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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


A Note from the Author!

Have you ever seen an androgynous male? A man who wears female clothing in fashion shows? Let me tell you, they are gorgeous! And that’s dangerous. After all, we women are what beauty is about! How dare a man take over for us!

Well, it’s probably not that big a deal. After all, there aren’t that many androgynous males in the fashion world, let alone the real world.

Of course, there could be more…dangerous or not, beautiful men are sort of cool.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“Do you believe this shit?” Martha Sayers glared at the newspaper as if her will would change the type.

“What shit, dear?” Terence Sayers Goldman didn’t look up from his half of the morning newspaper. He was looking through the fashion section, hoping to find inspiration.

Martha was a slender woman with a robust chest. Her face was a little strict looking, though she had full lips and expressive, blue eyes. But the strictness was mostly from her attitude. Cancel the attitude and she was a striking beauty.

Terence was also slender, but without the boobs. His face was not strict, but rather pleasant, almost feminine. He flipped the fashion section pages with long, delicate fingers.

“They claim our gowns are too avant garde. They make our models look lifeless. They say we should go back to design school.”

Terence lowered the newspaper and raised his face. “Is it that cow Miss Scofeld?”

“It is.”

“Well, there you go.” He raised the newspaper and kept reading.

But Martha wasn’t satisfied. She folded the newspaper and threw it on the floor. Poopsie, their little miniature poodle scurried away.

“I’ve got half a mind to call that bitch and give her a piece of my mind.”

“Give her a half for me, too,” Terence murmured. He had found a reprint of a far side cartoon and was chuckling inside.

The cartoon had Tarzan standing on the front doorstep of his tree hut. He had scratches all over his back. Facing him is Jane. She says, ‘So…you’ve been to see the Leopard Woman again.’

Terence raised a hand to his mouth and covered it.

“What are you laughing at?”

“Nothing, dear.”

Nothing, indeed. Terence loved to visit women who clawed him. Nothing was better than coming home with scratch marks on his back. Of course, he had to hide those marks from Martha, but…they were worth it.

“Yes, I should call that idiot and tell her what is what.”

“Very good, dear.” Thinking of scratches on his back. He loved a good slap in the face, a knee in the nuts, and just thinking of such things was giving him a king-sized boner.

“In fact, I will!”

Terence looked at his wife. Usually she just grouched when one of their shows got a bad review, but now it seemed like she had a real head of steam up.

“Maybe you should sleep on it. One doesn’t want to be too hasty, you know.”

“Hasty, shmasty,” snapped Martha. “I slept last night. I’m all slept out. And if that bitch thinks she can…” Her speech dwindled and she picked up her cellphone.

Terence sat up. His wife was bossy, which he dearly loved. Too bad she wasn’t physically bossy. But to attack a member of the press? That was bad news. The press always got the last word in, and courtesy of their circulation, the biggest word.

“Dear. I really think you should relax and think about this.”

“Shut up!”

Wow. She really was wound up. Terence folded the newspaper and listened.

“Daily Caller? I want to speak with Jennifer Scofeld…that’s right, the fashion editor.”

A few seconds passed, then Terence heard Miss Scofeld speak to his wife. He couldn’t make out everything from the ensuing conversation, but he heard enough that he knew it wasn’t going well.

“Miss Scofeld,” Martha drawled with tones that had been dipped in liquid nitrogen. “This is Martha Sayers…yes, House of Sayers. And I take umbrage at your review of our show last night.”

A chattering of voice, tinny over the phone and across to Terence’s ear.

Martha’s response: Your attitude is certainly not professional. I’ve been designing clothes for a decade and…”

Terence made out the sentence, You should start over…

“What! How dare you say that to me!”

More chatter, back and forth, like small arms fire between opposing squads on a battlefield. Then Martha said something that made Terence blink.

“I accept your challenge, and I look forward to reading your retraction and apology in your rag of a newspaper.”

Chatter.

Then, a simple hang up.

No last word. A battle concluded, but a war begun.

Terence stared at his wife. “What did she say?”

Martha’s face was a study in consternation and irritation and downright disapproval.

“You won’t believe what that bitch had the gall to do.”

“I won’t unless you tell me.”

Martha looked at her husband, and suddenly her face wasn’t so cocksure. Suddenly there was a teensy weensy iota of doubt in her fetching blue eyeballs.

“I am to make a man attractive.”

Terence blinked. “Make a man attractive? What is so difficult? We’ve got top notch lines of high end male clothing. We simply—“

“No. Not that.”

“Then what? For God’s sake!”

Poopsie crawled out form under the couch and licked Martha’s ankle.

Martha reached down and picked up her precious Poopsie. She kissed the manicured mutt on the top of her curly headed head. “Oh, Poopsie.”

“Martha?” In spite of her being a bully, Terence was speaking up. He had a bad feeling. “What did you do?”

“Nothing. I’ll take care of it.”

“Not until you have explained to me exactly what you have done.”

“Nothing. I accepted her challenge of making a man pretty.”

“And what is the problem with that.”

Martha coughed and tried to hide her sentence. “As…” cough, “…man…ahem.”

“Enunciate, my dear.”

Martha sighed, then blurted it out. “Make a man pretty as a woman.”

Terence sat up, folded his paper and swatted his hand with it.

In Martha’s hands Poopsie cowered. Terence, usually quite submissive, had actually shown anger.

“What?”

“I told her I could make anybody beautiful, even a man. She said I couldn’t, and, well, I accepted the challenge.”

“And how is this challenge going to work?”

“We will agree on a model. I will have a month to transform the man into a beautiful model.”

“Beautiful with women’s clothes.”

“Of course.” But now she had a sickly cast to her face. She was starting to realize the trap she had fallen into.

“We can’t  use one of our own models.”

“Uh…ahem…no.”

“Well that cuts it!” Terence slapped his newspaper down on the floor, just about giving Poopsie the shit fits, and stood up. “We work our fingers to the bone, and you make a silly deal with a fashion critic. Don’t you realize that’s why they are called critics? Because they are critical! And now we are caught in…” words failed Terence, and he began walking back and forth, terribly upset.

“Terence. It’s not that bad.” She tried to put a little steel in her words, but Terence wasn’t buying it.

“We’ve discussed a trans line.It’s time to market to the third sex.”

“Yes, like Bud Light.”

“They weren’t wrong, they just alienated their first audience. If they had handled it differently.”

“And Target is losing billions of dollars because of pride colors on their merchandise. Just colors, for God’s sake. And you want to risk that?”

“Terence. I understand you’re upset, but this is an entirely different situation. We’re a designer. If anybody is going to take advantage of this new market…it’s us.”

“Balderdash!” he blurted. He didn’t know what a balderdash was, but he had heard the word in an old movie and liked it.

Martha was finally starting to get her back up. After all, she was the dominant one in this relationship, and Terence was the submissive.

“Not balderdash!” she snapped. “One per cent of the United States identifies as trans. That’s 3.3 million people. I would say that 3.3 million people is a sizable market, and well worth considering.

“If you get a good review,” he countered rather snidely.

“We will!”

But in spite of her brave words Martha was worried. She was to meet with Jennifer Scofeld on the next day and discuss a suitable model.

Thus, while Terence grumbled and went back to his newspaper, she headed for the bathroom. There she gulped a half a bottle of Pepto Bismol. And a couple of Vicodin for good measure.

She looked down at Poopsie, who looked like she wanted a bottle of ex-lax. “What Have I done, Poopsie.”

Make a man into a woman. What had she done?

And she just knew that Jennifer Scofeld would foist some ugly, old drunk on her.

Oh, Lord! And she drank some more Pepto Bismol.

The following day Martha and Terence were sitting in their spacious office atop their ten story headquarters. Terence was previewing photos selected to be included in their monthly magazine. Martha was making her long, red fingernails into short, red fingernails with her capped teeth.

Poopsie lay in her little bed and watched her mistress closely.

At exactly ten o’clock the phone rang. It was the front desk in the lobby. “Ma’am. Jennifer Scofeld to see you.”

“Send her right up,” gushed Martha. She was already assuming a more friendly attitude. She was hoping the Scofeld girl would consider this whole thing a lark, a joke

It was not, however, to be.

A minute later and the elevator opened and Jennifer Scofeld stepped out. She was an attractive woman, rare for a reporter, and she looked around the fashion headquarters with a critical eye.

She wore a spring dress with a Sayers leather jacket over it. The dress had a straight cut across the bosom, and her cleavage showed over the line and between the lapels of the jacket.

She had brunette hair cut in a shaggy sort of long bob, and while she didn’t display much make up, she did opt for very red lips.

Martha smiled and waved from the glass enclosure of her office.

Jennifer smiled and made her way through the desks. She had seen fashion designers at work before, but the House of Sayers was a cut above. In spite of her poor review, she was a fan of the company.

She entered the glass office and Terence raised his eyes, gave a wave of his fingers, and returned to his work.

Let his wife figure her way out of this mess.

“Jennifer, how nice to meet you. We’ve spoken before, but—“

Martha had planned to charm the reporter, then make a funny remark about the whole thing being a joke. Jennifer, however, sabotaged that plan right from the start.

“Mrs. Sayers, my editor is positively entranced by the idea of what you propose. If you can make a man beautiful, perhaps as beautiful, or more so, than a woman, then I am sure he is going to want to do a full page on it.”

Terence looked up and at his wife. In his eyes was the message. Full page?

“Well, yes.” She was going to try and get out of it. “But when I first spoke of that idea—“

“She thought it was wonderful,” butted in Terence. “Did you know there are over 3 million trans people in the United States? It is a pure shame that they would be marginalized. My wife is very interested in seeing to the empowerment of so many people.”

“Mr. Sayers. How wonderful…my editor is of a like mind. I’m sure…” she went blathering on, and Martha stifled a groan.

In her little bed even Poopsie covered her face with her paws.

After a minute of schmoozing, Jennifer opened the deal. “So how are we going to choose a model for this project?”

How will ‘we.’ Not how will ‘you.’

So Martha couldn’t just choose anybody.

Jennifer did offer a carrot, however, with her next words.

“I’m sure you would like to choose somebody who is…let’s be plain… model material.”

Not ugly, thought Terence.

They discussed choosing from a pool of models, then disaster struck.

Jennifer pursed her pretty lips and put a finger to her cheek. “You know, we used to play a game when I was a child. Do you remember spinning a globe and sticking it with a finger and saying, ‘I was born in the city of…’?”

“Well, uh…” Martha didn’t know where this was going.

“We could do the same thing. For instance, when I was a child we used to play a game. We’d be driving down the street and somebody would say something like, ‘the tenth person on the right is going to be the person you will marry!’”

“Well, yes, but a child’s game…”

Terence, however, was enthused by the idea. “I like it. So the tenth person who gets off the elevator will be our new model.”

“The tenth man,” amended Jennifer.

“Of course.”

Martha shrunk inside. She was a bossy, controlling woman, and she didn’t want to risk the fate of her company on the whims of a child’s game.

However, at that moment the elevator door opened. Three women and a man got off. The man was one of their big models, Lance Harding. He was studly and handsome and even looked good.

Why couldn’t he be number ten? Martha wondered ferociously.

“One,” said Jennifer and Terence simultaneously. They both laughed at their harmony.

Martha wondered if she could go catch Lance and tell him to go back and be the tenth man to come out of the elevator.

Ding. The elevator door shut and it descended.

The next twenty minutes were totally nerve wracking for Martha.

Every two minutes, on the average, the elevator doors opened and disgorged people.

Several of them were models, or model quality, mixed among many more women.

Then there were the less than desirables. There was a software programmer from the third floor. A security guard with a very fat belly, and a young Italian man with a bristly mustache, a nose bigger than John Holmes’ dick, and glinting, mean eyes.

Martha shivered, was glad that they had managed to dodge that bullet.

There had been nine men. The last one had been a model applying for work. He had a portfolio and he would have been perfect. Except he was number eight.

Now every opening of the elevator doors was nerve wracking.

They opened and two women got off. They looked around, the giggled and backed into the elevator. Wrong floor.

Two minutes passed, then three.

Ding! The elevator arrived. The doors opened. There were two people on it.

One was Jerry Carson, the top model in the nation. The other was a scrawny geek, the mail boy.

Jerry started out and Martha’s heart leaped. Everything was goin to be all right.

But he stopped, turned back to the mail boy.

The mail boy was only five feet two and a hundred pounds. He had scraggly hair, long and ugly. He was wearing thick glasses and a hoody.

He handed Jerry an envelope.

Oh, fuck, thought Martha. The mail boy had just handed Jerry his paycheck, which was probably the reason for Jerry coming up to the tenth floor in the first place.

Jerry thanked the mail boy, and the mail boy started to push his cart out of the elevator.

Jerry said something and the boy stopped and turned back.

Please…please…” Martha prayed.

Next to her Jennifer was watching the drama and holding her breath.

On the other side of Jennifer Terence was standing with pursed lips, equally entranced by the play in the elevator.

Jerry started to walk past the boy…

YES…YES…Martha shrieked inside her head.

Then Jerry bent, his shoelace, and the boy pushed his cart out and stepped onto the floor.

“There you go,” smiled Jennifer. “We have a winner. And it looks like he already works for you.”

Martha smiled, tamped the sick feeling down in her belly. “Oh, uh…yes.”

She heard a snicker and turned and gave Terence a nasty look.

He just raised his hands, palm out, and turned to Jennifer. “So what do we have? A month?”

“Fine with me…but it looks like you may have your work cut out for you.”

All three stared as the geeky, young man pushed his cart down an aisle and handed out envelopes and packages.

In the glass office Poopsie didn’t just cover his little eyes with his paws. He stood up and turned around and faced the wall and lay down.

He knew a disaster when he saw one.

Chris Harrison was, as has been observed, a geek. He was a nerd. He was a shy boy of 19 who had somehow managed to snag a summer job so he could afford to go to his second year of college.

He was five foot three, skinny, long, lank hair, dark, brown eyes, and a oval face with a bit of taper at the bottom.

Surprisingly, for a diet of Coke and chips, his skin was good.

He liked to wear cargo shorts in the summer and cargo pants in the winter, and a tee shirt in the summer and hoodie in the winter.

All of his clothes were black.

He wasn’t particularly social, had a few friends, who he never saw, and had never been out with a girl.

He had thought about girls often enough.

And, the shocker to all this, for a short, skinny kid, he was endowed. His penis was 8 inches long, he measured it often enough, and six inches in diameter, or thereabouts. He couldn’t get one hand all the way around it comfortably.

On this Monday morning he was shoving his cart around and passing out envelopes, bundles of envelopes, packages, and whatever else the mailroom had to offer.

Mostly, it was letters and envelopes with packets of pics in them.

He actually liked his job. Sure, it was a no brainer, but he liked walking through the whole place, being greeted, sometimes by name, and thanked for a particular envelope, usually a pay envelope, such as Jerry Carson thanked him for in the elevator that day.

The best part of his job, however, was when he got to deliver mail to the 8th floor. This was the floor where the women prepared for their shoots. He got to walk through a heaven of flesh.

The women were dressed to show off, and show off they did. It seemed like these models were always ‘on.’ They made a show of accepting envelopes, they patted his cheek in passing, and every once in a while one would goose him.

Lord, did that create a boner!

In fact, Chris had taken to wearing a jockstrap under his BVDs to contain his excitement. It worked a little bit, but mostly he stayed behind the cart to hide the bulge in his pants.

Chris pushed the empty cart into the mail room. It was time for a break and he popped over to the vending machines and bought a Cherry Coke and a bag of Cheetos. Crunchy Cheetos. The ones that left orange stain on your fingers and your teeth.

He plopped himself down in a chair in a corner of the mailroom and began sipping and crunching. He was deep in thought over what classes he was going to take at the end of summer. He liked computers, but should he take more math classes first? He had talked to a counselor, but—

“Hey, Chris?”

Chris looked up at his boss. Bill Thomas was leaning through the door and had a slightly puzzled expression on his face.

“Yes?”

“Were you just up on the tenth floor?”

“Yes, sir.” Chris was a little cowed by authority and tended to say ‘sir’ and ma’am’ whenever addressed by somebody of importance.

“Well, you must’ve fucked up. They want to see you.”

“What?” Chris was truly mystified. How could he mess up putting envelopes on desks? Had he given the wrong envelope to somebody? Oh, gosh, I hope they don’t fire me!

Chris put his can of Coke, with the orange taint from the Cheetos around the ‘suck hole,’ as he called it, into the little fridge the mail boys kept in a corner of the room. He folded the Cheetos and put them in his cubby, and slapped his hands together. And wiped his mouth.. And headed up to the tenth floor.

Chris rode in the regular elevator, not the freight elevator, like he did when he was delivering the mail. The regular elevator was quick and fast, and—oh, Lord. Please don’t fire me! I’ve got to pay for school!

If he hadn’t been so worried about his employment he might have noticed the orange crumbs decorating his mouth and fingers.

He stepped off the elevator and looked around.

“Chris?” One of the best looking secretaries in the world was waiting for him.

Waiting for him?

“Yes, ma’am?”

“Come with me, please.”

She set off briskly, and headed around a desk and straight back towards the glass office where he never went.

He knew the Sayers were in that office. He had seen them through the glass walls, but…the Sayers?

He was feeling faint. Why would the Sayers want to see him?

The secretary reached the door to the office, tapped, was motioned by Mr. Sayers to enter, and opened the door.

As Chris passed the woman, almost brushing against her breasts, she whispered, “Your mouth.”

He was puzzled for a split second, then got it.

Oh, my God! The Cheetos!

He quickly wiped his mouth with his hand, and neglected to notice that his fingers were orange. Now not only was his mouth painted orange, but he had little marks around his mouth where his fingers had touched.

He stood in the center of the room and was confused, and self conscious, and worried, and really wanted to be somewhere else.

There were two desks, one on each side of the room. They were made of Tigerwood and quite exotic looking. Apple computers adorned the sides of the desks, high end models.

There was a room wide book case against the glass wall that faced the big room, and it was filled with everything from catalogues to designer textbooks. It was a very messy bookcase.

There was a big table to one side of the room, and it was piled high with fabrics and freshly created garments.

In between the desks, like a meeting of the minds, was a round table. It was good quality, but it had the ring marks of a thousand cups and glasses. It was like the ‘no man’s land’ between the two immaculate desks.

At that round table sat Mr. Sayers on the right, and Mrs Sayers on the left.

Mr. Sayers was slender, grey haired, seemed amused.

Mrs Sayers, she of the large bosom, sat on the left. She didn’t look amused.

“Good morning, Chris.” Mr. Sayers smiled wanly. Then he looked at his wife expectantly.

“You’re Chris Sayers? The mail boy?”

She half sneered the question, even though she knew he was. And she made ‘mail boy’ sound like something she had scraped off her high heels.

Mr. Sayers chuckled. “Well, Chris, tell us about yourself.”

Mrs. Sayers glared at her husband, but he seemed unfazed.

“Uh, I go to the college.”

“Which one?” Mrs. Sayers brightened up.

“City college.”

“Oh.” She unbrightened.

“What are you studying, Chris?”

He turned to Mr. Sayers. “Computer technology.”

That didn’t impress Mrs. Sayers, but Mr. Sayers smiled and said, “That’s an egghead field. Are you an egghead? Do you play games?”

“I don’t know about egghead, maybe, probably, but, yes. I do play games.”

“I don’t know much about games, do you like shooter games? Or some other type?

“I like all kinds, but…”

Chris explained about the differences of video games and Mr. Sayers was pleased.

Mrs. Sayers was getting grumpier and grumpier.

Finally, Mr. Sayers swiveled his head towards his wife. “Well, dear?”

“Doesn’t appear we have much choice,” she muttered unhappily.

“No. Afraid not.”

He turned back to Chris, was about to speak when Mrs. Sayers blurted, “What is that orange lipstick he is wearing?”

Chris turned a bright shade of red. Oh, God! The Cheetos!

“Sorry, ma’am.” he muttered and wiped his face frantically. “It’s Cheetos. I was on break, and…”

Mr. Sayers lowered his head and was stifling laughter. Then he looked up. “Chris, how would you like to be a model.”

“I…what?” Talk about a mind fuck.

“A model. It will pay considerably more than a mail boy, and we will train you, prepare you, teach you, and…you only have to be in one show in about a month.”

“I…a…I don’t think…I’m not…”

Mrs. Sayers groaned and put a hand to her forehead. Hard. Like a slap.

“Not model material? You should leave that decision up to us. We’ve seen you around the office, and you have a certain look that we would like to develop.”

“I do?”

“Oh, yes.”

“Well, uh…”

“I think you will find the work challenging, intriguing, but easier than figuring out algorithms, or what it is computer experts do.”

Chris, at that moment, took stock of himself.

On one hand he was a geek. No girlfriends. Only a few friends to talk to. Had never been pursued by a girl.

On the other hand, the most famous celebrities in the whole modeling field were…pursuing him.

And…money. He didn’t know what models made, but it had to be more than mail boys.

It wasn’t hard to make up his mind. “I guess I could, if you really think…”

“Oh, I do.”

Mrs. Sayers spoke dryly. “Tell him the rest.”

Mr. Sayers looked at her, a very bland expression, then turned to Chris and started talking.

Those outside the office suddenly felt it. They looked through the glass, saw the open faced expression of shock on the mail boy’s face.

Then they looked down. Poor kid was probably getting fired. Though why the Sayers would take it upon themselves to fire some lowly kid from a lowly position they couldn’t imagine. Heck, send him down to HR, let them do the dirty work.

Inside the office Chris’s mouth opened. His eyes widened. His whole demeanor was one of disbelief.

“You want me to be a girl?”

Mr. Sayers was smooth. “There are men who model ladies’ clothes. Andreja Pejic, Casey Legler, Eve Salvail, to name just a few of the top ones. There is also a huge market for clothes that can be worn by either sex. Male models who look like females are most excellent in this field. They have an ambience which can, if the model catches on, sell clothes like they are on fire.”

“Clothes on fire?” Chris was dazed, confused, didn’t know what to think.

“That’s a joke, a play on…never mind. The point is, it would take a lot of work, you may have to overcome certain attitudes, but the rewards are enumerable. A higher salary, free clothes on occasion, and you will be working with some of the sexiest women in the world.

Mr. Sayers saved the ‘sexiest women’ perk for the last. He was reading Chris, and he doubted if the boy even had a girlfriend. And that was the moment he noticed what would eventually become a big problem.

Because it was big.

And Chris really must not have had a girlfriend, because he suddenly displayed a bulge in his pants. A big bulge.

Lord, he hoped his wife didn’t notice that bulge. That was one of her pet beefs. She absolutely hated it when a model showed an unsightly bulge in the clean lines of her designs.

And for a female appearing man in a dress, he knew it would be the end of the world for her.

He stood up quickly and stepped in between his wife and Chris. “Come, Chris, let me give you a tour, show you how this place works.”

Mrs. Sayers turned away in disgust.

For an hour Mr. Sayers walked with Chris through the big building. They visited photography, and when Chris’s boner was down he took the boy through the eighth floor.

SPROING!

Yep. The kid had never had a girlfriend.

So he took Chris through other departments, showed him how they sewed, how they changed patterns, how they designed things on the computer.

Chris found the computer work fascinating, and he quickly lost his boner.

But the purpose of the tour was successful. Chris relaxed, and had time to come to grips with the idea of himself as a woman.

Mr. Sayers was friendly, treated him almost like a son, and even made jokes. By the time he was done Chris was convinced.

“Well, if you really think I can do it.”

“I think you can. If course, you would have to be more circumspect about eating your Cheetos.

Chris was able to laugh at this.

Then Chris was sent home with orders to report to a Miss Varner on the following morning.

Upstairs, in the Sayer’s office…

“I don’t like it.”

“You made the agreement with dear Jennifer.”

“Yes, but I didn’t know he would show up with…with…what was it called? Cheetos? On his whole face!

“Now dear. He was on break and was so anxious to meet you he simply didn’t notice.”

“Well, he should have,” she sniffed. then she glared a thim, “The boy can’t even control his cock!”

“That’s common among men, my dear,” he answered ruefully.

And so the conversation went. Mrs. Sayers finding every reason not to, and Mr. Sayers enjoying his wife’s confoundment. She was a very powerful person, sometimes very pushy, and he loved the way she was finding things wrong, but simply couldn’t get out of her obligation.

In one month time Chris Harrison would be on the catwalk.

It probably wouldn’t be a disaster, the Sayers probably wouldn’t be laughed out of town, but, then again…they might.


Part Two

Chris lived in a bedroom in a small apartment. Just the bedroom. Oh, he could visit the kitchen, and the bathroom, but that was about it. And he was expected to not tarry in either of those two places.

The rest of the house was occupied by a mother, a good looking but pissy daughter, a year younger than Chris, and a dog that would sneak into Chris’s room during the day and sleep on his bed.

No matter that Chris locked the door, when he arrived home the big shepherd would look up at him, make a huffing noise, then lay back down.

“Please don’t unlock my door,” he would ask Mrs. Johnson, and she would agree. But the next day the dog would be making himself at home on his bed.

He suspected Patty, the daughter, but she claimed innocence.

Finally, Chris took to laying a thick blanket over the bed so he could sleep without the doggy odor and hairs.

Still, it was irksome.

That Monday evening he arrived home and headed straight for his room.

Rex was asleep, but he perked up at the smell of Chinese food. His drool was obnoxious and Chris pushed him out of the room. As the dog left, the daughter, Patty glared at him.

“Don’t mistreat my puppy!”

“I won’t,” he reassured her.

But she just glared as he closed the door.

He sat at the small desk with his computer on it and munched on sweet and sour chicken and Beijing beef.

Dress up like a girl. Could anything be weirder? Yet the amount of money he would be making would pay for his tuition easily. He could even think about upgrading his computer. He needed a bit more RAM, a bit more memory. Gaming sucked when your machine was slower than everybody else’s on line.

Finished with his meal he took the empty container to the kitchen and put it in the garbage. Then he took a Coke out of the fridge and popped the top.

He sucked the bubbly sugar water and sighed.

Rex came up and sniffed him.

In spite of the sleeping arrangements, Chris liked the dog. He scratched Rex’s ears. “Hey, buddy. Caught any cats lately?”

Rex stuck his nose into Chris’s crotch and pushed.

“Hey!” He gently moved the dog away.

“I told you,” snapped Patty from the door of the kitchen.

Chris looked her right in the eye. He was feeling a bit bold from being hired as a model, and he said. “If we both called him he’d come to me.”

“You’re full of shit.”

“Potty mouth.”

Patty stomped past him, opened the fridge and took out a Coke. One of his. She dared him with a look and opened it.

Chris sighed. Then: “Can I ask you a question?”

“You…ask…” then she frowned.

Truth was, her jibes weren’t having much effect on Chris. And, also true, he was a year older and acted mature.

Sure, he was a geek, and not particularly attractive, and he dressed stupid, but…she detected a note of seriosity in his mood.

“What question?” Her eyes were lidded and she expected a high school trick. Something to embarrass her. She was fresh out of high school, after all, and every one knows what kind of snake pits those places are.

Chris framed the question in his mind, then put it out. “What’s it like being a girl?”

“What are you, some kind of pervert?”

“No. I just encountered a situation at work and…I need to know what it’s like to be a girl. How do they think. Why do they think differently from guys. I mean, some stuff is obvious, but some stuff is a mystery, and I mean like big.”

Now Patty was stuck. She had been acting high school, and it looked like the dweeb was totally serious.

Still, she tried to be irritating. “We wear dresses.”

“No,” he refused to fall for her gambit. He was out of high school and he wasn’t ever going back. He’d had enough of the teasing and bullying. “I mean, I know about. different clothes, dresses vs…wait a minute. I don’t know.”

She cocked her head in puzzlement.

“I wear pants but would never wear a dress. You wear a dress, but you wear pants, too.”

Patty blinked. “Because I can?” she finally answered.

He accepted that answer without a blink, just took it and filed it for future thought.

“What about work? Girls become secretaries. They can work in male fields, too, but guys don’t usually become secretaries.”

“That’s a dumb question.”

“I know, but I really don’t get it. I mean, I never thought about it before, but there is not just a double standard, there are two separate species here.”

Patty was leaning against the sink. Drinking Coke. Thinking. Actually thinking. She was going to be going to college at the end of the summer, and suddenly she realized that Chris might actually be able to help her. After all, he seemed to be smart, she heard him talking on the phone once and he was complaining because he got one B…they all should have been As.

She was all Bs, and lucky to get an A.

He interrupted her thinking. “When did you first become interested in make up?”

“I don’t know. I’ve always been. Mom gave me a make up kit in grade school for my birthday. Then in Jr. high, we all experimented with stuff. By high school we were all knowledgable.”

“Is it weird to put on make up?”

“What? Are you going gay?”

He snorted. That was funny, especially the way his dick spoke up. “No. I just ran into this job situation and I’m going to be working with a lot of women. I need to know how they think.”

He wasn’t about to admit he had been hired as a female model, so that was close enough.

“We don’t think different. You act like we’re aliens or something. But we have feelings, emotions, we can do math just like the boys, and sometimes better.”

“So what is the difference?”

“We feel things more deeply. Our feelings are more easily hurt. We don’t understand when guys tend to be logical and don’t understand feelings.”

And so the first chip in the iceberg was made. They talked for a long time that night, and Chris had to end it because he had to be fresh at work on the morrow.

And Patty, laying in bed that night, was very thoughtful. The dweeb had turned out to be a human being. Talk about weird.

Then she jilled off and went to sleep.

Chris walked into the building the next day, but not to the mailroom. Instead he reported to the eighth floor and looked for a Mrs. Varner.

She was waiting for him in her office and he was shown to it.

“Hi, Chris. Isn’t this a weird situation?”

That put Chris at ease because, yes, it was really weird.

“Okay, I’ve got a month to show you the ropes, acclimate you to the environment, protect you from the ladies—they can be quite vicious—and make you into a first class lady. Are you ready?”

“I guess.”

“Okay. Ground up, take your clothes off.”

Chris blinked. “Mrs. Varner, is it—“

She interrupted his timid voice with a chuckle. “Call me Gloria. And, yes, put all embarrassment aside, this is work. I have to see what I have to work with. We’re going to have to take all your hair off, style your locks, I need to examine your skin for the best make up…off with the duds.”

Chris began to undress. He pulled off his tee shirt, looked around, and folded it and put it on a chair.

Outside the room the ladies for the day’s photo shoots and videos had been there for hours. They chattered and giggled and could look right in the open door.

He toed his sneakers off and slid them under the chair. He took off his socks and stuffed them into his shoes, then took off his pants.

He stood, shivering, but not from the cold, in his BVDs.

Gloria had a slightly opened mouth, and she licked her lips, then quickly took control of herself and closed her mouth.

She saw the bulge in his pants. She could tell it wasn’t totally hard, yet, but…it was big.

“Underpants, too.”

Sighing, turning redder than a stoplight, Chris hooked his waist band and pulled his underpants down.

His dick wasn’t all the way hard, only 80 or 90 per cent. But it was hard enough.

Gloria, once over her surprise, realized that this might be a real problem. “Can you, uh, tone that down a bit?”

“I don’t think so,” he muttered.

“Hmm. Yes. Well, that might be a problem. Let me think about it, and, in the meantime, let’s put this Nair on you.

Mrs. Varner helped. She sprayed the gel over his frame, his limbs, and then into his crotch.

“Oh!” Chris’s body shook.

“Okay?”

“It’s just…I’m not used to it.”

Gloria was unable to help herself. She had to make sure he had no hair in the groin region, so she filled her hand with Nair and began rubbing his groin. Smushing the gel, which was becoming foam like, into his crotch. She rubbed between his legs, did his balls and shaft, and made sure everything was properly Naired.

Chris kept shivering. His penis was now 100% and it was throbbing, bouncing, and even giving off the occasional drop of pre cum.

“You shouldn’t be embarrassed,” said Gloria, a little breathlessly.

“Sorry,” he whispered, his eyes closed in a combination of unbelievable sexual sensations and humiliation.

And he squirted. Right there. In her hand.

“Oh, God,” he grunted, his voice half moan and half shrill with mortification.

“Don’t worry about it,” said Gloria as her hand filled up.

Lord, the lad had an unbelievable amount of cum!

And, the good news, when Gloria wiped the Nair off him, and all his ugly hairs, his cock had gone down.

“Okay. Come with me.”

She walked out into the big room and a hundred women, beautiful women, turned to him. They stared at the naked young man in their midst. One of them whispered just loud enough for Chris to hear: “Heysoos Xristo! If that thing was any bigger I’d call it a cock!.”

Looking only forward, his skin the color of a sunburned tomato, Chris followed Gloria. They entered a narrow room that was nothing but a vanity table against one wall, and a mix of salon chairs and folding chairs.

The room was half filled and Gloria walked the length of it. Women stared at Chris in the big mirror that ran the length of the room. The women were in various stages of dress, or undress. Some wore full costumes, other were naked, their little boobs hanging out. They all paused their brushing and creaming to watch Chris pass.

They were used to men coming through the eighth floor. Sometimes they had to borrow make up, or they wanted to discuss a scene with a co-star, and…it was no big deal.

But Chris was different. He wasn’t a model. He was just…a kid. A young man.

“It’s the mail boy,” one woman whispered to another.

“What’s he doing here?”

“Have a seat, Chris. Let’s get to work.”

Chris sat in a large, cushioned chair, the kind of chair women sat in at salons, and looked at himself in the mirror.

He was pink. Bright pink. He had that ‘hairs standing up’ feeling on his whole body, in spite of the fact that his body no longer had any hairs.

“Okay. Panties first. I’ve chosen some stretch panties, so they should fit you.

They fit, but thank goodness they were stretch. His penis jutted out, awakened by the attempted imprisonment.

“Excellent,” Gloria lied, worrying about that damned penis sticking out. He had just cum, and he was already hard again.

She put a bra on him, frowned, and went through several bras before she found one that was a perfect fit.

“Is finding my sizes going to be a problem?” asked Chris.

“Nope. Just this first day. By tonight I’ll have the girls sewing garments expressly for you.”

“Oh.”

She put him in a dress. It was slightly small, but stretchy, and she got a good look at how clothes fit him.

Mr. Sayer came down to see how things were going. He didn’t seem surprised at all to see a man in a dress. “He’s got some angles.”

“I can use make up for the face, and I’ll advise him as to what foods he should be eating. I think I can have him sufficiently round in a month.”

“Let’s think about pills”

“What about his penis?”

Terence chuckled. “That’s a problem I wish I had.” then he sobered, and considered, and finally pronounced, “Let’s try chastity.”

“You don’t want stronger medicine?”

There was something funny about the way they talked about pills and medicine, but Chris ignored it. He was trying to think of baseball. Baseball was supposed to be good for getting a penis soft.

“No. We could make him totally female, and we might, but I really like his look.”

Gloria nodded. “He might just have that special something.”

“He might,” Mr. Sayer agreed. then he patted Gloria on the ass and sauntered away.

He was accoutered in nylons, garters, a tummy shaper, bra, panties, and a slinky, black dress…and it was time for make up.

Chris closed his eyes and tried to still his thoughts.

And to stifle his dick. it was getting rather obnoxious again.

Chris came home late, and he was tired. And he had to get up early the next day. He was supposed to report for make up, ward robe, and practice walking.

Walking! What the heck was so difficult about walking?

He found Rex on his bed, snoring the day, and the night, away. He sat down next to the dog, too tired to shoo him away, and Patty walked in.

Just walked in. Of course his door was open, but…

“Hi. Can I have a French fry?”

He offered her the little tub and she took a half a dozen and sat down on the end of the bed and watched him.

“What?” he asked as he worked on his burger.

“I don’t know. I just saw you and wondered if you…you’re wearing make up?”

Oh, no! He thought he had gotten all that stuff off!

She reached a hand out and he flinched, then relaxed. She rubbed, and, sure enough, the pad of her finger was slightly discolored with make up.

“I knew it. You’re a freak.”

He was too tired to even be embarrassed. Besides, a long day of being around women in various stages of undress had firmed him up.

“You can’t tell anybody.”

“I never say a word.”

“Pinkie swear.”

She hesitated at that, then agreed and they hooked pinkies.

“Okay. So give. Why are you wearing make up?”

“The company I work for, they want a guy for…uh…well…they said it’s called androgynous.”

“I know what that is. What kind of company is this?”

“Sayer.”

Patty blinked. “You work for the House of Sayer?”

“Hey, it’s not…I mean…I was a mail room boy yesterday.”

“Crap. I’ve got a celebrity in my house.”

“You do?” he was blank.

“Don’t you know what the House of Sayer is?”

“Sure. It’s a modeling company.”

“It’s not just a modeling company. It’s ‘the’ modeling company.”

“Oh. Well, good.”

But the damage was done. He had gone from being the dweeb in the spare bedroom to the rockstar blessing Patty’s home.

By the time he shooed her out of his room and got to sleep it was later than he wanted, and he had been warned that he shouldn’t show up with big circles under his eyes.

“No! You must walk in line. Heel, toe…heel, toe.”

Chris tried it again, and, in his mind, he was failing miserably. What he didn’t know was how hard core the modeling business could be. ‘Just walking’ was turning out to be an exercise in utter futility.

He had to place his feet just so. He had to sway his hips just so. He had to lift his head so he couldn’t see where he was walking. He had to move his arms just so.

And everything changed if he changed his clothes.

It turned out that every article of clothing demanded different body motion to best show it off.

“But what if I want to wear the skirt with a flared arm blouse?”

“Then you walk like this!” Gloria exaggerated her motions and sashayed down the runway, which, in this case was just a path made of cardboard.”

And, to make it all the more difficult, the heels were killing him.

He was told he would get used to them, but in the present they made his feet want to just die!

“How’s it going, Chris?” Terence Sayer stepped into the room.

“I’m terrible,” Chris muttered.

“He’s wonderful,” countered Gloria, which made Chris look up in surprise.

“Show me.”

Chris got up on the cardboard and strode imperiously down the runway. Imperious felt ridiculous in his mind, but this was the way Gloria had told him to walk.

“Hmm.”

“I told you.” Gloria grinned.

Terence nodded. “Very good. But what about that little problem we talked about.”

Gloria was silent.

Terence turned to Chris. “Why don’t you masturbate before you come to work.”

Oh, God! They were talking about his penis! With the soft, silky material rubbing all over his body he was always excited. And with the beautiful women he worked around…double whammy.

“I, uh…I do.”

Terence frowned. “Well, we have to do something about that. Martha will have a cow if she sees his dingus floating in the breeze.”

“Chastity?”

He nodded. “Get him one. And I’ll order some medicine in the event that that doesn’t do it. Let’s have a show on Friday and we’ll take a look at him.”

There was that medicine thing again. What were they talking about?

“Okay, Chris. Keep up the good work. You’re looking good. You might just pull this off.”

The next day was Wednesday, and Gloria took Chris into her room and placed a little box on her desk.

“This is a large size, let’s hope it fits.”

She took out a chastity tube. For a large it looked pretty darned small.

Chris held it in his hand and couldn’t stop blinking. He was supposed to put this on?

“I…uh…”

But Gloria knew what the problem was. Just the idea of putting his cock in the tube had caused his cock to swell. It stuck out rudely, and Gloria frowned.

“Come here.”

Chris stepped in front of her and she grabbed his cock and started stroking.

He was stunned! She had him in her hand! Her hands! And this wasn’t the application of Nair! This was deliberate masturbation!

But she took it in stride. She was a professional, after all, and she stroked him, slapped his balls around, and finally nibbled on the tip.

And he spewed.

His knees quaked and it felt like a white hot poker was inside his groin, and he filled her hand with goo.

“Excellent,” she muttered, and she simply stuffed his now limp cock into the chastity tube and locked it.

He looked down at himself in wonder.

It felt…cool. It was…neat.

He liked it.

“All right, Chris, go get dressed and we’ll get to work.”

Chris walked out into the big room, stunned, in shock, and was put in further shock when everybody ignored him.

A few of the girls smiled at him, one of the ones he come to know looked down and grinned. “Got you going now, eh?”

“Uh, yeah.”

And he went back to wardrobe.

That night he went to sleep early. He was tired, and excited, but tomorrow was coming and he had to be rested.

His door opened. “Chris?”

“I’m sleeping.”

“Me, too. Isn’t it neat? We’re having the same dream!”

Normally, it would have been neat, being visited in his room by Patty. He was starting to look differently at her these days. He would compare her to the girls at the House of Sayer and realize that if the models took off their make up and stopped strutting around they might look as good as Patty.

She sat on the edge of the bed.

“What do you want.”

“Nothing.” She lay down next to him. Cuddled with him.

Chris was suddenly totally awake. He could smell her, he could feel her. She was wearing a nighty, and it was pretty sheer.

“Mmm. I love what they’ve done with your hair. It’s so silky, shiny.”

“Uh…”

Then she reached down and…sat up! “What is that!”

“They…my penis is too big. It shows, so they put it in something called a chastity tube.”

Patty felt the plastic tube with both hands. “Good Lord!” She had an evil grin in the gloom. “So you can’t get out?”

“No,” he said miserably.

“You can’t get a…a hard on?”

He shook his head.

“And you can’t put it in me.”

Chris’s eyes went super wide.

“But…I wouldn’t…”

“Heck, you couldn’t. This is going to be fun.” And she kissed him.

Chris had been kissed before. By his mother on the forehead when she tucked him in when he was five years old.

This was not one of those kisses. This was hot and clean and exciting.

Inside his chastity tube his penis began to party. Let me out! Let me out!

Freedom, however, was not on the list of things his penis could do.

On Friday Chris showed up with circles under his eyes.

“Oh, damn!” muttered Gloria, and she took him down to make up and worked on the circles. Eventually the circles were invisible, but he still felt dog tired.

“Have you been partying? I don’t smell any booze on you.”

For a moment Chris was stymied, then he blurted. “The girl I live with.”

“I thought you were single.”

He explained about the living situation, and Gloria grinned. “You can stay at my place if you want, until the end of the month. Then you can move back in to your place.”

“I might do that. Let me try logic, and if that fails.”

She laughed. “Women and logic. I wonder how that will fly.”

That afternoon, late, Chris stood at the beginning of the runway. He received word, and started down the long walk. It was hot, and he couldn’t see much more than in front of him, but he put on his best face.

He looked about with a scowl, he flaunted, he stomped, he acted like he was being forced to walk among the peasants.

He reached the end of the runway and pirouetted. His clothes flared out, his limbs were visible through the flutter of material. His hair swung about, and he looked into the dark as if it was disgusting.

A single, solitary clapping, then a second pair of hands.

“Lights, please.”

the lights went on and Chris looked out at his audience. Mr. and Mrs. Sayer and Gloria.Terence and Gloria were clapping. Martha looked like the brick she had just shat had nails sticking out of it.

“Wonderful, Chris. Come on down and let’s chat.”

Chris managed to get off the runway in his heels and he stood in front of the trio.

“What do you think, my dear. Has young Chris slain the dragon?”

Martha gave a sniff of disgust. “Passable.”

Gloria said nothing. Terence chuckled. “Me thinks thou has sour grapes. Admit. He has mastered the basic moves. Give him two more weeks and he will be slick as buttered silk.”

Martha grunted, then stated her real objections. “His walk is a mess, and you know why. He’s wearing one of those damned chastity things. It effects his whole walk. If it wasn’t for that…he might be worth something.

This remark, rude and bold, shut both Terence and Gloria up. Martha stood up and walked out of the room.

Chris was nervous now. He wasn’t sure what had happened, but he knew it wasn’t good.

“I’m sorry,” he started, but Terence waved a hand.

“Not you.” He turned to Gloria. “She’s right.”

“I know.”

“You know what that means?”

“I do.”

“Do you want to broach the subject? Or shall I?”

“Go right ahead.”

Terence turned his attention back to Chris. He presented his friendliest smile. “Chris. The chastity tube isn’t working. Your cock is simply too big. But there is a solution.”

“There is?”

“It involves a shot, and I would suggest some pills to aid in the process. In two weeks you will be different, but…it will require sacrifice on your part.”

“What kind of sacrifice?”

And Terence told him.

It was Friday night. No work tomorrow, and Chris could stay awake all he wanted.

And he wanted.

He invited Rex into his room and gave the dog little bites of his pizza.

“I don’t think you should be feeding him pizza.”

“Sorry.” Chris looked at Patty in the doorway.

She had fixed herself up. She was wearing light make up, was wearing shorts and a cut off sweat shirt. Her hair was brushed out and shiny. Her lipstick was fresh and glossed, and it looked like she had used plumper.

“Would you like some pizza?”

“Sure.” But she didn’t really want pizza.

She moved her dog off his bed and launched herself at him. She kissed him, moved her hands over him, and when she reached his groin she sat up.

Chris couldn’t help it. He grinned. “What?”

“You’re not wearing that…that thing.”

“Oh, yeah.”

“But…you’re not hard!” Consternation was in her eyes. She had come with the idea of teasing in mind, and now she wasn’t sure.

“The chastity tube was messing up my walk, so they took it off.”

“Why aren’t you having an erection?”

“They gave me a shot.”

“A shot?”

“One month. And they’re going to give me vacation boobs on Monday.”

“Vacation boobs?”

Chris explained about the temporary injections that would give him small tits. “They don’t want me to have big ones, like yours…” he eyed Patty’s breasts hungrily. He placed a hand on her breast and she groaned.

“So…what? You don’t get horny any more?”

“Patty. I’m hornier than I have ever been. You ever hear that thing about you want what you can’t have? Well, it’s like that. I can’t have sex, and I want it so badly. My whole body feels like it’s on fire for you. But…” he shrugged.

She took a moment to absorb that, then she smiled. “You know…I know a way you can cum.”

“You do?” He sat up straighter.

“Sure. Hold on for a minute.”

She rushed out of the room, ran to her mother’s room, and came back a minute later. She was holding what looked like butt plug, but it wasn’t.

“It’s a prostate massager. I used to listen to my mother use it on my father, before he left.”

“Heysoos! Are you going to put that in me?”

“For answer she made him turn over. His limp dick flopped a bit, but then his butt was in the air, and she was in his butt.

“Oh, fuck!” he whined.

“What? It hurts?”

“Are you kidding?” He ground his hips back at her and she laughed, then she began to corkscrew it in him, searching for the right spot.

It wasn’t long until he drizzled out his semen. Drizzled, not spurted, and the orgasm was more like a feeling, not a blow out.

But he was drained, and he felt so good.

The only problem was it made him hornier. Not a half hour passed and he was craving sex with wild eyes.

Which made Patty laugh. “Moo hah hah!” she snickered. Now you do me. Use your fingers, and your mouth. Get me off.

So he did, and that made him even hornier!

The night of the runway!

Chris was wearing a glamorous gown of silk. The pills were making his body change. He had rounder hips, softer features, and he had actually grown little bumps on his chest, and…he was off.

“Chris. You lack the vim and the vigor. Have you slept enough.”

“Yes.”

But he felt lame. Drained. Empty. All week he had been getting fucked at night, and becoming enervated during the day.

It was only an hour before the show. The critic, Jennifer Scofelt was due to show up, the champagne had been poured, people were standing about and discussing things fashion.

And Chris was lifeless. Listless. Feeling like stepped on shit.

Gloria grabbed his hand and pulled him apart from the other ladies in the show. She grabbed his face with one hand, fingers squeezing his cheeks, and she snarled, “I’ve worked my ass off for this. Hell, you’ve worked your ass off, and now something is wrong! You better level with me. Right now. Or else.”

Chris looked down. He was caught. He began to mumble. “It’s my…my girlfriend…” and mumbled through an explanation about how he was getting off.

Gloria didn’t know Chris had progressed that far with that girl, whoever she was, but…she knew what to do. “Give me her phone number.”

Chris did.

“Now go sit down and try to rest. I’ll fix this.

Chris sat and listened as the clapping rose up. The show was about to start. Then he saw the lights creeping under curtains.

Fuck. What had he done? And how could he have known?”

Time passed. It was almost time for him to take his walk. He stood up and shuffled towards his place in the queue. Suddenly an arm grabbed him.

Gloria spun him around and his eyes opened. Patty was right behind her, and her eyes were big and bright. Here she was at the show of shows.

“Okay, sweet cheeks, prepare yourself.”

She turned him, lifted his dress and pushed him over.

The prostate massager slid in easily and he gasped, and she was right. Suddenly his energy shot out the roof!

Even the women around him, who had been grinning as they watched the play, stepped back.

Chris was now officially ‘on.’


Epilogue

Chris strode down the runway and sneered with the best of them. In fact, he was better than the best of them.

The crowd cheered, picking up on Chris’s wild, masculine energy, all encased in the most beautiful gown the House of Sayer had ever created.

Gloria and Patty stood backstage, watching, holding hands and mentally cheering his every move.

He struck a pose, looked haughtily down on Mrs. Sayer, who finally smiled, then spun off in a flare of silks.

The next day Jennifer Scofeld, who was sitting next to Mrs. Sayer during the show, gushed praise for the show, and especially for the new androgynous model who represented the House of Sayer.

His grace and beauty overwhelms as he gazes down upon us mere mortals. This is the future of fashion, and his name is…Christophe.

Unfortunately for Christophe, it would be three months before he could make love to Patty. She, of course, insisted that he dress like a woman when they made love. Then he had to take the shot again.

END


A Note from the Author!

I hope you liked this little tale.

Please take a moment to rate me five stars.

That helps support my writing,

and lets me know which direction I should take

for future books.

HAVE A HORNY DAY!

Grace


You can find Grace Mansfield titles at

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com

If a link doesn’t work for Amazon

you can sometimes find a title

by searching ‘The Title Grace Mansfield,’

or by going to the author’s page on Amazon.


THERE ARE EIGHTEEN

21 STORY BUNDLES!

[image: ]

A massive collection of bundles!

21 steamy five star stories in each book!

All focusing on Feminization, Female Domination,

chastity, spanking, BDSM, pegging, and more!

GO TO:

21 STORIES!


THERE ARE EIGHTEEN

21 STORY BUNDLES!

[image: ]

for a massive collection of bundles!

On Amazon type in:

‘GRACE MANSFIELD 21 STORIES’

21 steamy five star stories in each bundle!

All focusing on Feminization, Female Domination,

chastity, spanking, BDSM, pegging, and more!

Type in…

‘GRACE MANSFIELD 21 STORIES’


[image: Group]


Do you have all the bundles of

THE BEST OF GRACE MANSFIELD?

[image: ]

each bundle has

15 steamy five star stories

PLUS a complete novel!

GO TO:

The Best of Grace Mansfield


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: sisridebook cov use.jpg]

THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.

Sissy Ride: The Book!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: Changed cov use.jpg]

Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.


Here are the first two chapters from…
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The Feminization Games

CHAPTER ONE

It started with a simple game. Baseball. Rockwell City Park. Boys against girls. A break from our normal mixed league games.

The guys were terrific. They slow pitched, gave us extra strikes, and even gave us pointers on how to play baseball. And we liked how they looked in their jerseys.

And we girls were appreciative. We know the guys are stronger, they play a lot of sports, do weight lifting and like to wrestle around. We didn’t expect to win the game.

But there we were, score tied at 12 each, and the guys had just struck out.

Oh, we laughed and giggled, and teased them, but gently. They had put aside their usual drive for us wives, and everybody was drinking beer, and a couple of couples were in the dug out making out.

Bottom, of the 9th. Georgina was up, a tall red head who needed to choke up on the bat.

Swing and a miss.

Swing and a miss.

Swing and…CRACK! She hit a good one. Her first hit of the game, and she took off like a rabbit. Good at first.

The guys tossed the ball around, made teasing remarks, but were kind.

To tell the truth, we all knew each other, and the guys didn’t care about competing, they were quite happy to go along and get along. There was no point in ramping up their testosterone and squashing us.

Leslie was up.

Swing and…CRACK!

Foul ball. But she was a good athlete, her hubby was pitching and he gave her a good next pitch and…CRACK! The ball sailed into right field.

Georgina made it to third, and Leslie was perched on first, a big grin on her sexy face.

And little old I strode out to the plate.

Oh, the guys gave me catcalls, and I blew them kisses and told them I was going to hit it out of the park. We all laughed, and I tapped the far side of the plate with the end of my bat and got ready.

I watched the first pitch sail over the plate. I thought it was high, but they called a strike, so I got ready again and…

“Lois can’t hit anything!”

Strike.

I stepped out of the batter’s box and stared at my husband.

Jim is a nice guy, I love him, but the tone of his voice was not right.

Even the other guys on his team looked at him. Bob, over on first base, lightly yelled, “Easy, Jim. It’s just a game.”

Wrong thing to say to Jim. To him everything is do or die. He did sports in school, almost went pro, played on the company team, and his testosteroney drive pushed him to be vice president of his company.

“Ah, fuck you guys,” he said in disgust.

I realized then that Jim had had a few too many beers. He was not normally like this. He just had too much to drink.

A couple of the guys looked down, a little embarrassed by his words.

“Come on,” he yelled. “Strike her out. Next pitch.”

Now, I’m a pretty good player, but Jim had me rattled. He’s my husband. He’s supposed to have my back. He’s not supposed to insult me in a mean fashion…and I don’t care how much he’s had to drink.

That said, I struck out. My bat whistled, I turned half around, and I was out.

But the game was basically over.

“Let’s call it a tie,” Bob called out as he walked in. “I’ve got to get to work early tomorrow.”

Jim didn’t like that, nor that a few of the guys agreed with Bob. “Come on. We’ve got this game in the bag.”

But everybody gathered up their stuff, chatted a bit, and started drifting out to the cars.

“Damn,” muttered Jim, and then he did the unthinkable. “You caused this.”

I stared at him, about to start talking the talk, but Bob stepped in. “Come on, Jim. Take it easy.”

“Easy for you to say.”

“The girls did good, we did bad, time to let it go.”

Well, Jim grumbled, turned around to pick up a spare ball, and I blurted: “You’re a bush leaguer.”

I meant his temper, but it came out wrong, and he felt personally challenged.

A couple of the girls came up and tried to calm me down, but I had had it. Jim’s a great guy, but he had gotten my goat, and my goat was feeling a bit peevish.

He straightened up and stared at me. “What?”

A rude ‘what?’ An insolent ‘what?’

I said, “Let’s have a real contest.”

Suddenly I had everybody’s interest. Hey, the guys like to compete. And the girls were naturally curious…so what did I have in mind?”

“What kind of a contest,” he asked suspiciously.

“Three games. You choose one, we choose one, and we coin toss for the third one. Chooser chooses the rules.”

The guys looked at each other, and I could hear their testosterone click to the ‘on’ position. There is nothing a guy likes better than a real game. And I was giving them a serious challenge.

“So if we choose wrestling, you’ll wrestle us.”

“Yep. We choose our girl and you choose your guy. And If I say you have to play baseball in high heels, then that’s what you have to do.”

The guys started mealy mouthing at that. They didn’t want to play in girly clothes.

But the girls liked the idea. And I knew they would. I had already given us one big advantage, and the guys didn’t know what it was. Here was another one, and it was bigger than the guys thought.

So after a few minutes of them protesting about having to wear heels, I made it happen.

“You guys are embarrassed, but I can fix that.”

“You can make it so we won’t be embarrassed by wearing girl shoes?” That was Bob. Even sweet tempered Bob was feeling the heat.

“You bet. “Charlene will put an ad in the paper. Guys against girls, all in heels, gate proceeds to charity. We can even play winner’s choice of charity.”

Now the guys looked thoughtful. They rubbed their chins, they scratched their balls.

Only Jim was suspicious. My guy knew me a little too well, and he knew I had an ace up my sleeve. But he was the only one.

Bob: “Hey guys, that’s not bad. Everybody laughs, we can sell a little beer at the game, maybe even drink a little, and…and yeah. I’m in.”

Tom said, “So are you choosing baseball, in heels?”

I nodded.

“And are you really willing to go with wrestling?”

“Yes,” I said.

The other gals on my team, all except Janice, who had a quirky smile on her face, all chorused “No!”

I quickly called a huddle. I whispered a couple of sentences, saw some grins, and then they all began looking at Janice, and then nodding their heads.

We stood up and faced the men.

“Yes,” I said confidently.

Hubby, dear Jim, couldn’t believe it. He must have thought we had lost our senses, for he stood there and shook his grinning head.

Bob: “So we’re going to do baseball and wrestling. You sure you girls don’t want to pick a girl’s sport? Ballet or something?”

We girls were smiling, and I asked. “Are you giving us the third choice?”

The guys looked at one another. Jim, bless him, helped my case. “Hell, give it to them. We’ve got them beat ten ways from go already.”

So the guys shrugged it off, and kissed their chances of winning away.

“So what is your choice for the third competition?”

Now, truth, I hadn’t thought that far ahead. I didn’t show the guys that, though, I simply turned to the girls and called for a huddle.

We went and sat in one of the dug outs and started throwing ideas around. I knew we were going to win the wrestling, and I knew we had a better than even chance with the baseball game. My skulduggery was paying off, but I wanted a third win. I didn’t want to take any chances.

Ping pong was offered, basketball in heels, and finally, we agreed on a simple foot race. At first we were going to insist on heels, but having heels twice seemed a little unfair. Then Georgina had a good idea: “Make ‘em wear pencil skirts.”

We all giggled, and our choice was decided.

I was afraid the guys wouldn’t go for pencil skirts, but when we presented the idea to them they just shrugged. I guess now that they had accepted baseball in heels, a simply foot race in skirts wasn’t much. Of course, they didn’t really know what pencil skirts were.

Then Bob, his turn to be blessed, asked, “So what are we really playing for? I mean besides charity?”

I spoke up quickly. “If you guys win, two out of three, then we gals will buy you beer, cook your ribs, and wait on you hand and foot for five football games.”

“Oh, yeah!” Their eyes lit up, and a couple of them even patted Jim on the back.

“But… if we girls win…you guys have to take us to five girly movies. Five chick flicks, complete with nice dinners and wine.”

They raised their eyebrows, it seemed too reasonable, and they were about to say yes when I added, “And I get Jim for a week.”

Everybody looked a bit curious then.

I said, “For one week I am going to dress him up, make him into a woman, and even have my way with him.”

“Whoo!”

“Wow!”

Catcalls and quick quips.

Then the guys went after Jim.

“Come on, Jim. You started this.”

“Hey, we aren’t going to lose, what are you worried about.”

And when Jim still hemmed and hawed, one lone voice said the magic word. “Chicken.”

Man, Jim turned red, his fists got tight. He looked around and couldn’t help himself.

“Okay!” The cheers started up, and that helped him relax, but I tell ya, my hubby was one pissed puppy for a second. Deep down, he knew I was a conniver. He knew I had something planned. He didn’t know what, and maybe if he did he wouldn’t have allowed himself to respond so easily. But he didn’t, and I did, and zingo bingo, there went my good old hubby’s manly life. Heh heh.


CHAPTER TWO

“Lois, I can’t believe you did that!”

“What?” I asked sweetly.

“Embarrassed me like that.”

We were at home, getting ready for bed, and I had decided to be nice and pleasant, but he was pushing my buttons. “You started it with that ‘she can’t hit,’ crack!”

“Yeah, but that’s just baseball. That’s the kind of thing we say in baseball.”

“Yeah, but you said it meanly.”

He grumped at that, but he didn’t complain too hard. He’s a hard charger, but when the truth hits him in the face he usually goes with it.

So we calmed down, he popped into bed and laid back, folded his arms behind his bed and thought.

I was plucking my eyebrows and getting ready to take off my make up.

“You really think you can beat us?”

“I wouldn’t have made the bet if I didn’t.”

He smiled. “You don’t stand a chance.”

“Okay,” I acknowledged.

He frowned. He didn’t like the way he won that little mini-argument. “You’re going to outwrestle me?”

“We’ll find somebody on our team. You find somebody on yours.”

“Heck, Bob was a wrestler in high school.”

“High school is long ago.”

He smiled. “Okay.” Turned my own strategy back on me.

Then: “And you think you can beat us at baseball? We’ve all played our whole lives. You gals are a recent addition, you just started playing a year ago, when the mixed league started up.

“Well,” I said, figuring out how much to give him. “I guess you do have an advantage. But it’s for charity, and we’ll do our best.”

There. That did it. He was happy now. And, suddenly, I had a thought. That thought was mean and devious, and so filled with love it was impossible for the average male to comprehend.

Guys, let’s face it, think with their lower heads, they aren’t good at sneaky, conniving strategies.

So I suddenly stopped taking my make up off. I scrubbed my face, then put a little make up back on. I hadn’t done my eyes yet, so I added fresh lipstick, pinched my cheeks for blush, then stood up, stripped off my night gown and turned around.

“You make me so fucking hot.”

He blinked and stared at me.

I grabbed my breasts, a handful, I am well endowed, and squeezed them in his direction. “I need a real man. Are you …’up’… for the task?”

Oh, men are easy.

The bed spread at his groin began to lump. He began to breath harder and became flushed.

“Well, are you going to ravage me? Take me like I need to be taken? I’m so damned wet I really need it.”

“Well, uh…yeah. I think I can, uh, help you out.”

So I advanced on him, and he threw the covers back.

“Whoa! Big guy! I don’t know if I can handle that monster!”

Jim always was a horny bastard, and he grinned as I grabbed his meat and started rubbing.

“Baby,” he said lustfully.

I gobbled his knob. I swallowed his shaft. I played with his balls.

“Oh…fuck!” he grunted. “You better hurry up if you want any.”

But I had better ideas than temporarily sating my carnal hungers. “MmmmMMMmmm,” I moaned, working him harder.

He realized then that I was giving him the works. I wasn’t worried about my own satisfaction. He laid back and thrust his hips up a little.

Up and down his shaft I worked my lips. I slobbered on him as I deep throated him. And I started giving his red balls little slaps. Slap, slap, and he jerked upward, and that caused him to get even hornier.

“Baby…I’m…gonna…AHHH!”

White semen spurted up, like a little volcano. I swallowed, and let some of the sperm seep out of my red mouth. It dripped all over his cock and I kept pumping and sucking.

“Oh, baby,” he groaned. “You’re so fucking good!”

I stopped, licked up the overflow, then smiled up at him. “You’re right. I shouldn’t have gotten so upset. So I’ll make it up to you. I’ll do this to you every night until game day.”

“Wow!”

“But remember our second bet. Beyond the charity stuff.”

He grinned, a satisfied, happy camper. “Not to worry, my word is my bond.”

But I knew what he was thinking. ‘No way those bitches are going to outdo us guys!’

I kept my grin on the inside, and went back to removing my make up.

Boy, was I going to get my revenge.

The next day I met with some of the girls and we discussed our plans. We were in, of all places, a high school malt shop. We were ruining our figures with milkshakes and loving it.

“Can we do it in one week?” I asked, sipping some of my strawberry shake.

“Why so soon?” asked Georgina.

“I don’t want the guys to have a chance to practice in high heels.”

Leslie snickered. “Tim laughed when I asked him to try on heels. He really thinks there’s nothing to it, that he can put on a pair of spikes and run a race.”

We all smiled cheerfully.

“What about Janice? Can she really beat…who’s she gonna wrestle?”

Jim said Bob used to wrestle in high school, so probably Bob, unless they have a sleeper.”

“Like us,” chortled Georgina. Then she grew serious, “And you’re sure Janice can do the job?”

“Nobody knows this, she’s been away for a while, and she doesn’t usually like to talk about it, especially to guys, but she trained for MMA. Even had a couple of bouts. She used to—get this—train with guys all the time. And she won as much as she lost, and this is against professionally trained MMA fighters.

There were grins when I finished. Nothing like a little confidence to help us along.

“What about the foot race?”

“Who are our fastest runners?”

So we went over our roster. Georgina got the nod, and then Leslie, she was always a quick, little thing, and then we threw around ideas for the third girl. They ended up choosing me.

“I don’t know,” I objected. “Jim might get pissy, and if his blood gets up, and this goes for most of the guys, they try harder.

“Well, then we just have to keep them calm, cool and collected until race day,” suggested Leslie, and that fit perfectly into what I was about to say.

“Did you know that boxers are not allowed to have sex for a week before a match?”

The girls looked at me blankly.

“It saps their energy. It’s like after sex, they just roll over and feel lazy. Could you imagine what a week of hot, wild, energy sapping sex would do to our guys?”

Man, the grins hit me then.

“Well, then,” crowed Leslie, “I started sapping Tin last night.”

We all giggled.

“This is going to fun,” interjected Georgina, “and you know what?”

We all looked at her.

“We might even win.”

We all traded looks of delight. Yes, we had a chance.

“Girl power!” I said, putting my hand in the center of us. Quickly, the others stacked their hands on mine and chirped, “Girl power!”

Then, plans all made, we all giggled and finished our shakes.

That night Jim wanted to put on some high heels. So I got out a two inch heel, a real comfy one, and let him slide his foot in it.

He grinned. “This ain’t nothing.”

And, here’s the odd thing, even though it was only a two inch heel, it was girly, and it made me horny.

Sure, I hadn’t cum the night before, but…there was something about seeing my guy in a low heel that turned me on. And thinking about a real high heel, I started to get real turned on.

“So when are we going to get me some heels so I can practice running?”

Oh, Lordy, did I hold the mirth in. He thought he was going to hop into a pair of heels and start running. He didn’t understand that there is a curve, a big curve, to wearing a real pair of spikes. That’s something that women know, but men have no clue about.

“Oh, we can pick something up this week end,” I returned nonchalantly.

Then I told him how big he was, and how I needed a little loving, was he up for the task?

He had just cum the night before, and he was usually a three times a week man, which meant a day of rest, but I wasn't going to give him any rest.

“Well, I don’t know,” he said, “After all, we just did it last night.”

“Yeah, but it was you that did it. I didn’t even get my feet wet.”

“Yeah, but—“

We were in the kitchen, me standing at the sink finishing a dish, he was next to me, leaning his butt against the counter. I reached over and grabbed his cock.

“Uh!” he grunted.
I gripped that puppy right through his shorts, then I knelt down and reached up one of the legs. I snagged his pole and began to work it.

“Hey…uh…”

I undid his zipper, and pulled his cock out. He stopped protesting and started sighing.

I munched on that ding dong like it was a ding dong, with a white, creamy filling.

In truth, I thought I was going to have to lay back and spread, which I wouldn’t have minded, but I wanted to get him off with my hands and mouth, save my pussy for the heavy lifting later in the week.

As I bobbed on his dick I felt his legs give a quiver, always a good sign. I held his balls and gave them little squeezes. I reached up, snuck my hand under his tee, and played with his nipples.

Jim always like having his nipples played with. But, as I said, he’s always been a horny bastard, and he liked anything I could have done. Heck, I could have told him a toe was an erogenous zone and he would have started getting horny in his toes.

So I played, and sucked, and gobbled, and squeezed his balls rhythmically. He grabbed my head and fucked my face, which I usually didn’t like, but I was fine with it now that I was enacting my plan.

And he started to lurch a bit, to buck his hips.

I pulled back. He was in the mood now, so I pulled back and let his desire build.

I kept working him as I chewed on his lips.

He was moaning now, and I knew he was close. The heck with this day of rest thing.

“Can you cum right now? Big guy?”

He thrust his hips, drove his man meat into the circle of my fingers.

“Uh…uh….maybe…maybe…”

I redoubled my efforts. I dropped to my knees again and mouthed him. I pulled up his shaft with my lips. I even reached around and rimmed his asshole with my finger. And that was what did it.

Sometimes I wonder if Jim wants a little anal. Wants to feel like a woman, take it like a woman, because when I touch his asshole he shoots like a rocket, which he did right then and there.

“AH…AHHHH…AH!”

Rope after rope shot down my throat, and I happily guzzled it. I don’t always like swallowing, but these were special times.

My special times would come when he lost the games and I had him for a week.

Tuesday, and Charlene managed to get our game announcement into the local paper.

WAR OF THE SEXES

The guys and gals of the town’s mixed baseball league have finally tossed down the gauntlet. Playing as equals was apparently not good enough for our knuckleballers and bat swingers. On Saturday, 10:00 in the AM, the guys  will take on the girls, but there is a catch.

To offset any physical advantage our glorious guys have grudgingly agreed to play the game in…get this…HIGH HEELS!

In addition, there will be a special pencil skirt foot race, and a wrestling match.

That’s right, sports fans, one girl will take on one guy in a special grudge wrestling match, and the girls are appearing pretty darned confident.

So, will the guys dominate? Or will the gals pull the ultimate upset? Get your tickets now…proceeds will go to the Wounded Warrior Project.

I read the press release with satisfaction, and the phone rang. It was Charlene.

“Lois, guess what?”

“What?”

“The papers only been out for two hours, and the phones are off the hook with ticket orders.”

“Oh my gosh!” I blurted, and that’s when it hit me…this was going to be big.

It wasn’t going to be a 20 or 30 fans sitting in the stands and ignoring us while they drank beer…it was going to be a sold out, whomper stomper of a sports event.

Sure, it was just a couple of hours, and a few phone calls, but…I knew it! Bobby Riggs and Billie Jean…people are hungry for this sort of thing. There has always been a little bit of competition between the races.

On the surface it was just a friendly give and take between the loving two sides of the species.

Under the surface, and this was some place people don’t usually go, it was do or die, get tough and grit the teeth, give no quarter, our side can beat your side you dirty…mofos!

Probably best that this depth was usually not reached. After all, we are the same race, be it with dicks or tits, but somehow this game, and I felt it when Charlene called me and told me of the ticket sales, had reached the depths.

After we finished talking I sat at my desk, I work for a small finance company downtown, and thought about it.

Oddly, my first thoughts were about how maybe I had started something I shouldn’t have.

Then Georgina called, all excited because Charlene had called her.

Then Leslie called, and I got it.

It was game on.

It was root hog or die.

And it was going to be fun.

Heck, if enough people showed up we were going to buy a house for a Wounded Warrior. And I knew it was going to fill up.

Then my boss walked in. Annette is a grey haired matron with a great body and smiling lips. And the meanest, wickedest sense of humor I have ever seen.

“What’s the grin for, Lois?”

So I told her about game and the ticket sales, and she said, “You know, I bet I could get a couple of corporate sponsors.

My jaw dropped. “Are you serious?”

“Good cause. Let me make a few phone calls, but…”

“Yes?”

“Do you mind if I put a couple of signs on the field? A little advertising for us?”

“No problemo, Santa!”

She laughed, then she grew serious, “But there’s more to this than a simple game, isn’t there.”

We talked for a while then, about the differences between men and women, and how sometimes those differences are glorious, and sometimes they are a pain in the ass, and, I swear, I didn’t say anything…but she guessed it.

“You’ve got a side bet with your husband, don’t you?”

My stone face told her she was right and her face lit up.

“Come on, girl friend, tell me the good news.”

“Okay,” I begrudged, actually a little happy to tell the tale. “If the gals win I get to dress Jim for a week.”

“Oh, Lordy,” she breathed, her eyes getting all excited. “And he works for a realty, doesn’t he?”

“Yes.”

“Okay, here’s how it’s going to go down…” and she sat down and helped me flesh out plans for Jim’s comeuppance, and a nefarious sub plot that rocked my mind.

When we were done, all happy and giggly, she said, “Now it’s just up to you to win.”

I nodded.

“Then, girlfriend, you’d better win.”

And she was serious. And I felt a deep degree of seriosity come over me. And I knew she was right. And my competitive nature, in that moment, really rose up.

This has been the first two chapters from

The Feminization Games!
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