right to Shania’s house.

“Hey, baby!” She greeted him with a juicy kiss, dropped to her knees, and kissed him some more.

Finally she stood up and grinned at him.

“What?”

“I just started my period.”

“Wow!” They were both grinning. As soon as she was over her menstrual cycle they could fuck!

“You want to cum?” she asked.

“Oh, yeah!”

She pushed him back on her bed and pulled his pants off. He lay back and she began to gobble. Soon he was grunting and his hips were jerking and he began to spew into her mouth.

“Oh, fuck!” He wheezed when it was done.

She climbed on top of him and kissed him and they shared his spunk.

Soon after that they were on their way to school. holding hands, hugging, stopping to kiss.

“So how many people are in on it?”

“Half the senior class. Everybody is calling it the senior prank for the year. And, Ricky, they’re doing it for you! Tad told everybody how you saved him, and even he’s in on it!”

“Wow! I can’t wait.”

He didn’t have long to wait, for as soon as they entered the school grounds he saw kids, and they didn’t bother wearing gloves, and they all had bright, red, long fingernails.

They stood in groups, walked the halls, chatted merrily, and held up their hands and gestured with their long, red nails.

And that included the boys!

The teachers were caught by surprise. They talked to one another, didn’t seem to know what to do, and stared at the boys with their long nails.

Principal Harding drove a Chevy Malibu. He drove to his parking space, got out, and was immediately surrounded by teachers.

“They’re wearing fake fingernails!”

“All the boys!”

“They’re red!”

“The girls seem to be in on it!”

Harding listened, and was nonplussed. He acknowledged the gauntlet of teachers laying in wait for him, and finally made it to his office.

Outside the bell rang and kids headed for their home room classes.

Harding sat at his desk with his head in hands. What was he going to do? If word of this got out to district…and he made up his mind. He picked up the phone and dialed a number. He talked briefly, then he sent a runner with a summons for Ricky to report to the Principal’s office.

Ricky walked into Principal Hardings office and stopped. Harding was there, which he expected, but so was his mother.

“Mom?”

“Here he is.”

“Sit down, Ricky.”

Harding sat back and was content to let her handle him.

“It seems that every boy in school is wearing red fingernails. Do you know anything about that?”

“Uh…” he was actually scared to talk. He didn’t really know what was happening, and he didn’t want to get in trouble by saying the wrong thing.

“Dear, are you transitioning!”

“What? No!”

“Will you explain to Principal Harding why you have long, red fingernails?”

Ricky looked back and forth between the two adults, sighed, and began to talk.

Ten minutes later Ricky was talked out.

Harding was pursing his lips, frowning.

“So you see,” Mr. Harding, “ his mother said, “It was all an innocent little disagreement between my children that started this.”

Harding’s lip rippled.

“I’m sure that everything will return to normal in the next few days.”

Harding finally spoke. “Well, be that as it may, Ricky is not in transition, and this situation needs to be dealt with. An example must be made.”

Gena frowned and turned her head slightly. “What are you saying?”

“I’m afraid we’re going to expel Ricky. One week. And he must not return to school with long fingernails.”

Gena sat up straight, her face held no emotion. “Let me get this straight. You’re expelling my son for what hundreds of children are doing. For wearing red nails to school.”

“I’m sorry, but an example must be made, and—“

Gena didn’t wait to hear the rest. She stood up, “To the car, Ricky.”

They left the Principal, and his open mouth, and headed home.

Ricky expected the shoe to drop any second. Any second his mother was going to blow her top. Any second she was going to stop the car and scream at him until he was deaf.

But she didn’t stop. At least not to scream.

She didn’t look unhappy, just thoughtful. She just drove, and she only stopped at the grocery store.

At home they got out of the car and went into the house. Ricky expected the storm to break now, but his mother just told him to go sit in the living room and wait for her.

He sat, listened to her moving about in the kitchen, then he couldn’t stand it anymore. If she was going to ream him a new one he better just get it over with.

He stepped into the doorway and blurted. “Mom! I’m sorry. I’m sorry about the nails and you having to go to school. I’m sorry about the fight and—“

Gena handed him a bowl of ice cream. With chocolate sauce on it. He held it and his jaw opened. “What?”

“Come with me.”

She led him back to the couch, and they sat down.

“Ricky, you’re an adult. Oh, I know, school and more school, but let’s face it. You’re an adult, and it’s time you faced the fact that adults can be stupid.

“Oh, I don’t condone this whole lipstick thing. But for you to be expelled in such a high handed fashion…that is dumb. And for hundreds of children to be picked on just because they’re kids and doing what kids do…”

“I don’t understand.”

“I know, but you will in a few days. Until then…I assume you can do your school work in a couple of hours?”

“Uh, yeah.”

“Good. Just like when I was in school. So you are expelled until next week, and that is good. It will give me time to do my magic.”

“Magic?”

“Never mind. That will become clear next week. Until then, school work in the morning. Do whatever you want during the day, but do it here. I don’t want you picked up for truancy. After three o’clock you can go do what you want. And let me know when you run out of ice cream. The stores are full of the stuff.”

She grinned and patted his knee. “Now, I’ve got to get back to work.” She turned and walked towards the door, then stopped and turned back. “And don’t take those nails off.” Then she left and Ricky just sat on the couch with a dropped jaw.

“I don’t know,” said Ricky. “I just know that Mom isn’t punishing me, and that something is going to happen.”

It was after school and Shania had come over. They were laying on his bed, side by side, and she had her hand in his pants. He, of course, was feeling her breasts.

“So what’s happening at school?”

“Principal Harding called an assembly and laid down the law. Harding’s Law,’ the kids are calling it.

“And the law is?”

“The boys are forbidden to wear fingernails.”

“And that’s it?”

“That’s it. Oh, he talked tough, and there are lots of threats implied,  and he mentioned you as a bad influence, but…” she shrugged. She found his nuts and started playing with them.

“Oh…unh…” he moaned. Then he managed to say, “So the guys are getting picked on because of me.”

“Well, Harding said it was all your fault, and he told the boys they should be careful about role models and things.”

“Wow. I went from a straight A student to a bad influence at the speed of light.”

“You know what’s impressive?”

“What?”

“That all those boys put on red nails. No matter what Harding says…everybody thinks you are the coolest.”

He smiled. “Say, would you like some ice cream?”

She laughed and said, “In a minute. I need to finish you off.”

And she did.

At dinner Gena said nothing. She just smiled. After dinner, however, she was spending a lot of time on the phone.

Ann, however, was not a happy camper. “You are in so much trouble,” she hissed. “Every boy in school is going to hate you! And the girls think you are bad!”

Ricky thought about what she said for a long minute, then simply said, “I’m sorry I pissed you off.” And he went to his room.

Ann fumed and frowned and wanted to bite his head off. But he simply wasn’t available, and that was confusing her. It was pulling all the steam right out of her.

Monday, the day before he was due to return, Shania showed up in the early afternoon.

“I cut cheerleader practice,” she explained, a happy smile on her face as they went up to his room.

“How come?” he asked.

“Lock the door,” she said, taking off her sweater.

He locked the door and turned. She was wiggling out of her cheerleading skirt.

“What are you doing?”

“Getting ready for you.”

He breathed out happily, “You’re over your period!”

“Yep.”

She undid her bra and stepped out of panties and looked at him.  Her breasts were large and her nipples were stiff. “Are you still dressed?”

In a second he wasn’t, and she lay down on his bed.

“Hey, stud?” she blurted.

“What?” he kicked off his shoes and pulled off his socks. “Eat me.”

They both started giggling. He had never had oral sex, but he was ready.

He crawled between her legs, looked up at her, and dove in.

She gasped as he explored her womanhood.

It was new to him, to see everything so close up, and he touched her pussy here and there, asked her what things felt like. He saw her clitoris and began gnawing on it.

“Oh, God!” she mumbled!

He went up to her tits and began fondling them with his hands and he pulled on her nipples with his teeth.

Shania found herself pumping her hips intuitively. She didn’t have his cock in her, but she wanted it, and her body was reacting intuitively.

Finally, he perched at her hole, ready, and gave her one last look.

She bit her lip and nodded.

He gently began to insert.

She opened her mouth in a silent gasp, her eyes wide in wonder, and he stopped.

“What?” she almost begged.

“That must be your cherry.”

“My hymen! Yes.”

“I’m supposed to just go through it. To break it.”

“God, yes!”

“Okay,” and he began to shove his cock in, time and again, and he put more and more pressure on the thin membrane.

For a moment pain was on her face, then it gave way. His cock slipped all the way in, and they gasped, and stared at each other.

He was in her, but he didn’t know what to do.

She tilted her hips, pressed them into him, and he figured it out. He began to pull his cock out, then push it in.

She started crying.

He stopped, “Are you…are you…”

She held on to him and sobbed and said, “Just fuck me. Fuck me!”             

So he did, and as he pumped in and out he realized that her tears were not for pain, or any kind of sorrow. They were tears of joy, of completion, of being a complete woman.

“I think I’m going to cum,” he said.

“I don’t think I can.”

“Do you want me to wait?”

“God, no! Squirt in me!”

That was all it took. He surged, and semen began pumping out of his penis, filling her hole, even dribbling out around his cock.

They lay on the bed, in each other’s arms, and they felt so good.

“I’ll get you to cum next time,” he said.

“I know you will.”

“We’ll do more foreplay. I can use my fingers.”

“Shhh. I know. And I’ll cum. We’re just learning, remember?”

And they lay in each others arms and held whispered conversations.

“Let’s go! Out to the car!” Gena strode into the kitchen and Ricky and Ann gawped.

“What’s the matter? Cat got your tongue?” Then she was out the door and starting up the car. Ricky and Ann grabbed their books and dashed for the door.

Driving down the street the kids couldn’t stop looking at Gena.

“Mom,” blurted Ann. “Are you really going to…”

“You betcha, sweetie!”

They pulled into a parking space outside the school and Gena stopped the car and got out. She marched towards the front office and Ann and Ricky had to scamper to catch up.

On the quad in front of the admin offices it was chaos. Students stood about in states of shock. Teachers clustered in groups by the offices, and the parents…

Gena had on a clown suit. She had painted her face green and was wearing stick out front teeth.

Next to her, Mrs. Johnson, Shania mother, was wearing the bottom half of a zebra costume. Her husband was standing next to her and wearing the top half.

Three parents were standing next to the cafeteria door. They wore 1) a cowboy outfit, 2) a doctor’s uniform, 3) an Indian outfit, complete with red skin paint.

Parents to the right, parents to the left, wearing police outfits, masks, devil outfits, princess outfits, Egyptian outfits. Parents were garbed as the Tomb Raider, Superman, Wonder Woman, Batman…and on and on. There were hundreds of parents there, but for all the variety of uniforms there was one thing they shared in common.

They all had long, red fingernails.

The kids were stunned, shocked, amazed. Tad came up behind Ricky and Shania. “Can you believe this?”

Shania just laughed and Rick punched Tad’s shoulder and put an arm around him.

Ann was standing by herself, and Ricky left Shania and Tad and walked over to her. He said, “I’ll do the dishes on the even days, you do them on the odds. If two odds fall in a row we’ll switch. Got it?”

Ann nodded. She suddenly realized that the days of teasing her brother were over. It would be a while, but she would come to realize that their relationship was taking a vast turn for the better.

In front of the office Gena stood, and hundreds of parents cheered her on.

Harding had come out and tried to reason, but had quickly been overwhelmed.

“We called the cops,” he managed, but Gena just laughed.

Somebody handed her a microphone and she was piped over the school’s intercom.

“It doesn’t matter what children look like…or what kind of games they play! What matters is that they get through to adulthood and remember how to have fun and enjoy life. And what matters at this school is that you teachers, and you, Principal Harding, do your job. And if you don’t…we’ll be back!”

The courtyard erupted in cheers, and Gena handed the microphone to somebody.

The police arrived, took one look, shook their heads, and left. They were going to take on hundreds of laughing parents? No way.

Ricky stood, red fingernails and all, and was proud.

Shania came up and took his arm and whispered in his ear.

“Where would you like to go to college?”

END
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PART ONE

My name is Alex Trenton, and I didn’t mean for it to happen. In fact, even though I took the first step, I am not responsible. I am the victim here.

I was sitting at my computer, it was a Tuesday night. I had a bourbon and Coke I was sipping, and enjoying very greatly, and I was surfing porn.

I know, me bad, but Tanya, my wife, was at a convention for the week. I was all alone, and…and I was sitting there in my bathrobe, stroking my hog, getting all excited over the babes I was looking at.

Big breasts heaving, while some big-dicked stud plowed them.

Some cock tunneling between big breasts and shooting cream all over the delightful flesh.

Or, my favorite, big breasted woman on all fours, jerking back and forth, facing the camera so I could see those enormous hooters and those red, red lips.

Money shot after money shot, squirting over buttocks, boobs, gorgeous faces, and I was ready to shoot my own load.

DING! The box flashed up on my screen. I had a message.

I started to delete it and stopped. It was from…Mistress Mandy?

Mistress Mandy? Who the hell was that?

I didn’t recognize the name, but there was this little round picture of, get this, red lips, on the message.

I love red lips. And I know I shouldn’t have done it, you’re not supposed to open anything you don’t know on the web, I opened it.

The message read:

I saw you the other day and knew.

You are the perfect man.

I’ve been stalking you.

I want you to do something for me.

I blinked. Stalking? Out of the blue?

I went over all the women I had met over the past few weeks.

There were women at work. There were women on the street and in stores. But who, what woman, would pick a guy out at random and stalk him?

DING!

Please do something for me.

You have to.

I’ll die if you don’t.

She’d die? What the heck?

Merely a figure of speech. No intention.

But it was powerful, made me notice, made me not delete and block.

I typed:

Who is this?

I sat back, sipped a bit of bourbon, and wondered.

Was it Marsha? That secretary at the office? I had flirted with her, but she knew I was married.

Or maybe some clerk at the grocery store. Maybe some young thing bagged for me, and now wanted to…’bag’ me.

My thoughts and fantasies were interrupted by…

DING!

It doesn’t matter.

I just know that you like porn,

and that we have the same tastes.

She knew my tastes? Maybe it was just a random porn advertisement, searching for a sucker.

No. There had been request for money. The internet always wants your money.

I typed:

What do you know about me?

I sure hoped some Russian hairball wasn’t sitting over in Moscow, drinking vodka and chuckling and thinking, ‘I got a bite!’

DING!

I know you like big titted girls getting it doggy style.

I know you’re fascinated by men with breasts.

I know you look at all the sites

where men are dominated by woman.

I know you’ve had a deep interest

in meeting a mistress

who will take you where you want to go.

It was off the internet. Only somebody on the internet would know what I liked to surf.

DING!

Watch this!

A simple link. Did I dare click on it? What could it hurt? I wouldn’t get a virus unless I clicked on something on the site, just looking at something wasn’t going to hurt.

I clicked on the link.

A window opened, a title page, and I just about dropped my jaw all the way to the floor.

Mommy Compilation part four!

Casca and Ryan and…and all the other big titted mothers I had seen again and again. It was one of my favorites, but how had this ‘mystery messenger’, this ‘Mistress Mandy,’ known?

And I knew she, I hoped it was a she, was into my computer history.

And she wouldn’t even have to crack my computer. All she had to do was hack into my Google history, or some other source.

I was actually sweating at this point.

DING!

I need you to do something for me.

You’ll like it.

I’d like it? I’d like what?

And I was scared, but I was also so mind fucked that I didn’t know what to do.

I was being stalked.

But it was sex.

And I was drunk and horny.

I hadn’t gotten any for a week. My wife was away.

I stared as some cock exploded the white stuff all over Casca’s titties on the screen. Possibly the most perfect tits in the history of the world.

I looked down at my lap. I was stroking myself. I had stopped when the messages started, but somewhere along the road I had started stroking again. Probably when the Mommy Compilation opened up.

And I knew, it was the idea of the secret stalker. It was somebody, who I didn’t know at all, sending me sexy messages.

I typed:

What do you want me to do?

DING!

Put on your wife’s clothes.

What!?

I typed:

You’re kidding.

DING!

She’ll have a bra. Put it on.

Do you have condoms?

I didn’t want to answer, but I was compelled. This was getting too weird.

But it was a fantasy I had always had. Putting on a woman’s clothes. I had read every entry on Literotica about cross dressers.

Just the thought was making my boner even more erect.

I looked down at my lap. There was a drop of pre-cum sliding out of the head of my cock.

I typed:

I have condoms.

DING!

Do it.

Now.

Please.

I couldn’t bring myself to move.

I typed:

This is too weird.

DING!

I’m not asking you to cheat.

I just want you to enjoy yourself.

To do what you want to do.

Where’s the harm?

I typed:

Who are you?

DING!

You’ll never know if you don’t

put on that bra.

Put water in the condoms.

Place the condoms in the bra.

I sat there. I sipped. My dick was getting harder. I was close to cumming, but I didn’t want to cum. If I came I would lose my sexual urgency, and I wanted to keep it high.

I wanted to put that damned bra on.

I wanted to have tits, no matter how fake.

DING!

Please.

I typed:

What do you get out of it?

DING!

When I know that you are wearing that bra I will Jill off.

that is my reward for helping you.

It was a woman. She had said ‘Jill off’ instead of ‘Jack off.’

But her reward was for helping me?

I typed:

Helping me?

DING!

Helping you find the truth of yourself.

Helping you give in to your secret urges.

Helping you realize that it’s okay…

to be a woman.

I stared at the words on the screen. I felt like I was apart from my body, and there was a faint scream way back in the basement of my skull.

I had never thought about being a woman.

But seeing these words on the computer, putting that together with the things I watched on the internet, the porn I read…did I want to try it?

Did this ‘phantom messenger’ know something about me that I didn’t know? That I needed to know?

I typed:

I’ll do it.

Before I was out of the swivel chair my screen dinged:

HURRY!

Fuck! I thought. What was I doing? What would Tanya think? I knew this was definitely beyond the limits of our relationship.

But it wasn’t like I was cheating. I was just…a little horny.

I’d do this, wack off, and see if I liked it.

I didn’t think about what would happen if I did like it.

I walked down the hall to my bedroom. I opened my wife’s drawer, then closed it. She would notice if I used something all folded and neat.

I went into the bathroom and looked in the hamper.

Bingo. A pink bra, and it looked like it was well worn, a little stretched.

I tried to put it on and couldn’t. Damned thing was weird. And I couldn’t reach up behind myself and fasten the clasps like I had seen Tanya do so easily.

Then I remembered. I had seen her method. I pulled it around my stomach and fastened it and then pulled it so the cups were in front and…cripes! The thing was inside out or something.

Of course. I mentally figured out the proper procedure, put the cups the right way, fastened it, pulled it around, and bingo. I was wearing her bra.

It was a little tight. She was more narrow than I. But not that tight.

And the boobs, thank God, were big. I’m one of those lucky guys that had a wife with big boobs.

I went into the bathroom and looked in a mirror.

A guy with a bra. Not sexy. But then why was my peter bouncing like a puppet on strings?

I returned to the bedroom and got out two condoms. The nozzle in the bathroom wouldn’t work, so I had to walk through the house. The curtains were closed, but it felt so weird, and kinky, and my dick was really enjoying this. I actually dripped some pre-cum on the hallway floor.

The kitchen sink wouldn’t work.

I went into the garage, and the laundry sink worked. I put the condoms over the nozzle and watched while they grew bigger.

How big is a boob? Especially when it is fake and about to be put into a bra like the one I was wearing?

I liked big boobs, so I let the water build up, and the condom grew bigger and hung down, and I stopped and tied it off.

I filled the other condom, trying to make sure they were the same size.

I put them in my bra.

‘My’ bra. Not Tanya’s. In some weird way I had fashioned ownership over her lingerie.

I walked back through the house, now bouncing and jiggling.

God, it felt good, and I left more pre-cum splatters on the floor. I was really leaking now.

I looked into the mirror.

A man with boobs. Fuck!

I went back to the computer.

I typed:

I did it.

DING!

What’s it like?

I typed:

Weird. Sexy.

DING!

Are you hard?

I didn’t even think about how bizarre this was. I was now officially too horny to think straight.

I typed.

I’m really fucking hard.

DING!

Good.

Don’t jack off, yet.

I typed.

Why not?

DING!

I want you to do something else.

I typed:

What?
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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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