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PART ONE

“Mom! Jimmy is jacking off again!”

Crap! Jimmy thought. Couldn’t a guy get any space for himself?

Quickly, Jimmy shoved his cock into his pants. He was only half done and sperm was seeping out in a long drool.

Elsie stood at the door and grinned. She had stuck a bobby pin in the  hole in the center of the doorknob and opened the door when he had least expected. Man, she had really caught him this time!

She laughed as he pushed his hard cock down into his pants and tried to zip up.

“What is going—JIMMY!”

Ellen Johnson stood at the door and glared at her son. She was a tall and buxom woman, and very no nonsense. She didn’t take kindly to her son abusing himself.

Though Jimmy was eighteen he was shorter than her. He was a male version of his mother and sister. He had their soft, brown hair and their dark eyes. His complexion was even like theirs, and his face was the same oval shape.

Ellen barged past Elsie and looked into the sink. It was spattered with his semen and he hung his head.

She looked at his pants as they absorbed his seed and turned wet in front. Some of the semen was even seeping through.

“Jimmy! I’ve told you before that masturbation is not allowed in this house!”

“I’m sorry, Mom. I won’t do it again.”

“You’re darned right you won’t!”

She grabbed his belt and spun him around. She sat down on the toilet and he was forced across her lap.

Damn! He was not only shorter than his mother and sister, he was weaker!

Ellen pulled his pants down and began spanking his bare bottom.

“You…will…not…jack off…again!”

She punctuated each utterance with a solid slap of her hand.

Jimmy tried to control the tears coming out of his eyes, but his mother was a strong woman. She did all that Pilates and stuff, and she had even gotten Elsie into it. That was probably why they were stronger than him.

As she spanked him Ellen held his pants down to expose his buns, and suddenly his cock slipped and SPROING! It was sticking between her thighs.

Ellen jerked, blinked, couldn’t believe it, then really whaled into him.

“Shame…on…you…getting an…erection!”

Elsie started giggling. “He got an erection from you spanking him?”

“No!” Yelped Jimmy. It had been hard before, it hadn’t gotten soft after he had squirted, but Elsie didn’t give him a chance to explain, and she wouldn’t have cared anyway.

Finally, Ellen lifted his arm and he made it to his feet. He stood, his erection plain to see, tears streaming down his cheeks, rubbing his red ass.

“Uh oh, look like he’s still excited,” Elsie quipped.

“Shut up,” he muttered.

Jimmy’s mother stared at his cock. It was a nice sized one, but why did he have to keep masturbating?

“You be polite to your sister,” she snapped. Then, “You’re going to have control yourself. It’s very nasty to play with yourself. Why can’t you have a little self control, like your sister.”

“I don’t play with my cock every chance I get,” Elsie smirked.

Ellen, gave Elsie a look. That was a little too much. Then she turned back to Jimmy.

“You don’t have a cock,” sputtered Jimmy.

“But if I did I wouldn’t play with it.”

Ellen was now blinking. She wasn’t so angry any more, and the children were talking back and forth too rapidly for her to get a word in.

“If you had a penis it would be too small to play with.”

“Would not!”

“Would to!”

“My clitoris is bigger than your penis!”

“THAT’S IT!” Ellen yelled.

Realizing they had gone too far both Jimmy and Elsie clamped their mouths shut and glared at each other.

Ellen stood up and her face and studied her two children. Ever since their father had died she had had to take care of both of them. Elsie was a girl, and she understood her, but she had no clue what to do with Jimmy.

“I know,” said Elsie.

Ellen looked at her daughter.

“Lock him into a corset. He won’t be able to jack off then.”

“What!” Jimmy yelled.

If Jimmy hadn’t yelled his mother would have just ignored her daughter. But his upset at the idea, the fact that he lacked the discipline of his sister, she actually looked at him and the lights started going on in her head.

“A corset?”

“Yes. You can get a couple of those little padlocks in place of the ties. He wouldn’t be playing with himself if he wore a corset.”

Ellen’s eyes went back and forth, and they were starting to reveal thought.

“Mom,” blurted Jimmy, “There is no way in HELL I am going to wear a corset!”

Maybe if he had been a little more polite, but the way he yelled, it made up Ellen’s mind for her. She turned to Elsie. “Do you have a spare one?”

“I’ve got two spare ones. And I’ve got nylons and high heels and extra dresses. I’ve even got falsies!”

Ellen looked at her daughter and blinked. “You do?”

Elsie realized she had gone too far. “Well, yeah. I wondered what I’d look like, so I got a pair.” Then she got her head of steam back up. “I guarantee, you put Jimmy in a corset, make him wear nylons and high heels and stuff…and make him have boobs!…and he’ll be a polite, little daughter. No more jacking off. No more leaving his sticky mess in the bathroom!”

Ellen turned back to Jimmy, who looked about ready to explode. She forestalled him by waggling a finger in his face. “Okay, young man. You masturbate once more and I swear I will put you in a corset and…and all the other stuff Elsie said!”

“But, Mom!”

The conversation was over, however. Ellen turned and walked out of the bathroom. Elsie stuck out her tongue and laughed and left the room, too.

Jimmy looked down at his crotch. It was a mess. He had sticky goo all in his underpants and dripping from his jeans.

Well, he wouldn’t do this again. He would control himself. He would never jack off again as long as he lived. There was no way he was going to wear girl stuff!

Unfortunately, Jimmy didn’t take into account the effect of testosterone and his need to empty himself occasionally.

Jimmy lasted two days. Two days is a long time in a horny young man’s life, and he had balls so blue they were purple. He had a constant erection. It didn’t help that the girl he liked, Debby Hansen, was starting to figure out who he was. They would walk to school and her hand would brush against his and she would smile at him…it was hard to keep the boner down with a beautiful girl flirting with you.

So after school on a Friday afternoon he decided he was going to have to do it. The question was…where?

He looked through the house. Elsie was home, so he couldn’t go to the bathroom, or even just do it in his own room. His sister had a sixth sense about all this and he knew she was just waiting to catch him. And if she told his mother he had jacked off then his mother was likely to believe her and that would be that.

He went into the garage. Hmm. He could probably go behind the big storage boxes and…no. Elsie would probably decide to do her laundry.

Finally, he looked outside.

One the other side of the pool was a short patch of lawn, then a row of big, tall missile bushes. There was a three foot space between the bushes and the fence, and Jimmy smiled.

He went back up to his room, ignored his sister as he passed her open door, and grabbed a silk scarf out of the laundry.

He walked back down the hallway, down the stairs, and out to the garage.

Elsie was laying on her bed and reading Archie comics, and she felt Jimmy walking back and forth. At first he just irritated her, stupid knucklehead was up to something, and she…he was going to jack off!

She knew, she grinned, and she grabbed her cell phone.

She heard the door to the garage close and she wondered if he was going to do it there. She headed for the door and stopped. Through the window she caught a glimpse of him walking around the pool.

He was going to jack off outside!

She watched, and, sure enough, he slipped through the big hedge.

Elsie ran, full sprint, down the stairs and out to the garage. In the backyard she moved slowly and crept to the end of the bushes. She stepped around the end bush and peeked.

Jimmy was standing with one hand on the fence, his other hand was stroking himself.

Elsie almost lost it right then, but she managed to stay quiet and she put her cell phone around the corner of the bush and began recording her brother’s movements.

Jimmy was in heaven. Two days was so long and his cock felt so damned hard. He wrapped the scarf around his cock and began stroking. The fine material was heaven on his boner and he put one hand on the fence to brace himself as he played with his cock.

He didn’t hear Elsie, and certainly didn’t see her little hand holding the cell phone.

His pants dropped down as he jacked, but he let them fall, that just gave him better access. He reached down with his other hand and played with his balls.

At last! Nobody to see him! His stupid sister up in her room!

Then, because he was alone and feeling so free—and horny—he bent down and reached behind himself and began pushing a finger at his asshole. Oh, God! This was the ultimate, and within thirty seconds he was jerking his hips, his cock was spewing, and he sprayed semen all over the fence.

Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!

Then he was done. He wiped his cock off with the thin scarf and held it up and looked at it. Man he had sure blasted a load into that!

Holding the scarf with one hand he tried to pull up his pants with the other. His legs were weak from his cum, however, and he dropped the scarf into the dirt and the squirtem he had just released.

He looked at the scarf, zipped up and buckled, then picked up the sodden, dripping scarf. Then he turned and headed for the garage.

Elsie waited until he was in the garage before she quick walked down the backside of the row of bushes. She stopped where Jimmy had pleasured himself and focused the camera on the fence, down to the ground. She recorded his mess and grinned. Then she turned off the cell phone and headed back into the house.

She went to her room, laid on her bed, and inspected the evidence.

Jimmy jacking, the grunt and groan as he came. The sigh of pleasure when he was finished. She had all the evidence she needed now.

She uploaded the video to the cloud, lay on her bed and returned to reading her Archie comic. She wondered who would be better in bed, Archie or Reggie? Not Moose. He was too stupid to know what to do with his dick. And Jughead never had a girlfriend, so he might be gay. She giggled at the thought of Jughead down on his knees and doing Dilton Doily.

And she waited for her mother to get home.

Ellen arrived home at six. She worked real estate and did pretty good. The only drawback was the long hours didn’t give her enough time with her children. And now with Jimmy masturbating…she shook her head as she put her purse down. Why did boys want to ‘beat their meat’ all the time?

Heck, Ron, her passed husband, had never masturbated.

Of course he had her, and…she smiled at the memories. She wished she had more memories.

Ellen headed upstairs and changed from her pencil skirt and blouse and jacket, and those damned high heels, into flats and a summer dress. the things a woman had to do to get good work these days.

She greeted her children by tapping on their doors and told them to get ready for dinner.

Five minutes later the kids were helping out. Jimmy put the noodles into the pan, Elsie prepared the spaghetti sauce, and Ellen cooked the meat balls. Friday night was either go get some pizza, or fix spaghetti, and this night Ellen had decided on the real thing.

The kids worked cheerfully, only a few good natured grumbles, and shortly dinner was ready.

They sat down, held hands for a quick prayer, then dug in.

It was delicious spaghetti and they all sucked noodles and laughed and she loved her children so much…then Elsie said, “Mom? You know how you told us to tell you if something was wrong no matter what?”

“Of course,” Ellen met her daughter’s gaze.

Jimmy twirled his fork and cut strands of pasta with his teeth.

“Well, I recorded something today, and I don’t think you’ll like it, but…it was wrong, so…”

“Show me.”

Jimmy wasn’t paying attention. He was eating happily. Man, he loved those meatballs.

Elsie pushed her cell phone across the table and Ellen picked it up. She frowned at the image she was seeing, her son standing with one hand on the back fence. She clicked the button and the video played.

Jimmy ate another meatball. He heard nothing, was thinking about Debby Hansen. She had held hands with him on the way home from school, and…he felt the silence. He looked up. His mother and Elsie were glaring at him.

“What?”

Ellen turned the phone and played the video again.

Jimmy turned whiter than a white blood cell. All the blood left his face. He watched himself stroking happily away, his eyes closed, feeling the pleasure build. He saw his pants drop, and he grabbed his balls. Finally, the pièce de résistance, he bent over and stuck his finger up his asshole.

Jimmy was frozen. His mind was frozen. He was consumed by shame.

“Go to your room.”

“But…but…I…it was outside…I didn’t do it in the house!”

His mother blew up. If he had just gone quietly…but he had tried to justify his sexual perversions. She reached for his ear and caught it. She lifted that ear and his whole body went up, she quick walked through the house, up the stairs, with Jimmy wailing the whole time. She entered the main bathroom and stopped in front of the hamper. She lifted the lid, she pulled out clothes, and there it was. Dirty, soiled, filthy with cum. Her favorite silk scarf.

Jimmy was crying now. The shame, the pain to his ear.

His mother spun him around and snapped, “Go to your room! Now!”

Crying, Jimmy left the bathroom and went into his room. One second he had been eating spaghetti, on top of the world, now he was at the bottom of Hell. He felt lower than the belly of a cockroach.

He lay down on his bed and the tears came out of his eyes.

All he had done was jack off! Choke the chicken! Strangle the lizard! Was that such a big deal?

His mother thought it was.

But…

Downstairs Elsie and Ellen did the dishes. Ellen was beside herself. She could hardly think. He had actually squirted his sperm into her best scarf! Her favorite scarf!

Well, she wouldn’t be wearing that again!

“Are you going to make him wear a corset?”

Ellen stopped moving.

Her son had a problem. She had to do something. And making him wear a garment that would provide…chastity…that was a reasonable solution.

Elsie didn’t say anything more. She knew she was on thin ground. If she started pushing the whole thing could backfire. Her mother might make her wear the stupid corset!

So she just kept doing dishes, taking over the cleaning while her mother thought, and waited.

It only took a couple of minutes.

“Yes.”

Elsie controlled the desire to fist pump the sky. She kept a sober face. “How are you going to get him into it?”

Ellen turned to her daughter, her lips pursed, her mind thinking a mile a minute.

“That might be difficult.”

“Jimmy might try to resist.”

“Then you can help me. Between the two of us we should be able to wrestle him down and get him dressed.

“How dressed?”

Ellen sighed. “As dressed as we can get him. But I think…yes. I’ve got a way to get him to comply, but only after we have the corset on him.”

“When do you want to do it?”

“As soon as we’re done with the dishes.”

A minute later they were done.

“Okay, let’s look at your corsets. And get out the falsies you bought.”

“And lipstick?”

Ellen giggled at the thought of her son in lipstick. Then she smiled and said, “First things first. He goes along with the program and it’ll just be the corset. If her resists…the more he resists…” her face held a grim look of determination.

Jimmy was laying on his bed, his head on a pillow, his arms folded over his eyes. Man, he had really messed up. But didn’t his mother understand? A guy needed to relieve the pressure!

Suddenly he heard the door open. Ellen and Elsie filed into his room.

He opened his eyes and looked. His mother was holding a corset.

“Oh, no,” he said.

“Jimmy, put this on.”

“Not a fucking chance!”

He started to move back and his mother and sister jumped on him. His mother had the corset and she pressed it down, pushed his arms out of the way.

Elsie was pulling on his pants!

He tried to resist his mother, to stop Chelsie from unbuckling him.

There wasn’t much noise, just bed springs and grunts, but the two women were stronger than him.

Jimmy cursed and tried to wiggle.

His mother got the corset around his body, then Elsie grabbed his nuts and squeezed.

Jimmy gasped and stopped struggling.

His mother didn’t notice what Elsie was doing to control Jimmy.

Elsie, a big grin on her face, pulled on his testicles and Jimmy had no choice. He flipped over to relieve the pressure and his mother managed to pull the corset tight.

“Stop…stop!” Jimmy tried to yell, but it came out in a smothered, little squeak.

Ellen had a handful of little padlocks and she pulled the corset tight and slipped one through the top grommets. Then a second pair of grommets. then a third. Down she went, sitting on Jimmy’s back, pressing down, and inserting the padlocks.

Jimmy tried to kick, but he had lost control. Elsie was pulling his nuts and, at one point she even slapped them.

Then Ellen was at the bottom of the corset. Elsie let go of Jimmy balls with a final slap, and he laid there and groaned.

Ellen didn’t even realize that her daughter had been manhandling Jimmy’s sex. She just saw his red balls and his dick was big and hard, and she pulled the flap on the corset down, made herself push his cock and balls up his front, and she put the final padlock on.

Ellen and Elsie jumped off the bed and looked down.

Ellen was grim. Elsie was grinning.

Jimmy slowly recovered from the pain in his balls. He pushed and wiggled, and found that moving in a corset was extremely restricting. He sat up, and fell back because he couldn’t move at the waist too well. He stood up and looked down.

His pants were around his ankles. His shirt was ripped as his mother had pulled the corset over it and it had torn in the struggle.

“You can rip the rest of that shirt off,” Ellen commented.

Crying, Jimmy pulled the shirt out from under the corset in pieces.

“You can’t do this,” he sobbed.

Ellen actually didn’t feel too good. Yes, she had had to do this, but…that was her son standing there crying.

“It’s okay, Mom. He’s got to learn.”

Ellen bucked up. “Yes, Jimmy. You have to learn, and this will help you. No more jacking off. No more playing with yourself and…and putting your finger…” she ran out of words.

“Tell him the rest, Mom.”

“Rest of what?”

Ellen took a big breath. “We have the rest of your clothes,” she indicated a shopping bag that had been dropped next to the door. “You must wear these clothes, and if you don’t…well, you’ll stay in the corset.”

“What clothes?” Jimmy asked suspiciously.

Elsie kept a straight face as she handed the bag to Jimmy.

Jimmy overturned the bag and things fell out of it. Breast forms, pretty big ones, too. Nylons. High heels. And…and…lipstick?

“No,” Jimmy whispered.

“You might just as well put all this stuff on right now. Because you aren’t getting out of that corset until you have been a girl for a…”

“Month,” cut in Elsie.

Ellen looked at her daughter. That lipstick had been a surprise, Elsie must have snuck it into the bag, but…a month?

“Fuck you,” said Jimmy.

Ellen turned back to her son, and she decided. “I was going to say a week. But with your potty mouth it looks like you’re going to have to spend a whole month in your pretty, new corset.”

Jimmy’s eyes were narrow.

“I’ve got to go to school.”

You can wear the corset and nylons under your clothes. The rest of the stuff you must put on as soon as you get home.

“I‘m not doing this,” he stated firmly.

Before Ellen could say anything Elsie said, “Then everybody in school is going to see you with your finger up your ass.”

Ellen blinked, she couldn’t go that far!

But Jimmy turned white so fast, the look of panic on his face, she wasn’t going to have to go that far. The threat of exposure was enough to bend him to her will.

“You can’t!”

“Yes. She can,” stated Ellen.

Jimmy was aghast. And he was shattered and broken.

“Now then, young man. Put on your other clothes. And I mean right now!”

Tears were coming out of Jimmy’s eyes as he looked at the clothes on the bed.

“And don’t forget the lipstick,” said Elsie.

Ellen bit her lip. She had won, and she felt victorious and powerful, so she said, “Yes. The lipstick.”

Jimmy stared at the underthings on his bed.

Fake tits. Lipstick. Man, he was never going to live this down.

“Start with the falsies,” commanded Elsie.

Jimmy gulped and picked up a fake tit. He turned it around and stared at it, then he placed it at the top of the corset and pushed it in.

The corset was tight at the waist, but not so tight at the top, but it became tighter up top with the falsie in it.

Jimmy put the other one in, and he now had a feminine figure.

Ellen was actually surprised at how feminine he was.

Yes, they all had the same basic shape, but any male-ness was canceled out by the sudden bulge of breast on him.

“Nylons,” stated Elsie.

Jimmy sat down, and slid a bit on the bed because of the corset.

Elsie giggled and Ellen even smiled wanly.

Jimmy struggled against the tight restrictions of the corset, and he managed to pulled the nylons up his relatively hairless legs.

“High heels.”

Jimmy put his feet into the sleek shoes, worked them around, and they popped on.

“There!” he said, standing up, crying. “Are you satisfied?”

Ellen would have said yes, but Elsie picked up the lipstick and held it out to him.

“No,” he whispered.

“Yes,” said Elsie, her eyes focused on his.

He looked at his mother, but she was just waiting.

He took the lipstick and unscrewed the bottom. A pillar of bright red poked out the top.

“Mom?”

His mother stood mute.

“Look in the mirror. Try to do it right,” his sister said.

Jimmy stepped to the mirror, and almost fell down. Walking in high heels was tough!

He put his hand to his lips, but his hands were trembling.

“Here, let me do it.” Elsie stepped forward and took the lipstick from him. She grabbed his face with one hand and rolled the substance onto his lips.

Jimmy stared at his lips turned red, and he became erect. His dick poked at the material of the corset, and Elsie was standing so close she felt the little bulge touch her.

She stepped back and looked down.

“Look, Mom.”

Ellen looked down at her son’s groin. His erection wasn’t big, but it was definite.

“He likes wearing girly stuff!”

Jimmy just sniffled.

“And if you don’t know stop the crying we’re going to put mascara on you. See if you like walking around with your mascara running!”

Ellen walked out of the room. She was confused, but determined. This was for jimmy’s own good.

Elsie, throwing a big grin at Jimmy, followed her mother. She had no misgivings whatsoever at having feminized Jimmy. It would do the little dweeb good!

Jimmy stood in his room after his other and sister left. He couldn’t believe what had happened to him.

And they were going to make him wear the corset to school?

He would never live it down.

Jimmy slept on his back that night, and he didn’t sleep well. Aside from the rigid nature of the corset, his cock was hard. He had just jacked off that afternoon and he was already hard!

He refused to consider that maybe the girly underthings were the cause, but in the back of his mind…he was worried.

He liked jacking off, but that didn’t mean he liked being a pervert!

In the morning his mother went to work, but Elsie had instructions to take his picture at various times during the day to make sure he was wearing his new clothes.

“You could take a bunch of pictures and send them to Mom periodically…and let me be a boy for most of the day.”

Elsie snickered. “Yeah, right. Why would I do that?”

“Because I can’t go out…I can’t see my friends…come on!”

“No. I think I like you like this. I much prefer having a sister.

Jimmy gave up on his sister. No way she was coming around. He went up to his bedroom and lay down and waited for the day to end. But it was only going to get worse.

Jimmy was drowsing, half asleep, half a wake, when he heard noises.

He started to turn over, but couldn’t because the corset was so rigid. Then he woke up.

“Here she is! My brother the girl!”

Jimmy sprang to his feet.

Sandy and Carla sauntered into his room.

“What…what…” His voice was breathy because of the corset, and a little high.

“Oh, isn’t she cute?” stated Carla.

“Just beautiful,” agreed Sandy, snapping a picture of Jimmy.

“Get out,” cried Jimmy.

“But we just wanted to see you in all your glory,” said Elsie.

“Out!”

He moved forward, but awkwardly. His high heels were really messing him up. He had a hard time keeping his balance.

He tried to push the girls, but they just laughed at him.

“What’s the matter, Jimmy? Don’t want the world to see you’re a girl?”

Jimmy was sobbing, trying to push the girls out of his room, but they just kept taking pictures.

Finally, he got them out, and he closed the door.

He leaned against the door and cried. What could be worse? Mom would stop Ellen from posting pictures of him on Facebutt, but there was nothing she could do to stop Sandy and Carla from posting!

Jimmy locked the door and laid down on his bed again.

He put his arm over his face and tried to stop crying.

And he kept asking himself: what could be worse?

An hour later he found out.

Tootle de toot toot!

Jimmy’s phone went off. He sat up, as best he could, and grabbed his phone off his nightstand. He looked at it. Oh, No. Debby.

But he couldn’t not answer it.

“Uh, hi, Debby.”

“Oh, my God! Is that really you?”

Tears streamed from Jimmy’s eyes as he tried to explain.

“My mother and sister, they caught me doing something. They’re making me wear this stuff. I even have to wear lipstick.”

“I know. I can see. It’s all over town.”

Jimmy made a choking sound back in his throat.

“Jimmy?”

“Yu…yeah?”

“What did you do that was so bad.”

There it was. He had jacked off. And that was a new low of embarrassment, having to tell the girl he liked what he had done.

“Well, uh…I…uh…”

“Just spit it out, Jimmy. It can’t be all that bad.”

So he did. He blurted, “I jacked off.”

Dead silence.

Deader than dead silence.

Jimmy knew his life was over.

He would be shunned at school. He would never get a job. People would point at him and laugh for the rest of his life.

And Debby said…


PART TWO

“Really? That’s all?”

“Well, uh, yeah. Elsie took a video of me and showed it to Mom, and…this is my punishment.”

“For masturbating? Just for masturbating?”

Jimmy blinked in confusion. There was something in Debby’s voice.

“Yeah.”

“Jimmy! Everybody masturbates! I masturbate! Not to be crude, but everybody with a pussy or a prick masturbates!”

Jimmy was silent.

“Do you like masturbating?”

“Uh…yeah.” He felt like the top of his head was coming off.

“So do I. Oh, this is so cool. We all do it, but we never talk about it, and now we’re talking about it. Isn’t this cool?”

“You, uh…you really jack off?”

“Girls call it jilling off, and you bet your bottom dollar. Having an orgasm is the most wonderful thing in the world! I absolutely love to wake up in the morning and play with myself.”

“Really?”

Jimmy’s cock was threatening to poke through the stiff material of the corset.

I just love it when that feeling rises up and just takes you away! There is nothing like the feeling of cumming. Of course women don’t cum like men, not with the sperm and everything, but we do have juices and…can I come over and see you?”

“Well, uh…I…”

“Oh, please! Please! Pretty please with cheese?”

“I…I guess so.”

“Oh, goody. I can’t wait. I’ll be over in five minutes.”

She hung up the phone, and he hung up his, and it seemed like only thirty seconds later the doorbell was ringing.

Jimmy found that he had been sitting in a fugue, unthinking. He stood up and walked down the hall, down the stairs, and looked at the front door. Debby was jumping up and down trying to look through the frosted panel.

Jimmy tottered across the living room and opened the door.

Not just Debby! Cyndi and Patty were also there.

The three girls rushed into the house. They felt his body and Debby even grabbed his boner and giggled.

“Feel this, girls. He’s got a real one!”

Then the girls were all feeling his groin. And his fake tits. And touching his lips.

“Oh, my God! You are divine!”

Jimmy was blushing, but also pleased. He had been so afraid, and now to find this degree of acceptance…it was too much.

“Come on, let’s go to your room.”

The three girls walked him up the stairs, helping him to walk in the high heels. Shortly they were all sitting in his room.

“I can’t keep my hands off your penis. Is that all right?” asked Debby.

“Yeah, sure.” His cock felt like it was going to squirt right in his corset.

“What else do you get to wear?”

“This is pretty much it.”

“No dress? No make up?”

“Mom told me I was going to have to, but…this is it for right now.”

“Oh, Jimmy, can we dress you and make you up?”

Jimmy was having a hard time understanding, but he was accommodating. “Yeah. Sure.”

“Okay. Patty, you get the make up. I’m going to work on his hair.”

“You need to do his nails!”

“Oh, my God! His nails!”

“What about a dress?”

“My Mom’s got some old stuff in the garage.”

“I’ll go check that out,” and Cyndi ran out of the room.

For the next couple of hours Jimmy lived a dream. Three beautiful women fussing over him. Painting his face, giving him long nails, brushing his hair out and styling it.

When they were done there was no trace of the male in him. He looked exactly like a girl.

The girls all clustered around him. He wore a dress and they were even talking about piercing his ears. And it seemed like there was always one of them feeling his boner.

And…they kept talking about masturbating and how much they loved it.

“I wish we could watch you masturbate,” said Debby.

“We do have him on video.”

“I know, but wouldn’t it be fun to watch him in the flesh?”

Cyndi: “Jimmy? Does it really feel good to have your finger up your butt when you get off?”

He nodded.

She sighed. “I’m going to have to try it.”

“Why don’t we all do it?” said Cyndi.

Jimmy’s eyes about popped out.

The girls giggled.

Debby turned to him. “Will that make you real horny? Seeing us jack off?”

Jimmy nodded.

“All right. Want to see our tits while we do it?”

Jimmy again nodded. Truth was, he could hardly speak.

“All right.”

The three girls opened their blouses and undid their bras. They’re breasts were big and magnificent. Jimmy could hardly breath.

Hands went down to pull panties down and the three girls started playing with their pussies.

Jimmy gulped, he didn’t know where to put his eyes and he was trying to record everything in his mind for future jack off material.

The girls sat, Cyndi and Debby on the bed, and put their fingers inside themselves. Patty stood at the door and stroked herself while standing up. She was keeping a watch to make sure Elsie didn’t get curious for all the moans and groans coming from Jimmy’s room.

“You want to do me?” Debby had her eyes half closed and she grabbed Jimmy’s hands.

Jimmy placed his hand on her mons and swooned.

She showed him how she liked to be rubbed, then she showed him how to finger bang her.

“Oh, yes! Jimmy you’re good. Cyndi, try his other hand.

And there Jimmy sat, between two girls, stroking them.

His cock, of course, was as hard as it had ever been.

“Oh, fuck! Jimmy! When you get out of your corset I’m going to fuck you!”

Debby was holding to his arm as he pushed his fingers into her and hooked them to find the G spot.

“I want to fuck him first!” moaned Cyndi. She was holding on to his other arm and had one hand over his boner bulge.

Patty, at the door, went over the edge first. She started moaning, and suddenly her hips started to thrust forward and her head fell back against the door and her eyes rolled back in the sockets.

Debby went next. She gave a weird gurkle sort of yelp, then her legs slammed tight and her pussy gripped Jimmy’s fingers.

Then Cyndi, and she really lost control. She jerked her hips spasmodically and fell away on her side and grabbed her pussy.

Jimmy sat there, in the middle of three convulsing girls, and wished he could get out of the corset.

Then he realized something. It was because of the corset that this was all happening.

That was the moment that Jimmy fell in love with women’s clothing.

When everybody was relaxed and breathing easily, Patty asked, “Are they going to make you wear a dress to school?”

Debby giggled. “Make him? Look at him. He wants to!”

Jimmy, in spite of all that had happened, was still a little red-faced, but he managed to nod. “I like it. I like…I like being with you girls.”

“Oh, man,” wheezed Cyndi, “I know we just came, but I really want to cum again, this time with Jimmy’s penis in me.”

They then had a long talk about fucking with rubbers, or even pulling out, so they wouldn’t become pregnant.

Jimmy didn’t contribute much, he just listened and nodded and agreed.

He didn’t know if he could pull out, but he could get a rubber and try.

And so the afternoon went.

Elsie came home at five. She glanced in at Jimmy, who was reading his cell phone. Debby had turned him on to stories by Grace Mansfield, and he was totally engrossed. Reading those hot stories kept his boner boning.

Elsie frowned. He was wearing full make up and had long, red nails. How the heck had he done that?

And he was wearing one of their mother’s old dresses.

At six o’clock Ellen arrived home. She went up to change, looked into Jimmy’s room on the way by, and backed up and looked again.

“Jimmy?”

“Hi, Mom. How was work?”

Ellen’s mouth opened in surprise. “You’re…who made you up? And…is that my dress?”

Jimmy stood up and whirled in a circle. The dress flared out and she could see how his hair had been coiffed so beautifully.

“Yeah. You don’t mind, do you? It was in the garage stuff.”

“I…no. I’m just surprised to see you so…”

Jimmy came to her and gave her an air hug, just like the girls had showed him.

“I’ve been bad, Mommy. But wearing dresses makes me so much better. I’m sorry I keep masturbating, but I don’t know how to stop. I’m sure the corset will help.”

Ellen stared at her son. She said something, she wasn’t sure what, and she backed out of the room.

A half hour later the family was in the kitchen preparing dinner.

Jimmy was humming as he peeled potatoes, and he kept saying he was sorry he was so slow but he hadn’t figured out how to use his fingers yet.

Elsie stared at him in shock.

And Ellen suddenly found herself smiling. Her son was back. It took making him a girl to do it, but he was that kind, wonderful soul she remembered from before puberty.

She sighed and realized that putting her son in a corset was the best thing she had ever done.

Sunday passed slowly. The girls didn’t come over, and Jimmy spent the day reading his cell phone.

Elsie groused around, wishing she could get Jimmy in trouble, but…he was sweet to her. That was the word for it. Sweet. He said please and thank you and let her go first and…and it was crazy!

This was Ellen’s day off, and she was stunned when Jimmy asked her to go through her old dresses and to help him select a bra.

“Don’t you like the corset?” she asked.

“I love it. But I’m going to have to take it off eventually, and if we can find some other way to stop me from masturbating…I would love to wear a bra.”

So they went out to the garage and Ellen and he selected clothes, and he tried them on, and they picked out a couple of her old bras for when he wasn’t in his corset.

When they were done he said, “Mom? I’m going to have to take a bath. I need to get clean for school tomorrow. Can you take the corset off for a while?”

Ellen nodded.

“But you better watch me. I don’t trust myself. I’m really, uh…well, I’m sexually excited.”

That was new. Usually he said horny, now he was choosing more polite words. She hadn’t heard him say a ‘fuck’ all day long. And he was even asking for help in not masturbating!

They went up to the bathroom and she unlocked the padlocks. He sighed as he wiggled out of the corset. “Man, that was tight!”

She looked at his body. His waist looked a little smaller, and she wondered if wearing a corset would reshape him.

“Into the tub, young man. I’ll soap your back.”

Jimmy got into the tub and Ellen filled it with water and…poured some sweet smelling bubble bath into the water.

Jimmy relaxed, except for his cock. His penis looked bigger than it ever had, and it poked up out of the water in a way that reminded Ellen of all the sex she had had with her husband.

Jimmy looked at his cock and said, “I’m afraid to touch it.”

Without a word his mother took a washcloth and began cleaning him. She was very careful not to touch his cock, but she did run the cloth around his balls and get in the crevices.

Jimmy grabbed her arm and groaned, and she stopped. All she needed was for her to cause that which she was trying to stop.

After the bath she helped rub him dry and she put a different corset on him. “We’ll wash this one,” she murmured, tossing it into the hamper.

Jimmy again groaned when she put the padlock into the grommet holding the groin flap up.

Ellen stood back and inspected her son.

He was a beautiful, young man, and she couldn’t keep her eyes off his package.

“Don’t look there, Mom. You don’t want to be nasty.”

Then they were giggling, and then Ellen had a thought. “Are you going to school as a girl tomorrow?”

Jimmy was silent. Debby and the girls wanted him to. His mother looked like she was okay with it.

“I thought about it.”

“And?”

“What about the principal and the teachers? Won’t they get mad?”

Ellen frowned. She heaved a sigh and said, “I’ll write a note that it’s okay with me.”

So it was decided.

Jimmy got up early and got ready. A half hour before he was ready to go Debby came over.

Both Ellen and Elsie were already gone, so Debby helped put make up on him. She colored his lips a light pink.

“School doesn’t mind a pale color. Maybe after school we could put a bright red on you.”

“I’d like that.”

They primped him and made sure he was presentable, then they headed for school.

At first the kids were a bit standoffish, then they started to realize who it was.

“That’s Jimmy? Really! You’re kidding!”

Then the girls started clustering around him, and every boy in school became jealous. He wasn’t even a guy and he was getting all the girls!

Elsie pushed through the crowd and confronted him. “What are you wearing all that stuff for?”

“Mom said I could,” he answered.

Elsie was pissed, but there was nothing she could do. She watched as the girls moved Jimmy away from her, gushed over him, and even felt his boobs and ‘accidentally’ felt his groin.

Jimmy and Debby walked into first period and took their places. The teacher, Mrs. Johansen, took one look at Jimmy, her mouth opened, then she clamped it shut and sent Jimmy to the office. One thumb, like an umpire making a bad call. You’re outa here!

That was fine with Jimmy, he had been half expecting it. He sashayed down the hallway to the administration offices.

“And what is the reasoning behind this get up?” Mrs. Davis looked at Jimmy. She had seen a lot of pranks, but this was a new one.

Surprisingly, Jimmy laid it on the line.

“I’ve been masturbating too much. My sister convinced my mother to put me in a corset so I couldn’t jack off. I found that I liked it, so here I am.”

Mrs. Davis blinked. She just sat there, and to an onlooker she was just…looking. But in actuality her mind was working fast.

She had heard of petticoat punishment, and she had heard that it was amazingly effective.

Of course, letting a boy dress as a girl was…adventurous, but if she just kicked him out, sent him home, expelled him, she might actually be opening herself to a lawsuit.

So many children were transitioning these days. Was this that? Was Jimmy making a gender statement?

And, could the school district be sued if they opposed it?

Jimmy watched her, and wondered why she wasn’t speaking. Then she suddenly leaned forward and wrote something on a piece of paper, then handed him the paper.

Jimmy read it.

Jimmy Johnson will be dressing as a girl for the foreseeable future. This is okay.

Eleanor Davis ~ principal

Jimmy folded the note, put it in his purse, and said, “Thank you, Mrs. Davis.”

He left the principal’s office and headed back to home room.

The morning went smoothly, for the most part. Jimmy was the hero of the girls. They included him in their conversations, they asked how he was doing, and the teachers did double takes and then ignored him.

The only fly in the ointment was the boys. They did not like Jimmy as a girl, even his friends, and it didn’t help that Elsie egged them on.

“Come on, pick a fight with him,” she said to Robert Headly. “You can take him.”

“I don’t want to get in a fight. I’d get kicked out.”

She went to Billy Jordan. “My brother said you’re a dick.”

Man, Billy Jordan was pissed off. Still, he didn’t do anything. He, too, didn’t want to get kicked out for fighting.

She tried boy after boy, telling them things that Jimmy had said, even though he hadn’t.

She didn’t hit pay dirt until she talked to Gerald Haskell.

“He said he was going to get you alone and kiss you.”

Gerald wasn’t the sharpest knife in the drawer. He hardly knew Jimmy, but he was quick to glare at Jimmy and say, “Oh, he did, eh?”

Elsie stood in the back of the crowd as Gerald pushed forward.

Gerald was eight inches taller than Jimmy. He outweighed him by fifty pounds. He lifted weights and was on the wrestling team. He towered over Jimmy and everybody felt the violence coming, but nobody was fast enough to stop it.

“Hey, Johnson…”

Jimmy turned and received a Gerald’s best punch right in the eyeball.

Jimmy’s hands went up to his eye and he staggered back on his high heels.

Gerald stepped forward and punched him again.

Jimmy was out on his feet, and then he was out on his knees. Gerald stood over him, girls were screaming, a teacher was trying to get through the crush but couldn’t, and Gerald waited for Jimmy to get to his feet, then he grabbed Jimmy’s shoulders and kneed him in the groin.

Jimmy lay unconscious on the ground. A teacher grabbed Gerald and pulled him back, and a dozen girls crowded over Jimmy.

Jimmy awoke in the hospital. He didn’t feel too bad. In fact, he felt pretty fucking good. He giggled at the word fuck.

“Jimmy? How do you feel?”

It was his mother. “Hi, Mom. What are you doing here?”

“You were in a fight at school. Don’t you remember?”

“Oh, yeah. I guess I do.”

The doctor came in at that moment and examined Jimmy.

“How is he, doctor?”

The doctor made a bunch of ‘ahem’ sounds, then turned to Ellen.

“His groin is badly bruised. I’ve given him some medicine so he won’t be able to get erections for a week. We just need to give him plenty of rest and let his groin area recover. No stimulation. And that includes erections. Other than that he’s on pain killers so he might be loopy for a couple of days. In a week you’re going to want to make sure he’s okay.”

“And how do I do that?”

“You’ll have to make sure that Jimmy can have an orgasm.”

“Do you mean…masturbate him?”

“Well, he could do it himself. But, whatever the method, we have to make sure he can still function down there.”

Ellen was a bit stunned by the idea, and she asked some questions, but there wasn’t much more to say. A few minutes later the doctor was gone.

Ellen sat down next to Jimmy and held his hand.

“You broke a nail, we’ll have to fix that.”

Jimmy smiled. Even getting a nail broken wasn’t that big a deal with all the dope he was on.

“How come Gerald beat me up?”

Elsie was in the corner of the room, looking really guilty, and she she said. “I’m sorry, that was my fault.”

Ellen looked at her daughter.

“Well, he was getting all the attention, and it wasn’t supposed to be like that. I guess I sort of egged Gerald on.”

Jimmy laughed. “Make her wear girl clothes, Mom.”

For a second Ellen held on to her anger, then his statement was too funny. She broke into a laughter, then sobered and said, “Elsie, you and I are going to have a talk.”

Elsie hung her head.

“It’s okay, Mom. After all, even though I got beat up, I have lots of girlfriends, and…and I feel great.”

Ellen considered her grown up boy and nodded.

“There’s only one thing I wish.”

“What’s that?”

“I wish I could control myself without the corset. I mean, I like dressing like a girl, but that corset is brutal. I’d rather just wear a bra or something.”

“We could get you a chastity device. When you’re all better, of course.”

“Could we?”

Ellen nodded. Then Jimmy surprised her. Maybe it was the dope, maybe it was something else, something deeper, but he asked, “Can I have boobs?”

Ellen’s eyes went large and she sat and regarded her son.

Jimmy went home the next day, Tuesday, and the immediate prescription was bed rest. So he lay in bed, in a nighty, and read Grace Mansfield stories. Apparently half the girls in school read Miss Mansfield, and they were all willing to email him their stories.

On Wednesday Debby came to see him. She wanted to come sooner, but Ellen was like a mother bear.

“Jimmy! Are you all right?”

She held his hand, looked at it, and said, “I’ll fix your broken nails, but are you all right?”

“I’m fine.”

“Is your….is your pecker all right?”

“It is. Sorta. Want to see it?”

Giggling, they lifted his sheets and Debby got her first look at his undressed penis.

It was purple, blotchy with bruises, and his balls were tremendously swollen.

“Whoa!”

“It’s okay. But they gave me some medicine so I couldn’t get boners. In a week I’m supposed to jack off and make sure everything works.”

Debby sighed wistfully. “Too bad you can’t fuck to make sure it works.”

Jimmy grinned.

Debby smiled. “So in two weeks we’ll recheck your package and make sure everything works the right way.”

“I’d like that.” Jimmy showed more teeth than a beaver in a tooth paste ad.

“Can I touch it?”

“Sure. I’m stoned, but you should be gentle.”

Debby held his limp cock and marveled. “It feels so warm.”

She felt his balls. “They feel kind of squishy.”

“Well, I got hit pretty hard.”

After a week Jimmy was under doctor’s orders to masturbate.

This didn’t make Ellen all that happy, but what could she say? It was morality vs health, and health was pretty damned important.

“Okay, young man, I can’t believe I’m saying this, but how do you want to do this?”

“Well, uh, I’m pretty weak, and, uh…”

Ellen turned her face slightly and inspected him. “Are you saying you don’t want to jack off? The doctor said it’s important.”

Jimmy laughed. The idea of getting his mother to beg him to jack off was cool. But he had something else in mind.

“Well, it is bad for me to masturbate, but, uh…what if somebody else masturbates me?”

Ellen blinked. “You don’t want me to…”

“No. No. But one of the girls offered to help me out. If it’s okay with you. And I know you don’t want me to masturbate, so, maybe, if you want…”

Ellen sighed. “Which girl?”

“Debby.”

Ellen shook her head slowly. “I don’t believe this. And what do her parents say?”

“Uh…well…”

“You obviously didn’t ask them.”

“Well, She’s not going to tell, and I certainly wouldn’t tell, and if you’re the only other one to know…” Jimmy shrugged happily.

Ellen stood up. “Okay, young man. I’m going shopping for an hour, and I don’t want to hear anything about this. Ever.”

“Not a prob. But, uh…”

“Yes?”

“Could you take Elsie with you?”

Ellen nodded.

Jimmy and Debby were sitting on his bed and they heard Jimmy’s mother’s car back out of the driveway.

“Are you ready for this?” Debby giggled.

“Oh, yes!”

Debby reached under his dress and pulled down his panties. He wasn’t wearing the corset and his cock was now standing up straight.

“Wow. This is hard.”

“It’s not so hard. You just move your hand up and down.”

Debby giggled and pushed him. “You know what I mean.”

“I guess I do.”

Debby started stroking him then. They sat on the bed and she pumped him gently with her fist.

“Oh, God. That feels so good!”

“How about this?”

She bent her head down and took the head of his dick in her mouth.

“Oh, yes!” Jimmy blurted.

Gently, Debby palpated his balls. Jimmy jumped lightly and grinned.

Debby kept stroking and stroking, but Jimmy wasn’t cumming. She frowned. “Am I doing something wrong?”

“No…no….it’s just that…”

“What?”

“I’m used to doing ti with a finger up my butt.”

Debby grinned. “Let me put on some gloves. Get on all fours.”

Jimmy spun over and pointed his butt to her.

Debby snapped a pair of gloves on and began lathering his butthole up with lubricant, then she began stroking him.

“Oh, yes,” Jimmy wiggled his butt as she inserted a finger into him.

She was jacking him and penetrating him at the same time. She moved her hands together, and Jimmy groaned.

“You’re pretty loose back here. Can I put more fingers into you?”

“Oh, yeah. As many as you want.”

Jimmy was in heaven. The sensation of having three fingers driving into him was making his butt twitch and jerk. Slowly the need to cum built.

She slid four fingers into him. A hand with the thumb up for hitch hiking.

Jimmy was now pushing back at her hand. He was groaning and his hips were pumping and thrusting.

“I’m almost there.”

Debby pulled in her thumb and brought her fingers together. Suddenly her hand slipped inside him.

Jimmy felt it then. He felt her fist, the way it pressed on his prostate, and the stroking of his cock…everything came together and he made a high pitched sound and began to cum.

Debby watched in fascination as the semen poured out of the end of his dick. It was a long string with little clumps in it. His hips jerked uncontrollably, and he came and came and came. And finally just bent forward and lay on his belly.

“Wow!” Debby said, and she extracted her fist from his butt.

Jimmy jerked as her hand left him.

“Fuck,” he whispered.

“We have to do this again,” Debby whispered. “This is the most awesome thing I’ve ever done in my life.”

“Oh, yeah,” Jimmy was almost whimpering he felt so good.

“But only me, okay?”

Jimmy nodded into his pillow. “Okay.


epilogue

“Okay, Mom, we’re off to college.”

Ellen hugged her son, and was careful not to mess his make up.

Jimmy looked adorable in his pink summer dress. Next to him, holding his hand, Debby looked totally happy.

“Now remember, you two, you call if there are any problems.”

“We will.” Jimmy looked at Debby. “You ready, honey?”

She looked up at him with adoration in her eyes. “You bet.”

Ellen walked them out to Jimmy’s car. She asked Debby, “You have the key to his chastity device?”

Debby pulled the chain around her neck and a little, gold key came into view.

“And remember, only once a month. Don’t you dare drain him more often than that.”

“Don’t worry, I’ll make sure he doesn’t cum too much.”

“And be careful with his hormones!”

“Don’t be such a worry wart, Mom,” Jimmy laughed.

Ellen smiled.

A minute later Jimmy and Debby were driving down the street. Debby said, “But that doesn’t mean you can’t get me off more than once a month.”

“It certainly doesn’t,” Jimmy grinned.

Debby sighed happily and leaned under his arm. She placed one hand on his crotch and felt the device that made sure he didn’t masturbate, and she was very, very happy.

So was Jimmy.

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

This is a steamy, rock and roll story about a straight man learning to walk on the wild side!
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The Were-Fem ~ RODNEY paid no attention when his parents said ‘Don’t go in the woods. He enters the woods and is captivated by a naked girl swimming in a pond. She takes him to a mysterious castle and he is…changed. By day he is a hard working lad, but at night he becomes something else!
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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

‘She Feminized Her Own Son!’

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

OEBPS/image_rsrc12D.jpg
Feminized in 100 Days
Love and the Exchange of Power






OEBPS/image_rsrc12C.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc12E.jpg
Feminized C;)p!

It was a job a man couldn’t do

L






OEBPS/image_rsrc120.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc129.jpg
=\ (

The Electric Groin!
Seven Erotic Stories!

H





OEBPS/image_rsrc121.jpg
I CHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO A WOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!

GRACE MANSFIELD





OEBPS/image_rsrc12B.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc12F.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc122.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc124.jpg
A
complete
novel!





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrc123.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc126.jpg
GRACE MANSFIELD





OEBPS/image_rsrc125.jpg
s

I was Feminized and

Dominated!
And she looked like such a nice lady!

g






OEBPS/image_rsrc128.jpg
‘\/ A 4
il
> Gropper S
? Novel! §






OEBPS/image_rsrc12G.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc12A.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc127.jpg





