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Feminine Proposal II 
Book #2 

By Brenda Ann R. 

Chapter 10 

I spent the rest of the day fruitlessly trying to find a 

job, any job as long as it would pay the bills. As the day 

passed, frustration and hopelessness replaced anger and 

fear. Instead of heading straight home, I went to a bar 

and tipped a few brews.  

Dejected, I returned home late, much later than I 

normally stay out. It was midnight, but Cindy was not 

there. I wondered where she was, but I was too tired and 

drunk to care, so I fell asleep on top of the bed while 

fully clothed. 

I don‟t know when Cindy returned, although I 

vaguely recall a car stopping outside, and two voices, one 

Cindy‟s pointing out that I must be home since our car 

was parked out front. A few minutes passed before a key 

turned in the front door, but I dropped into a listless 

stupor as the car retreated down the driveway. 

I was about to step into the shower when I noticed 

dark tanning around my obvious bikini lines. I was now 

wearing a totally feminine tattoo that wouldn‟t wash off. 

I was drying myself when Cindy popped her head 

into the bathroom. “Where did you go yesterday?” she 

quietly asked. 

“I should ask you the same question,” I grumbled. 

“You were out really late.” 

“I went looking for you, of course,” she answered, 

“Now your turn,” concern written all over her face. 
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“Looking for a job, thinking, then finally to a bar for a 

few drinks,” I whispered, somewhat ashamed that I had 

left in such a huff. “You came home late with somebody. 

I heard you and another.” 

“Vic,” Cindy answered. “You took our car. I was 

worried, and Vic offered to help look for you.” 

“Why should he help look for me?” I growled, the very 

mention of his name making my hair stand on end. “He 

has our house if I don‟t do his weird weekend.” 

“Because I asked him,” Cindy said. “He has invested 

a lot in this weekend, and I don‟t want to lose our 

house.” 

“Yeah, sure. I bet he didn‟t help because of any 

investment,” I growled. 

“I won‟t ask what that means,” Cindy grumbled. “So 

did you find a job?” 

“No,” I moaned, my head aching, “and I don‟t want to 

lose this house either.” 

“Does that mean that you will do the weekend?” she 

asked hopefully. 

“Yeah,” I weakly agreed, “I‟m not of much use doing 

anything else. Nobody is willing to offer me a job, even 

when I nearly pleaded.” 

“Great!” Cindy lost all concern, and a big smile 

crossed her lips. “Let‟s get you back into your „Lisa‟ mode 

again. We don‟t have but a couple of days to finish your 

preparations.” 

Two hours later, „Lisa‟ emerged from our bedroom 

followed closely by Cindy. It didn‟t take her any effort to 

affect my transformation from Stanley to Lisa. Was I 

that much of a wimp? Is that why nobody would hire 

me? Was I that obvious? 
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For some reason, my spirits lifted as I submerged 

myself once again in my „Lisa‟ role. Was I happier as a 

woman? “I cannot believe that I spent two hours with my 

parents as a girl wearing a splashy bikini, and neither of 

them realized that I was their son.” 

“It doesn‟t surprise me, Lisa,” Cindy answered. 

“There‟s not a thing about you that remotely resembles 

masculinity. You are far more suited at being a girl than 

you ever were a guy.” I raised my eyebrows at her 

suggestion.  

“The looks your father gave you when he thought no 

one was watching were like, „why weren‟t there chicks 

like this when I was in my twenties‟? Did you see the 

look your mother gave him? It was like „you‟re on the 

couch tonight, buster if you look at her like that one 

more time‟. 

The telephone rang to interrupt our girlish laughter. 

“Hi,” Cindy answered cheerfully. “Yes, she is here. Just a 

minute, I‟ll get her.” She brought the phone to me. “It‟s a 

man and he wants to talk with Lisa.” 

“Mike?”  

Cindy nodded, “What other man wants to talk with 

Lisa?” 

“Hello, Mike…” I answered. 

“How did you know it was me?” 

“Cindy thought it was you.” 

“It could have been one of your other boyfriends, but 

it isn‟t,” Mike gave a deep laugh. “Listen, would you like 

to go to Gramps for a sandwich and lemonade tonight?” 

“Gramps?” 
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“Yeah, Gramps Burgers, best hamburgers anywhere. 

Great sandwiches and the waitresses wear the shortest 

little outfits.” 

“That part wouldn‟t interest me.” 

“No, of course not,” Mike corrected himself. As Lisa, I 

would go as a girl, not to look at girls. 

Cindy nodded, “Go on, Lisa! Have a fun time!” 

I wasn‟t so certain. “Are you sure?”  

“Do it!” 

“All right, Mike, as long as it won‟t be too late. Great! 

Seven PM is fine. I‟ll be ready. Bye.” 

I hung up, but remained fixated. I‟d been a girl only 

three days. I‟d fooled my parents into believing I am a 

girl, and now I was going on a date as a girl with a really 

sexy guy. I was even thinking as a girl. I needed my face 

slapped to bring me back to reality, but the slap wasn‟t 

forthcoming. My wife was intent on reinforcing my 

femininity. 

“All right, Lisa! Are you excited? You just started 

being a girl, and you‟ve already landed a man, a really 

cute guy at that,” Cindy giggled. 

“We‟re just going out for a sandwich and drink.”  

“You‟re going out with a man for a sandwich and 

drink, sweetheart. He thinks that you are a girl, so you 

had better do whatever it takes to keep him thinking 

that. How exciting for you, and maybe just a little 

exciting for me too.” 

“Exciting for you? You‟re excited to see me date a 

guy?” 

“Yes, as a girl, as his date! I think it‟s just darling. 

How will you feel? You smell of perfume, your nails and 
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lips are painted, and Mike is calling you „she‟, „her‟, and 

„Lisa‟. You are a girl with a boyfriend. This is really 

exciting for you. You are in a total role reversal. You will 

have a wonderful time.” 

“You think so?” 

“Yes, yes, I do. I wish that I could go with you.” 

“Well, you can‟t,” I said in mock defiance.  

Cindy grinned. “Now is a good time for you to get 

ready for the weekend. Cover your whole body with the 

hair remover gel, shower it off, and then spend 30 

minutes in a lilac scented bubble bath.” 

The last part was pleasant. I even took delight in the 

feel of my smooth hairless body. I applied light evening 

makeup as Cindy directed. Bubble gum pink adorned my 

lips and nails, soft and feminine, as Cindy wanted. 

She brushed my auburn wig to make me look like an 

Irish lass, particularly when I slipped on a short Scottish 

plaid pleated skirt. My blouse was sleeveless with a row 

of ruffles over the shoulders and down the front. Large 

hoop earrings and a delicate charm necklace completed 

my outfit. 

I still wasn‟t used to long curled eyelashes, but I liked 

the effect the mascara created. I wore black high heel 

skimmers and sheer nylons. Even Cindy agreed that I 

made a pretty girl. 

She gave me a twenty-minute lecture on how girls act 

while dating boys. At the conclusion, she slipped two 

condoms into my purse. “At least use these if you didn‟t 

pay attention to anything else. I don‟t want you getting 

pregnant on me.” We both laughed. 

I sighed, “It‟s just for a sandwich and lemonade.” 
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“Then just have fun,” she giggled. She offered one last 

piece of advice. “No matter what, at all costs, you must 

never allow him to learn that you are not a girl!” I 

started to speak, but Cindy put a finger to her lips. “No 

matter what, understand?” 

 

Chapter 11 

Mike, like all men, was late picking me up. His 

lateness just added to my anxiety. I wasn‟t as confident 

as I thought. I, a man, was going to dinner with another 

man, a man who believed that I was a woman. Could I 

pull it off? I didn‟t have a choice, as I heard a loud rap on 

the door. 

“Are you all right?” Cindy asked before answering the 

door. 

“Just a little nervous.” 

She smiled and opened the door quickly, as if she 

were afraid that I would change my mind. “Hi, Mike, 

come in,” she greeted. 

I stood in the hallway to greet him too. “Hi, Mike…” 

“Well, hello, Lisa. You‟re looking really pretty 

tonight.” 

“Thank you,” I blushed, “Won‟t you come in for a 

minute?” 

I sat on the couch and Mike sat next to me. What a 

contrast we made, the ultimate man, and I, the soft 

feminine girl. Our knees touched, my knee encased in 

sheer nylon and his in faded heavy Jeans. Cindy stood 

across from us. She liked what she saw.  

We talked pleasantly for 15 minutes. Mike asked 

Cindy about Stan, and she told him that Stan was gone 
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for a few days. Mike asked her to join us, but she politely 

declined. I never moved my knee during this 

conversation and neither did Mike. I wondered if this 

was the start of a male-female bonding.  

“You guys had better be off,” Cindy stated. “I‟d go 

with you, but I‟m expecting a call from Stan.” She 

winked to me when Mike wasn‟t looking. 

“All right, it was nice visiting with you, Cindy.” 

“Same here, Mike. You guys have fun.” 

“We will…” I started to answer, but jumped when I 

felt Mike‟s hand on my waist and his arm across my 

back. My Gawd, this was the real thing. I was really 

going on a date as a woman. 

Cindy watched us until we reached Mike‟s Jeep. The 

step was 24” high. “Not made for skirts,” Mike laughed 

as he hoisted me up into the Jeep, “but I‟m glad you 

wore one.” 

I blushed again as I settled into the passenger seat 

and waved good-bye to Cindy. I was on my own. Cindy 

blew me a kiss. Girls can do that with one another, so I 

sent a kiss back to her. 

“Fasten your seat belt, Lisa. Girls don‟t like to 

wrinkle their clothes, but better than your face should 

we crash.” 

I clicked the seat belt closed. The convertible top was 

up, but the canvas doors were not attached. The wind 

was a minor nuisance, playing with my hair and 

whipping my skirt a little. 

I was so excited. I was going to be a girl for real. 

Being completely feminine thrilled me, although this not 

being a game tempered my excitement. Mike treated me 
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as the woman he believed me to be. He was very 

pleasant, and that helped. 

“Tell me about yourself, Lisa,” he asked. 

“Okay, well, I‟m single, dating, and graduated from 

University of Colorado. I‟m looking for a job, and they 

are really hard to find.” 

“Uh huh. What kind of work do you do?” 

“Public relations, business management…” 

“You mean like a secretary?” 

I bristled in pseudo-feminist fashion. “No, I mean like 

a business manager, an advertising executive. Women 

don‟t have to be just clerical anymore. This is the new 

millennium.” 

“Oops, sorry, I didn‟t mean to offend.” 

“No offense taken. A lot of people don‟t realize that 

women are allowed to do everything these days…” 

Mike changed the subject. “Tell me about your 

family.” 

I had to think about that. I had to make up Lisa‟s 

family. “I have a brother, Stan.” 

“That‟s all? I have an older sister and two younger 

sisters.” 

“I bet they spoiled you,” I giggled. I was becoming 

more comfortable conversing as a female. That was 

something that a woman would say. 

“Yeah, actually they did. Mom and Dad spoiled me 

too. Did you do anything fun in high school or college?” 

he asked.  

I decided to copycat Cindy‟s experiences. “I was a 

majorette in both high school and college.” 



11 – FEMININE PROPOSAL II….SANDY THOMAS PUBLICATIONS 

“Cool, did you have uniforms with the little short 

skirts?” 

“Sometimes, then sometimes a body suit. I was a 

Princess at homecoming at high school, and on the 

tennis team at college. I played 2nd string on the 

woman‟s basketball team.” 

“That‟s neat,” Mike thoughtfully offered. “How about 

your future? Besides career, I mean. Do you want to get 

married? Do you want to have kids?” 

How does a woman answer such personal questions? 

“Don‟t all women want to get married? I guess I‟m 

looking for my knight on a white stallion to rescue me.” 

“Then a cop in a Jeep wouldn‟t do?” he smiled. 

“Do you have a castle?” 

“I have a really cool rustic cabin. Is that close 

enough?” 

“It‟s got to have running water.” 

“Done, and I have a horse too,” Mike laughed. 

He was flirting with me and I enjoyed it. I was really 

feeling like a woman. I wasn‟t as nervous, since I now 

knew that I could successfully pull off being a girl with 

him. 

“Kids?” 

“Not right now. I want to play and work. I need to 

live life as a young woman before I become a full time 

mom.” How was I able to answer things like that? 

“Cool, I like that,” Mike added thoughtfully. 

His hand slid off the gearshift and onto my nylon-

encased knee. It is a move that men make on women, 

and I wondered what his next move would be. I didn‟t 

wonder very long, as his hand wandered up a few inches. 
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I liked it, and so did he. His hand hadn‟t moved any 

further up my leg by the time we arrived at Gramps. In 

fact, he removed it from time to time to shift gears. 

I learned a lot about him while we drove to Gramps. 

He graduated from State University, was drafted by the 

Denver Tornado Pro basketball team, but was cut just 

before start of the regular season. He fell in love with 

the Colorado Rocky Mountains and took a job as a 

deputy sheriff so he could stay in the area. He wasn‟t 

dating anyone seriously, but hoped to get married and 

settle down within the next five years. A son and 

daughter, in that order, were to follow the marriage. He 

felt that men needed to take care of their women. He 

looked over at me when he said that, and it gave me a 

warm glowing feeling that he had appointed himself as 

my protector. 

When we arrived, I swung my legs over the side of 

the Jeep. My shoes couldn‟t touch the ground, so Mike 

put his hands around my waist and simply said „jump‟. I 

did so, and as I slid towards the ground, my very short 

skirt slid upward exposing my lacy light blue panties. 

The view was brief, but it happened. 

“Oops, sorry, but very pretty…” Mike grinned.  

I smiled back, “I suppose you expect me to believe 

that was an accident?” 

“Really, it was, Lisa,” he seriously answered before 

realizing that I was kidding. 

Gramps was bustling, but Mike found a small table 

with two old-fashion soda bar chairs.  He helped me onto 

my chair, and then plopped carelessly onto his chair. 

“Get the lemonade for sure,” he recommended, “it‟s the 

best in the country.” 
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I was helped from a Jeep like a helpless girl, and I liked 
it! What is happening to me? How had I changed from a 
being a „truck driving man‟ to a being a „prissy girl‟? 
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I had a BLT with my lemonade, and he was right. As 

I looked around, I saw why guys liked this place. Young 

shapely waitresses wearing extremely short denim 

jumpers over a red peasant style blouse were serving 

customers. The jumper had short, very full red petticoats 

underneath, displaying lots of leg and thigh. How would 

I look in such an outfit? How would the full petticoats 

feel against my legs?  

Mike interrupted my thoughts, “I know the owner, 

and I can get you a job here.” 

“I was thinking how darling their outfits are.” 

“I like them myself,” Mike added. 

“No, you like the bare legs. I like the outfits.” 

“You‟re right,” he laughed, “and I like your outfit too, 

Lisa. It‟s very nice.” 

“Again, Mike, you like my legs, not my skirt,” I shot 

him a flirtatious glance, “and I‟m glad you do.” 

He looked me right in the eyes and nodded his head. 

“You have gorgeous legs, Lisa. It takes a skirt like you‟re 

wearing to properly display them. So yes, I like the skirt 

too,” he added. 

I noticed two men and a young woman enter Gramps. 

One pointed in our direction, and the three walked 

towards us. I started to get butterflies. We were about to 

have company.  

Mike saw where I was looking, “Oh, it‟s two of my 

buddies, Steve, Greg, and Greg‟s wife, Janice. Steve and 

Greg work with me.” 

“Hi, guys,” he greeted and gave Janice a hug with his 

greeting. “Pull up some chairs and join us.” Mike slid his 

chair next to mine. “This is my friend, Lisa Knight,” he 

introduced me.  



15 – FEMININE PROPOSAL II….SANDY THOMAS PUBLICATIONS 

Janice took a chair next to mine. “Lisa, you should be 

careful. You‟re judged by those you associate with, and 

being with Mike…” Everyone at the table had a good 

laugh. I liked Janice, but worried that she might read 

right through my disguise. 

The guys immediately broke into a discussion about a 

new speed record. I knew of the record and would have 

joined in, but Janice said, “I like your skirt, Lisa.”  

I‟d almost forgot that tonight I wasn‟t one of the guys. 

“It‟s a „Colleen‟ brand imported from Scotland.” 

“I love it,” she gushed, and our feminine discussion 

began.  

I soon knew about Janice and Greg and their two 

children. I enjoyed the girl talk with Janice. She told me 

of upcoming sales at a store where she worked. I 

intended to check out the sale next week if I were still 

Lisa. 

I had a point to add to the men‟s discussion. “It was a 

338.005 mph, not 335 mph speed record, and it was the 

Dobson fuel dragster that won because the gargling fuel 

dragster was red lighted.”  

The guys couldn‟t believe that a woman knew such 

things. “Wow, are you available, Lisa?” Steve asked. 

“Single, but not available,” Mike said almost too 

quickly, but he regained his composure and smile. “I 

found her first.” 

“Any sisters?” 

“A sister-in-law, but she‟s married to my brother.” 

“Does she cheat?” Steve kidded. 

“Not to my knowledge,” I answered. His question 

made me think of Cindy‟s date with Vic Toredo. I 
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remembered her in his arms, kissing him passionately. 

If I had a choice, I‟d rather see her with Steve. 

“Not even a little?” Steve persisted. 

“I don‟t know, Steve. Ask her out sometime if you 

really want to know.” Why had I said that? Why would I 

encourage a man to ask my wife out on a date? Maybe I 

envisioned Cindy and I each dating deputy sheriff‟s in 

the future. I don‟t think anyone took me seriously, but I 

was later to learn that someone had. 

Janice said, “Here‟s the rest of the gang.” I turned to 

see three vans full of men and women softball players 

pull up. Their uniforms read, „Karl County Sheriff‟s 

Department‟. They had come to Gramps to celebrate a 

softball victory. 

They poured into Gramps in waves. A criminal would 

have felt distinctly uncomfortable amongst this crowd. I 

was equally uncomfortable being a guy dressed as a girl. 

Tables were moved, chairs repositioned, and soon I 

was seated at the center table, surrounded by wives, 

girlfriends, and female deputies. The chatter was mostly 

about the game, but other conversations soon cropped 

up. Janice introduced me to the women and they seemed 

to accept me as one of the girls. 

It took ten minutes for me to feel comfortable as a 

woman amongst women. Soon, I realized that I liked my 

new adopted role; I liked being Lisa; I liked being a girl! 

A girl named Ashley asked me how long I‟d been 

dating Mike. “Actually, this is our first date.” 

“How did you meet him?” 

“He stopped me because of my driving.” 

“Speeding?” 
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“Impeding traffic, I think,” which brought gales of 

laughter.  

“No one gets stopped for driving too slow,” Ashley 

said. “Mike saw you, thought you were cute, and figured 

a way to meet you.” Several feminine heads nodded in 

agreement. “Soon he knew everything about you, Lisa, 

your name, where you live, and your marital status. 

Take it as a compliment that he was so through so he 

could meet you.” 

“I will,” I smiled, and thought how Mike didn‟t really 

know anything about me. I saw Mike telling stories and 

jokes with a group of guys. They seemed to hang on his 

every word. 

Suddenly several of the guys turned and looked at 

me. Was he talking about me and in what context? Was 

he saying that I was the kind of woman that he wanted 

to marry or that he was going to ask me out again? Was 

he talking about trying to get lucky with me tonight? I 

wondered what plans Mike had for me. How much of a 

woman did I have to be tonight? 

The conversation died down as the food arrived. Soon 

after that, it was time to leave. “Are you ready, 

sweetheart? I know you don‟t want to be out too late 

tonight,” Mike asked. 

I smiled, “Yes, I‟m ready.” 

Mike helped me to my feet as a gentleman would, 

and even picked up my purse for me. We said our good-

byes, and I bid personal farewells to my two new friends, 

Janice and Ashley. We had become girlfriends during 

the evening. 

The night had grown chilly, and Mike protectively 

put his jacket about my shoulders. A light wind whipped 

at my skirt and I looked forward to Mike helping me into 
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his Jeep. I looked forward to his strong arms picking me 

up, one arm under my shoulders, another beneath my 

legs, and effortlessly lifting me into the Jeep. I was not 

disappointed. I felt so feminine with this man taking 

care of me. 

We didn‟t talk a lot on the way home. Mike popped in 

a music CD and I relaxed and enjoyed myself as the Jeep 

wound up the dark mountain road. The moon and stars 

were crystal clear; the mood was set for love. 

Mike slid his hand further up my nylon-covered thigh 

and I allowed him to push my skirt high on my leg. I 

liked his warm hand as he touched my thigh. I was 

certainly allowing myself to feel like a real woman.   

Someday soon, I‟d have to return to being a man and 

to reality. Gosh, only four days ago, I had never worn a 

dress or nylons or makeup. Now I called myself Lisa, 

and was infatuated with a man named Mike. I was 

thinking, acting, and looking like a woman. How could 

this happen? 

I thought of when Cindy first put makeup on me, and 

how embarrassed I felt. I remembered how scared I was 

wearing a skirt outside and actually going to Denver 

dressed totally as a woman. I was so terrified. I thought 

of Cindy first reading Vic‟s contract to me, how incensed 

I was that Vic would make such a proposal, and how 

angry I was that Cindy had forced me to agree to it. Me, 

a male, forced to dress as a sissy female, how I hated it 

back then. 

Wow, things had changed. My biggest concern now 

was that in four days I had to return to being Stan and I 

could no longer be Lisa. Could I admit that I enjoyed, no 

loved, being female, even to the point of desiring a 

boyfriend? Lipstick, lace, skirts, and lingerie had become 

a pleasurable part of my life. 
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Mike gently broke into my thoughts. “Lisa, would you 

like to go to a movie tomorrow night?” 

I really wanted to, but knew I couldn‟t. “I would love 

to, but I have other plans for tomorrow night and the 

weekend.” 

“Not with another guy, I hope,” Mike seemed sad. 

“I‟m afraid so,” I sadly stated, “but I didn‟t know you 

when I accepted his invitation.” Obviously, Mike didn‟t 

like me dating other men. 

He recovered quickly though, “Maybe sometime next 

week?” 

“I would love that, honey,” I agreed. Where did that 

„honey‟ come from? 

“Good, I‟ll call you Monday and we‟ll make plans,” he 

cheered up.  

I placed my hand on his hand and gently squeezed, 

“I‟ll look forward to your call.” 

Mike didn‟t stop to neck or make out. Part of me was 

happy, while another part wondered what it would be 

like to be romantic as a girl. Arriving home, Mike helped 

me from the Jeep, taking my soft feminine hand into his 

enormous hand. He led me onto my porch, and we stood 

before the closed door. I knew he wanted to kiss me 

goodnight, and anticipation of receiving his lips on mine 

made me feel so very girlish. 

His arms encircled my slender waist and pulled me 

close. I looked up into his steel gray eyes as his eyes 

searched out mine. He bent down and placed his lips 

onto my candy pink lips and I placed my arms around 

his neck, drawing him closer. I closed my eyes as our lips 

touched. His lips firm against mine, I received Mike‟s 

kiss as a woman. I was in ecstasy. Mike pulled me 
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closer. As our bodies touched, I felt his bulge against my 

stomach, showing that my feminine charms had turned 

him on. 

The kiss was over all too soon. I didn‟t want it to be 

over, but where would I go from there? Mike unlocked 

the door with my key and opened it for me. This time, I 

placed a quick kiss on his lips. “Thank you for a 

wonderful evening.” 

“It was my pleasure,” he said sincerely and turned to 

leave. Within seconds, his engine started and my first 

night with a man as a woman was over. It was 

wonderful! 

Cindy was not asleep. “Did you have fun?” she asked. 

“Yes!” I knew she wanted more, but I chose not to 

tell. 

“Well, tell me about it…” she asked. 

“When I come to bed. I‟m going to take my makeup 

off first.”  

She came to the bathroom door. “Tell me as you are. I 

want to see you as you were on your date. Did you enjoy 

being Lisa? Did anyone know you aren‟t a girl?” 

“Yes, I enjoyed being a girl, and no, no one thought 

that I was anything except a woman.”  

It took nearly twenty minutes to tell her about the 

evening. I came to the ride home and the goodnight kiss, 

but I didn‟t know how to tell her about that. How does a 

man tell his wife about being fondled and kissed by 

another man who treated him as his girl? 

“Did he put the moves on you? I knew that he was 

going to,” Cindy giggled. 

I answered with a red face, “He ran his hands up my 

thigh.” 
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“Oh gosh, did you like it?” 

“Yeah, it felt nice, and kind of turned me on.” 

“Kind of? A guy checking your thighs is a fantastic 

turn-on. You must have loved it. You‟re a girl now, and 

those are things that you should enjoy.” 

“It doesn‟t bother you that I enjoyed having a man 

stroke my thigh?” 

“Not at all. Why should it? I turned you into a girl. As 

such, you should enjoy turning men on.” She really 

meant what she was saying. “Face it, honey, as you look 

now, you‟re not going to turn any girls on.” I blushed. 

“What else did he do?” Cindy pressed. 

“He gave me a goodnight kiss.” 

“That‟s all? Didn‟t he hold you close?” 

“Well…yes…” 

“That‟s better. Your kiss was a romantic kiss then?” 

“I guess…” 

“You guess? There is a way to tell if you turn a guy 

on. Was Mike…uh…excited when he pressed his groin 

against you? You know what I‟m talking about.” 

I was turning bright red, “Yes.” 

“Then you know what he really wanted…?” 

“Yeah....” 

“Maybe next time you can take it a step further?” 

“Next time…?” 

“I don‟t think that Lisa will disappear just yet. Do 

you think there will be a next time?” 

“He is calling me next Monday to talk about going out 

next weekend…” 
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“I thought so. We may have to buy Lisa some more 

clothes. Maybe I‟ll have to look for a new boyfriend if 

Lisa is around for awhile,” she added as a joke, but was 

there a hidden message? “Maybe you can ask Mike to fix 

me up with a friend, so we can double date.” 

“Is it all right if I stayed a girl for another week?” 

“Uh huh, it‟s fun having a husband who can double 

as a girlfriend, but you didn‟t answer if Mike could fix 

me up.” 

“I‟m sure he can…if that‟s what you want.”  

She could tell that I was worried about her going out 

with other men. She gave me a peck on the cheek. “Don‟t 

worry, you‟re the love of my life. We‟ll talk about it 

further if you‟re still painting your lips by this time next 

week, okay?” 

I nodded. “Let‟s get ready for bed. You need your 

beauty sleep. For the next few days Vic will be the man 

in your life, and we better get you prepared.” 

Later that night, we reversed roles as we made love. 

Cindy insisted that I call her Mike. I just hope that I 

didn‟t sound too convincing when I shouted, “Mike, oh 

Mike…Mike…Mike!” 

 

Chapter 12 

I slept poorly. I kept trying to justify how I, a totally 

straight guy, can be excited at pretending to be a girl 

and feminine clothes and makeup. Most of all, I worried 

about how I had become so totally feminine that I 

wanted to become a man‟s girlfriend. I didn‟t have easy 

answers. How could I become so totally immersed in 

femininity? 
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I knew that enjoying being a girl would help during 

the coming weekend. I wouldn‟t mind painting my nails 

or lips. I was excited at being mistaken as a girl while 

wearing a dress, hose, and heels. I had to be Vic‟s 

woman for the next few days. I wouldn‟t be with Cindy 

or Mike. What did Vic expect of me? What would he force 

me to do? The demands being made of me would make a 

real woman tremble. I would be obligated to 

fulfill…willingly, pictures, poses, publicity, even a 

contract that compelled sex without question, and all 

with the full knowledge and consent of my wife. 

Cindy was forcing me to be little more than a high 

priced hooker. Of course, originally, I had expected her 

to do exactly the same things, except that she is really a 

girl. She wouldn‟t have had to change sex to comply. 

-------------------------------------- 

Vic was picking me up at 6 PM. That seemed a long 

way off at 5 AM, yet I really had no time left to do 

anything for myself as either Lisa or Stan. I closed my 

eyes and tried to drift off to sleep. 

“Come on, Sweetheart,” Cindy called. “Get up and 

let‟s do something. It was 7:30 and bright and sunny 

outside. “Let‟s do something fun, like look for guys.” 

“I have a rich guy lined up,” I reminded her. 

“Oh, that‟s right,” she smiled, “You will be a kept 

woman for an entire weekend. Are you excited?” 

“I wouldn‟t say „excited‟, more like nervous, very 

nervous.” 

“You can to it, right?” 

I looked at the ground. “Yeah, I guess I have to…” 

“Don‟t get too taken with him, or it may be you and 

he living here, and not you and I.” 
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“He would never ask me to be his bride,” I 

sarcastically responded. 

“You never know,” she grinned, “it may depend on 

how good you are in bed.” 

Her statement sobered me up. “That can really be a 

problem. I‟m not sure I can let another man have me 

sexually.” 

“I don‟t mean to sound insensitive, sweetheart, but 

you were okay when you thought I would be servicing 

him, and allowing him to make love to me so we could 

have our house and car.” 

“But…” 

“But nothing, Lisa. I won‟t lose this house just 

because you‟re afraid to let a man take you sexually. You 

will be the best lay Vic has ever had. You have a choice, 

Stan if we are to stay together.” 

“I…I‟m totally giving up my manhood. I‟ll be a 

woman for all practical matters.” 

“Yes, you will be a woman and you may even like it. 

How you acted on your date with Mike leads me think 

that you may enjoy being a woman for a man.” I didn‟t 

say anything, so she continued. “This weekend originally 

was a business deal where we stood to lose thousands of 

dollars. Dressing you up early was intended to allow you 

to grow into the role and maybe enjoy it. I think we 

succeeded.” 

“I agreed to stay a girl for another week, didn‟t I?” 

“Yes, Lisa. Now enjoy your next four days as a girl, 

even though you‟re being forced to pose as one. When 

you dress in your sexy clothes or paint your lips do it 

because it‟s fun. Do it because you enjoy being a girl.” 

“You think I enjoy being a girl?” 
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“I think you like being Mike‟s girlfriend. You could be 

a total woman for him, couldn‟t you?” 

I burned scarlet red. I didn‟t answer her question nor 

did she persist. We both knew the answer, although I 

didn‟t think she was totally accurate. I had never let a 

man take me that way, so how could I be sure. 

“Come on, nothing sexual is going to happen until at 

least Sunday night. Who knows, you might not turn him 

on? Maybe it‟s just a bluff and he hopes that you‟ll back 

out of the deal.” 

“I can only hope...” 

“Meanwhile, enjoy the dinner show, ball game, and 

Broadway show. You like those things. The only 

difference is that you are attending them as a girl.” 

“It has been kind of fun being a girl with you, but 

being one with him is completely different. I have to be a 

girl for real.” 

“You enjoyed being a real girl for Mike last night, 

right?” 

Yes…!” What a thing to tell your wife. I enjoyed being 

a girl as a man‟s date. What must she think of me? She 

didn‟t catch me with another woman. She sent me, as a 

woman, on a date with another man, and I enjoyed being 

Lisa with him. 

Cindy brought me back to reality. “Let‟s relax today, 

sunbathe, and read Cosmo or some girlish romance 

novel. We‟ll paint each other‟s nails and stuff…okay?” 

“Okay…” 

“Let‟s change.” Cindy disappeared into our bedroom. 

“I‟ll let you wear one of my swimsuits.”  

“I didn‟t expect to wear one of my own swimsuits.” 
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“How boring. Why would you want to when I have 

such darling outfits to lend you?” I completely agreed 

with her, but I didn‟t say anything. How girlish would I 

admit to being? 

She pulled out a sea foam color two-piece bikini with 

a scallop design for me to wear. I soon sported a decent 

feminine figure with Cindy‟s expertise in breast taping 

and groin concealment. She chose a flame red one-piece 

strapless suit for herself. She was a real knockout. 

“I‟m getting unladylike urges seeing you in that suit,” 

I said. 

She smiled, “Now you know how the boys will feel 

when they see you in your little suits.” 

We lay on soft beach towels on the patio deck. Cindy 

covered me thoroughly with lotion, working it deep into 

my cleavage and around my bikini line. I later found the 

lotion was a tanning lotion. I took my time rubbing a 

different sunscreen on her. 

We spent a lazy, hazy summer day reading, talking, 

and painting each other‟s nails. I read about beauty 

secrets in „New Woman‟ magazine, which seemed an 

appropriate magazine for me to read. 

Soon it was time for me to become a „new woman‟. I 

found I had taken the first step when I stripped off my 

swimsuit and saw my now naked body deeply tanned 

except for the area covered by my swimsuit. Those tan 

lines would be with me for weeks. Stan wasn‟t going to 

go shirtless anytime soon. 

“Four thirty, Lisa. Vic will pick you up in an hour and 

a half.” It was time to get ready for my date, and 

thinking about it gave me butterflies in my stomach. As 

a guy, I only needed a few minutes, but as a woman, I 

needed all the time available. 
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After finishing my shower and smoothly shaving my 

body, I sat at Cindy‟s makeup table attired in the 

panties Vic sent me, over which I wore sheer nylon hose. 

I admitted that I have great legs, long and shapely. I 

would slip my 3” black patent leather heels with ankle 

straps on later. 

I began to apply my makeup, and the only suggestion 

Cindy made was to not do my makeup too sexy, as I was 

only going to a dinner theater. I had come so far as a girl 

in four days that I could do my makeup unsupervised. I 

applied foundation, blush, powder, blue eyeshadow (blue 

was back according to „New Woman‟ magazine), black 

eyeliner, and mascara on my surprisingly long lashes. 

I fastened my strapless pushup bra into place and 

dropped a sheer nude camisole over my shoulders. 

Cleavage? If cleavage was what he wanted, then 

cleavage is what he would get. I gingerly stepped into 

my deep-cut spaghetti strap mini dress with a micro 

mini flared skirt, and pulled it over my now feminine 

body. A great description of this dress is black, daring, 

and sexy. I finished off by slipping a sheer top that 

draped from my exposed shoulders to my waist in layers 

of lace. 

My auburn wig cascaded over my bare shoulders. 

Only then did I look into Cindy‟s full-length mirror. 

Whoa! I even excited myself. I was a fox!  

I glanced at my delicate gold watch on my left wrist. 

It was twenty till six, and my timing was perfect. It was 

time to apply my dusty rose lipstick and gloss that 

matched my pretty nails. I felt that I had just sealed my 

femininity as the rose cream settled on my lips. I was 

now truly Lisa. 
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I wanted to be a woman and now I was one. Would I 

ever want to return to being a man? Of course I would, 

but not for a few days or maybe a week or so. 

“Are you ready?” Cindy broke into my thoughts. 

“Yes,” I declared. 

“Not quite, sugar,” she said, “Where is your jewelry?” 

“Jewelry?” 

“Earrings, necklace, the pretty little accessories that 

we girls enjoy. How could you have forgotten?” Cindy 

smiled. “A little lesson I forgot to teach you.”  

She dug into her jewelry box to produce a delicate 

gold necklace. She gently placed it about my neck. The 

necklace looked so feminine as it encircled my neck. “I 

knew you would like it,” Cindy giggled. She attached a 

similar gold hoop with tiny red stones in each of my ears.  

“You‟re a real woman now.” I almost forgot about 

getting my ears pierced. I loved the look and feel of the 

dangling earrings. I would not forget my earrings again. 

I was admiring myself in the full-length mirror when 

the doorbell rang. My Gawd, it must be Vic and my 

weekend of forced femininity was about to begin. Cindy 

opened the door and I heard, “Uh…hi, Mike! What are 

you doing here?” 

“Mike?” I gasped. 

“Lisa left her purse in my Jeep. I‟m returning it. Is 

she here?” 

“Well yes, but…” 

“Hi, Mike,” I moved into the living room. “Oh, you 

brought back my purse. How nice.” Mike‟s eyes were as 

large as saucers. 
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Mike was pissed, Cindy was excited, Vic was smug, and 
I was terrified! And this is just the start of my weekend 
as another guy‟s girl! 
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“You are beautiful, Lisa! Absolutely gorgeous!” he 

gasped. 

“Thank you,” I blushed. Then Mike remembered that 

I was beautiful for another man and he forced a weak 

smile. “Uh…you remember that I am going out this 

weekend.” 

“I guess so, but I hate you being that beautiful for 

another man.” 

I smiled, “But I‟ll be talking to you next Monday, 

honey.” There was that „honey‟ again. I sat gracefully on 

the couch and realized that I was showing a lot of nylon-

encased thigh. It was not lost on him. 

Suddenly there was another ring of the doorbell. 

Cindy and I looked at each other and panicked. What 

could we do? “I‟ll get it,” Mike declared before either of 

us could stop him.  

Mike opened the door wide, and yes, it was Vic. What 

a sight! My six-foot boyfriend in Jeans and T-shirt stood 

before my weekend date, the very good-looking Vic 

Toredo. Vic was splendid in a very expensive 3-piece 

suit, and was obviously surprised. 

“You must be here to pick up Lisa,” Mike declared. 

“Indeed I am. I‟m looking forward to a wonderful 

weekend with her,” Vic declared.  

Suddenly Mike spotted my suitcases beside the door. 

“Weekend? Oh, sure, yeah, well I was just leaving,” Mike 

steamed through the doorway. 

“Mike!” I called after him. “I‟ll talk with you on 

Monday, okay?” 

“Maybe!” was his abrupt answer as he jumped into 

his Jeep and left in an angry cloud of dust. 

“Is there a problem?” Vic asked, obviously pleased. 
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“No, he‟s just a friend,” Cindy answered. “He was late 

going somewhere.” 

“I would say that he was jealous that Lisa had 

another man in her life. How many boyfriends does your 

husband have, Cindy?” Vic smiled broadly. “As pretty 

and feminine as he is, I would guess that he could 

attract lots of men.” 

“Cut it out, Vic,” Cindy angrily shouted. “The 

contract states that you must treat Stan completely as a 

woman.”  

Obviously Vic liked what he heard. “Of course, 

sweetheart. As of this moment, your husband is no 

longer your husband. He is now my girlfriend and 

he…no she…will be a woman for the entire weekend. I 

certainly understand why you like her better this way, 

Cindy. I knew he would easily pass as a woman, but I 

had no idea that he would be this pretty. My weekend 

will be so much more fun now that I will be spending it 

with a pretty girl rather than a plain girl.” 

Cindy glared at Vic and I. I said nothing, passively 

acting as if I were really a girl. “Does the big guy know 

who our Lisa really is?” 

“No…” I answered, and this time, Vic looked 

surprised. He just had to get in a last shot. 

“Oh…someone for your future, honey? Maybe you‟ll 

choose not to go back to being a boring guy. Maybe it will 

be more fun if you remain as the gorgeous chick that 

you‟ve become.” He looked me over as if I were a woman, 

undressing me with his eyes. “Are you wearing the 

pretty panties of the month that I sent you, Lisa?” 

I nodded, turning deep red. “I never got to see them 

before they were sent to you. Please raise your dress a 

little so I can take a quick peek at your pretty lingerie?” 
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I looked helplessly at Cindy and she gave me a sad 

nod. I had to do whatever Vic asked of me this weekend, 

it was in the contract. I closed my eyes as I took my 

dress hem between my fingers and lifted the skirt to my 

waist. 

“Nice legs,” Vic agreed, “but I cannot see your 

panties.” I shivered as I stood dressed and made up as a 

woman and holding my dress up so Vic could see my 

panties. All in front of my wife! 

“Very pretty. I‟ll take a picture of you wearing them 

later,” Vic declared. “As smooth as the front of your 

panties are, you must not have had much to conceal. 

Let‟s be going, honey.”  

Vic placed his arm around my waist. He then kissed 

me lightly on my lips, making sure that Cindy saw. “I 

thought that would be a tough thing to do, but your 

husband is so much like a girl that it seemed natural.”  

Vic took every opportunity to humiliate me in front of 

Cindy. He took every shot he could to boost his 

masculinity and his power over me, his girl for the 

weekend. It was as if he were saying, „Cindy, which man 

do you really want? Me, rich, powerful, and masculine, 

or your husband, jobless, pretty, and oh so feminine in 

that cute dress?‟  

I wasn‟t much competition for the „manly‟ award as I 

stood next to Vic with his arm tightly wrapped around 

my tiny waist. I was very aware that another man held 

me as I wore a dress, lingerie, hose, and heels, and with 

my nails painted a pretty rose to match my glossy 

lipstick. A man who would later be able to sexually take 

me if he chose to do so, and I had to let him, all in front 

of my wife. 

“I‟ll give you both one more „out‟ if you wish,” Vic 

declared loudly. He had both our attentions. “Cindy, 
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would you like to take your husband‟s place as my 

girlfriend this weekend? Same roles, same rewards.”  

A fleeting thought crossed my mind that Cindy would 

set me free. “No, I want him to do it as agreed,” Cindy 

stated. 

“No? Let‟s ask Lisa anyway,” Vic was obviously 

disappointed. “Lisa, do you want Cindy to take your 

place as my girl? Remember the cooperative upbeat 

conditions of the contract before you answer. Think 

about it, then tell Cindy and I your answer.” 

I did indeed remember that damned contract that 

forced me into this situation. I was also aware of Cindy‟s 

refusal to take my place. I knew how I had to answer. 

“Why no, Vic,” I smiled, “I don‟t want Cindy to take my 

place. I‟m looking forward to being your girl all weekend. 

I hope that you will make me a complete woman before 

the weekend is over.” 

Cindy‟s eyes grew wide with surprise and Vic 

staggered and stuttered a little, “You‟ll forget that you 

were ever a man, honey. You‟ll look forward to your 

future as a woman because you‟ll get to do things with 

me that other girls‟ only dream of.” 

I smiled a weak smile. My plan to scare him into 

quitting had backfired. “I‟m glad that you‟re looking 

forward to this,” Cindy said. What was she really 

thinking?  

Vic guided me toward his car. His driver placed my 

bags and suitcases in the trunk. “You really look forward 

to being my girl, Lisa? I won‟t let you down.” 

I felt really strange wearing a dress and high heels, 

and having a man with his arm around my waist leading 

me into a weekend of womanhood. I looked back at 

Cindy as Vic opened the car door for me. She had her 
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arms crossed and a satisfied smile on her face. “Have a 

wonderful time, Lisa.” 

I sat, dress at mid-thigh, with Vic putting his arm 

around my shoulders and pulling me close. He had rolled 

down the darkened automatic windows so Cindy would 

not miss a thing.  

Vic‟s driver took his place behind the steering wheel. 

“This is Howard, Lisa. Howard is your bodyguard, 

guarding your very pretty, very feminine body this whole 

weekend. He‟s a good man, but I can‟t guarantee that he 

won‟t come onto you when I‟m not around,” Vic laughed. 

Howard nodded to me. “A pleasure to be at your 

service, ma‟am.” He was a clean-cut athletic type, 

probably in his mid to late twenties. I was sure that he 

could protect me. Protect me from what? Was I so 

feminine that I needed a man to protect me? Was I that 

delicate? Maybe I was, so why not enjoy it. 

“Thank you, Howard,” I softly said. “I look forward to 

your company.” I saw his broad smile in the rear view 

mirror. 

Vic removed his arm from around my shoulders as 

soon as we were out of sight of the house. What he had 

done was all show for Cindy, to display his masculinity 

and how feminine he had made me. 

“You‟re going to love this weekend, Lisa,” he started, 

“You‟ll do more than any other woman who has spent a 

weekend with me, and it‟ll all be on film. Cindy gets a 

copy of everything.” 

“I‟m sure,” I sweetly cooed. I knew his game. He 

would see that I was the girliest girl ever, and then he 

would share all those moments with Cindy, hoping that 

she will dump her effeminate husband to be with a „real‟ 

man. I shivered and wondered if she would. 
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We drove in silence just looking at the scenery. Vic 

broke into my thoughts, talking low so Howard couldn‟t 

hear. “What do you think, Lisa? Here the three of us are 

driving through the Colorado Mountains, three men, 

Howard, you, and I. How does it feel to play the role of a 

woman and be with two real men?” 

“I adore being a woman, Vic.” I hadn‟t forgotten the 

mandatory clause in the damn contract that stated I had 

to be fun, cooperative, and enthusiastic. I would embrace 

my femininity all weekend. Actually, it wasn‟t that bad 

except for Vic being a pain in the ass. I could admit to 

myself that pretending to be a girl was kind of fun. I 

loved the clothes and the makeup. I might even enjoy 

being with a man if he were the right man like Mike or 

maybe even Howard. I froze those thoughts in mid-

thought. What was wrong with me? I‟m not supposed to 

be into men. I am one! Then I glanced at my rose-colored 

fingernails and nylon covered legs. „Well, I will be 

again…probably.‟ 

The rest of the trip was uneventful, and soon Howard 

rolled up to the front doors of the Cherry Hills Dinner 

Theater. Vic buttoned his suit coat, I straightened my 

skirt, and Howard opened the car doors for us.  

Vic extended his hand to me, a gesture of a 

gentleman towards his lady. I delicately extended my 

legs to the pavement until my spike heels touched the 

ground. That movement immodestly pushed my short 

skirt higher up my thighs. Vic smiled as he gently 

tugged the hem of my skirt back to a presentable 

position. 

“Thank you,” I sincerely offered. 

“My pleasure, mademoiselle,” he graciously returned. 

Howard handed me my purse and Vic and I started 

for a night at the theater, as a man and his date. Vic 
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held my hand as he led me toward the theater entrance. 

The click of my heels and the confinement of my skirt 

reminded me of my role for the evening. 

I felt my earrings flutter as they brushed the sides of 

my face. OK, it is fun being here as a girl, even with Vic 

who was now treating me as his woman and date. It 

wouldn‟t do if people thought of his date as anything but 

a beautiful woman. Now we both had to play our roles 

well. He had to be protective as my man, and I had to be 

charming as his woman. 

“Welcome, Mr. Toredo,” a uniformed doorman greeted 

us with an open double glass door, as we walked around 

a long line of people waiting to get inside. 

“Thank you, Gordon. This is Miss Lisa.” 

Gordon beamed, “Welcome, Miss Lisa.” The folded 

bills left in Gordon‟s hand were a regular routine. 

“Thank you, Gordon,” I warmly smiled. Wow, how 

things had changed to go from being a destitute guy four 

days ago to a lady of luxury tonight.  

Vic pointed out the ladies room. “It was a long drive. I 

know that you want to freshen up.” I did want to freshen 

up, but fluttering butterflies churned my stomach as I 

pushed open the door marked, „Ladies‟. Vic would be in 

and out of the „Gentleman‟s‟ room long before I could 

return to the lobby. 

A couple of women were applying makeup as I 

entered. They paid absolutely no attention to me, which 

made me feel more comfortable. I was just another 

woman to them. I locked myself in a stall and pulled 

down my hose and panties. There are times when it is 

definitely a plus to be a man, and this is one of them. I 

took care of business and vowed to drink as little as 

possible so this wouldn‟t be a repeated trip. 
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As with all women, I stopped at the mirror to freshen 

my makeup. I only needed a touch of lipstick. As an 

afterthought, I lightly applied perfume to my throat and 

between the mounds of my exposed cleavage. 

“Oh, he‟ll love that for sure, honey.” I glanced up, 

surprised to see one of the actresses from the show. 

“My boyfriend loves that perfume and he loves for me 

to wear it just where you do,” the blond, twenty-year-old 

girl giggled as she left the room. I smiled. Apparently I 

was doing things correctly as a woman. 

Vic was seated on an upholstered bench. “Ah, there 

she is.” He was actually pleasant as he guided me 

through the hallways to the balcony seating. It was the 

best in the house. I was doing things as a woman that I 

would never be able to do as a man.  

We were seated at a table with two other young 

couples. “Hi, I‟m Tony. This is my wife, Heather.” 

“Todd and Amy here,” another guy smiled. 

“Vic and Lisa,” Vic declared. 

“Pretty dress, Lisa,” Amy said, as Heather nodded. 

“Thank you. You are both very pretty yourselves.”  

In seconds, Todd and Tony were deep in conversation 

with Vic about some new fuel injection system. At the 

same time, Heather, Amy, and I started discussing the 

on-line bidding for model‟s eggs for the perfect daughters 

that some couples were hoping to have.  

“It would be my luck,” Heather said, “that the egg 

would produce a son instead of a daughter.” 

“Then you would have a very pretty son,” Amy 

giggled. 
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“That‟s what I want,” Heather murmured, a boy who 

looks good wearing a dress.” We all laughed and the men 

paid no attention. 

“I doubt if you can make a guy look very good as a 

girl. What do you think, Lisa?” 

“You can probably change a boy into a girl, but I 

doubt that you could ever make a man look like a 

woman,” I lied. What an interesting turn this 

conversation had taken. 

“I don‟t know about that. I know of at least one man 

who was turned into a really good looking woman,” Vic 

had taken an interest in our conversation. 

“Why would he do that?” Amy questioned. 

“Maybe because he made a better looking woman 

than he did a man,” Vic arched his eyebrows. “Maybe his 

femininity was stronger than his masculinity. It 

happens.” 

“I can‟t buy that,” Tony added. “You can‟t make a guy 

look so good that everyone would really think he was a 

woman. There would be signs. I could tell every time.” 

Todd nodded in agreement. 

“I think you‟re both wrong. I believe certain men 

could easily pass as women,” I said. They had no idea 

that I was defending myself. 

Heather and Amy agreed with me. Both remembered 

certain men from their pasts that they thought could 

pass as women. “Remember Randy?” Amy giggled. “He is 

probably a girl now.” Amy and Heather both laughed. 

Vic glanced at me, but said nothing. I was living 

proof the guys were wrong. I certainly had no intentions 

of proving my point to them, however. It was time for the 

show to start, so the conversation died. 
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“Join us in the powder room while the men talk about 
their boring cars?” Amy suggested. I couldn‟t decline. Vic 
smirked as I joined the women, while he stayed with the 
men. A week ago, I was one of the guys, but now I was a 
woman, expected to enthusiastically do what women do. 
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The show was „Lil Abner‟, a comedy. I was constantly 

reminded that I was a woman whenever I re-crossed my 

legs. I remembered Cindy‟s coaching, „knees together at 

all times‟. The slight pull of the spaghetti straps of my 

dress and the lipstick stain on my glass were reminders 

that tonight I was Lisa. 

Vic sat across the table from me with the other men. 

At one point, he held my hand briefly, and then let go as 

he apparently remembered who I really was. 

The show was quite good. I was so totally immersed 

in it that I forgot that I was at the theater dressed as a 

woman and referred to as Lisa by a man who was my 

date, a man who was taking me to his house when the 

show was over. I was having so much fun that these 

things just fled my mind, that is, until intermission 

when the house lights came on. 

“Come, Lisa, let‟s go to the Ladies room before the 

line gets too long,” Heather and Amy suggested.  

Vic raised an eyebrow. “See you at the start of the 

second half if you‟re lucky. I bet at times you wish you 

were a man, eh, Lisa?” 

“Never! I wouldn‟t want to be a man for any reason,” 

I shot back. 

“Good for you, Lisa. Sometimes men can be so 

arrogant. If a short visit to the bathroom is the best 

thing about being a man, then I‟m doubly glad that I‟m a 

woman,” Amy stated with conviction. Heather and I 

nodded in agreement. 

This time the line was not long, and I had the ladies 

room thing down pat. I checked the delicate watch on my 

wrist. Seven minutes since we left our table, and we 

were on our way back. I wasn‟t prepared for the feminine 

voice that halted my return. “Lisa, Lisa, is that you?” I 
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turned to spot Janice, my friend from Gramps, Greg‟s 

wife. 

“Hi, Janice,” I smiled. I really did like her. “A little 

fancier than Gramps, huh?” 

“Yeah, but you look gorgeous in that dress. I‟d wear 

mini all the time too if I had legs like yours. Mike would 

drool if he saw you in that dress.” 

I glanced at the floor, and then looked directly into 

her eyes. “Mike did see me in this dress. He returned my 

purse about the same time that my date, another man, 

was picking me up. He isn‟t very happy with me right 

now.” 

“I know, I know, honey. He came over to help Greg 

with our van. I heard him tell Greg that he was very 

upset that you were spending an entire weekend, not 

just a date, with Vic Toredo.” 

“But Janice, I just met Mike. I‟ve only been out with 

him once.” 

Janice held out her hands toward me as if blocking a 

shot. “You don‟t have to explain to me, Lisa. You have to 

explain to Mike. He knows that he doesn‟t own you. I 

think that he‟s worried that he cannot compete with a 

guy like Toredo. He‟s afraid that he has no chance with 

you.” 

“Really?” 

“Well, he didn‟t talk to me. I just overheard things 

and put them together. He really likes you, Lisa.” 

How could this be? How can a man like Mike be 

interested in me? What is worse is that I, another man 

pretending to be a girl, was falling for him. I should 

bring this to an end, but emotionally I knew I wouldn‟t. 
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“Janice, if you see him, tell him that he‟s more than 

in the ball game, and that I‟m looking forward to his call 

on Monday.” 

“I‟ll see him all right. He‟s always at our house, and 

of course, I‟ll tell him.” We parted, going our separate 

ways. 

Heather and Amy were already at the table, as were 

Tony and Todd. Only Vic was missing, and I assumed 

that he was at the men‟s room. “Vic got a page just after 

you left. He went to find a private phone. Something 

about cars,” Todd explained.  

“He owns the Toredo dealership,” I explained. 

“I think that it was something important.” I nodded 

thanks. 

The show had started again when a man in a 

business suit touched my bare shoulder, then whispered 

in my ear. “Mr. Toredo was called away on a business 

emergency. He said to tell you that he is very sorry. Of 

course, the tab for the evening is taken care of. He also 

said that he has provided an escort to take you home.” 

I thanked him and the poor guy practically broke his 

neck jerking his head up. He had been staring down the 

front of my dress! How flattering! I am amazed at the 

control women have over men. 

Tony asked after the manager left, “Isn‟t Vic 

returning? Will you need a ride home?” It was so nice 

how the guys looked after their women. 

“Thank you, I think that I will be okay.” This was the 

same Tony who could always pick out a female 

impersonator. Ha! 

I easily got back into the play. Here I was, Stan, 

pretending to be Lisa, alone at a posh dinner theater 
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while wearing a dress. I panicked a little. Was this a 

setup? Was I about to be exposed as a man in drag in 

front of all these people? Would Vic do that to me? 

A masculine voice interrupted my thoughts, “I hope 

you‟re okay with second string. Vic asked me to fill in for 

him.” It was Howard. 

I was relieved that all my horrible worries were 

wrong. I was a princess trapped in that awful tower, and 

Howard had just rode in on his white horse and rescued 

me. “Mind? Certainly not! I‟m happy that you‟re here.” A 

man had come to my rescue. “Thank you for coming, 

Howard.” 

Howard flashed his chicklet smile, “I‟ll let you get 

back to the show. We‟ll talk afterward.” 

I was happy that Howard was here. I wish he were 

sitting beside me rather than on the other side of the 

table. I would have felt okay if he had put his arm 

around me. I adored being a woman. That was a little 

scary, considering my present anatomy. 

I enjoyed the rest of the show and Howard seemed to 

enjoy the half he saw. When the show was over, I 

introduced Howard to the other couples. We enjoyed a 

little polite conversation before saying our good-byes. 

Howard wrapped his muscular arm about my waist 

and led me through the crowd. The car sat at the curb 

and a doorman held the door open for us. “I‟ll sit up front 

with you,” I said. 

“You sure? I‟m just your driver.” 

“Tonight you‟re my knight in shining armor,” I 

smiled. He didn‟t understand, but he returned my smile. 

I slid over to sit right next to him when he got into the 

driver‟s seat. I even had time to apply a light spray of 

perfume at my cleavage and the base of my throat. 
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Howard was surprised, but he seemed pleased too. “I 

don‟t normally sit this close to the boss‟ ladies,” he said. 

“You do tonight,” I stated. “I‟ll teach him to abandon 

me.” Howard smiled and took his seat behind the wheel. 

What else could he do? 

We drove in silence for several minutes when my leg 

touched his. Although an accident, I didn‟t pull away. 

Actually, I pressed my leg firmly against his so he knew 

that it wasn‟t an accident. Was I doing this for my own 

pleasure? I admired my nylon-covered legs and thigh 

high hem of my short skirt in the passing streetlights. 

My femininity turned me on and I was shamelessly 

flirting with this rugged man. 

Howard‟s face was a mixture of discomfort and 

pleasure. After all, the boss‟ girlfriend was flirting with 

him. Flirting? What is wrong with me? What if he 

responds to my flirting? What womanly things would I, 

could I do with him? I‟m not even a woman. What is 

happening with me? 

Five days ago, I was all male. I had never worn a 

dress or makeup, and I had only come onto girls. Now 

dressed and made up like a girl, I thought it okay to 

come onto guys like the girl I wasn‟t. 

Howard shifted about to put his arm around me. He 

was about to yield to my feminine ambush, and now I 

had to either respond or cool things down. “I‟m sorry, 

Howard. I really should just let you drive.” 

Howard looked a little hurt, but didn‟t say anything. 

I had done the right thing, but I wondered where things 

would have gone had I not done so. Now I was the one a 

little disappointed. 

We arrived at Vic‟s home a few minutes later. Home? 

It was more of a mini mansion. Howard escorted me 
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through the front door and down a thickly carpeted 

hallway to my bedroom. What a bastion of femininity! 

The canopy bed was done in ruffles and lace. A vanity 

dresser and makeup table graced the side of the room. 

Floral prints and pictures of 18th century women graced 

the walls. Lace doilies covered the twin nightstands. A 

super pro wrestler would feel feminine in this room.  

My clothing, dresses, skirts, blouses, and gowns were 

hung in the large walk-in closet. There were other 

clothes that I‟d never seen before, a ball gown for 

instance, hanging in the closet. Gifts for Vic‟s women, no 

doubt. 

My lingerie was placed in a scented dresser drawer. 

Fresh flowers stood in a vase on the nightstand, and a 

chocolate turtle in a gold wrapper lay on my pillow. Vic 

sure knew how to treat his women. 

This could be Cindy standing here. On the other 

hand, if it were Cindy, would Vic have taken her straight 

to his Master bedroom? What kind of a man was I? I was 

becoming the girl of Vic‟s indecent proposal so that my 

wife would not have to… 

“Uh, Lisa…” I had forgotten that Howard was still in 

the room. 

“Yes, sorry, Howard,” I stammered. 

“Your private bath is just off the right. It‟s stocked 

with lotions, powders and all the girly things that you 

would know about.” Of course, Howard, like any manly 

man, wouldn‟t know about such things.  

I sniffed a bottle of lilac scented bubble bath. 

“Delightful,” I giggled. 

“The maid put all your things away for you. I 

wouldn‟t have done that,” he stated. He was right. It 

wouldn‟t do for a man to handle a lady‟s lingerie. “If you 
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need anything, Lisa, I‟m in the second bedroom down the 

hall.” 

“I have everything that I need, Howard. Thank you 

for taking such good care of me tonight.” 

“You‟re welcome, Lisa,” he hesitated, “Uh, there is 

one other thing, ma‟am.” 

“Yes?” 

“Vic…Mr. Toredo, said that I should give you a 

goodnight kiss from him.” 

“Really?” 

“Well, yeah, but you don‟t really have to...” 

I thought about it for a brief moment. “Oh, but I do. I 

really want to. What type of kiss did Vic tell you to give 

me?” 

“That is entirely up to you,” he stammered. 

“Do you mind?” I coyly asked. 

“I‟ve been looking forward to it all evening,” Howard 

honestly answered. 

I applied fresh lipstick as he answered my question. I 

looked directly into his steel blue eyes. “Then give me a 

kiss like you would give your favorite girlfriend,” I boldly 

dived in. 

He didn‟t hesitate. He took me in his arms and I 

placed my arms around his neck. He pressed his lips 

firmly against my soft, rose painted lips, and I pulled 

him closer. His kiss lit me on fire! 

I raised my right leg and bent it at the knee just like 

in the movies. Even with my 3” heels, he stood a good 

half-foot taller than I. I surprised myself by brushing my 

tongue against his lips and into his mouth. I had given 
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him permission to French kiss me. Wow, was this great 

or what! 

Howard broke off the kiss. “I had better go, Lisa, or I 

won‟t want to leave.” His breathing was labored. 

“I wouldn‟t want you to,” I sighed. We gently broke 

away and Howard left, quietly shutting my bedroom 

door. 

I fell backward onto my bed. So this is what being a 

woman feels like,” I softly sighed. “Not too bad…” I 

rested and fantasized about feminine romance, and of 

Mike and Howard.  

I wondered what it would be like when I finally had 

to kiss Vic, or would I have to? Maybe he was going to 

use a stand-in in all situations except for those sexual. 

That way, he could tell Cindy what a good…well you 

know what he would tell her. 

The thought of Sunday night or Monday morning 

sent shivers up my back. I thought of Cindy. I was 

daydreaming of kissing only guys as a woman. How 

would I be able to kiss Cindy after I became Stan again? 

Why would I even consider not being Stan again? After 

all, I am a man. 

But tonight, I can still be a girl, I reasoned, as I 

placed the lilac scented bubble pearls into the warm 

water of the sunken bathtub. I slid into the soothing 

waters and covered my silky smooth body with bubbles. I 

gently bathed myself with a sponge. Small delicate 

hands with rose-colored oval nails held the sponge. My 

fingernails matched my rose colored toenails peeking 

from the white suds at the opposite end of the tub. I 

softly hummed „I enjoy being a girl‟, and then closed my 

eyes to listen to the music piped into the bathroom. 
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That combination made it difficult to spray myself off 

and pop out of the tub. I stepped into my sea foam green 

babydoll pajamas and slipped on a white silk gown, after 

drying myself and dusting myself with powder. 

I returned to the bedroom and turned on the TV with 

the remote on the bed stand. As I sat on my bed, I 

noticed a scrapbook lying on the dresser. A soft pink 

ribbon held the cover shut. I removed the ribbon and 

turned to the title page. „Our Weekend Together – Vic 
and Lisa, September 22 – 25‟ was written in a scroll on 

the cover. 

Trembling, I opened the first page. There was a photo 

of Vic and Howard standing outside his car. Neatly 

written under the picture was „The men about to pick up 
Vic‟s princess‟. Other photos were neatly attached to the 

first couple of pages. A photo of my bedroom had the 

caption, „For my Princess‟, and a photo of Vic with his 

arm around my waist leading me out of my house with, 

„Lisa‟s dream weekend begins‟. It continued with another 

photo of me exiting the car at the dinner theater with 

my skirt slid high on my thigh. It only read, „Wow‟. 

There was another photo of Amy, Heather, and myself 

leaving the table to go to the girl‟s room with the 

caption, „Nature Calling‟. 

I had no idea that any of these photos were taken. Vic 

was determined to capture on film every moment of this 

weekend. What would the next photos contain? Taking 

my bath? Kissing Howard? A sticky note on the 2nd page 

said, „To be continued…‟ 

I scanned the room for cameras, but spotted none. I 

knew that Vic would present this album to Cindy so that 

he could highlight how feminine I had become. Would 

she still want a man like me for a husband? 
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“Ummm,” I sighed as the bubbles floated about my 
smooth flawless legs, “I could get used to this girlie stuff. 
Girls definitely have it better than guys!” 
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I removed my gown and slid between the satin 

sheets. The touch of satin felt great against my legs. I 

flicked off the TV and finally drifted off to sleep. 

 

Chapter 13 

I awoke to the smell of fresh coffee. A tray sat next to 

my bed. “Good morning, Miss Lisa,” a young woman 

placing a bowl of fresh fruit on a tray with the coffee 

warmly greeted me. 

“Good morning. Who are you?” I sleepily asked. 

“I‟m Vicky, Mr. Toredo‟s maid, chief cook, and bottle 

washer,” she smiled. She was good looking, 35 years old, 

with a trim figure, and wore a stylish maroon maid‟s 

uniform. It wasn‟t quite a French maid‟s uniform, but 

not much longer either. “I‟ll be at your service all 

weekend. I hope your room is acceptable.” 

“It‟s gorgeous, very pretty,” I answered. 

“It‟s a little too girly for me, but much nicer than 

anything that I‟ll ever have,” she defiantly answered in 

an Irish accent, “but it fits you quite nicely, Miss Lisa. 

You‟re so delicate and feminine and all.” A woman was 

telling me that this bedroom was too girly for her, but 

just right for me? What had I become? 

“Oh, Miss Lisa, Mr. Toredo will be calling you soon. 

There has been a change in plans.” 

“A change?” 

“He will tell you, but I think that the photo crew that 

was to take your swimsuit pictures cannot make it.” 

“Huh…I wonder what I‟m to do this morning?” I 

murmured. 
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“I wouldn‟t know. I suppose Mr. Toredo will though. 

He‟ll call you soon enough. I‟ll leave you be, ma‟am,” she 

smiled and closed the door. 

I sat on the edge of the bed in my babydoll pajamas 

and delicately tasted the fruit, toast, and coffee. For a 

second, I wondered why there wasn‟t a lipstick ring on 

the cup, and then I remembered that I had not yet done 

my makeup. This was how every day would begin as 

long as I was Lisa. “Ah, the life of a woman. Now what 

type of makeup should I do, seeing as I don‟t know what 

I‟m going to be doing?”  

My princess phone range, and I answered, “Hello?” 

“Lisa, good morning! Hey, bad news,” Vic greeted in 

his business voice. “The photographer‟s union went on 

strike at midnight last night. They won‟t do your shoot 

this morning.” 

“Uh huh…” I murmured. 

“Too bad. I bet you‟re a real babe in a bikini, 

sweetheart?” 

I was going to snap a smart-ass answer, but I 

recalled the contract to be agreeable, pleasant, and fun. 

“I guess that I look pretty sexy,” I answered. 

“The boys really get turned on when they see you in 

your bathing suit?” 

“Yes they do,” I answered softly. I could envision Vic 

smirking at the other end of the line.  

“You have another shoot set for tomorrow. I‟ll see 

more of you at that shoot then I would in your bikini.” 

I took a short breath. I recalled the contract saying 

something about daring clothes, semi nude, etc. for the 

photo shoots. “I guess you will, if that‟s what you want.” 



52– GIRLFRIENDS TV FICTION…..FEMININE PROPOSAL II 

“That‟s what I want, photos of my little Lisa in the 

nude. They‟ll be my favorite.” I wondered how I would 

look with a girl‟s face and a boy‟s body. I will have to 

wait until tomorrow. 

“Vic, is there something else that I‟m supposed to do 

this morning…or do I get the morning off?” 

“I‟m glad you asked, honey. I need my receptionist 

and secretary to help me with a complicated contract 

that I have to finish today. Would you mind coming over 

and doing the reception duties? No secretary work, mind 

you. Just sit up front and be cute. Okay?” 

“Uh…okay, I guess. Actually, I haven‟t a thing to 

wear unless you want me in a swimming suit or a ball 

gown.” 

“Nothing to wear? You‟re like all women. Actually 

that doesn‟t surprise me. Figure it out, a dress, skirt, or 

something. You can drive my Mustang. Have Howard 

get you the keys.” 

“All right, I‟ll figure…” but the phone went dead.  

I glanced through my closet again, already knowing 

that there wasn‟t anything appropriate for an auto 

dealer receptionist to wear. Could I shop really quickly? 

No, I had too little cash and no credit on my credit cards. 

Call Cindy? She was too far away. Wear my micro mini-

dress from last night? No way, too dressy.” 

“May I pick up your tray, Miss?” an Irish accent 

interrupted my thoughts. 

“Yeah, sure…” I muttered. 

“Something wrong, ma‟am?” 

“Oh, no big deal, but Vic wants me to be his 

receptionist for a few hours this morning…” 
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“You don‟t want to do it, as this is supposed to be a 

pleasure weekend, not a work weekend?” 

“Oh no, no, that‟s not it,” I corrected. “I don‟t mind 

helping out for a few hours, but I really don‟t have 

anything to wear.” I showed her the closet and she 

agreed. 

“I don‟t want to be forward, Lisa, but it looks like you 

might wear a size 8 or 10?” I didn‟t have a clue, but 

nodded my head in agreement. “Then let‟s see what I 

have that may work for you. That‟s my size too.” 

I slipped on my robe and followed her down the 

carpeted hallway to her room. It was small, but pretty. “I 

think your room is girly to,” I told her. 

“Well, I am a girl, after all,” she said shyly, “but not 

so many ruffles and lace.” I agreed with her. My room 

was more like a little girl‟s room. 

Vicky stood before her closet and checked out the 

options, while I took the opportunity to check out her 

figure. We were comparable in size, but her figure was 

real. “Ah, black patterned skirt and yellow sweater?” 

She held them up for me to see.  

That combination would work. “Yes, that is fine.” 

“Try them on then, just to be sure.” Pleased to find 

appropriate clothing so easily, I let her slide my robe off 

before I remembered that I was wearing only sheer 

babydoll pajamas. It was too late, and my face turned 

fiery red. I had not taped down my maleness after my 

bath last night. She could see my nakedness beneath the 

sheer nightie. 

I put my hands to my face and groin. “Oh, Gawd, I 

shouldn‟t have let you…and now you know,” I exclaimed 

in horror. 
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“What? That you are a man? I noticed that this 

morning when I brought you your breakfast. Your covers 

had come off during the night,” Vicky explained. 

“You aren‟t shocked?” I gasped. 

“Surprised, yes! Surprised that such a pretty girl was 

really a man, most definitely yes. I have no problem with 

it, and I certainly understand why you would rather be a 

woman than a man. You are beautiful as a woman, and I 

doubt that you would be much of a man,” she smiled. “I‟ll 

keep this our secret. We can be girlfriends.” 

“I would like that very much,” I said, still blushing 

from my exposure. “Not much of a man?” 

“Not in Ireland. It‟s best that you stay a woman.” 

How could such an extreme insult sound like a 

compliment? 

“How come you‟re so accepting of my situation?” 

“Ma‟am, back in Dublin, my cousin, Danny, and I 

grew up together. He was always so effeminate. Well, 

now he calls himself Erin, and a cute raven hair lassie 

he is. He is the woman in the Irish dance couple of Erin 

and Shamus.” 

“The famous Irish step dancers? They are terrific. 

Erin is a boy?” I gasped. 

He‟s my male cousin for sure, but we don‟t think of 

Danny as a boy. He not only dresses as a woman for his 

performances, but he lives as a woman full time. He‟s 

pretty much Shamus‟ wife. Some boys should have been 

born girls. Danny was one, you are another, I think.” 

It took me forty minutes to powder, paint, and apply 

my cover girl makeup. Nothing fancy, just a little blush, 

light eyeliner, shadow, and a soft coral lipstick. I put my 
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cosmetics in my purse and met Howard at the garage 

where he gave me the keys to Vic‟s Mustang. 

I felt like a college coed in the soft yellow sweater and 

tight black skirt. I wore a pair of 3” black heels. Vicky 

had lightly sprayed me with „Silver Moments‟ cologne. 

“Watch out for the boys when you wear this,” she 

warned. 

It was fun being a girl with a girl. Now two women 

knew that Lisa was not really a girl, and unfortunately 

one man, a man who wanted my wife through my 

femininity. Well it won‟t work! 

I parked in the employee parking, far away from the 

showroom and offices. As I walked to the offices, I felt 

my slim skirt restrict my normally long strides. The 

sound of heels on the asphalt was mine. I was out in 

public dressed as a woman, wearing makeup, and 

smelling of perfume. Would anyone see that I was an 

impersonator? Would they call the police? Probably not! 

Mom and Dad saw me wearing a bikini and dad thought 

that I was hot, while mom thought that I was too 

scantily dressed for a proper young woman. I guessed 

that total strangers wouldn‟t read me as a guy named 

Stan. 

The dealership was filled with people. Young men in 

plaid jackets descended upon people looking for deals on 

cars and trucks. I paid particular attention to the female 

customers to see how much I was like them. I wondered 

what I was doing that wasn‟t quite right, and then I 

realized that I was carrying my purse like a football. I 

draped the straps over my shoulder. There was still so 

much for me to learn about being a woman, although I 

wasn‟t doing too badly for having been a female for only 

five days. 
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“Hey, how about a convertible? A chick like you 

would look great behind the steering wheel,” the 25-

year-old salesman startled me when he approached from 

behind. 

“A chick like myself?” I questioned. 

“Uh…I mean an attractive woman such as yourself 

would be very compatible with one of our new soft tops.” 

I looked at him narrowly. What right did this total 

stranger have to be so disrespectful to me just because I 

was a woman? I started to express my displeasure when 

a silver hair man in a gray business suit took him by the 

arm and led him away. 

“Terribly sorry, ma‟am,” the older man apologized. 

“He just started today, and hasn‟t been to our dealership 

school yet.” 

“It‟s all right,” I softly said and proceeded on my way. 

The last thing I needed was to create a scene. 

As I entered the showroom, I heard the older man 

yell, “What‟s wrong with you? Didn‟t you see that she 

was driving the boss‟ Mustang? She belongs to Vic 

Toredo, apparently one of his girls. That means nothing 

but total respect from you.” 

„She belongs to Vic Toredo? One of his girls?‟ I didn‟t 

like either of those labels. I walked up to the business 

desk where a sexy young bleach blonde wearing a 

plunging blouse and a miniskirt gave me the once over. 

She looked at me over as if I were her competition. For 

what, I don‟t know. 

“Can I help you?” 

“My name is Lisa. I‟m here to…” I didn‟t get a chance 

to finish. 
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“Oh yeah, to catch the reception desk, so I can be in 

the big meeting with Vic…uh…Mr. Toredo. Come 

around the desk and I‟ll show you what you have to do.” 

She was eager to train me quickly so that she could get 

the hell out of there. 

“You can put your purse there,” she pointed to an 

open desk drawer. The blonde, who never gave me her 

name, gave me ten minutes training on the phone 

system and reception desk. She was scurrying away 

when she suddenly stopped and turned around. “I don‟t 

care who you hit on, honey, but Mac is mine.” 

“Mac?” 

“The General Manager. Keep your painted claws off 

of him,” then she was gone. 

Ah, so I was her competition, or so she thought. So 

this is what competition for the boys‟ looks like from the 

girl‟s side. I didn‟t have a clue what Mac looked like, let 

alone have thoughts of „putting my painted claws on 

him‟. I glanced at my red manicured nails. Is this what 

the blonde called „claws‟? I think they are very pretty. 

I answered phones and helped customers at the 

reception desk for the next hour. No one thought that I 

was anything but a woman, a female employee. I became 

quite comfortable, actually enjoying myself. I even 

touched up my lipstick when I had a second to myself.  

Being a girl was fun. I knew that soon I‟d return to 

being a man, wearing tweed, and maybe stoking a pipe. 

Yuck, what a drag to have to return to the world of 

testosterone, hairy legs, belching, and beer. How sweet 

was the world of pretty scents, delicate, pretty clothes, 

erotic colors for your lips and cheeks and eyelids, 

giggling, and being girlish. 
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A pimple-faced office boy interrupted my thoughts 

and said “I‟ll watch your desk for a few minutes. Mr. 

Toredo wants to see you in the conference room.” 

“All right, where is it?” The boy pointed towards huge 

oak double doors. I knocked softly on the door and stuck 

my head in. “You want to see me, Vi…uh…Mr. Toredo?” 

At the moment, he was my boss, not my boyfriend.  

Ten men in expensive business suits turned in my 

direction. “Yes, Lisa, please clear the table of coffee cups 

and plates, and then bring us clean glasses and ice 

water. Thank you, sweetie,” he stated without waiting 

for my answer. 

Apparently I was not only to be his date, girlfriend, 

and possibly lover, but now I was reduced to being his 

maid. I smiled and gathered the dirty dishes onto a tray. 

The blonde gave me a smirking look that said she 

wouldn‟t be reduced to doing such a menial task. 

I did a good job maneuvering about the room in my 

tight skirt and high heels. One of the men glanced at my 

bust standing firm in my soft yellow sweater. I 

completed my chore and was leaving the now „spic and 

span‟ conference room when Toredo interrupted his 

presentation, “Isn‟t she terrific, gentlemen?” 

The men nodded approval and expressed their 

approval with light applause. I blushed, smile, and 

backed from the room. “Thank you,” was all I whispered 

before the door closed behind me. I heard loud male 

laughter. As a guy, I had told spicy tales of sexual 

candor about girls in similar situations. Today I was the 

girl, so I guess turnabout is fair play. 

I breathed a sigh of relief when I returned to the 

reception desk. „Pimples‟ was glad to see me, “Boy, I‟m 

glad you‟re back. Mr. Toredo usually has me bus all the 
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dishes. I‟d much rather bus dishes than handle this 

desk. I don‟t know why you are doing it today.” 

“I have an idea why,” I half smiled at the boy. He 

waited for my response, but none was forthcoming to 

that „rat‟. 

I had easily mastered the simple phone and paging 

system, and learned every location at Toredo‟s 

dealership. The rush had subsided, so I turned my full 

attention to the auto inventory on the computer. I 

crossed my nylon-covered legs and felt the tightness of 

my skirt. My red tipped nails scurried over the keyboard 

as I brought picture after picture up on the screen. 

Maybe one of the trucks would be mine in a few days. All 

I had to do was continue to be a girl, and frankly, right 

now I was enjoying myself. 

My back was turned from the desk when I heard a 

familiar soft feminine voice. “Excuse me, Miss. I have an 

appointment to see Vic. Can you tell me where I might 

find him?” 

I swiveled around in my chair to look into my wife‟s 

surprised eyes. For a moment, neither of us said a word. 

“St…Lisa, what are you doing here?” 

“I might ask you the same question. I‟m here because 

Vic wants me here. I don‟t have a choice.” 

Cindy blushed a deep red. “Vic wants to show me 

some pictures of cars,” she sheepishly answered. 

I was about to respond when the blonde walked up 

behind me. “Lisa,” she directed, “when a customer wants 

to see Mr. Toredo, you announce her on his intercom.” 

“She‟s not a customer,” I grumbled, unfortunately 

loud enough for the blonde to hear. 

“Do as you‟re told, Lisa,” the blonde admonished. 
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“Y…yes, ma‟am,” I pressed the intercom button. “Mr. 

Toredo, a Mrs. Cindy Knight is here to see you.” 

“Splendid, Lisa. Please bring her back.”  

The blonde nodded, “I‟ll cover your desk until you 

return.” 

“Please follow me…” I hesitated. 

“Cindy, Miss Cindy Knight,” Cindy replied. To 

everyone at the dealership, a female employee was 

taking an attractive visitor to meet the boss. Not a soul 

guessed that it was her husband taking his wife in to 

meet the boss. 

Cindy looked great…too great, in a white-yellow 

pattern chiffon sundress with spaghetti straps, very low 

cut to show ample cleavage, and a hem six inches above 

her knees. She could have worn Jeans and a sweatshirt 

to look at cars. 

“Mr. Toredo…uh…Miss Knight to see you,” I 

announced after being granted permission to enter Vic‟s 

private suite. 

“Hi, Cindy. You look great,” he smiled warmly at her. 

“Thank you. You look very nice yourself,” Cindy 

warmly complimented him. 

“This is just an old business suit.” Vic took Cindy‟s 

hands and attempted to kiss her lightly on the lips. 

Cindy turned her head at the last moment so that he 

kissed her cheek. She blushed a little. Vic intended to 

humiliate me every way possible in front of her. I, now a 

woman named Lisa, was no competition to the man, Vic, 

a very powerful man among men. 

“Lisa, please grab the three folders from my 

bookshelf and bring them to me.” He seated himself next 
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to Cindy on the sofa. Boy did her bare legs look great, 

but her legs were on display for Vic, not for my benefit. 

 “Lisa, join us for a minute,” Vic indicated a place on 

his left side. Cindy sat on his right side. How cute, Vic 

wants to sit between the girls. I noted that Cindy‟s knee 

was in contact with Vic‟s leg, and she made no effort to 

move it. I didn‟t allow my nylon-encased leg to touch his. 

I modestly kept my skirt just above my knees, while 

Cindy‟s dress rode high enough to show her shapely 

thigh. 

“I may allow Cindy to drive one of these convertibles 

for a couple of years, Lisa. Whether or not that happens 

depends a lot on you, sweetheart,” Vic placed his hand 

on top of my skirt and ran his fingers down my leg. 

I stiffened at his touch. Vic looked at Cindy, “Do you 

think she will do it, honey?” Vic had his arm around her 

shoulder. 

Cindy smiled at Vic and looked directly into my eyes. 

“I think that Lisa is looking forward to it. She will do 

whatever you want.” She had just sent me a strong 

message. 

“Ah, splendid, then we all agree,” Vic smiled. 

“Yes,” I softly agreed. 

“I certainly do,” Cindy spoke with authority. 

“Wonderful! That is all, Lisa,” Vic dismissed me.  

As I stood, I caught a glimpse of „Pimples‟ peeking 

through the small door window. I opened the door and 

saw his back as he tried to escape. “Do you need 

something, Norman?” I asked. He left without a word. 

I returned to my reception desk. Blondie was 

irritated, having to wait for my return. “What took you 

so long?” she demanded. 
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“Take it up with Vic,” I shot back. 

“Vic? You‟re calling him Vic?” 

“We‟re an item, honey. Get used to it,” I responded 

with feminine cattiness. What a great feminine 

response. I decided that I liked some aspects of this 

„woman‟ thing. 

At my receptionist desk, I pondered how Cindy was 

doing her „woman‟ thing in Vic‟s office. I decided that 

they were only reviewing car catalogues and wouldn‟t 

even leave the dealership. I was wrong. It wasn‟t 15 

minutes before Vic announced over the intercom that he 

would be out for lunch until 2:30. Wow, a three-hour 

lunch must be nice. I soon learned how nice it was to be. 

“Lisa, let‟s trade vehicles,” Vic‟s masculine voice 

caused me to turn around. Cindy was standing right 

next to him. “I want to take Miss Knight out in the 

Mustang.” 

I fished for the car keys in my purse and struggled 

for a few seconds before finding them among my 

cosmetics. He patiently waited like a gentleman. I 

handed them to him; his rugged, suntanned hands 

receiving the keys from my very feminine, soft hands 

with pretty nails. “Here are the keys to my truck. You 

drive a stick shift?” 

“Yes, of course I can…” 

“Not all girls can,” Vic smiled while driving home his 

point to Cindy. He took her hand and departed for their 

lunch date. 

Cindy smiled at me the whole time. She obviously 

enjoyed being with a wealthy, good-looking man while I 

was his employee, a female employee working for her 

man. Cindy smelled of „Silver Moments‟, just as I did. 
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Why was Cindy standing so close to Vic? Why am I a 
secretary while my wife is on a lunch date with my 
rival? Will my femininity be the cause of losing Cindy? 
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I watched them walk through the lot. Vic now had his 

arm around my wife‟s waist. She was going on a lunch 

date with another man and I could do nothing about it.  

Blondie relieved me about a half-hour later so I could 

go home. The fact that another woman was with „my 

man‟ wasn‟t lost on her and she mentioned it to me as I 

was leaving. I decided to not respond, and as such, 

Blondie had won the cat war. 

Vic‟s truck, a big 4 x 4, was parked near the front 

door. A sign in front of the parking place read, “Vic 

Toredo – Owner”. No one else parked anywhere near it. I 

had to reach well above my shoulders to unlock the door, 

and only then did I discover the problem. There was no 

step to use to get into the cab. A tall guy like Vic would 

pull himself into it easily. A woman in slacks could jump 

up, grab the seat, and pull herself in. A woman wearing 

a tight skirt and heels was sunk. 

I pulled my skirt up to mid-thigh and could not 

access the cab. I looked around, saw no one, so I pulled 

my skirt to my waist, freeing my legs, but revealing my 

white bikini panties. I latched onto the seat and pulled 

myself in. 

I was pulling my skirt back down and hadn‟t yet shut 

the door when I spotted three salesmen watching. They 

got a complete show. I blushed deeply as I drove past 

them. 

On the drive back to Vic‟s home, I had time to reflect 

on what was happening to me at this stage of my 

weekend. I was driving a masculine truck (the truck of 

my dreams) while dressed as a woman. I was aware of 

the faint odor of my perfume. My smooth and shapely 

legs were encased in nylon stockings. I, a man, was 

wearing a skirt, lingerie, lipstick, and lace, and calling 

myself Lisa.  I had even been on a date with man.  
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“Ooow, I remember when climbing into a truck was a 
breeze. Now, my short skirts and high heels make it 
impossible without exposing my lacy panties” 
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A week ago, none of this was true. Did I hate what 

I‟ve been forced to become? Was I anxiously waiting my 

return to jeans, boots, and a mustache? Did I anxiously 

wait to return to being Stan? 

I noted four men stowing gear in their camper for a 

hunting trip. Two bare-chested teenage boys wrestled on 

a front lawn and other boys egged them on. Further 

down were other men nailing up a fence and drinking 

beer. All were manly men. Am I like them? 

I passed two women in tennis dresses and 

businesswomen in feminine tailored business suits 

carrying brief cases. A pleasant looking young woman 

strolled gracefully down the sidewalk wearing a 

sundress. A store mannequin with a blonde wig was 

dressed stylishly in a short chiffon floral skirt and gold 

lame blouse. I saw an outfit that would be delightful to 

wear. I identified with the women, not the guys. My 

mind was becoming as feminine as my girlish 

appearance and…and I liked it! 

My Gawd, I just accepted as natural what a man, a 

real man, would be fighting to stop. I just admitted for 

the first time that I enjoyed…loved being a woman and I 

wanted to remain feminine.  

That can‟t be! I shoved the thought to the back of my 

mind. I was still all man beneath these feminine clothes, 

and would be all man again after I finished the next 

couple of days of forced cross-dressing. Did I believe for 

even a second that I was turning into a sissy guy that 

liked to dress as a girl? NO! Whew! I felt much better 

now that I had regained my masculinity. I even sang, „I 

don‟t enjoy being a girl‟, just to celebrate my return to 

manhood.  

Still…my painted nails turn me on…a little. And the 

short flared black chiffon skirt was really cute. Maybe 
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my return to manhood wasn‟t so obvious. The radio 

played, „Man, I feel like a woman‟. Me too, Shania, me to! 

Lisa was not about to leave soon. 

 

Chapter 14 

The sun was high in the sky pushing temperatures 

into the mid-80s as I pulled into Vic‟s driveway. It would 

be a great night for a ball game, and I was looking 

forward to attending. Of course, I had to attend as Vic‟s 

date, meaning I was going as Lisa, his girl. But I could 

still yell and cheer. What difference did it make that my 

lips would be glossy pink, as would my nails? I could still 

make a fist and make gestures as if my nails weren‟t 

painted. I would be a terrific female fan. I wondered 

what Vic would make me wear, probably just jeans and a 

Grizzly sweatshirt. 

I parked the big truck in the driveway and slid out 

onto the concrete. My skirt, of course, slid high on my 

thighs exposing my shiny nylons all the way to my waist. 

This time no one saw my exposed flesh. 

The click of my stiletto heels followed me as I crossed 

the driveway and up the sidewalk. There was still a faint 

linger of my perfume. I only had 2 1/2 day left. 

Cool air encircled me as I entered the Toredo 

mansion and headed for my bedroom. I fell across my 

bed exhausted, my purse hitting the floor and spilling 

keys, change, and my lipstick. It felt great to rest for a 

minute, so I closed my eyes. 

“I wouldn‟t wear a skirt if you‟re going to lay like 

that, ma‟am.” I opened my eyes to see Vicky standing in 

the doorway.  

I placed my legs together and nodded, “I guess that 

wasn‟t very ladylike.”  
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“No, but you were comfortable. Why don‟t you slip 

into some jeans, and then you can lay any way you 

want.” 

“Vicky, I don‟t have a pair of jeans to slip into.” 

“You can be sure that Mr. Toredo doesn‟t have any 

either,” she laughed. “He likes his women oh so pretty 

and delicate. Women and comfort don‟t mix as far as he 

is concerned.” 

I smiled, “Do you consider me one of Vic‟s women?” 

“Well, yes, ma‟am. I definitely consider you a woman. 

A man you surely are not!” 

“Thanks for the compliment, I think. What I meant 

was that I‟m not Vic‟s property. I‟m not one of his 

women, Vicky.” 

“Ah…good for you, girl. There‟s no reason why a girl 

should belong to a man…unless she chooses to of 

course.” 

“Well, that‟s not me. I‟ll spend the weekend with him 

as promised, then I‟ll probably never see him again.” 

“Is there another young man in your life, Lisa?” 

I blushed, “Well…maybe, but I don‟t know how long 

that will…well I can‟t tell you just now, Vicky. Next 

week I can tell you what this is all about if you are 

interested.” I wasn‟t about to break that damn contract. 

“I certainly am interested, ma‟am, but I don‟t want to 

pry into your personal life. Whatever it is that you want 

to tell me is fine, but I hope you aren‟t thinking of trying 

to be a man again. That is something you shouldn‟t 

do…probably couldn‟t do.” 

“Do you really think I‟m all that feminine, Vicky? 

That I could never grow a mustache and ride a Harley?” 
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“If you do, ride it sidesaddle…and a mustache on a 

girl?” 

“You really think of me that way?” 

“You‟re a girly girl, a natural woman. Don‟t try to be 

something that you really shouldn‟t be, Lisa.” Vicky 

stopped suddenly, “I‟m sorry, I spoke out of place…” 

“No, no, that‟s okay. I like talking with you girl to 

girl. I‟m not your employer. Actually, Vicky, I‟m really 

desperate to talk to someone about this gender thing.” 

“Oh good, ma‟am. I‟d very much like to be your friend. 

Please feel comfortable that you can talk to me with 

complete confidence. I even have time now…” 

“Thank you, Vicky. Thank you so much, but I must 

save it till at least Tuesday.” 

“Okay, Lisa, whenever…” she replied, writing her 

phone number down. “May I put this in your purse?” 

“Please…” 

“Now may I draw you a nice bubble bath?” 

No, actually, a cool shower sounds great. Then I must 

get ready for the ball game.” 

“Of course. I‟ll make you a nice fruit tray while you 

shower, then I‟ll lay out your clothes.” 

“Tell me that Vic didn‟t leave me another dress or 

miniskirt, please?” 

“No, kind of exotic though.” 

“Huh?” 

“White shorts, hot pants I think you Yanks call them, 

and this darling red silk top. The men will certainly pay 

attention to you, Lisa. I think he intends to showcase 

you to other men, kind of like „look what I‟ve got, and 
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wouldn‟t you like to have her‟ sort of thing. Having men 

gawk at you and undress you with their eyes is all part 

of being a woman, Lisa.” 

“I guess,” I sighed. 

The shower felt so nice. I slipped into the tricot gown 

Vicky set out for me, and sat at the luxurious makeup 

table. I viewed the assortment of bottles, tubes of 

lipstick, mascara, eyeliner, and shadow, along with 

blush and powder. I, Stan, a guy, knew exactly which 

cosmetics I would be wearing just as well as a woman. 

Vicky had turned the Fashion – Beauty cable channel 

on. I watched it, as I tasted the assortment of fresh fruit. 

I glanced at my watch. Two hours before Vic and I were 

to leave for the game. I calculated just enough time to 

get ready, which was an hour and forty-five minutes 

more than I needed as Stan. 

I started with foundation and cover. An hour later, 

the job was complete. My lips glistened with glossy pink 

that matched my nail polish. I had applied a mixed pink 

and gray eyeshadow, luxurious black mascara, and my 

eyes were lined in black. I added a touch of blush to my 

upper cheekbone. What a darling effect that made. I was 

a pretty chick with my wig in place.  

It was fun pretending to be a girl. How much longer 

would I be able to do this? How much of a girl could I be 

when playing the female role with a guy? I was thinking 

of romance and sex. Mentally, I might be ready to play 

the girl, but physically, I didn‟t have the necessary 

equipment. 

“Can I help you get dressed, ma‟am? I can help you 

with things that you might not be aware of. After all, I 

have been a girl all my life.” 

“And me only a week,” I carelessly blurted out. 
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Vicky looked shocked. “Only a week? I‟ll never believe 

that. I‟d bet that you were trying on your mother‟s 

makeup and high heels when you were only a child.” 

“Vicky, please forget what I just said. I‟ll tell you the 

whole story next week. Okay?” 

She still sported as surprised look. “Of course, 

ma‟am.” 

“I welcome your help, Vicky. What do you have in 

mind?” 

She smiled, “Well, pretty lady, I don‟t recommend 

panties underneath those tight white shorts.” 

“No?” 

“No, they will leave a panty line that you cannot 

conceal. Wear these instead,” she held up a pair of 

incredibly sheer pantyhose. “These will tan you legs and 

look like you‟re not even wearing hose at all, just a great 

tan.” 

“Uh…” I blushed, “with you here?” 

“We‟re just two girls, but I‟ll look away if it makes 

you feel better.” She glanced out the window as I 

dropped my gown and white panties.  

I carefully rolled the silky sheer hose over my legs, 

thighs, and waist. My modesty device maintained a flat, 

smooth front below my waist. The silky feeling was 

erotic to the touch. “You can look now.” 

Vicky turned to survey my effeminate legs, thighs, 

and crotch. “Yes, quite cute,” she complimented. “This 

will make an exciting addition.” She placed a strapless 

flesh color bra around my chest and attached the little 

hooks in the back. 

“This is special?” 



72– GIRLFRIENDS TV FICTION…..FEMININE PROPOSAL II 

“Yes. Pull this little strap. You‟ll see.” 

I pulled the strap and felt the bra tighten around my 

breasts. “So?” 

Vicky pulled harder on the strap and the bra pushed 

the flesh of my breasts into curvaceous cleavage. “Wow!” 

I had real women‟s breasts. “Cool! Vicky, this is neat. 

Am I a C-cup?” 

“Uh no, more like a large „A‟ cup or small „B‟, but 

definitely all female. I‟m afraid that you‟ll either have to 

get implants or take female hormones to get „C‟ size 

boobs. Have you considered doing either?” 

“NO!” I emphatically replied, but I was intrigued 

with the idea. I now gave the illusion of having sexy 

female breasts. I liked that! Did I enjoy being a woman 

maybe a little too much? 

“You look great, Lisa. Put on your top and shorts. 

Let‟s see the finished product.” 

I pulled the short, tight shorts up my legs and 

fastened the little belt at my waist. Vicky lowered the 

silk top over my head and shoulders. Talk about sexy 

and feminine! Oh, it felt so good. 

Vicky handed me white skimmers, which I slid onto 

my nylon covered feet. “Look at yourself,” Vicky 

encouraged. 

Staring back at me from the full-length mirror was a 

sexy young chick. I looked HOT!! Vicky agreed. “Mr. T. 

won‟t be able to keep his hands off of you. I hope that is 

what you want.” 

The question startled me. I hadn‟t really thought 

about how it would be to really go on a date with Vic. 

Would he treat me as a girl? Would he expect me to 

respond to him as a girl? 
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“I don‟t know, Vicky. Vic will do with me as he wants, 

and I probably will give him whatever he expects.” I 

shouldn‟t have blurted that out. 

“Oh, that doesn‟t sound very romantic,” she said.  

I had to rebound with the proper response or risk 

losing the contract. “What I meant to say was that 

there‟s not much romantic that you can do at a ball park. 

Maybe we‟ll get it on afterwards, maybe right here.” 

Vicky wasn‟t convinced, “Of course, ma‟am. It‟s time 

for you to meet Mr. Toredo in the living room.” 

“Yes, you‟re right…”  

There was a soft knock on the door. “Flowers for Miss 

Knight.” 

Vicky and I glanced at each other. “I‟ll get them,” 

Vicky stated as she opened the bedroom door. 

The delivery boy had a bouquet of mixed flowers tied 

with a red satin ribbon and an envelope containing a 

card. “It‟s got to be Vic,” I reasoned. Who else knew me 

as Lisa or that I was staying with Vic? 

The envelope read, „Miss Lisa Knight‟. I retrieved the 

card from the pink envelope. The flowers were from Vic.  

I read the note out loud. “Hi, Sweetheart. I‟m sorry 

that I‟m tied up and won‟t be able to take you to the 

game. Enclosed are tickets for the game. I want you to 

take a man with you. Enjoy the game and your date. 

Pictures will be taken of the two of you so don‟t try 

faking it. Love, Vic. P.S. Cindy says, „Hi, girlfriend‟”. 

Vicky looked into my eyes. “Vic knows that you‟re not 

really a woman?” 

I nodded. “If he‟s okay dating you, knowing that 

you‟re not a girl, why does he want you to go with 

another man? Who is Cindy?” 
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“Uh, my wife…” 

“W…wife!! You‟re married? To a woman?” She was 

totally confused. 

“Vicky, I know that this seems kind of strange…” 

“Strange? I would say so, Lisa! You‟re spending the 

weekend as Vic‟s girl? You have a wife and it sounds like 

Vic is with her now, and he wants you to go out as a 

woman with a man of your choice? Yes, this is a little 

bizarre.” 

“I know, I know, Vicky. I don‟t know that I 

understand it any better than you, but I can‟t tell you 

what‟s going on just now.” 

“Next week then?” 

“Yes…” 

“All right, Lisa. Who are you going to ask to take you 

out?” 

“I don‟t have a clue.” 

“Are there other men in Lisa‟s life that you could 

call?” 

I thought briefly of Mike. I would love to be with him 

tonight. He really makes me feel like a woman, but 

having him pick me up at Vic‟s house? No, Mike 

wouldn‟t like that at all. 

“No, Vicky, I don‟t know many men as Lisa.” Her eyes 

again searched mine for answers, but none were 

forthcoming. “Do you have any ideas? I absolutely must 

get a man to go with me to the game. It‟s very 

important!” 

“How about a male relative who knows Lisa? Have 

any seen you as a girl?” 
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“My dad, but he only knows me as Lisa! He didn‟t 

know that he was talking to his son. He wouldn‟t 

understand.” 

“All right then, what about a coworker?” 

“None…” 

“I could fix you up with my brother, James, but that 

wouldn‟t be a good idea…” 

“Why not?” 

“He thinks that when he takes a girl on a date, the 

evening should end up in either his or her bedroom.” 

“Um…no, scratch that idea…” 

Suddenly she raised her eyebrows and smiled, “Why 

didn‟t we think of this earlier? It‟s so simple.” 

“What?” 

“You pick up a man…” 

“Pick up a man? Like off the street or from a bar or 

something like that?” 

“Exactly! As pretty as you are, you‟ll have no trouble 

doing that.” 

“Vicky, I‟ve only dated one man. I don‟t have a clue 

how to pick one up.” 

“It‟s not hard. You find a man who appeals to you and 

strike up a conversation. If you like him after talking to 

him for a while, you ask if he would like to accompany 

you to the ball game, and that you already have tickets. 

That‟s all you have to do, then go to the game and enjoy 

it.” 

“And afterward?” 

“That‟s up to you. If you like him, maybe you‟ll want 

to get lucky and go to his place or to a motel.” 
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“And if I don‟t want to get lucky?” 

“Ditch him! There‟s a hundred ways to disappear. 

Women have been doing it for hundreds of years. 

Anyway, you‟ll have met Vic‟s demands.” 

“I guess that would work, but I‟m pretty nervous 

about actually doing it.” 

“Unless you have a better idea, it‟s getting rather 

late.” I glanced at the delicate watch on my left wrist. It 

was time to leave for the stadium. 

“Wish me luck, Vicky. I feel that I‟ll need it.” 

“Just be careful, ma‟am. Choose a safe looking one 

and always stay with a crowd.” Vicky chased after me as 

I ran toward Vic‟s truck. “Your purse, Lisa, and your 

tickets,” she shouted. 

What would I do without her? She planted a kiss on 

my cheek. “Should you like the bloke, ma‟am…?” 

“Yes…” 

“Make him use these,” she dropped a few packages of 

rainbow condoms in my purse. “He‟ll glow in the dark, 

and you‟ll be quite safe.” 

I pulled myself into the cab and headed for the 

interstate. I couldn‟t believe that I was actually doing 

this. I glanced at my shapely girlish legs and noted my 

polished nails. Here I was, a 25-year-old man, dressed as 

a girl and on my way to pick up some dude who finds me 

interesting. Can I possibly do this? Pick up a guy? My 

mouth was dry, and I found it hard to swallow. 

I glanced in the mirror. Would I be cute enough to 

pull this off? I ran my tongue over my glossy pink lips. 

„Sensual,‟ I thought. „I can do it.‟ I parked the truck. Now 

it was time to produce. 
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I slipped from the truck and proceeded toward the 

front gate. How am I going to do this? I saw a group of 

guys with hand lettered cardboard signs that read, „Need 

Tickets‟. Why couldn‟t I just provide the ticket and 

myself to some lucky guy? 

What about him, I thought? No, too old and not very 

good-looking. Him? No way, he must be near 300 

pounds. Those guys? Uh, no, those were two men who 

obviously wanted to be together man to man. They 

certainly wanted nothing to do with a girl like myself. 

I suddenly stopped. I not only looked like a girl, but I 

was thinking like one. I was trying to pick up a guy who 

appealed to me. Then I saw a black guy in his late 

twenties wearing jeans and a team jersey, with an 

athletic build, good looking, and clean cut. He held a 

sign that read, „need ticket, will pay premium price‟. He 

was perfect. He was about to become my date, lucky guy. 

“Hi,” I stammered shyly. “You‟re looking for a ticket 

to the game?” 

“Yes, what do you have to offer?” 

I held up the tickets. “Right behind first base? I 

cannot afford it, but how much are you asking? I only 

need one ticket, and you‟re probably trying to sell both.” 

“Well, no actually,” I softly said, “I‟m not trying to sell 

tickets. I‟m looking for someone to watch the game with.” 

“Really?” he responded with a puzzled look. “You? 

You‟re looking for a date? I can‟t believe that.” 

“Would you like to watch the game with me?” 

“Of course! I mean how lucky can I get? You‟re 

offering the best seats in the park and a beautiful 

woman to watch the game with? Yes, ma‟am, I‟m your 

man,” he slipped his arm through mine. 
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“You have to buy the hot dogs,” I chided. 

“Anything you desire,” he agreed. His hand dropped 

to my hand and he squeezed it firmly. I passively 

surrendered to my „man in charge‟ demeanor. 

“Matt,” he said by way of introduction. 

“Lisa,” I smiled back. “I‟m glad I found someone like 

you.” 

“Well double that for me. When I saw you walking 

toward the gate, I whistled and said, “Here comes a 

woman that I would love to spend the evening with, but 

I didn‟t think I had a chance.” 

I glanced up at this athletically built man. His eyes 

scorched mine, and I blushed and felt so warm. “We can 

skip the game if you want,” he suggested.  

I looked at the ground, batting my long curled lashes. 

We had just met and he wanted me…wanted me as a 

woman. “You don‟t even know me. Let‟s at least start the 

game.”  

Why did I say such a leading teasing thing? Did I 

have subconscious thoughts about wanting this man to 

take me, to have me as a girl?  

“All right then. I actually did come to the park to see 

the game, but who knows what may happen later,” he 

raised his eyebrows in a hopeful manner. 

“Who knows?” I smiled back, and felt his arm around 

my waist. This time I smiled inside. I actually liked 

what was happening to me…me, Stan, a white boy who 

was all prettied up and acting like a white girl. I felt safe 

and protected by this black man. I felt passive and 

submissive and…and feminine. I should hate those 

feelings, but I didn‟t. Actually I rather enjoyed them. 
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“How does a girl pick up a strange guy at the ballgame?” 
I worried. “What kind of guy would pick up a single 
girl?” 
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Matt guided me through the crowded aisles to our 

reserved seats. Wow, only five rows up, what a terrific 

view. This was going to be fun. I settled into my seat and 

Matt placed his arm around my bare shoulders, his 

fingers lightly stroked my smooth tanned arm. 

“Will some guy come here and punch me out?” he 

asked. 

“Huh?” 

“Your boyfriend or whomever owns these seats?” 

“Oh, Vic…no, I don‟t think so. I‟m not sure what he is 

doing.” 

“Out with another chick?” 

“Uh, maybe.” How could I tell him that possibly my 

„boyfriend‟ was out with my wife? 

“Boyfriend, uh? Well, his loss is definitely my gain.” 

“Mine too.” I‟d done it again. Why was I leading him 

on? 

Matt‟s eyes again searched me, this time, not only my 

eyes, but also my entire womanly body. His eyes lingered 

at my cleavage pressing against the delicate silk lace. He 

took in my flat stomach and trim waist, and he openly 

surveyed my bare legs. 

His right hand went to the top of my nylon-covered 

thigh and he slowly drew it down to my knee. I took a 

deep breath and looked into his eyes. He pressed his 

strong masculine lips firmly onto my soft pink lips. I 

closed my eyes and enjoyed the moment. His kiss was 

firm, but not unpleasant. 

I reluctantly broke away from his embrace. 

“Matt…Matt,” I whispered, “now might be a good time 

for that hot dog.” 
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He mischievously smiled, “Right now? Right here?” 

“Frankfurter, you pervert, with mustard, relish, and 

a beer.” 

Oh, that kind. Okay, your wish is my command, 

Princess,” and he was gone. 

A woman behind me complained to her husband 

about „that kind of conduct at a family place‟. Was she 

was talking about Matt and I? What would she say if she 

knew the truth? What would Matt say or do if he knew? 

Well, he never will! After the game, I would cool things 

down. 

Twenty-five minutes later, Matt returned. The game 

had just started. He handed me this enormous cup of 

cold beer, and I took a healthy gulp. “I figured you for 

being more the champagne type girl,” he observed. 

“Did they have any?” 

“No.” 

“Then I‟ll be a beer type girl today.” 

He smiled as he took a hefty draw from his own beer. 

It wasn‟t until late in the 5th inning that we finally ate 

all our refreshments. Matt slipped his arm around my 

shoulder again, and I allowed myself to melt firmly 

against his chest. I closed my eyes briefly, as I felt warm 

and comfortable. My delicate hand lay delicately atop his 

left leg. I‟m not sure why, but I felt that I wanted to 

stroke his leg, and I did. 

“Mmmm, baby,” he purred. It was then that I noticed 

a bulge in his crotch area. What a temptation to move 

my hand on top of it, but why? Did I really want to put 

my hand on a man‟s sexuality? Did I? Yes, I decided that 

I did. I had become so girlish that I actually wanted to 

sexually fondle Matt‟s manhood. 
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My hand drew high on his thigh. He tensed, and he 

didn‟t want me to stop. My hand just barely, and ever so 

lightly touched his masculinity before I quickly 

withdrew it. My Gawd, there were fifty thousand fans in 

the park with women and children…families. This was 

not the place or time for such activity. I had stopped, but 

it wasn‟t for lack of desire. Did being dressed and made 

up like a girl make me think and act like one, even to 

the point of wanting to perform sexual acts with guys? I 

needed some air to clear my mind. I stood up. “Sand 

box?” Matt questioned. 

I nodded and quickly wound up the stairs into one of 

the stadium malls looking for the ladies room. Today, I 

was a woman. I was well aware of, and most certainly 

embarrassed, by the looks, some admiring, some plainly 

lustful, given me by the boys and men I passed. I could 

feel their eyes sliding my top off of my smooth shoulders 

or caressing me with their strong hands. It was no 

wonder that women were turned off by the male of the 

species. Now I knew first hand the emotions that women 

feel when being stalked or gawked at by overactive 

testosterone spewing males. 

Younger women glanced at me, admiring my daring 

outfit and curvaceous body. Older women looked at me 

as some sort of disgusting temptress. Was I after their 

men? Yeck! They were potbellied, shirtless, and 

unshaven, wore mustard-stained shorts, and had foul 

mouths. Give me a break, ladies. Believe me, your men 

are safe with me. 

I reached the safety of the lady‟s room and locked 

myself in a stall, finally some peace and quiet. I could 

clear my mind and get organized. What to do about 

Matt? The game would be over in less than an hour and 

I would have to have a plan. He would want to take me 
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someplace. I figured dinner, dancing, to his place for 

romance, and a night of hot sex. 

“Okay, Lisa girl, you can handle dinner and probably 

dancing, but romance and hot sex? Think of it. Being a 

young sexy white chick in the arms and bed of a virile 

handsome, muscular black man. What an exciting 

thought. But wait, you‟re not really a chick. You only 

look like one when your clothes are on. Obviously the 

clothes come off during romance and sex!  

Do you tell him before that you‟re not a girl or do you 

let him discover it? Let him discover it and be prepared 

for a possibly violent reaction. What if you told him and 

he was okay with it? What sex act are you prepared to do 

for him? Fondle? Can you go down on him or would you 

be okay with letting him take you from behind? Do you 

really want to play the girl‟s role and have sex with a 

man? 

I sighed. I really didn‟t know if I could or if I even 

wanted to play the role of a woman and have passive sex 

with a man. The bottom line was that Matt must never 

learn that I am not a girl. I knew that I would leave the 

park alone tonight. 

I returned to Matt all smiles. My plan in place, a 

great weight lifted from my soft shoulders. Matt, 

however, was ready to resume where we left off. “Missed 

you, sweetheart.” He gave me a quick kiss on my lips, 

and before I knew it, we sat close together, one of his 

arms around my shoulders, and his other hand stroking 

my thigh. 

His hand first brushed the tight V of my shorts, and 

then he let it rest there. “Matt, no…not here,” I snapped, 

moving his hand from between my thighs. 

“My place then?” he grinned. “We can listen to the 

rest of the game on the radio.” 



84– GIRLFRIENDS TV FICTION…..FEMININE PROPOSAL II 

“No, actually I need to leave soon. My attorney is 

meeting with me shortly.” 

“Business or personal? Either way, he‟s a lucky guy.” 

I really liked Matt, but I had to break it off now. 

“Matt, it‟s been wonderful, but I really do need to go. 

Enjoy the rest of the game, okay?” 

“I‟ll walk you to your truck then?”  

“How did you know that I have a truck?” 

“You said so…” 

“No I didn‟t say anything about what I drove.” 

“Lucky guess then. Do you have a truck?” 

I nodded. “Matt, you don‟t have to walk me to my 

truck. Go ahead and watch the game.” 

“I insist.” I gave up. What could it hurt? 

Matt pulled me close, his arm around my waist as we 

walked out. It had to be clear to everyone that we passed 

that I was this man‟s girl. Actually, I kind of liked being 

his girl. 

We arrived at the truck all too soon. I didn‟t really 

want to leave Matt. Unfortunately, that couldn‟t be. He 

pulled me close, my breasts crushing his hard chest. I 

felt the hardness of his masculinity pressing firmly 

against my shorts. My Gawd, was he big. Feeling Matt‟s 

firmness pressing against me was a turn-on. How 

exciting it was that as a girl, I had sexually turned him 

on. 

As much as I enjoyed the feeling, it was good that I 

had to go and wouldn‟t be able to fulfill his sexual 

desires. Quite frankly, I wasn‟t sure what I would or 

could have done had this been allowed to go further. 
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I put my arms around his body and pulled him close. 

It was I who placed my soft pink lips on his. The kiss 

was wonderful. I realized that I could at least do the 

romantic part of being a girl. The sexual part I still 

didn‟t know. 

Matt broke off the kiss and lifted me into the cab of 

my truck. He winked at me, “I‟ll see you again sometime, 

pretty lady,” and he turned to walk away. 

I felt a little jilted. I guess that no sex meant the end 

of this affair, but I wasn‟t quite ready for that. “I don‟t 

know how you‟ll ever see me again. You don‟t know my 

last name and you didn‟t ask for my phone number.” 

He turned and smiled, “Lisa, I would have asked for 

those things if I didn‟t already know that I would be 

back in your life very soon.” I frowned, not 

understanding. “I‟ll see you much sooner than you would 

ever believe. Trust me, okay?” He smiled once again, and 

was gone. 

The End of Book #2 
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“I’M THE MOST WANTED GIRL 
IN TOWN!” 

 

Interested? The above story is intended 

to illustrate the attractions of a career in 

skirts and what Sandy Thomas Books could 

do for you.  To find out more, send for Sandy 

Thomas’ FREE brochure listing all titles of 

books and special products!  Even if you've 

never had a dress on before, you can learn 

about wearing them in your spare time. Mail 

the coupon now! You could be the next “most 

wanted girl in town!” 

Here's how it happened: 

I used to be a run-of-the-mill 
fellow just like a zillion other guys.  

My stressful days as a corporate 

lawyer were drab and so was my 
wardrobe.  My personal life was pretty 

drab too, because I didn't have the time 

to do all the "fun" things.  I was in a 
rut. 

So when I came across a Sandy 

Thomas’ advertisement telling about 

the exciting lives of the characters in 

the TV line of books, I did something 

about it. 

I read and re-read nearly every 

one of the many Sandy Thomas books 

and decided that was what I wanted.  I 
didn’t need money to see the world, 

just a date with it! 

I didn't know a thing about being 
feminine when I started.  After reading 

Sandy’s books, I was putting on 

lipstick and walking in heels without 

any thought at all.  

My first job as a legal secretary 

paid surprisingly well and the only 
stress was a run in my nylons. 

Pretty soon, I had worked my 
way up to ladder to the senior partner’s 

“Administrative Assistant”!  I was 

taking notes at board meetings and 
surrounded by men in their boring gray 

suits who can’t wait for the meeting to 

be over so they can ask me to dinner. 

Occasionally I'm sent to cover 

big trials in some very interesting 

places…all while wearing the cutest 
little dresses and skirts.  I think I've 

met more people in a year of dresses 

than my entire lifetime! 

Write to: 

SANDY THOMAS 

P.O. Box 2309 

CAPISTRANO BEACH, 

CA 92624  USA 

sthomasa@gmail.com 


































