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A Note from the Author!

Did you know that people used to always raise their sons as girls? Do a little search on the internet and you will find a picture of FDR (Franklin Delano Roosevelt ~ the 32nd President of the United State!) dressed up as a girl. When he was a child men wore dresses until they were 6 or 7, then they were allowed to wear pants.

But what if they kept wearing dresses?

Or, what if men were put in dresses if they behaved?

I’m talking, of course, about petticoat punishment.

To this day petticoat punishment is one of the finest and most sure ways to bring unruly males under control.

Can’t you just see Mr. Biden in a dress?

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Fighting for Feminization!

A story of chastity, femdom and feminization!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Get in there and give it your all,” his father said.

“But, Pop. I’m really not ready.”

“Nonsense,” said the older man. “You’re my son. You’re tough, and once you’ve been hit a couple of times you’ll understand.”

Jimmy looked around the gym. There were a dozen people, it was late at night, and only a few were doing the heavy work out, kicking the bag, punching, endless roadwork. Most of them were sitting around, sipping water, replacing their electrolytes, and watching him get into the ring.

Fred Jensen held the top rope up and stepped on the middle and bottom ropes. Jimmy really didn’t want to, he wanted to go home and watch the Kardashians, but his caveman father insisted that he learn to be a man.

Jimmy sighed and straightened up. He looked across the room to where Rex Benfield was hitting his gloves together and grinning.

Rex didn’t like Jimmy, and he was taller and outweighed him, and…he turned to his father.

“This is a bad idea, Pop.”

“Nonsense. I told Rex to take it easy on you, but…you got to get in there and learn to take it like a man.”

The older man checked Jimmy’s gloves, wiped them off on his tee shirt. “Now, remember, keep your hands up, keep circling, wait your chance and…it’ll all work out.

Sonny Dark, a former pro fighter, stepped to the center of the ring. Since this was just a friendly match between members of the club he just looked to each fighter and asked if they were ready.

“You bet,” said Rex, shoving his mouthpiece into his crude grin.

“I guess,” lied Jimmy. His father put the mouthpiece into his mouth and Jimmy turned towards Rex.

Rex was a renowned bully. He liked to slap Jimmy on the back at school, too hard, and pretend they were friends. He had been told to just dance around and punch light, but Jimmy knew that was never going to happen.

Oh, he’d make it look good, then he’d whistle in a freight train and near take Jimmy’s head off.

Rex advanced to the center of the ring, he stuck a big paw out. Jimmy met him and touched gloves and the fight was on.

Jimmy moved to the right, circling, trying to move away from Rex’s powerful right hand.

Rex’s lips were curled in a perpetual sneer as he grinned around the mouthpiece. “Come on, pretty boy,” he spoke just loud enough for Rex to hear him.

Rex circled, and jabbed, and moved his head back and forth.

WHAP! Rex’s left hand smacked him, hard, and he found himself on his knees.

Crap! That was his left hand! What was that right one going to feel like?

“Come on, Jimmy, keep those mitts up!”his father yelled.

A couple of the fighters were standing next to the apron. They could feel a kill coming on and they jeered and shouted little remarks.

“Let’s go, fancy pants,” muttered Rex, chasing him down, holding that right back.

WHAP! WHAP! One to the face and one to the gut. Jimmy’s head snapped back and he folded over a bit.

Interestingly, he was almost fast enough. He lacked weight, but he was smart. He moved to the right, then scissor stepped, threw a jab and got out of there.

The jab irritated Rex. It had interrupted the punch he had ready and waiting for Jimmy.

“Come on, sissy boy!” He cut the ring off, jabbed twice and then sent that right hand smoking in.

Jimmy covered up, and was lifted off the ground, and Rex was on him. He grabbed him in a bear hug, lifted him up and slammed him down.

When Jimmy’s eyeballs stopped bouncing in the sockets he saw his father putting one hand over his eyes.

Rex went for an armbar, but Jimmy was quicker. Even though he’d been socked a good one, he rolled and twisted and managed to get Rex’s back.

Rex got to his feet, then jumped into the air and fell backwards.

BAM! The mat shook and Jimmy was dazed. He felt like his whole body had been hit by a freight train.

DONG!

Sonny separated them.

“Okay, you’re doing good,” his father said, trying to make lemonade out of the world’s biggest lemon.

Jimmy was hurting, his ribs were sore, he had a headache, he didn’t want to be there. “Had enough,” he mumbled.

“Nonsense. Now this time, when he drops his shoulder step faster to the right. And duck. Remember to duck.

“Your boy okay, Fred?” Sonny asked.

“”He’s fine.”

Sonny looked dubious, but…this was a sparring match, this was a fight club. No room for sissies.

DONG!

Another round of pain and bruises. Another round of his jaw being pounded on, of his belly being kicked and hit. Of being lifted up and thrown on the mat.

Rex was taking it easy now, but that was just because he was trying to make Jimmy last. Last long enough so he could give out the punches and kicks and body slams that he wanted to.

DONG!

Rex couldn’t see straight. his eyes were puffy. “‘Nuff,” he said.

“Get your second wind, you’ve almost got him.”

Jimmy looked over at King Kong. The twisted smile. The brick shit house of muscles. The joy of pummeling helpless victims.

“Now this time I want you to jab when he…”

The advice went on, and Jimmy barely heard anything.

DONG!

Rex shuffled out, slow and flat footed. He raised his hands, tried to move, and didn’t even see the slobber knocker that lifted his head up for the punch that squashed his face, smashed his nose, closed his eyes, and laid him out.

Rex, who had finally snuck in what he wanted, knelt and said, “Geez, you okay, Jimmy? I didn’t mean to hit you so hard.”

Fred applied a wet towel to Jimmy’s face, and the frown on his face was all disappointment.

That night Jimmy was laying on his bed. His face was puffy, he had a cut lip. His eye was closing, and his body…he didn’t even want to think about all the pain in his body.

“Jimmy?” A tap at the door and it opened.

“Hey, Ma.”

His mother, a petite woman with intelligent eyes and a love for her son, entered the room. She came to the bed and sat down next to him. She studied his face, then placed a cold pack on the left side of his face, the side that suffered the most.

“How’d it go?” she asked softly.

“Got the crap knocked out of me.”

She smiled. “Yes. You did.”

“I don’t want to learn to fight.”

She nodded and took his complaint without expression.

“I’m not good at it, I’m skinny and those guys have muscles up the wazoo. They’re all a lot better than me and I’m just a punching bag.”

Emmie nodded.

“But Dad just doesn’t seem to understand. He just keeps pushing, and…sorry. I don’t mean to be sour grapes.”

“I understand. Believe me, I know what you’re going through.”

Jimmy looked at his mother. She was a woman. She didn’t understand what he was going through. No woman could.

Sometimes he wished he could have been born a woman. He was a soft person, much preferring the company of gentle ladies than that of insensitive brutes.

But, one did what one could with what one had. And that was a platitude if ever there was one.

“Jimmy, I’m going to send you to Aunt Helen’s this summer.”

“What? But I’ve got friends that I wanted to hang with!”

“I know you do. But this situation with your father, and with learning how to defend yourself…you need a break from it.

He stared at her. Have the crap beat out of him every night at the gym, and now he was being uprooted and thrown out and forced to go live with a bunch of..of…cows!

“But Dad won’t want me to stop training.”

“I’ll tell your father. It’ll be all right. And, Jimmy…”

“Yes?”

“Your Aunt Helen is a special person. She’s very smart, and I want you to promise to do whatever she says. Anything, everything, no matter how weird or bizarre it might seem…you do everything she says.”

“Okay.”

“I mean it. You promise?”

“I promise.”

“Good boy. You’ll have a wonderful summer, and when you get back you’ll find that things are different.”

“Yes, ma.”

She smiled and switched the cold pack to the other side of his face.

Jimmy left on a bus at three in the morning.

His mother drove him down to the bus station, sat with him, and hugged him when he went to get on the bus until the bus driver had to clear his throat and say, “We got to leave, ma’am.”

Then, her eyes glistening, she stood back and waved.

The bus headed out of the city and across the flatlands of middle America.

For hours Jimmy watched the fields of grain pass. Cows didn’t so much as glance at the speeding bus.

While Jimmy was used to getting up early to work out, this was a little too early. He put his head against the softly vibrating window and dozed off.

And awoke, the land bright with late morning sunlight, the bus bouncing over ruts into a terminal.

Jimmy gathered his bag and got off the bus and looked around.

A small town. A main street with four traffic lights and a couple of dozen businesses. A couple of side streets that held shaded houses with big porches, and…fields.

He was the only one to get off the bus and he stood in front of the terminal and looked around.

Nobody was there. One clerk behind a cage selling tickets, but he was more engaged in dozing off than working.

For a half hour Jimmy waited, sitting on a bench outside the terminal. Cars occasionally drove past, but there was no sign of his Aunt Helen.

He stood up, intending to ask the clerk where his Aunt’s farm was, but at that moment there was a clatter down the street which took his attention.

Jimmy wasn’t much on cars, but down the street a car rattled over some railroad tracks. It was old, maybe a 1930s gangster car, and it zoomed like it was on the run from something.

Jimmy watched the vehicle zip up the road, then turn into the terminal parking lot. It scrunched gravel, then slid to a stop next to where he stood on the station platform.

A girl was driving. She was a hayseed if he had ever seen one. Shorts and a flannel shirt. Her golden hair in a long braid. An Aussie bush hat with one side down.

Underneath the farmer John apparel she was good looking. That was obvious at a glance. She had a sturdy body with large boobs, a nice face and a knowing grin.

“Hey, Jimmy. Throw your bag in the back and get in.”

Jimmy blinked, but hopped off the platform and put his bag in the backseat and sat in the front seat. No sooner had his butt hit the material than the car lurched.

The girl shifted the gears like a pro, squeaking the tires through the gears and hitting sixty before slowing for the railroad tracks.

“Who are you?”

She glanced at him. “I’m Sally. Glad to meet you.” She held out a hand for shaking. When he took it she squeezed a hard squeeze, which made him blink, and continued down the road.

“How’d you know who I was.”

She laughed, showing white teeth. “There was only one lost sheep there, had to be you.”

In a minute they were whizzing through the countryside, past a long fence behind which were the endless vistas of wheat.

“So who are you? Where’s Aunt Helen.”

Sally snorted. “You expected her to stop working just to go gather one lost wooly? Hunh!”

Jimmy watched the road, the fields, and kept glancing at Sally. She was really good looking, now that he had the time to study her. And he felt his pecker wake up.

She continued, “I’m Uncle George’s niece.” Uncle George was Aunt Helen’s husband, who had died. “Aunt Helen took me in when I got in trouble.”

“So we’re not blood related.”

She gave him a wry look. “We aren’t cousins, technically, but don’t think you can go dipping your wick in me.”

That made Jimmy sit back.”

“I…what? No!”

She laughed. “Boys. You’re all the same. You say you’re not interested, but I’ll bet you’ve got a boner right now.” She reached over and put her hand in his lap before he could do anything, then crowed, “I was right! Jimmy’s got a boner! Jimmy’s got a boner!”

Jimmy turned eight shades of red.

She laughed, “I’m just funnin’ you. But not about you dipping your wick. You can peek in my window and jack off, but don’t even think about putting your hands on these milk sacks.” She kept on hand on the wheel and heft a large boob with the other.

Jimmy gulped nervously. This girl was obviously out of control.

They turned down a long driveway and she slowed down. “Aunt Helen doesn’t like it when I speed, so shut up about it.”

In the distance a small cluster of buildings appeared.

“She thinks I might hit a cow or something.”

There was a big farmhouse, a bigger barn off to the side, a bunkhouse to the other side, and a cluster of smaller buildings. It looked like they were a lean to type of garage and tool sheds and such.

The car wheeled around a circular area and slid to a stop in front of the house.

Jimmy got out and looked around.

The place was well kept up. It needed a dab or two of paint, but the boards were solid, the glass in the windows clean, and it looked in good shape.

“Don’t forget your bag, city slicker.” Sally rounded the car and went up the stairs to the porch.

Jimmy got his bag out and followed her.

The inside of the house was cool and clean. The living room was big with a couple of big, comfy looking couches. There was a book shelf crammed with books on one side of the room, the other side opened up on a dining room with a big table. To the left in the dining room was a door to a kitchen.

“Hey, Helen!”

“Back here, Sunshine.”

“Come on. Just put your bag over there.”

Jimmy put his bag to the side and followed her into the kitchen.

The kitchen was large and clean. There was a commercial size fridge, a large stove, and a big double sink. Aunt Helen was standing at the drain board peeling apples.

“Hello, Jimmy.”

She was about his size and shape, but with boobs. Her hair was auburn with a few streaks of grey, it hung in a braid twice as long as Sally’s. She wore a plain dress and her forearms were thick. She wielded a paring knife like she was conducting an orchestra. The counter had a mound of peelings in front of it.

“We’re making an apple pie for you.”

“Uh, hi,” he managed.

Aunt Sally inspected him then. She gazed at him, her eyes went up and down, and she grunted. “Looks like city living has softened you up. Well, we’ll fix that. Sally, take him out to the bunkhouse and get him situated.”

“Sure, Aunt Helen.”

Sally walked past Aunt Helen and whipped her arm out to grab a wedge of sliced apple.

“Ha!” Aunt Helen caught her wrist and twisted it. She twisted that arm until Sally was forced around, then she stuck the point of the paring knife right under her chin.

Jimmy stepped back and gasped.

“Without no apples there ain’t no pies, girl.” But she was grinning.

“Can’t blame me for trying,” returned Sally, who was, in spite of her painful position, also grinning.

“Go on with you,” laughed Aunt Helen, and she pushed the younger girl away.

Sally giggled as she ran past Jimmy. “Come on, Cous. Let’s get you settled.”

Jimmy picked up his bag on the way out and followed her across to the bunk house.

The bunkhouse was a long low affair. The columns and beams were round logs. Inside was a long row of beds. No bunks. At the far end of the bunkhouse a couple of blankets had been hung from the ceiling to partition off a small area with one bunk in it.

“This is your place. We figured you’d want to have a little privacy.”

“Privacy.”

Sally grinned. “There’s eight girls here, no men, so…” She shrugged.

“Eight…” he trailed off.

“Yep. And none of them want to fuck you.” With that she grabbed his arm and pulled him around. She grabbed his neck with one hand and moved in on him. Her lips were soft, hot, and his eyes were open in shock.

She reached a hand down and grabbed his crotch. Which crotch was rigid with boner.

She pushed him away. “Woo! You might not be half bad. And that dick of yours is worth exploring, but, sorry to say, it ain’t getting nothing.”

“What are you…”

“Put your stuff away and come out to the barn. You’ve made me miss half the morning work out.”

She flipped the blanket aside and sauntered out of the bunkhouse.

Jimmy felt his lips with one hand. She had kissed him. She was crazy. What the hell had he gotten himself into?

He took his time putting his clothes away, giving his dick a chance to soften up.

Ten minutes later he walked through the bunkhouse, and he started to notice things. Sally had said all girls, and the bras and nylons hanging on lines between the bunks backed that up.

And dresses and fluffy pillows and even a teddy bear. And high heels under the bunks.

He was in a bunkhouse with eight women? It was an exciting thought and a daunting prospect at the same time.

Jimmy wasn’t much with girls. Not being one of the big, muscular guys he wasn’t in much demand. When he tried to talk to girls they sort of had a snicker in their eyes.

He stood outside the bunkhouse and looked around.

A farm. With crazy women. And what was with that thing in the kitchen when Aunt Helen had put a knife under Sally’s chin?

He was starting to think he better hitchhike down the drive and head back home.

Still, his mother had made him promise. So…he walked across the yard towards the barn.

As he approached the large structure he heard grunting. And laughter. And yells and whoops. What the fuck?

The barn door was big enough for a truck to drive through, if it was open, which it wasn’t. On one side of the barn door was a smaller door for people. He cracked the door an inch and peered in.

Girls. Like Sally. They were wearing overalls for the most part. Quite baggy. Under the suspenders of the overalls they wore bras. And the bras held big tits.

Jimmy gawked. And the door jerked open and Sally pulled him into the cavernous interior. “Hey, girls. this is Jimmy.”

Everybody stopped what they were doing and stared at him.

Jimmy was frozen. He wasn’t much for calling attention to himself.

“That’s, Jenny, Janice, Alice, Sandra…” Sally went through the names quickly, and he knew he would never remember them.

“Jimmy is here to help, so don’t beat him up out of hand. Unless, of course, he deserves.”

“He’s a man, he deserves it,” muttered somebody, but Jimmy couldn’t tell who.

“Okay, you girls get back to work and I’ll get him started.”

The girls ignored him then, faced each other and started doing fighting drills.

Fighting drills? Jimmy stared.

“Pull your eyeballs back in,” Sally pulled him and walked around the central area where the girls were engaged.

As they walked around the area Jimmy blurted, “You guys are fighting!”

“Isn’t that why you’re here?”

“I don’t know why I’m here,” Jimmy answered honestly. “My mother just said I had to come here for the summer.”

“It looks like I know more than you do, then. You’re here to learn how to fight. Apparently you weren’t doing to good, and your father was a pro fighter. Doesn’t look too good for him.”

Jimmy said nothing. He had thought he would get a break from all the training. His own mother. Hunh!

They stopped at the back of the barn. Against one wall was a stack of hay bales.

“Okay, this is how you do it.” Sally bent at the knee, grabbed the bale of hay and picked it up. It was probably 75 pounds, but she walked it easily to the other wall and dropped it in place.

Jimmy blinked. She had a great figure, but not a weight lifter’s figure. But she handled that 75 pound bulk like it was a red brick.

She toted another one. “You have to make the stacks neat. Leave a little space at the bottom so they’ll lean towards the wall. Otherwise they might fall on you. Squash you like the little bug you are.”

She grinned and toted a third one. “Got it?”

“Uh, I think so.”

“Okay. Chop chop. Do it. When you get the bales moved to that wall come see me. We’ll get you to fighting.”

“You’re going to have me fight?”

“Hello?”

“But…I don’t think I was supposed to…and you’re all girls.”

“Oh, you noticed? Get to work.”

Jimmy started moving the bales. There were a hundred bales, and it wasn’t long before he was struggling.

He did weight lifting work outs at the gym, but this was totally different. No rest between circuits, the bales were awkward to handle, and his muscles were shortly screaming.

Sill, he kept at it, bale after bale. A hundred bales at 75 pounds…7500 pounds.

By the end he was barely able to pick them up, and he kept dropping them, but he managed to get the last one moved, and he leaned on it and gasped for breath. His muscles felt like noodles.

“What’s taking so long?”

“They’re a lot of them.”

“Of course there are. Come on.”

They walked the twenty feet back out to where the girls were training.

“What is this place?” Jimmy asked.

“A farm.”

“But you’re all fighting.”

“And milking the cows and moving the hay and driving tractors through the fields and repairing fences.”

“So it really is a farm.”

Sally sighed in exasperation. “Didn’t I just say?”

“Then why the fighting?”

“Because we don’t want to be helpless little ninnies.” She grinned. “Like you.”

Jimmy frowned. “I’m not so helpless.”

“According to your mother you are. Hey! Janice! You want to come here and start training Jimbo?”

Janice was his height, slender like him, but had the most wonderful set of boobs. She sauntered over with a look of disgust. “Do I have to?”

“Does Helen have to train you? Pass it on, sister.”

Janice sighed. “All right. Come here, numb nuts.”

Jimmy blinked. He was getting a little tired of the disrespectful way they treated him.

She took him to a corner of the barn and told him to stand like he was going to fight.

Jimmy heaved a sigh. He had been told to do whatever, so he spread his feet, put his hands up.

Janice walked around him, made a few adjustments in his posture, then faced him. “Okay, sweet cheeks, let’s see what you got.”

He lowered his hands. “I’m not going to fight a girl.”

She slapped his face. It was quick and sudden and he stepped back in shock. “What the fuck?”

“Put ‘em up, knucklehead, or I’ll knock you down.” She moved to slap him again and he backed up, instinctively in a stance and his hands up.

“I don’t want to fight.”

“Goodie. I get to beat on you for a while and you won’t do anything.”

A couple of the girls in the barn took notice of Jimmy’s situation. They gathered around and made remarks.

“Careful, Janice.”

“Watch out, city boy.”

“Let’s see some action.”

Jimmy walked in a circle, trying to stay away.

Janice cut off the circle and jabbed.

“Hey!” said Jimmy. “We don’t even have gloves!”

“Afraid you’re going to hurt your widdle pussy fists?”

He was afraid he was going to hurt her. She kept slapping at him, and he was going to be forced to fight back.

“Afraid of hitting a girl, Jimmy?” somebody shouted.

She slapped him, hard, rocked his head and sunk a fist into his belly. Damn. She hit hard. He went down to one knee, glared at her and returned to his fighting stance.

“Better fight back, Jimmy,” she grinned at him.

He stepped in and jabbed for her face. Still, it was half hearted. He didn’t want to fight, and he didn’t want to fight a girl.

She ducked and sunk two into his belly.

He oofed, but managed to keep his feet. His eyes started to narrow in anger. He had never gotten angry in the ring, but this was ridiculous.

She circled him. He cut off the ring and gave her a one two. Except that somewhere between one and two she smacked the side of his head with a hard set of knuckles.

He sat down, was dazed for a moment. The girls around the ring started moving away.

“He doesn’t have much,” said somebody.

Jimmy stood up. He was tired from the hay, tired of getting smacked around. Tired of people laughing at him. For the first time he felt a bit of that raw emotion that real fighters cultivate.

“That’s enough, Jimmy,” said Helen.

But Jimmy wanted revenge.

He moved in on Janice. Janice looked at Sally and shrugged. Jimmy covered, ducked, dodged, bobbed and weaved, and darted in—

Jimmy opened his eyes.

He twitched and his arm tried to punch.

“Whoa. It’s okay. It’s all over.”

“What?”

Janice and Sally were squatting over him. He felt his face. Somebody had thrown water on him.

“He’s okay, I’ll handle him.”

Janice nodded and stood up and walked out of the barn. Jimmy noticed that they were alone.

Sally helped him to a sitting position.

“She hit me?”

“Yep.” She wiped his face with a wet rag. “When we say that’s enough you’d better pay attention.

“I got beaten up by a girl.”

“Yep. Can you stand up?”

He could, though it was a shaky affair.

“Okay, I thought you might know something, but we’re going to have to start from scratch.”

He looked at her. He was still trying to figure out which way was up.

“So, let’s head up to the house, put some ice on you, and…it’s time for apple pie, anyway.”

She linked arms with him, which was good, it kept him on an even keel, and walked him towards the door.

Halfway across the yard he mumbled, “I think I’ve had enough. I’d like to go home.”

“Huh! You want to quit?”

“You have me move all that hay. I’m tired and sore, and then you have that Amazon beat the crap out of me. Not fair.”

Sally chuckled.

Moving all that hay will build you up. It also tires you out, in the beginning, and it’s like when you get clocked and have to keep going. Doesn’t matter if your muscles are tired, you have to defend yourself. Right?”

He said nothing.

“And that Amazon weighs a few pounds less than you. So the real question is are you going to quit?”

The way she said it made him feel about two inches tall. Whining and complaining just because somebody decked him.

“Or are you going to learn to defend yourself?”

He was stuck in that quandary as they walked up the stairs to the house. They entered the living room and the girls were already seated around the big table.

“Hey! There he is!”

“Come on, Jimmy, have a seat. We saved a piece of pie for you.”

Most of the girls were half done eating, but they all looked up and smiled at him.

So different. In the barn they had scrutinized him like he was a bug.

“Hey, sit next to me, Jimbo,” Janice yelled and pulled a chair back.

Sally suddenly cut in front of Jimmy and looked into his face. “Looks like you’ve got some friends. You still want to quit?”

She turned and circled the table and sat down. She was sitting next to Aunt Helen, who was watching him intently.

Judging him.

What was he going to do?

Was he going to cut and run?

The girls were still talking, making jokes, treating him like he belonged.

He had been found less than adequate, and yet…they wanted him.

He circled the table and sat down next to Janice.

One girl plopped some potatoes on his plate. Another girl cut him a piece of roast. Someone shoved a glass of apple juice in front of him.

He looked around the table, very unsure of himself.

He met Aunt Helen’s eyes. He stared at her. She nodded slowly. He began to eat.


PART TWO

Jimmy went to bed right after dinner. He dimly heard the girls on the other side of the blankets, but they left him alone. And it was good. He needed to sleep, to recover from the hay bales, to get over the physical effects of his beating.

“Wake up,” Sally was leaning over him. She was in a chemise and her boobs were right over him. One hand was in his groin, massaging his cock. SPROING! Instant boner. “Time to milk the cows.”

She let go of him and handed him a pair of high heels.

“What are these for?”

“When in Rome, Jimbo. Wearing these will help you balance, strengthen your calves, and make you quick on your feet.”

“But they’re for girls!”

“And a girl just kicked your but the other day.”

She handed him his pants. “You wear underwear?”

“Yes.” he was embarrassed, but what the heck was he going to do?

On the other side of the blankets he heard girls talking in low voices as they got ready for their work day.

Jimmy found a pair of underpants and pulled them on, then he pulled on his pants. He looked at the high heels.

“Aunt Helen had them made especially for you. The heels won’t break no matter how clumsy you are.”

“Clumsy,” he grunted. And he put them on.

He stood up and felt like falling down.

“Come on, city slicker.” Sally took his hand and led him to the other side of the blankets.

There were still three girls in the bunkhouse, and they all teased him.

“Nice calves, Jimmy. Where’s the cow they came from?”

“Whoo! Jimmy’s looking mighty fine.”

“Ignore those ninnies,” Sally said, leading him through the bunkhouse.

Sally led him to the milking barn. It wasn’t a big farm, only a dozen cows in the stalls, and she sat down on a stool and showed him. “Grab the tit like this. You don’t have to be gentle, these cows want to get rid of their milk. Pull like this…aim the milk into the bucket.”

Jimmy tried one. He messed it up, needed lots of instructions, but eventually he got it.

“Don’t you guys have automatic milkers or something?”

“What do we need those for when we’ve got you?”

Jimmy had no answer for that, and he began pulling on tits and cursing the big, brown cows. He was glad to be able to sit on the stool. His calves already hurt.

An hour later he was done, and he totted the buckets of milk up to the house. Totted and tottered. His ankles threatened to buckle. He made it to the rear of the house and entered the kitchen.

“Excellent,” Aunt Helen exclaimed. “Put the buckets over there. Grab some grub. You’re late, but we saved you some. First couple of days newbies are always slow.”

Hunh. He was slow. And a newbie. He scooped up some bacon and eggs and a hunk of fresh made bread. He started into the dining room but Aunt Helen said, “Sit right there, Jimmy.”

Jimmy sat at a small table used for shucking peas, peeling potatoes and other kitchen duties. He began eating, and it was delicious.

Aunt Helen was cleaning some dishes, and she stopped after a minute, dried her hands and sat down next to Jimmy.

“We haven’t had time to get acquainted. How’s my sister.”

“She’s fine.”

“And what about…”

For five minutes they exchanged the small talk a family engages in, then Jimmy asked, “So what’s up with this place?”

Aunt Helen grinned. “It’s a farm.”

“But all the training in the barn? Girls don’t usually learn how to fight.”

“More the pity. But these do. I understand Janice gave you a good drubbing yesterday.”

Jimmy nodded, and she laughed at the forlorn expression on his face. Then she grew serious. “I’ve been in the service, one of the first to go through Ranger training. And not with any dumbed down standards. When I got out here and took over the farm I did some volunteer work for the county. One of the girls who had been raped wanted to toughen up, so I helped her. Word got out, and now I have some regular live in students, and some of the townies come out and train with a couple of times a week. You have a rough time hitting a girl?”

“Yes.”

“You’ll get over it. Now, about Janice. She’s got a bad habit of stutter stepping before she throws the meat. You watch her feet and when she pulls the right foot back an inch the left one is going forward. When that happens step to the left…”

“Not right?”

“Nah. You got to step off the circle. You do it right and you’ll have a shot at her ribs.”

And he said, “What about these high heels?”

She just grinned. “You’ll find out.”

He finished his breakfast and headed out for chores. That day he was given the task of moving 40 head of cows to the next pasture over.

“They need new graze,” explained Sally. I’ll check on you in a while.”

He went out into the pasture, opened a gate, and circled the cows to get them to move to new grazing grounds. the cows, unfortunately, proved obstinate. His high heels proved obstinate, too.

They sunk into the soft earth. He had to stay on heels to pivot and shift direction, and the damned cows seemed to understand this. He only had about half the bossies through the gate when Sally came to check on him.

“Harder than it looks, eh?”

“Yes,” he said, a bit sourly.

She helped him, and together they made fast work of the remaining cows.

“Throw rocks,” she said. “Cut a wider circle. Don’t let a damn cow be better than you. Who taught you to fight?”

“My father.”

“Well, with all respect to papa, he did a lousy job.”

Jimmy almost said something, probably would have, except…she was right. He was low man at the gym, and now he was low man with a bunch of girls.

They closed the gate and Sally leaned on it for a moment and watched cows’ butts waggle away. “You’re a good guy, Jimmy, but you fight all wrong.”

“What do you mean?”

“I can tell you right now, without ever seeing your father, that he’s bigger than you. Probably six foot and a couple of hundred pounds. You a virgin?”

He avoided the question and blurted, “How’d you know? About my pop?”

“The way you move. You’re five foot six. You move like you would if you were six foot. Those shoes will help you out. But we need to do some other stuff, first. When you get your first real win with one of the girls I’ll fuck you.”

He stared at her.

She grinned. Her lips were red in the dawn and her blue eyes scintillating. “I know. I said you weren’t going to get to dip your wick in me, but I like you, Jimmy. There’s two types of men women like. Some women like the bad boy. The guy who gets in trouble. The rebel. I’m sure you know a couple of those.”

He did. He knew Rex Benfield, who gloried in kicking his ass.

“The other kind is the soft kind. Mild, almost girlish. They don’t speak up a lot, but…but there’s something in those kind of men that attracts me. Truth, attracts most women. And, let’s face it, a soft man is better than a hard man, excluding the dick, of course. So, you beat Janice good, or one of the others, and I’ll take you out that night and take advantage of you.”

Jimmy just stared.

“Gives you something to work for, eh?”

He found himself nodding.

“Well, let’s go. You’ve done enough chores for your first day, and the girls are starting to work out again.”

Sally led him through the barn, past the girls, and into the chicken yard. A hundred chickens were cackling their protest against his presence.

“Okay, here’s the game. You chase down a chicken and put it through that square door right there.” She pointed at a door about six foot up the henhouse wall.

“This is like Rocky, isn’t it.”

“Yep. Old school.”

Jimmy quickly learned that the chickens didn’t want to cooperate. They went this way and that, scattered, screamed at him. And every once in a while a big, old rooster would fly through the air at him.

He slipped in the heels, and fell to slide through wet chickenshit.

He got up and tried again. He learned how fast and how quick he could move before the high heels gave way.

He learned to cut off corners and grab a chicken.

He learned how to use the heels to stop himself, though he nearly broke his ankles in the process.

He put his first chicken into the little door, and was blown away when that same chicken sauntered out of the hen house.

He looked into the house and blinked. The little door went into the chicken house, the chicken fluttered the floor and then simply walked out.

Talk about an exercise in frustration!

But he kept going, and he was learning.

He learned to anticipate the chickens reactions, when they would cut and run, and he learned how to be a step ahead of them.

Amazingly, the high heels began to work for him. they were like super cleats. they made sharp turns possible, and he learned how and when to dig his toes in.

After an hour Sally came for him, and laughed at the sight of his front covered with chicken shit. She led him back into the barn and called for a volunteer to train him.

There were none.

“What’s the matter, ladies? Are you scared?”

“We’re scared of getting his shit all over us.”

“You heard them, Jimmy. Off with the shirt and the pants.”

He stared at her.

“Aren’t you glad you wear underwear? Now, come on. Get undressed.”

Jimmy was used to fighting in trunks, but this was different. And the girls were all grinning as they watched him.

“Come on, Jimmy. Show us what you got,” Janice snickered.

His face red, he pulled off his pants and shirt. All the chicken activity had made him limp, but now he started to get hard.

“Hey! He’s a grower, not a shower!”

Everybody laughed.

“All right, girls. Nancy, work on his footwork. The rest of you, back to work.”

Nancy was a good looking girl, maybe a little older than the others. She was two inches taller than him, and twenty pounds heavier. She didn’t have large tits, and her weight was in her muscle. Still, she moved better than him.

“Okay, simple stepping drill. Remember, everything starts from the ground, so good footwork is important.”

For an hour he drilled, and his legs were about dead by then. Chasing the chickens, wearing the heels, the stepping drills…his legs felt like they were drunken noodles trying to do hand stands, which was all Nancy was waiting for.

“All right, fluster face. Let’s see if you learned anything.” She faced off against him.

He had, but his legs were too tired to show it. They circled, and she constantly moved in, slapped him, moved back. He tried to block, to pick off the jabs, and got nothing but a red face for his efforts.

Finally, Sally called a halt to the work out. “Time for lunch, girls.”

Everybody gave yells and the barn emptied out. Jimmy was the last one to leave the barn. Sally was waiting for him.

“How’d you do, lover.”

He answered honestly. “I’m tired and weak and I just can’t get ahead.”

She laughed. “Ain’t it the truth. No work out this afternoon. We have classes for the townies this evening. You’ll be an observer. But come see me after lunch and I’ll show you something.”

He nodded, and they headed in for lunch.

After lunch Sally took him up the second floor of the farmhouse. Midway down the hallway a cord hung from the ceiling. She pulled it and a trap door flopped down and some stairs unfolded.

They climbed the stairs and Jimmy found himself in a library. But not just any library.

“This has got just about every book ever written on the martial arts. Boxing, savate, kenpo, whatever, it’s here. In that room is a TV with a DVD player, and tons of video courses.”

Jimmy goggled. There was one other girl up there, and she was deep in a book on Bruce Lee.

Sally showed him the projector. “Some of the girls like this place, some don’t. To each their own. I’ll let you decide what you like.”

She left him there and he began browsing the material Books written in Chinese. Obscure out of print editions. Even some books taken off the net, printed, and put in three ring binders.

Then, the videos. Boxing fights. Karate instructionals. Even Youtube clips.

He was in heaven. If there was one thing he loved to do it was read. He spent the rest of the afternoon immersed, and they had to come remind him when dinner was ready.

The class was interesting that night. But it was also a let down. The people from town were a mixed bunch, including a couple of kids, and a helping of young men.

The kids wanted to play, and the men wanted to get the girls apart, and it was all a gentle exercise in how to control people who wanted to learn, but not if it cost them a bruise or two.

Still, he had a chance to watch Aunt Helen in action, and she was good. Real good. When she spoke everybody listened, and when she tapped somebody they blinked, then thanked her.

Still, give him the morning work outs with the girls any day.

The next day they let him off the high heels, but they made him wear a dress.

“Why?”

“We want you to stretch,” was the answer.

“I can stretch in trunks, or sweats.”

“Too bad.” And he was stuck with wearing a dress.

It was sort of cool, actually, though it did tend to give him hard ons. He’d be moving bales of hay and suddenly realize his cock was standing up.

And, the girls seemed to have discovered he was a man. They kept cornering him, kissing him, and putting hand under his dress.

He realized that he was a commodity. These girls trained seven days a week, they took little time off, they didn’t see many men.

He walked the fence that day, and Jenny walked with him. She laughed at his skirt, but when they stopped to tack up a strand she took advantage of the moment to corner him, to press him against the fence and run a hand over his cock.

Jimmy wanted to go further.

“Nope,” she said, laughing, flushed, made all horny herself. “Sally said you don’t get fucked until you can actually defend yourself.

This just about killed Jimmy. He wanted to fuck in the worst possible way. The girls just kept teasing him, and kissing him, and putting their hands all over him. He needed a little relief.

He fought Janice again that afternoon, and he managed to make that advice from Aunt Helen work. She pulled a foot back, he dodged left, and he dug a hard fist into her rib cage.

“OOF!” she rolled back and rubbed her ribs and smiled. “Somebody’s been figuring things out.” Then she smacked him twice with jabs, but he managed to duck the haymaker.

Off to the side Sally nodded in satisfaction.

A week later the girls got up a little earlier. They were waiting for him when he woke up, and they grabbed him before he could get dressed and dragged him out to the center of the bunkhouse.

“Okay, Mr Big Balls, today we’re going to make you an honorary lady.”

“What?” he tried to ignore his cock sticking out.

The girls didn’t ignore it. They almost fought over who got to fondle it.

“Don’t let him squirt, girls,” cautioned Sally. “He still hasn’t beaten anybody.”

They put his hands on little tables and attached fake nails to his hands.

“What the fuck?”

They giggled.

“How am I supposed to do chores? How’ll I fight?”

“You’ll figure it out,” said Sally.

But if nails were bad, what they did to his face was worse. They cleaned him, primed him, put foundation on, and began coloring his eyes. Finally, they did his lips.

“Oh, sweet heysoos,” said Nancy. “I might let him beat me up.”

Which pissed Jimmy off, which anger caused the girls to laugh uproariously.

“Don’t worry, Jimmy,” said Sally. “Nobody’s going to give you a free ride.”

“You got to work for your rides around here,” Jenny exclaimed.

They dressed him in a dress, put high heels on him, and there he was.

“He’s passable for a girl,” mumbled Jenny.

“We oughta take him to town and see if the boys’ll pick him up.”

“I don’t think he’s soft enough to suck cock.”

“No, but he’s pretty soft.”

“All right, ladies. It’s time for chores.”

Jimmy had to milk cows, and with his fingernails extra long he had a hell of a time. If he wasn’t careful he poked one of the tits, and the cows mooed and stamped. It was the first day that he realized what it felt like to be slapped in the face with a tail. It hurt, and he quickly and intuitively learned to slap the strike of the tail. And that simple move, slapping the tail away before it could hit him, was going to prove invaluable in his self defense lessons.

Chores over, he headed for breakfast. He expected Aunt Sally to say something, but she just glanced at him, nodded, and served him an extra biscuit slathered with grape jelly.

The work out that day was the most interesting he had had. He was getting stronger from the hay bales, and he was getting quicker with his feet from chasing the chickens in high heels, and now he had to protect his hands and his face. He didn’t want to break a nail or mess up his make up.

He did drills, practiced self defense moves, and it came time to spar.

He was facing Janice once again, and for once, she wasn’t hitting him. He was so concerned with protecting face and nails that he moved his head and his body and managed to evade most of her strikes. And she only got a few in on his body.

When he did go on the defense he managed to hit her two for one.

But he was respectful. After he figured her out, and popped her a good one, he made sure he only hit her half hard. He realized that the girls had been doing this for him, and he did it for them.

The work out done, he walked across the yard to the farmhouse.

“Did you beat Janice?” Sally asked.

Jimmy was frozen. “Well, uh, yeah. I might’ve. I mean—“

“It’s okay. You’re not one of these arrogant assholes. You did good, and we all saw you hit her two for one. And you showed great restraint. It you had used full power you would have hurt her. You’re coming along, City Slicker.”

He smiled. It was the first time that summer he had really smiled, and it felt good.

“And now, tonight, you’re going to get your fuck.”

He looked at her.

“Anybody in particular you want? The girls all like you, they all want to be the first.”

He didn’t hesitate. “I love ‘em al. But I want you.”

“You make my day, lover,” she smiled.

But when they walked into the dining room Jimmy’s world fell apart.

“Have a seat, girls. Let’s do grace.”

Aunt Helen said a long prayer, mentioning everybody and asking for love for all. Then she reached Jimmy. “Thank you for blessing with this male. He has proved to be quite feminine in his heart.” And that was all. But then she lowered the boom.

“Jimmy,” Aunt Helen said, “I understand you held your own against Janice this morning.”

“I did okay,” Jimmy glanced around, suddenly a bit nervous.

“Janice says you whupped her fair and square.”

“Oh.”

Janice grinned at him and gave him a thumbs up.

“Now, it has come to my attention that these sex starved vixens have been planning to jump your bone.”

Jimmy froze, he suddenly felt like he was outside his body.

“Now, this here farm is not a baby factory. We don’t mind the young ‘uns, of course, but if you think you’re going to get your rocks off with my girls, and we’re going to risk a baby in our little paradise, you’re a bit mistaken. So I’m going to give you a choice.”

Jimmy’s mouth was slightly open as he stared at her.

“You can go home, or wear this.” She tossed a tube shaped like a cock, with a ring attached to it, onto the table.

The girls booed.

“Shut,” Aunt Helen snapped.

Instant quiet.

“So what’ll you do? What do you choose.”

Jimmy stared at the chastity device. he looked at Sally. She sighed and gave him a sad look.

He could go home, and never see any of these wonderful women again, or he could render himself unable to lose his virginity.

And he was so embarrassed…

He reached across the table and picked up the chastity tube. “I guess I’ve still got a lot to learn.”

The girls all sighed, like the air was let out of each and every one of them.

Jimmy excused himself, went into the other room and figured out how to put the thing on. He returned, dropped his drawers briefly so they could all see, and then sat down.

He had been about to lose his cherry to one of the most beautiful women he had ever seen, and now…he wanted to sob with frustration.

Jimmy still had six weeks to go, and he threw himself into the work outs.

The girls took him aside whenever they could. They commiserated, and wished, and kissed him, and felt his caged cock.

As the weeks passed he learned more and more. He could beat most of the girls, but not all, and not all the time.

He could milk the cows with nails on, catch the chickens with high heels on, and his face became harder and harder to hit. Heck, he even began to enjoy the feel of putting on make up in the morning.

His punches, and his ability to take a punch, grew and grew. Throw enough hay bales and muscles did, indeed, become dense and stringy.

His speed picked up, and he grew in ability.

He also grew in horniness.

Finally, he could stand it no more. He went to see Aunt Helen.

“Aunt Helen, I need relief. I feel like my balls are going to explode. This is torture. Can you let me out or an hour so I can…so I can…masturbate?” His face was redder than a sunburned chery.

Aunt Helen chuckled. “Nope. You’re in training. All those juices you’re trying to get rid of, they need to be channeled. You can’t just go out and spend your energy.”

“But I’m desperate.”

“Well, there is one thing we can do to relieve the pressure.”

“Anything!”

“Okay. We can do it tonight. But if I’m going to do this I need all the girls to watch.”

Jimmy had visions of himself squirting like a firehose, but to let the girls watch? That was…crazy!

But Aunt Helen said she wouldn’t do it, whatever it was, unless he agreed. “This is something every girl needs to know how to do. So by agreeing you’ll be helping out all these young ladies.”

He agreed.

That night, at nine o’clock, everybody gathered in the house. Aunt Sally pulled all the curtains, lit some candles, and the place took on a cozy feel. The girls were a bit puzzled, none of them knew what was going to happen, but they sat around and waited.

“Girls,” said Aunt Helen, “There’s something you need to learn. Jimmy has volunteered to help. Jimmy, up on the table.

Jimmy got up on the table on all fours. He was on a thick blanket, and he was naked.

“Sometimes you have to deny a man, make him wear a chastity tube like Jimmy’s. When that happens you can’t just ignore him. A man has needs, and you must make sure his pipes are in working order.”

She moved up next to Jimmy. She put a pan under his caged cock and snapped a glove on her hand.

She began to smooth lubricant into his asshole.

Jimmy tensed, then relaxed. The lube was cool and Aunt Sally’s fingers felt good.

“So you insert a finger or two into his ass, like this.” She pushed her fingers into Jimmy’s rectum and he gasped.

“Then you hook your fingers down, pointing at his manhood, and you feel for a little walnut shaped bump.”

She moved her fingers and Jimmy grunted. Man, it felt good. It was warm and electric and wonderful all at the same time.

“That bump is his prostate. When you massage the prostate it pushes semen up his shaft.”

Jimmy groaned.

“Jenny, you want to kiss Jimmy for a while? Help him relax? The rest of you girls, come take a look. If you feel like it, put on a glove and I’ll let you feel his prostate.”

Jimmy knelt, and finger after finger went up his heinie, felt his prostate. He began to feel like he was going to pee.

“Stroke his balls like this and it’ll help. Nancy, take over the kissing. You’re doing good, Jimmy.”

“I’m going to pee,” he blurted.

“That’s okay. We’ve got a pan down here. We’ll catch your pee.

Jimmy began to pee. Fingers pushed on his prostrate. Soft lips helped him along.

Jimmy heard the pee hit the pan, but it sounded a little weird. And he felt like the pee was coming out in a long string with little chunks.

“That’s boy. Almost done. There we go.”

Finally, all fingers were removed from his ass and he sagged.

“He’s going to feel a bit lethargic, very happy and loosy goosy. You girls want to take him back to the bunkhouse and put him to bed?”

Minutes later, escorted by a half a dozen beautiful women, Jimmy was put into his own bunk. Shortly he was asleep. And his dreams were most happy.


EPILOGUE

“You’re just going to get your ass handed to you.” Fred said to Jimmy. “You haven’t worked out all summer, and you want to go after Rex Benfield? Do you know how hard he’s been training? The guy’s an animal!”

“Got to jump back in the game sometime,” murmured Jimmy, hitting his gloves together.

On the other side of the ring Rex glanced over. His smiled was twisted in delight. He was going to do a beat down this twerp would never forget.

“Look, Jimmy. You don’t have to do this. He’s bigger, he’s stronger.”

“Hey, Pop?”

Fred looked at his son.

“Shut.”

Fred blinked.

DONG!

Jimmy turned and advanced to the center of the ring.

Rex sauntered like he knew he was going to win. The dozen people all outside the ring knew he was going to win, too.

They touched gloves, and Rex sailed in a haymaker that would have taken Jimmy’s head off. But Jimmy had chased chickens while wearing high heels. He darted to the side.

Rex stomped after him, whistled one right towards Jimmy’s face.

But Jimmy had learned to protect his make up, and he slipped the punch and circled to the side. He was waiting.

It took three or four go arounds before Rex did it, but just like a girl in a barn some months before, he pulled a foot back, shot the other one forward, and…Jimmy moved left instead of right, and he sank his hay bale muscled fist into Rex’s side. It was a brutal shot, delivered with all of Jimmy’s weight. Rex crumbled to all fours. He couldn’t breath. He gasped. He expected Jimmy to drop a bomb on him, but when he looked up Jimmy just had his hand out.

Rex slapped his hand away and got up. He was wobbly, but he was game. Just because he dished it out didn’t mean he couldn’t take it.

He circled Jimmy, and Jimmy, full of confidence, merely stepped, rocked back and forth, and timed the bigger man.

Rex delivered a series of jabs and followed it with a right uppercut.

Jimmy slapped and slipped, and rolled away from the uppercut. When Rex came around to deliver his punch Jimmy stopped him with a jab to the face, a kick to the belly, and then, all his weight, all his hay bale muscles, right from the ground, he launched a MOAP. Mother Of All Punches.

Rex was out before he hit the ground, and he stayed out.

Jimmy returned to his corner. Fred was standing there with an open mouth.

“I’m not interested in training anymore, Pop.” In his mind he was very interested. But not here. He wanted to train at Aunt Helen’s farm.

Fred shook his head and watched his son walk out of the gym.

Jimmy walked into the house. “Hey, Mom.”

“How’d you do?”

“Pretty good. I told Pop I wasn’t interested in training any more.”

“How’d he take it?”

“Probably not well. But…” he shrugged.

“I got a letter from Aunt Helen today.”

Jimmy turned and smiled. “How is she?”

“She’s fine, and…she told me about…about that thing you’re wearing.”

“Oh?”

“And she sent me the key.”

“Now you better follow her instructions. Just like you told me. Do whatever Aunt Helen wants.”

Jimmy’s mother smiled and nodded. “I will. She, uh, she also told me about this draining thing you need once a month.”

“Are you okay with that?”

“I think so.”

“Thanks, Mom. You’re the greatest.”

He kissed his mother’s cheek and went upstairs to his room.

END




[image: image4.jpeg]

Sissy Ride: The Book!

A giant saga of feminization!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


She Feminized Her Own Son!

Petticoat punishment leads to well behaved child!

Grace Mansfield


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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Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.

The Feminization Games


He was Feminized

for his Grandmother!

It was only forced feminization

until he learned to love it!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“You’re going to inherit a hundred million dollars.”

Todd was standing in the front room facing his mother. His mouth opened, his eyes fluttered, and he fell backwards to sit on the couch.

“A hundred million dollars.”

Martha Ash was sitting calmly, watching him, gauging the effect of her words.

“I don’t understand.”

“My mother, your grandmother, has a hundred million dollars, and she wants to leave it to you.”

“A hundred million…” His eyes were glassy and his mind was thinking about all the video games he could buy. He could spend the rest of his life playing games. No bills to worry about, nobody could bug him. His arm muscles tensed just thinking of all the joysticks he could work.

Martha gauged her son’s response. He was stunned, yes, but…she frowned.

Truth, Todd was a lightweight. A snowflake. All he wanted to do was play video games with his friends and sound like Beavis and Butthead. He was a slender boy just out of high school with no plans. He had no girlfriends, he slept late and played games till the wee hours.

“Why me?” he blurted, his mind started to function.

Martha explained, “If she leaves it to me the government will get it. But if she sets up a trust she can leave it to you and you’ll actually keep most of it. She’s assuming, I presume,” her voice was drier than a cactus, “That you will see to my welfare.”

“Well, of course!” And he thought, I’ll give her an allowance, just like she gave me. So small she has to beg….like me!

“But…” Martha eyed him, “there is a problem.”

“What kind of a problem?” Todd looked at his mother suspiciously. Just like her to give him something, then take it away.

“Mother always wanted another daughter.”

“Another? But what’s wrong with you?”

“Another reason she doesn’t really wish to leave anything to me. I was the bad seed. I talked back. I ran away from home. I did what I wanted to do. That was abhorrent to her.”

Todd frowned. “So she wants a daughter that does what she wants. So what?”

“So she wants you to be that daughter.”

Todd’s mouth dropped so far open his tonsils waggled. “What?” he squeaked.

Martha was drinking a beer. She considered her son sourly. She knew he was weak, but so what? He had to get that money, and he had to give her most of it. She would give him an allowance, of course. Not a big one, he might have to beg money from her, but…that was a son’s duty. Give his mother money. Support his mother.

“So I have decided that you will be the daughter that Mother wants.”

Todd shook his head. Sure, he wanted a hundred million dollars, but not if he had to kiss somebody’s patootie to get it. A guy had principles, you know. “I’m not somebody daughter. I’m not a girl!”

“You will be,” Martha stated, giving him a gimlet eye.

“No, I won’t.”

“Yes, you will!”

Todd stood up and glared at his mother. “This is some weird trick of yours!”

Martha stood up and faced her son. She was five foot ten. In her misspent youth she had used drugs, but once she had gotten pregnant and given birth all of that went away. She dedicated herself to living right. She had become a Cross Fit trainer. She did parkour. She studied the martial arts and had become a cop.

Todd was only five foot four. He ate Weakies (Wheaties) for breakfast, with Coke instead of milk. His arms  resembled noodles and he couldn’t do a squat if his life depended on it. He lived on soda and chips and never left the couch. He had no plans and, as stated, he just wanted to play video games.

Martha said, “I’ve let you have your head all this time because I’ve been busy, because when I was young I was like you, but now I see the error of my ways. I see that you need a strong hand and discipline. You need to learn to follow instructions. So I’m giving you some instructions right now: you will be a girl.”

Todd huffed up his skinny chest and sneered. “You and what army, bitch!”

Martha eyes narrowed and she lifted her right hand. “This army.”

Todd started to walk past her. “What? You must be fucked up if you think…”

Martha grabbed his left arm, her fingers circling his upper arm easily. She spun him around and sat down, pulling him across her lap.

“This is the end of the free ride,” she said, pulled his pants down.

Todd struggled, tried to get free, but she was too strong.

“This is the start of your discipline!” She pulled his BVDs down. His cock flopped out and fell between her legs. She felt it, knew what it was, and clamped her thighs closed. He was firmly caught; he couldn’t get out unless he ripped his cock off!

Martha’s right hand descended. It was not a lady’s gentle hand, it was a weight lifter’s hand, it was used to grabbing the tops of fences so she could vault over and run the race faster than the guy next to her. It was powered by Popeye forearms and biceps that could curl a hundred pounds.

SMACK!

“OWWWWW!”

“You will do what I say!”

SMACK!

“STOP!”

“If I say you will wear dresses and nail polish…”

SMACK!

“OW!” Tears were coming out of his soft eyes.

“Then you will do so!”

SMACK!

“LEAVE ME ALONE!”

“Do you understand me?”

“I’m calling the cops!”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“I am a cop!”

When she was done Todd was sobbing. His long hair was in his face and his legs were kicking, but the worst thing was that he was having a reaction. His penis was hard between her legs, and this seemed like a grotesque betrayal.

How dare you. you…weenie!

She stood up and he flew off her lap. He would have fallen except that she held his arm up. She held his arm up and dragged him upstairs to her room. She pushed him on the bed and said, “I bought you clothes so you can learn. In a couple of weeks, when I think you have learned enough to be a dutiful and loving daughter, then I will send you to Mother’s and she will love her new granddaughter.”

There were several bags on the bed on the pillows. She reached into one and tossed him a pair of panties.

“What is this!” he cried.

“Put them on.”

“I don’t want to!”

“Would you like to see what this army has to say about it?” She held up her left hand.

Sniffling, sobbing, feeling ten times sorry for himself, Todd reached down and pulled at his underwear. They had almost fallen off, were wrapped around one leg.

The underwear came loose and he dropped them on the floor. He looked at the panties. They were pink, just a string of material in the rear, a little pouch on the front.

“I bought those special for you, dear.” She stood over him with crossed arms. She was looking at his still stiff cock. It wasn’t a very big penis. Just five inches long, if that. And his balls were about half the size of normal men’s balls.

He pulled the panties up tight and his dick and balls fit into the pouch.

She threw him a bra.

He stared at it in horror. “You’ve got to be kidding!”

“Put it on. Here are the breast forms. I’m sure Mother will want you to have implants, so get used to having breasts.”

Aghast, now trembling with shock, Todd figured out how to put the bra on, then slid the breast forms into the cups. With his slender body his tits looked enormous. They even had big nipples on them!

Martha nodded. “Very good. I should have done this a long time ago. Your body is slender, like a girl’s. You needed boobs. Put this on.”

She tossed him a blouse.

He buttoned it up and protested, “The buttons are backwards!”

“Girls shirts have buttons on the other side. Here’s your skirt.”

He looked at the dress. Oddly, it was a dress with two legs.

“It’s actually a culotte. I figured that would look better on you for the time being.”

“Mom, I really don’t want to do this!” His lip was trembling and more tears flowed down his cheeks.

“Yeah. And you really don’t want a hundred million dollars.”

“I don’t! Not if I have to look like this!”

She growled, “Put the culotte on. Here are your shoes.”

The shoes were three inch, cork mules.

Sniffling, he pulled the culotte up. Then he put his feet into the sandals. “Where’s the shoelaces?”

“Mules are like high heeled zories. It will help you learn to walk like a young girl.”

He stood in the sandals and stared at his feet. He had to bend over a bit, which pooched his butt out, to see over his big breasts.

His feet needed washing and his toes were ugly. His toenails needed trimming and…they were ugly.

Fine with him. Maybe his mother would realize how stupid this was. But she didn’t.

“We’ll get rid of your body hair tomorrow, and we’ll paint your nails. Heck, you’ll paint your nails. You need to learn how to be a pretty girl.”

“Mom…”

She ignored the tears dribbling down his cheeks.

“Now then, sit on my vanity and we’ll work on your hair.”

Todd, like many young gamers, wore his hair long. It was as long as a girl’s, but it was scraggly and unkempt.

Martha stood behind him and brushed at the locks. “What a tangle!” she exclaimed. “One more thing for tomorrow. We need to shampoo and condition your hair. Maybe give you some highlights. How would you like some light streaks in your bangs?”

“Bangs?”

She explained how hair was combed down in front and trimmed over the eyes.

As she talked he stared at the mirror on her vanity. Precisely, he stared at himself. He watched as she brushed, trimmed, and shaped.

When she was done his hair hung down to his neck and looked exactly like a girl’s.

“Mom…this is child abuse.”

“You can run away any time you want. But before you do…what would you like to do with your share of a hundred million dollars?”

He didn’t want to talk, but she kept pestering him, and finally he blurted. “I’d buy a super computer and load it with every game in the world!”

Surprisingly, she just nodded. She didn’t nag him, like she did when he pulled an all nighter on the video games and didn’t do his chores, she just nodded and said, “That sounds wonderful.”

His eyes squinted and he watched her carefully. He felt like he was Little Red Riding hood and he had just walked into grannies house.

Except that he didn’t like that analogy. Little Red Riding Hood was a girl.

“Do you still have an erection?”

He struggled to control his eyes.

She smiled. “I thought so. You’re one of those boys. No girlfriends. That will make this all easier.”

“What easier?”

She came around to the front of him and began curling his eyelashes and running eyeliner around his eyes. It made his eyes soft and even innocent.

“We really should have done this before,” said Martha, ignoring his question. Underneath the dirt and grime is a gentle soul. Now let’s practice walking and talking like a girl.”

The next week was terribly difficult for Todd.

On Monday, he got up and put on all his boy clothes. He walked down stairs defiantly.

Martha looked up from the breakfast table. Her eyes narrowed. “So you want to go that way, eh?”

“I’m not a girl!”

“You are definitely a girl, at least until you have inherited a hundred million dollars.”

“I don’t want a hundred million dollars!”

“Yes, you do!” Martha came out of her chair like a pit bull going to dinner. She tackled Todd around the waist and he fell over backwards.

Martha sat on him and started ripping clothes off.

Todd tried to fight, but she slapped his hands away and pulled on his shirt until the buttons all came off.

He tried to hit her and she grabbed his nipple and twisted it until he howled.

He tried to crawl away but she grabbed his pants and let him crawl out of them, then she ripped his tighty whiteys off.

“Stop it!” he yelled, suddenly embarrassed. Once again he had been revealed as having a boner.

Martha laughed and chased him up the stairs. “You say you don’t want to be a girl, but look at that sausage!”

Todd ran into his room and closed the door.

Martha hit the door like a fullback. The door blew open and Todd was tossed across the room.

“You can’t do this!”

“Sit on the bed and shut!”

He had no choice. He sat on the bed and sulked.

Martha stood over him, fists on her hips, actually breathing hard, and said, “What is wrong with you? It’s a hundred million dollars!”

“And when do I get it?”

“Your Grandmother is 85 years old. It could be any day now.”

“And it could be in twenty years.”

“So what? It’s a hundred million dollars.”

“But I can’t live like a man! I won’t be able to get girlfriends—“

“You don’t have any now.”

“I won’t be able to do things like a man!”

“And what manly things have you been doing lately?”

“Mom! You just don’t understand!”

He slumped and sobbed, and for a bare moment, maybe half the time it takes for an electron to circle an atom, Martha felt sorry. Then she gathered up all his male clothes and walked out of the room. As she left she tossed over her shoulder, “Okay. You don’t have to dress like a girl.”

He jumped up and ran after her. Naked, his erection plain to see. “Where are you going with my clothes?”

She ignored his question and continued down the stairs.

“Hey! Hey!”

She walked into the living room and tossed his clothes, underwear and shoes and everything, into the fireplace.

“Those are my clothes!”

She picked up a little tin can of lighter fluid off the mantle and squirted the liquid over his clothes.

He tried to get past her, but she just pushed him back. She threw a match into the fireplace and…WHOOSH! His clothes went up like fireworks on the fourth.

That was the moment he broke.

He had no clothes. He wouldn’t be able to leave the house. She was stronger and more aggressive than him. He stood in front of the roaring flames, felt the heat on his naked body, and his shoulders slumped.

Martha was waiting for this. As a former police officer she had seen enough perps give up. She stood back and folded her arms and smiled in victory.

Martha spent that day working on Todd. She slathered him with Nair and made him wait until he felt like a sun burn, then she pushed him into the shower.

She made him shampoo and condition his hair until it was quite clean.

He came out of the shower and she toweled him off.

Still he had that erection, and she wondered about that. Perhaps the physical wrestling around had excited him. And being forced to be naked in front of her might have something to do with it. But…she was putting him in girl clothes. Seemed like that was what was really causing his excitation.

Still, she was a good mother, and she loved him even if he did have a physical reaction.

Once he was out of the shower she handed him panties and bra.

Moving a bit lethargically, feeling a bit of shame, he pulled his panties up over his boner, put on his bra and breast forms.

He stood, looking quite pretty, his hair looked so nice and his body really was feminine.

“Okay, time to do your nails.”

He looked like he was going to object, but he didn’t. He just sat and stared as she prepped his nails.

“Not those!” he whispered as she glued long ovals onto his real nails.

She smiled, patted his cheek, and painted his nails a beautiful red.

When his nails were dry she rolled stockings up his legs and frowned.

His penis seemed to be getting harder, not softer.

“We’re going to have to do something about that.” She pointed at his groin with her chin.

“What? You want me to go jack off now?”

Without thinking she said, “Most boys would like to masturbate.”

He made a sound. He didn’t want to masturbate. He wanted to put on real clothes and play video games.

She handed him a real dress.

He stared at it, and she urged him into it.

“Come on, honey, you’ll like it once you get used to it.”

He put on the dress. It was a thin, beige material with two layers, one to his knees and one to the floor. The top had a panel that you could see through, and two thin straps. His skinny arms were completely visible. It had little fringes here and there and really was quite cute.

He stood and looked at it, and his erection poked the dress out.

Martha sighed. “I’ll get you something for that.”

“What? Gonna give me anti-viagra? You’re going to make me limp now?”

“Todd,” she asked in a low tone of voice. “If there’s anything you want to tell me, about your sexual, uh, leanings…anything…
He stared at her aghast, and his jaw dropped.

“This does not excite me!”

Yet the small but profound boner bulge in his dress made that a lie.

Martha handed him his mules. “Put these on.”

Todd slipped his feet into the cork heels and stood awkwardly. He wasn’t athletically inclined, anyway, and he looked like Goofy on roller skates. Every step he took his arms flailed and he struggled not to fall.

“Can’t I wear shoes with straps that will keep them on my feet?”

“It’s okay, honey. You’ll learn. Now sit down right here.” She put him at her vanity table again.

But he was overloaded now. “What?”

“We need to put some color in your cheeks.”

“Are you saying…make up?”

She blinked, a little surprised at his sudden resistance. “Every little girl needs a bit of make up.”

He tried to stand up, but she pushed his shoulders down and kept him in the chair.

She came around to the front and inspected him. He was very feminine looking. Yes, he needed real boobs instead of falsies, but his face actually looked soft and vulnerable under his soft and wavy hair. His body was slender and…and even sexy.

She knelt in front of him. “Honey, we have to do this. So what’s the big deal?”

He couldn’t verbalize. He was just too stunned. Make up was the ultimate girl thing. He just couldn’t!

He shook his head frantically.

Martha knew she was going to have to take this slower, talk him into it one bit of make up at a time. “Okay. You have a choice. I can wrestle you down, maybe even slap you around a bit, and you will wear make up. But if you let me just put a pale pink lipstick on your lips…almost the same color as your lips….

He stared at her, a frightened rabbit, and reason slowly percolated through his cranium.

Just a little bit.

“It’ll be like chapstick. You didn’t mind when I put that cherry chapstick on your lips that time we went to the beach, did you?”

He thought, the taste of cherry on his lips. His head jerked up and down.

“Excellent, honey. Here we go.”

She put her fingers on his cheeks and squeezed gently. His lips puckered out perfectly.

She frowned. He had good lips, but…maybe…she put the lipstick down and picked up an applicator.

“What’s that?”

“Just something to help your lips relax.”

He blinked. That made no sense.

She coated his lips.

“It will sting for a couple of minutes, then your lips will feel better. A lot better.”

His eyes went wide as his flesh felt the burn. After a minute the stinging sensation went away. His lips were noticeably fatter, and Martha smiled and painted his lips a nice pink color.

To her it was a pale pink.

To him it was like his lips were a neon sign.

He clapped his hands over his mouth.

She pulled his hand away. “Don’t mess your make up, honey.”

He sat there and tears started leaking out of his eyes again.

Martha knew she had pushed him over the edge, and she knew he had to relax.

“Would you like to go play video games for a while?”

He nodded and wiped his eyes.

“Very well. Why don’t you go down to the basement and play your games on the big screen.”

This was a big deal and Todd’s eyes opened a bit. He usually had to play on the crappy, little computer screen.

“Really?”

“Of course, honey. If you work with me then I’ll work with you. I’ll even bring you down a snack.”

Todd stood up and took a step, and almost fell. He looked down at his mules.

Martha sighed. “Okay, you may carry them downstairs, but you have to wear them while playing, and you must wear them when you come back upstairs.

With his first half hearted smile in a day, Todd took the mules in hand and dashed from the room.

Martha walked slowly from the room and headed for the computer room. She actually had an ulterior motive for letting Todd use the big screen for his gaming. She needed to get on the net and find a solution for his chest and his boner bulge.

The boner bump simply had to go it he was ever going to look like a real girl.

And his tits, while okay for normal clothes, were obvious as fakes in his pretty, little dress.

Downstairs, uncomfortable in his new dress, Todd sat on the couch. He put his feet in the mules, like he had promised his mother, and synched the computer with the big screen. The screen was 72 inches. Man! Life -sized sniping coming up!

Upstairs, Martha turned on the working computer and began searching. She typed in ‘How do you get rid of boner bump in a dress.’

She actually had no idea what search terms to use and typed in her request almost as a joke, definitely as a whim. She was stunned when Quora came up with over 20 answers. And below Quora were five pages of advice on how to hide an erection.

With a smile, she delved into the material.

A couple of hours later, solutions at hand and items ordered, Martha brought a platter of chips and dip down to Todd.

He was totally engrossed in shooting people and the screen was a pastiche of little red explosions as his digital bullets entered digital soldiers and criminals and—she blinked—innocent civilians and police!

She wondered if it was really healthy being a boy with all this violence.

Still, she had her own agenda, and she placed the chips and dip in front of him and smiled.

He moved his head to the side to see around her. His eyes were glazed and he had bit his lip enough so that his lipstick was half gone.

Fortunately, she was prepared, and she quickly painted his lips. As long as she didn’t block his view of the screen and his dying victims, he let her.

She straightened up and said, “Try not to bite your lips.”

“Unh,” he grunted, stuffing a grenade into the pants of a business man.

Martha retreated.

The dip she had prepared was very special. It was loaded with soy and tofu, both foods packed with isoflavones that imitated oestrogen. She had also added fennel seeds and a few other items.

She didn’t know if she could enhance his breasts this way, but it was a start. She simply had to do something about his boobs. She so didn’t want them to look fake.

She headed upstairs to do some more research. Halfway up the stairs she was unconsciously humming a little ditty: “A hundred million dollars. A hundred million dollars…”

When Martha’s mother had told her she wanted Todd to visit Martha had put her off. Then she had received word from Jimmy, her brother, that Mother wanted another daughter, and he had inadvertently let slip the fact that Gwen was looking for an heir.

So Martha had put her mother off for two weeks. Two weeks was plenty of time to transition her son, right?

And it was.

Of course it was difficult, too. There were so many little things to be taken care of to make a proper girl out of a boy.

The first week Martha worked on Todd’s clothes and getting him to wear make up.

It was difficult because Todd didn’t seem to care about a hundred million dollars. He just wanted to play video games.

But when Martha realized that she could use Todd’s obsession with video games as a carrot, everything got simpler.

By mid week she had gotten him a complete wardrobe, including underwear and nightgowns. She loved seeing him prance around the house.

By the end of the week she had convinced him to wear make up.

Again, she loved seeing him sitting at her table and putting his face on. He was positively adorable as he cleaned his face, prepared it, and added delicate colors. And when he rolled on his bright red lipstick Martha had almost had an orgasm.

Funny. Make up was old hat to her. But seeing her son put it on…that was downright exciting. She was glad she didn’t have a dick because she would have had a bad case of her own boner bump!

But the most exciting thing happened on Saturday. Saturday was when the chastity tube arrived.

“Todd?” Martha came down the stairs and was holding a small bag.

Todd, wearing a purple dress, short with a big bow on the side of a wide black belt, didn’t look up at her. He had just earned a bazooka and he was going down town with it. On the big screen TV people were terrorized and running from him. He moved the cross hairs around. Take out the police station? Shoot that tank? Hit that big ass twerker in the rump? He grinned. So many choices, so little time.

The screen went blank.

“What!” he looked up in shock. His mother was standing to the side, one finger on the power strip. She had just shut him down.

“I have something for you, Todd. After you put it on you can go back to your video games.”

“But…but…” But the truth was that Todd wasn’t resisting. As long as he got to play video games, it was sort of cool to prance around in a dress like a girl. It was actually giving him a king-size boner! “What?”

And, for the first time in his somewhat adult life Todd’s curiosity overcame his desire to blow up, shoot and stab people.

It was a close thing, he still wanted to shoot the big assed babe in the butt with a rocket launcher, but…but what had his mother gotten him now?

She took a little box out of the small bag and waggled it. “Something to cure your boner bump.”

Todd blinked. Man, his mother was sure obsessed on him getting boners while he was wearing a dress, but…he wondered what she had.

“What is it?”

“It’s your very own, first and official…” she opened the box and lifted a tube out. “chastity tube!”

Todd stared at the tube and the rings and the padlock. He had mixed feelings about locking up his cock.

Still, his mother hadn’t led him wrong, yet. The underwear was cool, the dresses were easy to lounge around in and gave him a sort of freedom, and he didn’t masturbate that often. And he certainly didn’t use his dick on girls. With all the video games he had to play he had no time for girls.

“Do I have to?” Yet he was curious.

“Absolutely.”

He sighed, looked at the big screen TV. “Can I play videos all afternoon.”

“Not a problem. Once you have your peeny under control…you can play all you want!”

Martha was actually quite curious. After all, people on the Internet said locking a cock up was quite exciting. Of course, she didn’t have a penis, but she was interested to see what effect the chastity tube would have on Todd.

By now Todd wasn’t embarrassed about his body. His mother had helped him get undressed, she kept talking about his cock, and…he sat up and pulled up his dress and pulled down his panties.

His cock, unfortunately, wasn’t too accommodating. It seemed to get even stiffer.

He could get the ring around his package, but the rube just didn’t want to go on. Even though he wasn’t big, when he was hard he could barely get the tube over the head of his cock.

“Sorry, mom.” And it looked like he really was sorry.

“Well, I hate to encourage perversion…but it looks like you’re going to have to masturbate.”

He looked down at his weenie. He hadn’t jacked off much, he just wasn’t into his cock. But if he had to he had to.

He began stroking himself and his mother watched avidly.

Then he noticed her and said, “Maybe I can do it better alone.”

In his mind he was wondering if maybe he should ask her to help.

“Oh, sorry, honey.” She mounted the steps and left him to his pleasures.

Todd stroked for a few minutes, but it just wasn’t going anywhere. Sighing in disgust, he was just sitting there, and he noticed one of the  glossy boxes that video games came in. He grinned, there was a picture of a girl on the cover.

He pulled up the video game, and when he chose his character…he chose a girl.

She had big, digital tits. A massive electronic ass. Lips that made Angelina Jolie’s look like pimples.

He started playing the video game with one hand on one joystick, and the other hand on the other joystick.

It was a game of golf, of all things, but by the time Todd reached the third hole his balls started to sing.

“Oh….yeah,” he grunted.

The girl with the ass and the tits and the lips swung, the ball sailed five hundred yards, plunked into the cup, and Todd arched his back and groaned. He felt the semen shoot up his shaft. He sprayed it all over the big screen TV, and sagged.

And his cock was now limp. It being rather smaller than small when limp, he tucked it into the chastity tube with no trouble. Click. He grinned, then looked at the big screen. The big assed, big titted, fat-lipped girl was in the middle of jumping up to celebrate, and a big glob of semen covered her whole face.


PART TWO

The last thing Martha said, before she put Todd on the plane, was “Make sure you take your pills.”

He looked at the vial in his hands. There was a big HRT on the label, but he had no clue what that was.

He looked up at his mother, “I still don’t understand what condition I have.”

“Gender Dysphoria,” she answered.

But he didn’t know what that was, either.

They were standing in the airport near the boarding gate and Todd was full en femme. He was wearing dull orange slacks and a sleeveless pull over. His breasts were looking pretty big on his thin body, but he didn’t care. His mother had given him permission to play video games on the plane, and wasn’t that what life was about?

So he boarded the plane, looking dainty and cute, and sat next to an old lady who kept looking at the screen of his laptop and watching him blow planes out of the air. 10 points if you blew up the plane with your shoes, 50 points if you used an RPG, and 100 points if you took it down with a laser light.

The old lady looked a little green by the time the flight was over, but she didn’t say anything to the pretty, little girl traveling to see her grandmother.

A limo was waiting at the airport, and a man in a grey uniform held up a sign, ‘TODD,’ at the exit gate.

The limo driver seemed a bit surprised when Todd identified himself, but he recovered and carried Todd’s bag out to the limousine.

Todd sat in the backseat and gazed out the window as the limo cruised through town and out to the country.

The limo pulled through a pair of staunch iron gates hinged to a massive stone wall. The wall stretched out to the sides and disappeared into the woods.

The drive from the gate wound around a low hill, into a valley, and then up a hill. The limo driver followed the road and ended up in front of a monster mansion. It was four stories tall, had a half a dozen chimneys, and a ton of pitched roofs and gables.

Todd got out of the car and stared at the huge edifice. Bricks and arborvitae. Tall windows sided by green shutters.

The limo driver, suitcases under arms, lead the way up the steps into the house.

“Your grandson, ma’am,” the limo driver announced to the old lady in the large living room. “I’ll put his luggage away.”

Todd stood at one end of a large room. Two couches faced each other over a rug held down by a coffee table. There were stand up lamps around the room, four big windows on one wall, a stairway that led upwards, desks, books shelves and a large chandelier.

But with all the furniture the room was so large it still looked a little under furnished.

“Todd!” Grandmother Gwen rose up from a Queen Ann chair where she had been doing needlepoint and crossed the room to where Todd stood.

At first she moved quickly, very spry for an old lady, then she slowed down, adjusted her glasses on her nose, and stared.

“But you’re a girl!”

“Hi, uh…Grandma.”

“Are you Todd?”

“I am.” he was nervous now. Something was wrong.

“But why are you dressed like a girl?”

“Uh…” what the fuck?

“Are you one of those people that identify with the opposite sex?”

“I…uh…”

“Well, no matter.” Grandma’s gait turned brisk again and she gave Todd a big hug. “I’ve worked for political parties for years, so that is fine with me.”

She kept her arm around Todd’s waist and walked him to a couch. “Have a seat, dear, and let’s talk.”

Todd sat for an hour, his back straight, his legs together, exactly the way Martha had schooled him, and talked with his grandmother.

She seemed a little confused, asked him what his favorite subject was in school, asked him if he did sports, and so on.

For his part, he was a little confused, too. He had never met her before, had nothing in common, and didn’t know what to say to her.

After an hour, however, the back door banged and Grandma said, “That must Lucy.” And she called out, “Lucy, dear! We’re in the living room.”

A moment later a slinky girl with purple hair and rings on all her fingers and tattoos showing on her neck entered the room. Her face was a bit pinched and her eyes a bit squinty.

“Lucy, this is Todd, your first cousin.”

Lucy blinked, but made it look natural, as if she wasn’t surprised by a girl with a guy’s name. “Hey,” she said.

“Todd, this is Lucy.”

Todd’s eyes narrowed a bit. His Uncle’s daughter, which meant she was his competition for a hundred million dollars. Well, she didn’t look much like a girl. She looked more like one of his gaming buddys with her tight black pants and the black sweat shirt that showed she didn’t have any tits at all.

“Hey,” he said.

“Now, children, it’s time for my afternoon nap. If you could go play I’ll see you for dinner.”

“Sure, Grandma,” said Lucy.

“Why don’t you show Todd his room?”

The elder lady smiled and got up. She was pretty spry for an old lady who her offspring wished would die.

Lucy took Todd to a room on the fourth floor.

“She puts us up here because she thinks kids like the view.”

Todd put his computer, which he had kept with himself, onto the bed and stared out the window.

It was a a great view, if you were into such things. He turned around and, “Hey! Hands off the merchandise.”

Lucy was opening his computer and she stared at him. This was the first time she had really heard his voice and her eyes widened. “You aren’t a girl!”

“No shit, Sherlock.”

Todd took possession of his laptop, sat on the bed against the wall and powered up.

“Why are you dressed up like a girl?”

Todd didn’t say anything. He wasn’t about to admit that his mother wanted a hundred million dollars.

Lucy waited, but when there was no response she asked “What do you do on the computer?”

“Games.”

“Really?”

She plopped onto his bed without being asked and watched him open up a shooter game. In a second they were watching as Todd began shooting innocent victims. Then she ran to her room and got her own computer. A minute later they were shooting each other.

Life at Grandma Gwen’s mansion was fun.

She called in a tutor, and that was a lot more fun than sitting in class and picking your nose.

They were allowed to play games whenever they wanted to, and the fridge was kept stocked with Coke and other soft drinks.

The only thing that was boring was when they had to sit down and eat dinner. Grandma didn’t care about breakfast and lunch, but she was a bug on everybody being on time and even presentable for dinner.

Still, it wasn’t bad. Except that she wanted to talk about old stuff, and she kept asking their opinions on currents events, and then there was the night she asked Todd if his chest was getting bigger.

He looked down at his boobs, and realized they were. “Wow,” he said.

The conversation sort of dwindled after that, Gwen realized that perhaps she shouldn’t be asking about such stuff, especially if the boy was transitioning. But when Lucy and Todd headed upstairs the real conversation started.

“Are you growing tits?”

“I don’t know. I guess so.”

“Lemme see!”

Todd stared at his chest a for a moment, then shrugged. He took off his dress and Lucy’s jaw dropped.

“What the fuck is that?”

“It’s called a chastity tube.”

“But what is it doing on your dingle?”

“It stops me from getting erections. Makes it so I don’t have a boner bump in a dress.”

“You’re kidding! You can’t have an erection?”

“Nope.”

“Doesn’t that drive you crazy?”

“Why would it?

Lucy stared at him some more, then asked, “So take out those falsies so I can see your tits.”

Todd took the forms out, which was a relief because it was getting pretty crowded in his bra. Then he took off the bra.

He had boobs. No doubt about it. And they were getting big.

Todd was naive. He didn’t understand about the pills he had been taking. Lucy, however, was more curious than an investigative reporter.

She reached out and touched his nipple. Todd shivered as pleasure shot through his chest.

She reached down and grabbed his balls. “Fuck, they’re pretty small.”

She got down and stared at his penis in the chastity tube.

“And your dick isn’t even trying to get hard.”

Really?” He shifted his boobs slightly and bent over. “That’s funny. It used to get hard all the time.”

“So are you taking medicine to do this transition?”

“Transition?” He sort of knew the word, but not really. “I don’t know. I’m taking some pills my mother gave me.

“Where are they?”

“On the sink in my bathroom.”

Lucy went in and looked at the pills and she knew what HRT meant, and she knew what such pills would do.

“Damn, dude, you this stuff is turning you into a girl.”

He said, “Yeah.”

“But don’t you care?”

“Not really. I mean, I used to. But. I don’t know.” He shrugged.

Lucy pulled her dark sweat shirt off. Her own chest was exposed.  It was flat with little golf ball sized bumps. She certainly didn’t need a bra.

“My dad wants me to be a girl, so he had me do exercises and he gave me something called testosterone.”

The two youngsters stared at each other.

“So you’re a girl trying to be a guy, and I’m a guy trying to be a girl.”

“Looks like.”

“Can I feel your tits?”

“Sure.”

Todd placed his hands on her chest. Her nipples were big. Bigger than his, and they were erect. He looked up at his cousin. “Maybe we should look on the internet?”

An hour later the two kids stopped looking at the internet and looked at each other.

“Wow,” said Lucy. “You’re going to have big knockers. How cool.”

“And you’re…you’re going to stay flat.”

“And your dick…”

“Yeah, my dick. So that’s why I’m not getting hard ons.”

“You want to stop taking the pills?”

Todd frowned. He had grown used to being a girl, even enjoyed being a girl. “I don’t know. I sort of like being all dressed up.”

“Hunh. Well, can we take off that chastity thing and look at your prick?”

“Sure. I mean, I’m not trying to get erect anymore, right?”

“Right.”

The chastity tube wasn’t an expensive one. It was made of plastic and the lock was small. The real question was getting the proper angle. Then they could cut the lock, or even the plastic.

“Does Grandma have cutting pliers?”

Neither Lucy nor Todd had seen anything that looked like tools, so they went on a hunt of the house. Floor by floor they searched for pliers, or tin snips, or even thick scissors, but they found nothing. They went out to the garage expecting to find something, but there was nothing there, either. Lucas, the limo driver must have some tools, but he stayed in the apartment over the garage and they didn’t want to mess with him.

They stood outside the garage and considered.

“No tools.”

“That’s rich people for you.”

“Yeah, they want something fixed they have somebody come in with tools. They don’t bother with fixing things themselves.”

They walked slowly back towards the house. By this time Todd actually wanted to get the tube off his cock. Not because he cared, but because he didn’t like to be stopped from doing something he wanted to do.

“Hey,” Lucy stopped.

“What?”

“Did we check the basement?”

“There’s no basement.”

But Lucy raised her hand and pointed. At ground level, below the raised floor level of the first floor, was a window.

“Holy crap!”

They walked around the house and discovered several other windows, and even a pair of doors that had been nailed shut.

“It’s got a basement, but there’s no way in.”

“Let’s check inside.”

They went through the first floor. They checked closets, pantries, everything, but there was no door to the basement.

“We’re going to have to go through one of the outer windows.

“You think Grandma’s going to mind?”

“Probably. She hid the basement, after all, so she must not want anybody to know about it.”

This was the big mystery, what did Grandma have under the house that she didn’t want anybody to know about?

“Dead bodies,” said Lucy.

“Locked up zombies,” offered Todd.

“Weapons.”

“Video games.”

They giggled.

The next day, when Grandma took her afternoon nap, they chose a window. It was behind some bushes and nobody would ever notice.

They lay on their bellies and wiped dirt off the window. They couldn’t see a thing. Lucy ran for a flashlight and shone it through the glass. There was too much reflection and too much darkness and they couldn’t see a thing.

“Well, looks like this is it.” Todd picked up a small rock and struck the glass. It broke and they looked in.

Nothing but shadows.

They cleaned the glass up, laid a couple of towels over the lip of the window and crawled in.

It was dark and dank in the basement, and the flashlight revealed stacks of crates. Many of the crates were empty, some had various things in them. Books, lamps, cooking implements, junk.

They moved slowly down the length of the basement.

“Look,” said Lucy. “There.”

On one side of the basement was a series of big, dark squares. Todd approached one. “It’s a door.”

They opened the door and looked inside. At the far end of the basement they saw a weird looking saw horse. It had a padded center plank, and platforms on the legs.

“What the fuck is that?”

“Get on it,” giggled Lucy.

Todd climbed up on it and grinned. “Do you think Grandma tied people to this and did things to them?”

“Probably. Let’s see what’s in the next room.”

The next room held a cross at the far end. It was made out of wood, and though it was dusty it looked pretty polished. There were chains at the ends of the cross.

“Wow! I think this is called a St Andrews Cross. It’s used for whipping people!”

“Really?”

When they were feeling their way out of the room Lucy’s hand hit a switch. She clicked it and yellow light filled the room.

“Holy fuck!” The walls were hung with whips and paddles, butt plugs and dildos.

They ran around the room playing ass tag with the butt plugs. After a while they headed for the next room. They turned on the lights and stared in amazement. On the floor was a V shaped saddle, and a dildo painting towards it.

“Look. You can screw yourself with this machine.”

“Or you can tie somebody up and screw them.”

Lucy looked at Todd with a twisted smile. “We’re going to have to try some of this stuff out.”

Todd considered her statement. He was a gamer, this was reality, and for the first time in his life he considered the fact that reality might be better than digital reality.

There were more rooms. Rooms with spanking machines. And cages. And all manner of devices.

And they found a pair of pliers.

“Try not to damage the chastity tube,” said Todd. “I might want to wear it again.”

Lucy mumbled agreement and snipped the padlock off.

“Wow,” said Todd, looking at his dick, free and unencumbered for the first time in months.

It was small. It had shrunk in the chastity tube, and probably because of the estrogen he had been taking. It was only two and a half inches.

Lucy held it in her hand. “Man, talk about a teeny weeny.”

“It does feel good,” said Todd.

Lucy started stroking the little thing. She couldn’t get a good grip on it, and she finally went to her knees and began sucking on it.

Todd was in heaven. He had never really gotten into playing with himself. He was too busy with video games. But with her hot mouth sucking on his cock, and even taking his balls into her mouth, he suddenly realized what he had been missing.

“Fuck! I can’t cum!” And the profound implications of sexual denial, and of what had been done to him, became obvious.

Lucy stood up, they were face to face, breathing hard, and she leaned forward.

The kiss wasn’t like video games at all. It was sweet, and hot, and Lucy knew how to use her tongue. In a short while she had him back against a wall and was humping his leg.

But, like his realization concerning the useless of his cock, she realized that she wasn’t going to cum that way. She needed a dick. She backed her mouth off and they stood there in the gloom and stared at each other.

“I think,” said Lucy, “that we’ve been deprived.”

“We can’t fuck.”

Shortly afterward, somewhat crushed as the reality of their situation became obvious to them, they climbed out of the basement. They dusted each other off, looked at the sun and Lucy said, “We’ve got to get ready for dinner.”

They entered the mansion and made their ways to their rooms.

Todd took a shower, then began getting dressed.

Lucy, wearing boy’s clothes, was a quick change, and she came in to watch him.

“Man, we got fucked.”

“And all because of our greedy parents.”

“Fuckers.”

Todd sat down at his vanity and made his face up.

“Are you gonna stay a girl?”

“I’m pretty used to it,” he said.

“Maybe I could be a girl, but…but I’m pretty pissed right now.

“So what do you want to do about it?”

And that was the moment the winds shifted.


PART THREE

“Hey Mom!”

Martha smiled at Todd. He was so pretty in his pink dress, and he was so perfectly coiffed and made up. “How have you been, honey?”

“Great!” He kept his eyes smiley and opened the door wide.

Martha entered the house and looked around. “This was going to be hers. All hers. There was no way her Mother wouldn’t leave everything to Todd, and that meant to her.

Of course she might have to deal harshly with Todd, might even have to have him committed, have herself named conservator, but…that was okay. A girl had to do what a girl had to do.

So thinking, so congratulating herself, she walked into the living room and stopped. “Jimmy!”

One could see the family resemblance between the siblings. They had the same narrow eyes, the same body structure, especially as Martha had beefed up her body.

“Hey, Martha.”

They shook hands, and in the back of their eyes was disdain.

He snickered. “I see you made Todd into a little sissy.”

Her eyes squinched. “What do you know about it?”

He moved his mouth close to her ear and hissed, “I told you Mom wanted another daughter. I was lying. She really wanted another son.”

“Like you?” Martha glared at him.

“Like my daughter.”

At that moment Lucy entered the big room. She was wearing jeans and a tee shirt, all in black, not a sign of a boob.

“You…you…” but what Martha was going to say remained unsaid. Gwen, the mother and grandmother, entered the room.

“Hello, children.”

Both Jimmy and Martha gushed over the older woman, and they didn’t notice the gleam in their mother’s eyes.

“Well, we’re all here. Let’s sit down for a little dinner and I’ll tell you why I’ve called you all together.”

The family sat down at the big table in the dining room and Gwen brought out plate after delicious plate. There were ribs and chops and chicken. There were potatoes and sweet potatoes, piled high with butter. There were vegetables and slices of watermelon and cantaloup. It was a sumptuous feast, and Jimmy and Martha dig in.

“Oh, man, this is good,” said Jimmy.

“You outdid yourself, Mother,” over agreed Martha.

Gwen smiled. “Well, we should get down to it, shouldn’t we?”

“Of course, Mother.”

“Whatever you say, Mom.”

The two offspring glared at each other in between kissing their mother’s ass.

“Well, as you know, I am getting on in life, and some day I’ll be moving on.”

“Oh, no!”

“Don’t say that!”

Martha and Jimmy glared some more.

“But before I go I should choose somebody to leave my estate to. Before I do, I have a couple of questions to ask you. Jimmy, should people lie?”

“Of course not, Mother.”

“So why did you tell Martha I wanted a daughter?”

Martha grinned a victorious grin, but she was a little premature. Gwen turned to her.

“And, Martha, is it right to give your son drugs and make him into something he’s not?”

This caused panic to shoot through Martha. “But, Mother…”

Gwen held up her hand. “So I have decided to leave my estate to…Lucy and Todd.”

Martha and Jimmy both started blinking. They looked at each other They had both won, but considered that if the other won they had lost.

“Of course, there are stipulations, and I have made arrangements for you, Martha, and you, Jimmy.”

“You have?”

“What?”

“But Grandma,” Todd broke in. “We didn’t want to inherit your house! We love you, and we want you to live a long time.”

“I know, dear, but there are accounts to be paid.”

Todd didn’t really understand that, but Grandma continued.

“Martha and Jimmy, you will be paid a monthly stipend, but you will have to beg your children for it. And I have instructions for your children to follow before they share their wealth.”

“What is this shit?” snarled Jimmy. All his plans had been undone. He was going to have to beg for money? Money that should be rightfully his? Nonsense!

“I’m not sharing, or begging. I’ll sue!” Martha growled.

Grandma looked at her children and smiled. “Do you think you can hire better lawyers than those that helped me put together my will?

Martha and Jimmy went silent at that.

“So, Todd, Lucy, here are copies of the will. Since you are both over 18 you don’t have to show your parents what’s in the will. In fact, you don’t have to do anything your parents ask. If they ask for money, however…” she smiled. “Just follow the advice in the will.”

It was dark that night, the moon had set early, and Martha entered Todd’s room. “Are you okay, honey?”

“Of course, Mom.”

“You aren’t going to pay attention to that stupid, old will, are you?”

“Did you want some money?”

“Well, I’m okay, but…maybe a little cash would help tide me over.”

“Then let me show you what you’ll have to do to get it.”

Martha and Todd exited the room and fell in with Lucy and her father. Jimmy had apparently asked his daughter for money, too. The foursome walked downstairs and to the kitchen.

Todd opened the pantry and Lucy reached in and flicked a switch hidden under a shelf. Suddenly the shelves swung back and a stairway was revealed.

“What’s this?” asked Martha.

“I’ve never seen this!” blurted Jimmy.

Lucy and Todd turned on lights and walked down the stairs. Martha and Jimmy followed them.

“When we talked to Grandma about being turned into different sexes she was pretty upset, and she took us down here. We had already discovered it, but we were surprised to find out that she loves BDSM.”

They entered the big basement. it was lit in yellow light and quite gloomy. There were two horses pushed out to the center of the room.

“Get undressed,” commanded Lucy.

“Mom, you can choose one of the horses, and Uncle Jimmy can have the other.”

“You can’t be serious,” whispered Jimmy.

Lucy said, “Of course you don’t have to do this. You can leave right now. But if you want money…”

“Todd! This nonsense has to stop.”

“Funny, that’s the sort of thing I was yelling when you first wrestled me down and started turning me into a girl.”

Martha’s lips clamped together. She was a bit ashen because what she had done was being thrown back at her.

“You want to get on the horse there?”

It took a while, but Martha’s love of money was too strong. She lay on the horse and Lucy buckled her in.

“Uncle Jimmy?”

“But, honey, you can’t do this to us!” Martha’s eyes were wild.

Jimmy lay on his horse and was strapped on. His eyes were fixed on his sister, and they weren’t friendly eyes.

Todd and Lucy went into a room and came out holding various instruments of ‘pleasure.’

Lucy snapped the whip and smiled.

Jimmy swung the paddle and hit his hand. “Ow.” Then he looked up with a grin.

“Mom, the point here is that only one of you will get money. The one that lasts the longest.”

“Dad? Do you remember when you told me I had to toughen up if I wanted to be a man?”

“Uh…”

“Well, I really didn’t want to be a man.”

WISSS SNAP!

“OW!” Jimmy yelled. There was a bright, red line on his butt.

“Mom? Do you remember when you wrestled me down and spanked me?”

“But…honey…”

WISSS SMACK!

“OW!”

Yet, under the pain, Jimmy and Martha glared at each other. They wanted the other to suffer, and therein was the nefariousness of their hatred. They would each hold out as long as they could, and suffer more and more that the other would suffer more and more.

Around and around the tables Jimmy and Lucy walked. Sometimes they spoke to their parents, sometimes they spoke to each other. Always their arms went up and down. The paddle cracked, the whip snapped, the greedy, avaricious parents glared at each other.

“I’ve been working with weights, Mom. Do I feel stronger?”

“You’re doing wonderful, honey.” WISSS SMACK! And tears fell gleefully from Martha’s eyes.

“Can a girl be as strong as a boy, Daddy?”

“Of course she can!” WISSS SNAP! And he groaned, and his tears fell on the floor.

After an hour Todd and Lucy put down their whip and paddle. “Time for a break, folks.”

“What? But he hasn’t given up, yet!”

“I can last longer than that bitch!”

“Don’t worry. We’ll be back.”

Lucy and Todd went to a room at the end of the basement. Inside was a large, comfortable bed. They took off their clothes and Lucy got on the bed on all fours. “That stuff sure makes me horny.”

“You’re not kidding,” agreed Todd, fastening the strap on around his hips. He moved up to Lucy and touched her hole.

Lucy shivered. “God. That feels good.”

“It’s about to feel better.”

Todd moved forward and penetrated her with the big dildo. It was much bigger than his own two inch weenie, and he shoved it slowly into Lucy’s cunt.

“Oh, fuck!” she moaned.

She could feel Todd’s breasts laying on her back. She loved the feeling of his hands reaching around and grabbing them.

As Tod rammed his cock into her again and again, he asked, “Aren’t you glad Grandma told us about this way of having sex?”

“She’s the best,” she rubbed her nub as Todd drove into her. She wiggled her butt and felt his plastic weenie scour her insides.

For a long time they moved back and forth, in and out, and then Lucy began to cum. Todd grinned and gave it extra, and she ended up shrieking with pleasure.

They lay there then, entwined, exhausted, and satisfied.

In the basement they heard the sound of Martha and Jimmy cursing at each other.

Jimmy grinned. “Okay, here you go.” He unbuckled the strap on and handed it to her.

Lucy buckled the straps to her hips and smeared lubricant all over the fake penis. “Okay, baby, here you go.”

She drove the big weenie into him, and he lurched forward and moaned.

“Man,” he said, laying on his belly as she pumped his rump, “Why would I go back to having a weenie after this?”

Lucy grinned and reached around with her hands. One hand took his package in hand, the other hand played with his breasts. “You shouldn’t, and you’d better not.”

They both laughed, then he groaned as she penetrated him again and again.

Upstairs, laying on her big poster bed, Grandma and the limo driver watched the goings on on a big screen TV. One half of the screen showed Todd and Lucy, the other half showed Martha and Jimmy.

“Man,” said the limo driver. “Those two are really going at it.” He watched Lucy sinking her cock to the hilt time and again and smiled.

On the other half of the screen Jimmy and Martha snarled and cursed and hated each other.

“Where did I go wrong,” said Grandma.

The limo driver just grunted. “You didn’t. They make their own choices.”

“Yes, but they hate each other so much.”

“Well, you know what they say…”

Grandma looked at the limo driver. “What?”

“You always hurt the one you love.”

Grandma barked a laugh, then she pushed the limo driver’s head down and said, “Stop talking and start eating.”

END
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My Stepsister Feminized Me!

Feminization was just the start of his problems!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Jimmy, come in here.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

As if a boy could grow breasts!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m not!”

“Then get your butt in here.”
“No!”

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

“Go ahead.”

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

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

“Hi, Janet. Is everything all right?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What?” His voice actually squeaked.

“I said…try on this suit.”

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

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

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

“Put it on and I’ll take a picture.”

“Pictures don’t cut it.”

“Well, I’m not going to put it on.”

She smiled that sly smile of hers.

“PLEASE, DON’T TOUCH ME!”

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

“DON’T PUT YOUR HANDS ON ME!”

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

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

“Okay! Just…be quiet!”

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

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

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

“Stand over there and face the wall.”

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

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

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

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

“I uploaded it.”

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

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

“They aren’t.”

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

His face turned ashen.

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

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

“You stay here.”

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

“Hey!”

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

“Don’t go away now.”

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

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

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

Long minutes passed.

Somebody tried the knob and he held tight.

Knock, knock. “Anybody in there?”

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

He waited longer.

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

“Let me in!”

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

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

“I brought you some more stuff.”

“No! No more stuff!”

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

“Please! You’ve done enough.”

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

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

“What the…I can’t do this!”

“And I can’t let you not do this.”

“Don’t you understand how sick this is?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Janet?”

“Not yet. Stand on the bench.”

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

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

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

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

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

“What the fuck!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Her voice faded as she moved away.

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

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

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

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

“Oh, God,” he whispered. “Please…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She knelt and grabbed his hand.

Jimmy was really out of it.

“We need to get this thing off him.”

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

“Jimmy? Jimmy?

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

Jimmy’s balls were black. What the fuck?

What was Janet going to do?

“Are you his sister? the manager asked.

“Yes.”

The sound of a siren.

“What was he doing here?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Uh…” he said.

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

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

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

He said, “I don’t know.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Jimmy doesn’t identify with…with…”

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

“Then you think…”

“I think Jimmy is calling out for help.”

“But he…that couldn’t be!”

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

Janet moved closer.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes?”

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

“Oh, thank God!”

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

“What kind of medicine?”

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

“What kind of side effects?”

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

“He’ll be more…feminine?”

“Just temporarily.”

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

“When will he be able to go home?”

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

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

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

Jimmy stared at the monkey and didn’t understand.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Apparently not.

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

Sheesh!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m fine,” he answered, gulping.

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

“There are?” He didn’t care.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He looked down at his dick.

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

“Are you okay?”

“Yes, it’s just that my balls…”

They entered the bathroom and he leaned against the counter.

“Are they okay?”

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

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

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

“No…no…”

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

She pulled him upright and put him in the shower.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh. That’s what the monkey says.”

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

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

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

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

“What do you need?”

“I need to get this bra on him.”

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

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

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

“Okay, let’s put some nylons on him.”

They slipped hose up his legs, pulled them tight.

“He’s not going to wear panties?”

“Not until the swelling goes down.”

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

“What?”

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

Jimmy’s stepmother considered her suggestion soberly.

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

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

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

“That’s the one.”

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

A minute later Jimmy was sitting a pink dress.

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

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

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

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

Jimmy stared at the mirror.

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

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

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

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

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

“Really?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Is that me?” he realized.

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

“But I…but…”

Janet pinched his butt.

“Ow,” he said.

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

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


PART TWO

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I see.”

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

“Uh…no.”

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

“Of course.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

That was okay. He was still on drugs.

Second class, and everybody whispered about him.

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

Third period, and everybody was laughing at him.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He sniffed, tried not to cry, but…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I…I don’t.”

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

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

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

He sniffed.

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

“What?”

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

“I don’t think I can.”

“Sure you can…if I help you.”

“You’ll help me?”

“Sure. Why not?”

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

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

Jimmy was surprised to hear her talk like this.

“You’re kidding.”

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

“Me?”

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

“Play volleyball,” he mused.

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

“Well, if you think it’s all right.”

“I do. And…I’ve got a confession.”

“What’s that?”

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

“You do?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But he didn’t have a vagina.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah, but…I’m a guy.”

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

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

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

“Wow! They’re cute!”

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

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

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

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

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

“I heard you were wearing an expensive dress.”

“I’ve seen a video…”

Everybody looked at the girl who had said that.

She took out her cell phone and showed them.

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

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

He shook his head.

“But why not?”

“I…I don’t know.”

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

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

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

“And your penis.”

“What do they look like now?”

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

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

“I guess.”

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

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

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

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

“Well, go ahead.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I don’t know.”

“How big was it before?”

“It was…I don’t know.”

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

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

Her eyes widened. “Only eight?”

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

“So how big are dicks supposed to be?”

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

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

“I do?”

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

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

“I really have a big dick?”

“Yep.”

“Wow.” Then he frowned.

“But, confession time…”

“What?”

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

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

“I can?”

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

“What’s that?”

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

“I don’t think it’s possible.”

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

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

“Hey, queer face!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Let her up!”

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

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

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

“Nu…nu…no. I just need to go home.

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

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

“I didn’t fight back.”

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

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

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

“What?”

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

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

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

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

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

Of course, there was a problem.

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

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

How weird.

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

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

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

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

Imagine, him getting excited about school.

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

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

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

“A dildo? Up my…my…are you serious?”

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

“I don’t know.”

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

“Are you sure?”

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

“Well, uh, I guess.”

So they went to Jimmy’s house that afternoon.

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

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

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

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

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

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

It felt good. It even felt natural.

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

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

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

“Oh, wow. This is so fucking hot.”

Jimmy looked up and her, then pulled back.

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

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

“We need lube,” she said.

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

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

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

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

“Lean on the bed,” she said.

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

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

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

Then she pulled out.

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

“I came? But, how?”

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

“So I came.”

“You did. Did you feel anything?”

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

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

“That’s—“

“What do we have here!”

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

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

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

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

“Who’s calling who a bitch? Bitch!”

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

“Fuck you!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hello!”

“Up here, Mom! You need to see this!”

Though there wasn’t much to see.

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

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

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

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

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

Jennifer didn’t say anything.

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

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

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

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

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

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

From the cellphone came the full confession.

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

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

‘Fuck you!’

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

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

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

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

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

“So you’re free now.”

“Thanks to you,” Jimmy answered.

She smiled. Never had she felt so happy.

“So now we’ve made love.”

“Yep,” he grinned.

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

He became silent.

“What?”

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

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

“Let me use the dildo on you.”

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

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

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

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

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

They had a lot to think about.

END
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 Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.

This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, gender transformation, pegging and breast growth.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


Red Fingernails!

Is a boy changing into a girl?

Grace Mansfield


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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The Long, Hot Feminization!

Changed from a boy into a girl for a summer!

PART ONE

The lady who moved in next door was a fox. I mean, she had large jugs. Gallon jugs. And the nipples were always erect. First time I met her I was carrying in the groceries for my mom and she got to talking with Mrs. Amanda. Nancy Amanda, that was her name.

I sidled up, I had seen her from a distance and wanted to get closer and check out the babe factor.

So I trucked the groceries in, then walked over to where Mrs. Amanda and my mother were talking.

Crap! Talk about a babe factor! Her nipples were poking right through her sweater! Big boobs, and she was excited. I mean, it wasn’t just the cold, right? Because she was wearing a sweater!

“This is Johnny. Johnny, this is our neighbor Mrs. Amanda.”

I clicked my eyes up real quick, but I could see a twinkle in Nancy’s eye that told me she had caught me checking her out.

“Hi, uh, Mrs. Amanda.”

“Hi, Johnny. Good to meet you. But please call me Nancy.” She offered a hand and I took it. It was warm, and her eyes were scintillating. Green. Wise. Her lips were red, and moist. And I had to be careful because this close, feeling her flesh, I was in boner city.

I mean, I’m healthy. 19 years old. Home from college for the summer, and no girl friend.

And no girl friend meant I was horny.

She let go of my hand, having conquered my heart, and continued her conversation with my mother. And I slunk back into the house.

Man. What a babe. What a knock out. I was in love.

Okay, I wasn’t in love, but I sure was in lust.

But, being just 19, I knew I didn’t have a chance with such a choice chick. She was about 30, a MILF if ever there was one, and…you read about MILFs going wild, but that’s just stories. Doesn’t happen in real life.

So I mowed the lawn, then spent the afternoon swimming.

I heard music coming from Nancy’s house, then I heard water splashing. She had a pool, too, and I smiled.

I went to the hedge separating our houses and peeked through.

Oh, man. She was naked. Like, not a stitch. And she was swimming back and forth. Climbing out and diving in, then swimming back and forth. A couple of times she went off the board, her boobs just flew  up and down. Then she stopped, and I figured that it was because big boobs like hers probably hurt when they bounced like that.

I watched for a while, and I stroked myself, and I kept getting right to the edge, then backing off.

I like sex, but I like good sex.

If you jack off all the time it just turns into a spurt.

But if you edge yourself for a few hours, man, the sex turns so fucking hot you are about die!

So I watched her, and I dreamed. I studied her hairless snatch, and I dreamed of putting my penis in it. I watched her bounce, and I wanted to catch those big boobs in my hands and suck them. I stared at how firm and round her buns were, and my cock was so hard it was aching. But I just kept jacking and jacking, backing off, then jacking and jacking, and backing off.

Finally, Mom was due home, so I took a final dip, then went into the house.

Upstairs, and I began stroking. The final countdown. My hand slithered up and down, I was close. I squeezed my balls, I played with my nipples, and just before I was about to cum—

“Johnny? Could you come help me?”

Oh, fuck! “Yes, Mom.” but, in a way I liked it. To be so close and then denied, and not just from my own discipline, but by my mother…it raised the experience to even higher levels.

She had some boxes for me to bring in, so I did, and then I had a Pepsi and we talked for a while, and I was in heaven. My cock was just roasting. I wanted to cum so badly.

But I was also down from the high point I had been at. The break I had just taken had made me not so desperate, and I decided to just enjoy the peak and start all over again tomorrow. I could watch Nancy in her pool, stroke myself higher than I had ever been, and the cum…man, the cum was going to be a supernova!

So I slept, my big boner pressed up against my belly, or straight up in the air, or every which way it wanted, and I woke up in the morning feeling hornier than I had ever felt in my life.

The day began wonderfully. Big breakfast, a quick run around the block, and my blood was pumping. Fuck, yeah!

Then I hopped in the pool, swam a few laps and just floated for a while, and then I heard the sound of somebody splashing over the hedge. I tip toed to the spot I used and peered through the bushes.

Naked. Lush. Breasts like white mounds, creamy skin. Nipples stiff and proud. Man, I was mesmerized.

I took out my penis and began stroking. Right to the edge, and stopped. Right to the edge and stopped. Man, when I came it was going to be truly stupendous!

On the other side of the hedge Nancy swam a few laps, did some yoga, and then lay down on her lounge. And picked up her phone.

Oh, darn. She was probably going to call some guy. Geez. I’d give my left nut to be that guy.

I watched, my heart sinking, and suddenly…Doot da Doot Doot! Doot da Doot Doot!

It was my cell phone! Right in my pocket!

Nancy looked across the pool, right at me!

I scrambled back. She couldn’t have seen me. No way!

I sprinted across the yard and answered the phone.

“Hello?”

“Hi, Johnny. This is your neighbor, Nancy.”

“Hi, Nancy!” I was still stroking my dick. Through all of that I hadn’t let go, and I was almost ready to spurt. I squeezed my cock, hard, to stop the orgasm. Just in time. My legs were shivering and my head was light, but I stopped it.

“Are you okay? You sound a little out of breath.”

“No. I mean, I’m okay. I was just running.”

“I know. I heard your phone.”

Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck!

“But that’s not what I wanted to talk to you about.” Sigh of relief.

“Your mother gave me your number and said you might be willing to do a little donkeywork. It’s easy, and I pay well.”

“Well, uh, yeah. Sure. I let go of my cock and a single bead of sperm dribbled out.

“Okay, then. After lunch?”

“Sure.”

“I’ll see you then.”

“Okay.”

She hung up and I almost fell over. I had almost been caught jacking off. Well, she knew I had been running, but…maybe she didn’t know what I was doing.

Anyway, I was going to be hanging with her this afternoon, and that was sweet.

I thought about going up and finishing myself off, but, again, I wanted to wait just a little bit longer. I wanted to be just a little bit hornier. It’s sort of a game with me, seeing how horny I can get, and right now I was getting as close to as horny as I had ever been. So I managed to hold myself off.

After lunch I sauntered over to her house and knocked on the door. I was carrying a spare change of clothes she had told me to bring. The load in my testicles was heavy and my cock was ultra sensitive.

If anything, she was more sexy. She was wearing a thin sweatshirt cut off at the waist. Emblazoned in an arching script over her sizable boobs was the phrase ‘Pink Power!’

Oh, God! Sproing. Damn it! I had just gotten it under control. I should have finished whacking off before I came over.

“Hi, Johnny,” she opened the door and I tried desperately not to stare at her tits. But…her lips were plump and curved and full and…I gulped. “Hey, Nancy.”

She led me through the house, and with her not looking at me I stared right at her sexy ass. Round. A bubble of sex, and a thin waist.

She turned her head and I gulped again and got my eyes up in time. I think. “I can’t thank you enough for helping me. But I warn you, it might get a little dirty.”

“Hey, dirt is my middle name.” Oh, God, that was a stupid thing to say.

But she laughed and told me to put my spare clothes on a kitchen chair and opened the door to the basement. She led me downstairs and I looked at ‘The Mess.’ That’s what I called it, and deservedly.

It was a long room filled with a 100 years of debris.

“I bought this place as is, but I really didn’t expect to find a century worth of storage in it.”

“Wow.” I stared at the tons of boxes and old furniture and stuff.

“There might be something of value down here. An antique or four, and what we’ve got to do is go through it all. We sort, carry it upstairs—and you can see that there are some heavy things that I won’t be able to carry—and clean this place out.”

“You know there’s more than a day’s work here. It’s gonna take a week, maybe more.”

She stepped closer to me, placed her palm on my forearm, and I almost swooned. Those green eyes staring right up into mine. 
“I know. Your mother said you were off for the summer. Is this too much?”

“No, no.” I quickly said. “It’s just…I wanted you to be aware.”

She grinned ruefully, her palm was making my whole body sweat. “I’m aware.”

I hope she was aware of what she was doing to my sexual apparatus.

“Okay.”

She took her hand off me then, and I immediately missed it. “Okay, then. Shall we start?”

We started, and that was the messiest basement I have ever seen in my life.

First, there were the cobwebs.

“I set off some bug bombs, but now we have to get rid of the spider domiciles.”

Domicile. That was the word for it. Giant cathedrals of delicate web.

We took brooms and went crazy. We started at the end and moved back towards the stairs. By the time we reached the stairs we were both dusty and dirty and sweating. But the basement had had its first sweeping, and there wasn't a glimpse of a ‘spider domicile’ in the place. Of course, there would be lots of bugs and stuff inside the mess of stuff, but we had taken a major chunk out and couldn’t move around more freely.

“Okay,” she said, “Come with me.”

We went up the stairs, me staring at her ass, of course, and jumped in the pool. And that about killed me.

She took off her clothes and jumped in.

I stared, my mouth open.

“Come on, Johnny. Don’t be shy.”

“But I’ve got…I’ve…”

“A boner. I know. And I don’t care. I’ve seen a boner or two in my lifetime, and they don’t scare me. And I know my nakedness doesn’t scare you because you were watching me yesterday.” She laughed and did a backstroke.

Oh, crap. She had seen me. But between her laughter and the truth, I did it. I stripped and jumped in, and it was weird jumping into the water with a big erection. Oh, I’ve done that before, but it was an erection that she was grinning at.

We swam in a circle or two, then she climbed out.

I followed her, and was red-faced, and we dried off with a couple of fluffy towels. Then I got into my spare clothes, and she got into hers. And she was even sexier. A short skirt and a flannel shirt. A flannel shirt which, I might add, she kept unbuttoned. Yep, I had a perfect view of her big, bra encased boobs.

We descended the stairs and she said, “I hope you don’t mind my Bohemian ways. I’ve never been embarrassed by my body.”

I risked, “Hey, I’m getting a thrill.”

She laughed, patted my cheek, and we turned back to ‘The Mess.’

Sans dirt and spiderwebs it was still a mess. “Guess we should start at this end this time,” she sighed.

‘This end’ was mostly boxes, and we opened up one and started going through it. It was books, and some of them might have been worth something, but they had been ruined by water.

“Good stuff goes in the garage. Bad stuff on the driveway.”

“This is bad stuff,” I said, hoisting the box, and I headed for the stairs.

And that was the way it went for an hour. Box after box. Sometimes I had a break while she sorted and selected various books, sometimes I was humping up and down the stairs.

After an hour we took another swim break, and this time I didn’t hesitate to strip and jump in.

Nancy giggled. “Don’t you have a girlfriend or something?” I turned red and she laughed. “Now I’ve gone and embarrassed you.”

We swam in circles, then hopped out and got into our original clothes, which we had left in the sun and were now dry.

We had a Pepsi, sitting by the pool, and I looked over to where I had been peeping.

“It’s all right if you look at me through the hedge.”

Man. The red-faced thing again.

But she said, “I consider it a compliment that a healthy, young stud like you finds me worth looking at.

“Oh, you’re worth looking at,” I blurted.

She laughed, placed a hand on my arm said, “You’re sweet.”

On one hand, I was proud and preening, she liked me, her hand was like electricity on my flesh. On the other hand, I sure would like to be more than ‘sweet.’ And, if there was a third hand, it would have been in my pants stroking like mad.

Heck. I hadn’t cum for a few of days, and I had been edged to a fare thee well for the last two days.

“Well, shall we proceed,” She smiled at me.

Now, I should say this right out front, she was a woman who liked to tease. And this first day was the introduction. She would catch me staring at her boobs and she would wink. In the pool she would see the lust in my eyes and she would stretch, arch her back and present her boobs, then chuckle at the dumfounded look on my face.

But that was about as far as it would have gone, except for the nail.

On the third day, a third of the way through the basement, I was moving a table out from a wall, I bent and pushed, and…ri-i-ip!

A nail took out my pants. I mean, really took them out. The material was separate across one thigh and half my shorts were just sort of hanging there.

“Oh, crap,” I said.

Nancy, looked, then gasped. “You’re bleeding!”

I was. It wasn’t deep, but it was nasty looking.

“Come with me.”

“It’s nothing.”

“It’s something. Now get your ass in gear.”

She led the way up the stairs, through the house and up to the second floor.

In her bathroom she took out some peroxide and cotton and a bandage.

“Lose the shorts. Sit on the edge of the counter.”

I kicked off the shorts and sat on the sink, and…I had a boner.

Well, she knew that.

But there is a difference between swimming in a pool and being a dozen feet away, and being…inches apart.

She turned and looked down, and stopped. “Fuck,” she whispered. Then she put her hands on my flesh, made me turn slightly to the right. My cock was right there, inches from her hands as she dabbed at the cut with peroxide.

“Sorry,” I said.

She glanced up at me. “You’re sorry?” She sounded sad.

My cock was shivering, and I could feel her breath on it, as she dressed the wound.

She straightened up, and we were a foot apart, her breasts almost touching my chest. “I’m the one that’s sorry, Johnny.”

“Huh?”

“When my husband died I thought it was the end of the world, and I vowed never to touch another cock. Isn’t that stupid? But then I move in here and I see you. And you’re so young and healthy and full of life. You remind me of all the good things, and I made a promise to myself.”

There wasn’t much I could say, so I listened.

“But I’m going to ask you for something.” She took a breath, actually gulped a little, then: “Don’t masturbate.”

“I…”

“I know, you’re going to say you don’t masturbate. but every boy, every man…” she placed a red tipped hand on my chest. “every man jacks off. So don’t tell me you don’t.”

I could have just said yea or nay, but I had to explain. “I try not to. I try to hold it in, but…every once in a while.” I shrugged.

She stared at me. “How long has it been since you masturbated.”

“Only five days.”

“How long between masturbations?”

“Usually a couple of weeks. A couple of times I held out for three weeks, but…you know…it’s hard.”

She smiled, inches from me, and she reached down and placed her hand on my cock. She was kissing distance away, and we felt the heat, but her hand on my chest kept me from moving in.

“Let’s see how long we can go. Don’t jack off. And I’ll try to help you. Let’s see if you can last a summer.”

“What…what about you?”

“Me, too. In a weird way, this will help me. Every day will be a trial, but if you can hold out, then so can I.”

Then she said the clincher. “We’ll be good for each other, Johnny.”

I nodded, was afraid to say something. Afraid she would take her hand off my cock.

She leaned forward then, yet kept her hand on my chest. She hesitated, then she touched her lips to mine. Soft, warm, but it was just a peck. A peck between friends.

Then she backed off and said, “Let’s get you into some clothes and get back to work.”

“I’ve got my spare clothes out back.”

“But they’re still wet. Just wait a moment, I have something I think you’ll like.”

She darted into her closet and rummaged, and I stood in the bathroom door and looked around her bedroom. She wasn’t a messy lady, but she had a couple of bras hanging over the end of her bed. I had seen nylons hanging from the shower rod. In addition she had a hamper with panties in it, and her table full of make up. I could smell the sweet scent of her make up.

She looked out of the closet and said, “Close your eyes, Johnny. I’m going to dress you. It will be a surprise.”

I closed my eyes and she giggled as she crossed the room.

“Put your hand here for balance and lift your right foot.”

I followed her directions and I felt her slip an article of clothing up my leg, then the other leg. I thought it was shorts or something, but she kept pulling, and I felt the material pull on my crotch and go right up my body, then she was pulling material, like a shirt, over my shoulders.

“Okay. Open eyes.”

I did, and I gasped. I was in a one piece garment, and it was pink. A combination shorts and shirt, and I think they call it a ‘onesy.’ but…pink?

And to make matters worse, my cock was sticking out the bottom, down one leg. It was pink, and sexy, and obscene.

She laughed and pulled me to a mirror. “Look, isn’t it cute?”

My cock was straining, and the garment was just barely too small. It was too big for her, and not quite big enough for me, and I stretched it. but it was a stretchy material so there wasn’t much danger of me breaking it.

She placed her hand on my cock and we stood and stared at the mirror.

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered.

“Sorry,” she said, and removed her hand. But I wasn’t sorry, and I was sure she wasn’t.

“I…I can’t wear—“

“Of course you can. It was my husband’s, and it just sits there.”

Her husband wore pink? I had images of them doing things with him in a pink onesy, and I swear, I almost came on the spot. If she had touched me I think I would have.

“Now, come on. Let’s get back to work.” She grabbed my hand and led me back downstairs.

More boxes. then some furniture, and I could feel my cock straining with every step, every bend, every twist.

She kept looking at me and giggling, and a couple of times she ‘accidentally’ turned and bumped my crotch with her hand.

After an hour we took another break. We undressed and jumped in the pool and just swam around. The dressing on my cut was okay, and my cock felt the water passing over it, then we were standing in the shallow end, facing each other, breathing hard.

She grabbed my cock and pulled me towards her.

I made a sound back in my throat, a beggary type of sound, then she was kissing me. No simple peck this time. Now a full lipped, grinding of our mouths.

She pulled back, then buried her head against my shoulder. “Are you close, Johnny?”

“Oh, yes.”

She stopped stroking me. “Can I just hold it?”

“No.”

She let go and I made a whining sound.

Suddenly she reached up and put her hands around my neck and pulled me down. “Suck me, Johnny. Feel my tits.”

My mouth found a nipple and I squeezed her breasts, one boob in each hand.

“Oh, God!” She groaned. After a minute she pushed me away. Turned and used her arms and walked as quickly as she could out of the pool. Her shoulders were shaking.

I followed her, caught her just inside the sliding window of her house. “Are you okay?”

She was crying, and she turned and pressed against me. My cock poked against her juncture, and her breasts were hot and heavy against my chest. I held her and her shoulders shook.

“Go home, Johnny. We’re done for the day.”

She turned and ran upstairs.

I went out to the pool area and put on my clothes. When I went through her house I paused, I wanted to say something, but…I didn’t think she wanted me to say anything.

I went to the front door and walked home.

That night was a trial. On one hand I have never been so hard and horny. I was actually leaking, my cock was weeping pre-cum, and it was all I could do not to take it in hand and do the deed.

On the other hand, I was confused. Why was Nancy crying? Why did she run off like that?

“You’re silent tonight,” my mother observed over a plate of spaghetti.

I forced a smile. “Just moving some heavy stuff today.”

“Well, it’s nice of you to help Nancy.”

I think she was prying, but didn’t want to appear nosy.

I grinned. “We’re just cleaning out the basement, lots of dirt and dust, but…it’s actually sort of fun.”

“Fun?”

“Boxes full of last century.”

“Ah, yes,” she smiled. “Old fart stuff.”

“Yes,” I said with a straight face. “Almost as old as you.”

Mom’s face opened up and she laughed. “you brat!”

“Well, maybe not that old.”

“No ice cream for you!”

But she did give me ice cream, and everything was fine.

Until I went upstairs to go to bed.

I stood at the window and stared at Nancy’s house. She was a beautiful woman, and I was besotted. But it was for a summer. And nothing was going to happen except teasing.

That was the worst moment. I had been wanting to grab old faithful and spank him to a frothy squirt, but…but I had promised.

Well, I hadn’t promised, but my silent acceptance of her terms…it was a promise.

Finally, the moon shining down on the waters of her swimming pool and creating another moon, I stripped and went to bed.

I showed up bright and early, and she was ready for me. No sign of the tears, only happiness, and she opened the door and I walked in.

“Johnny. Will you wear the onesy again?”

Blink. I had brought over a spare pair of clothes, but apparently I wouldn’t need them. “Sure.”

“I’ve got some other stuff you might consider wearing, too.”

“Oh, okay.”

But she didn’t say anything, just smiled, and handed me the pink onesy.

I stripped and put it on, and she watched my cock with appreciation. “When you’re young it never ends,” she whispered.

We went downstairs and went to work. There was a table, in pieces, that I had to lug up the stairs. It was heavy oak, and it took me a while.

Then there were three old TVs. And a bunch of paintings.

“Did you know the old lady who lived here?”

“Oh, yeah. Mrs. Grandie. She baked cookies when I was a kid. A lot of cookies.”

I had the feeling that Nancy wanted to say more, but we just kept working.

But I could feel her thinking.

She was crying, then happy, then thinking. She was a woman with depth, and that was good. I had had girlfriends, and I appreciated a MILF. I liked intelligent conversation and sexual nuances with no drawbacks.

I spent an hour taking lamps and broken boards up to the garage, and we were at the halfway mark. It was about ten thirty, and time for another swim break.

We went up the stairs and jumped into the pool.

“Man, that basement is hot. I thought under houses was supposed to be cool.”

“Normally it is, but we’re working…”

We swam in circles, and I could tell she was still thinking.

“I know I’m a little young, but if you want to talk about anything…”

She stopped, and stared at me. “You are so not young. You are as mature as any man I have ever known.”

I didn’t say anything, and she studied me, then she said, “Come with me.”

She got out of the pool and pointed at a lounge. “Sit down here.”

I sat, my cock pointing towards the sky, and she went into the house. She was out a minute later, carrying two frosty drinks.

“I know you drink beer. Will your mother mind a little bourbon?”

“She’s cool. She knows I don’t drink to excess.”

Nancy nodded, handed me a glass and sat down on the lounge…with me.

It was a wide lounge, but our bodies were pressed together, and she snuggled around until she was cuddled in my arms. She sipped, and I sipped.

“It’s called a Coke High.”

“Bourbon and Coke. And it’s good bourbon.”

I could feel her grin, then she sobered up, sipped a bit, and began talking.

“Once upon a time there was a wide-eyed girl. Very innocent, and she fell in love with a man a couple of years older than her. Eventually, they married, but on the night before their wedding he made a confession. ‘My dear, there is something you should know about me before we go through with this.’

“‘What’s that?’ I asked.

“‘I wear women’s underwear.’

“Now, this woman was not upset, maybe a little weirded out, but not upset, and she said, ‘Prove it.’

“So the man did.

“And they got married, and she entered into a fairytale existence. She loved the man with all her heart, and she looked forward to dressing him up every day. He would wear bras and nylons. He would put on make up. He was a handsome man with a kind face, a gentle face, and he looked just like a woman when he was all fixed up.

“Outside of the house he was a man. A take charge kind of guy, he owned a couple of companies and ran them like Captain Bligh ran ‘The Bounty.’ But once home, once in the arms of his loving wife, he explored his gentle side.

“And the man and the woman lived together for a few years, and life was about as good as it could get.”

She paused. She had been drinking while talking, and she put her empty glass down. I sucked my drink down and placed my glass to the side.

She said, “Then he died. Just…died.” her voice broke. “And the woman was ejected from the fairytale, and no matter what she did…life was just not the same.”

She began sobbing. She turned into me, cried against my chest, and I held her. I could feel her tears running down my chest and sliding to the side on my abdomen. She cried and cried and there was nothing I could do but hold her.

Finally, a long while later, she stopped crying. She just lay against me, breathing, her face against my chest. Then she turned the rest of the way and sat on me. My cock was hard and stiff and ran up her backside. Right between her buns, but no entry.

She wiped her eyes, and she looked…different. She laughed, and sniffed, and she leaned her elbows on my chest. Her green eyes were inches form mine, her breath was fresh on my mouth.

“Johnny. Can I ask you…to do something? It’s okay if you don’t want to. But…but I need this. Can I ask you?”

I felt like I was saying the words of ancient play, written long ago and just now come to mind.

“Sure.”

“Can I dress you up? Like I used to dress my husband up? It’s okay if you say no. We’ll just keep cleaning the basement.”

Dress me up. The onesy. Pink. Everything coming together in my mind.

Sure, we could keep cleaning the basement, but it wouldn’t be the same. Our relationship would be altered, and I would be moving junk instead of playing with a beautiful, vivacious woman. So there really wasn't much choice.

“Okay.”

And she kissed me. And kissed me. And kissed me.

And my cock got harder. And harder. And harder.
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