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PART ONE

I was angry. Pissed off. I couldn’t believe what he had done. Never, in 10 years of managing the department store, had I seen what I had just seen.

Unbelievable.

I flicked the intercom for my secretary.

“Lana, summon Eric.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

A moment later her voice came over the store loudspeaker system. “Eric Standish report to administration.”

I waited.

My back was to a picture of the founder. Emily Standish. Now retired and trusting me. And I felt like I had personally let her down.

That this could happen on my watch.

To my left was the big picture window that looked out on the. town.

On the desk in front of me was proof. Living proof of how I, and the store, and Mrs. Emily Standish had been betrayed.

I stared at the computer for a long minute. It was split into four screens. One screen showed my office, two were of the sales area outside administration. On the fourth screen I caught sight of Eric sauntering through the corridor leading to my office.

He was a skinny, little fart. Long hair and sort of feminine looking. Maybe that’s why he did the thing he had done. Maybe he was revolting against people’s image of him. A spoiled fop of little use.

And he would inherit the store. The day Mrs. Emily Standish dropped dead he would be my boss.

I prayed for Mrs. Standish to have a long life.

And I knew I was going to have to straighten out this spoiled idiot. And quickly.

I sighed, swiveled around to stare out the window, and thought about my options.

I could see people from the third story window. The street was busy, and in the distance I could see the college. Thousands of kids out there, and I get stuck with—

Knock. Knock.

I swiveled towards the door.

“Come in, Eric,” and I put a smile on my face.

He was wearing shorts and a hoodie. Totally unprofessional, and another reason to be irritated. Didn’t he understand that appearance was everything? That people judged one on looks, and that meant they judged the store on how he looked?

He sauntered in, cocksure and dumb as they come. A rich boy who couldn’t be fired, so the heck with me. And, to add to that, he knew that one day he would be in charge, and that if I did anything to piss him off he would be able to fire me.

“Hi, Joanna.”

“If you could shut the door?” I asked sweetly, masking my temper.

He turned and shut the door.

“And lock it.”

He tilted his head slightly at this unusual request, a frown flitted over his face, but he locked the door.

“And come have a seat.”

His smirky smile reasserted itself as he crossed the room. The hoodie was dirty. Heysoos Xristo! Didn’t anybody ever…but, no. They didn’t. I knew that he had been a problem child, and that he had spent time in boarding schools, been a bigger problem, and then his grandmother had taken charge. And she had apparently solved the problem by letting him run amuck.

I groaned. A problem Mrs. Standish hadn’t been able to handle, and I was expected to do it.

He sat, a sprawl of loose clothes and sneer.

He didn’t say anything. He didn’t even ask what this was about. He just sat there and regarded me with arrogance.

“Eric, we have a problem.”

“Oh?” As if he cared.

“Yes. It appears that somebody has been jacking off in Women’s underwear.”

A blank look, an attempt at innocence, but I could see the flash in the eye, the worry, and he blinked, and perspiration broke out on his forehead.

“You wouldn’t know who that would be, would you?”

A sickly smile crept across his face. “Why would I?” He was going to brazen it out.

I stood up and came around the desk, I turned the monitor so he could see it, I blew up one quarter of the screen.

The time in the corner said 9:30 PM. The store was closed, but if anybody would know how to bypass the security precautions, the locks and the clocks and all, it would be grandson of the founder.

On the screen Eric was standing in an aisle in Women’s Lingerie. He looked around to make sure he was alone, then he stepped over to a rack of bras.

Looking around again, he pulled his pants down. He took out his cock, a surprising large one for such a skinny runt, and he wrapped the bra around it.

He groaned and began whacking. We couldn’t hear anything, but he tilted his face and closed his eyes, and the camera had him.

I pressed a button and the image zoomed, showed him, sneer and all, then I backed it off to include his whole body.

His hand moving like a jackhammer. His mouth open, the way he moved it was obvious he was groaning with pleasure.

He came, a thick rope escaped the folds of the bra, the rest of his jerky urges went into the cups.

I backed up, showed the scene a couple of times, then froze it on the moment of squirt. The look of white hot pleasure, the stream of cum in the air.

I looked at Eric.

He had turned pasty white. His dark hair looked darker, and there was actually real fear on his face.

“Well, it looks like we have our stinky, little pervert right here. Doesn’t it?”

“I…mmmhj…aahuu…” he mumbled.

“Did you enjoy your little masturbation session? Did you like getting your rocks off in my bras?”

“I…I…” He was incoherent, but I could see thoughts flashing behind those dark, brown eyes.

“So what did you do with the bra?”

“I…I…”

“I said,” I spoke sternly, “what did you do with that bra you just shot your filthy spunk into?”

“I…I threw it away.”

“So you are not only a pervert, you are a thief.”

“No…I’m not…I…I’m sorry.”

That’s when it hit me. I was pushing him around, embarrassing him, and…it felt good.

I was mad, and righteously so, but there was something about giving this little snot rag his comeuppance that was downright energizing. I decided to draw out my interrogation.

“Where did you throw the bra away?”

“Uh…no…I….in a trash can on the way home.”

Something odd here. He was blinking furiously, and that was body talk for ‘lie.’

But what could he be lying about? He was caught, so…but he wasn’t used to taking his medicine like a man.

“What am I supposed to do with you?”

“I won’t do it again.”

“No. That’s not good enough. You need to learn a lesson.”

“I…you won’t tell grandmother, will you?”

Oh, I felt a flush of victory. He was scared all right, and here was the big reason.

“You don’t care that you’re a pervert, do you? You just care about getting caught, and somebody telling Mrs. Standish that her precious baby is nothing but a common, horny, little jacker offer.

“No, I…” but he was caught, and big time, and I realized that, for the first time, I had a stick I could use. I could use his humiliation and his fear of being exposed.

The feeling of power ran through me, raged through me, and my knees actually got weak. I felt a thrill in my groin.

Power. Sexy, seductive power. Was I getting wet down there?

“Take off your pants.”

His head jerked up and his eyes widened. “What?”

“I am going to spank you. And you are going to take it, or I am going to send this video to your grand mother.”

“No!” he whispered, his eyes glazed over in fear. “You can’t!”

But I could. I walked over to a chair by the conference table. I turned the chair around and sat in it.

“Take your damned pants off and get over here.”

“But I can’t…you can’t…it’s not legal!”

“You gonna call the cops on me, perv boy?” Geez, my inner thighs felt slick. I wasn’t just wet, I was WET. “Now come here.”

I growled that last, and he stood up, trembling and shaking, and slowly walked towards me. He stopped in front of me, terror in his eyes, but he still hadn’t taken his pants down.

I reached forward and gripped his zipper and pulled it down.

“No…no…” almost like a chant, his voice sounding as if it was far away. “You can’t!” There was begging in his voice and manner.

I unbuckled him and pulled his pants down. I stared.

He had on panties. Red panties. Women’s Lingerie panties. Satiny with a little fringe. A bit of liner in the bottom of the crotch.

I gasped. “Oh. My. God.”

I looked up at him. Tears formed in his eyes, filled his thick lashes and began to drop.

“You’re wearing panties,” I stated the obvious.

He mumbled something, his voice so low he couldn’t be understood.

The feeling of warmth inside me grew larger, larger. I now felt so wet…if I got much wetter I would slide right off the chair.

But I didn’t want to slide off the chair. That feeling of power, I wanted to spank that snotty, little kid.

I grabbed his sleeve and pulled him around. I laid him across my lap and his round bottom was presented perfectly. And, I couldn’t believe it, I actually felt his penis poking through the material. It was half hard, and it pointed right between my thighs. My wet thighs.

But I ignored it. Some feeling of…what? Respect for another human being?

He was weak from fear and trembling, and I moved him around on my lap. His penis was getting harder. I raised my hand, paused, and slapped it down as hard as I could.

SMACK!

“OW!”

SMACK!

“OW!”

SMACK!

“OW!”

Tears fell to the rug and soaked in. My hand quickly became sore, but I didn’t stop. The feeling of power had me now. It was like being on the edge of a great cum, and I wanted to go over the edge.

With each slap of the hand I grunted a word. “You…will…not…steal…”

He cried and cried, and I knew that under his red panties his flesh was becoming red. Heck, my hand was red, so what must his fanny look like under the slick material?

Then I noticed something: his hands, in spite of the pain he was feeling, were holding the bottom of his hoodie in place.

Holding his hoodie in place? Not letting it slip up and expose his upper body…he was hiding something!

I ripped his hand away from the hem of his hoodie and pushed the hoodie up, and stopped. One more shock in a morning of shocks.

He was wearing the bra. The bra he had jacked off in. He hadn’t thrown it away.

Bright red, matched the panties, small cups, and that was why he was wearing such loose clothing. He wanted to hide the shoulder straps, any bulge on his chest.

I let go of him and he scrambled off my lap, fell on the floor. He sobbed and his face was purple was shame. He pushed with his feet, backing across the floor even as he tried to pull his pants up.

I stared, my eyes open, my mouth gaping, my ability to think somewhere else.

“I…I…” he spoke through his sobbing. He cried so hard his body was rippling with shivers. “You…you…you…”

I watched as he stood up, his dick was large, much larger than the security screen had shown, and it was big and fat and hard and…and it was actually dripping.

There was something about humiliation that had him by the short and curlies and caused such a reaction.

And there was something about this scene, spanking him, finding out he was cross dressing, that made me so wet I was afraid I’d gush, right there. On the chair.

He pushed his cock into his pants and managed to buckle up. He ran to the door, and, at last, I began to move. I ran after him.

He fumbled with the lock, unable to work it for the tears obscuring his vision.

I pushed his hand against the lock, flattening it out. I pressed his body with mine, pushing it against the wall.

He cried, totally defeated, unable to even break loose from my light body weight.

Of course, he wasn’t very heavy himself. Thin and fragile, girl like…girl like…and it burst through me what I was going to do.

“Eric,” I whispered in his ear. “Eric…”

“Wha…wha…what?”

“Come back to the desk.”

I grabbed a fistful of hoodie and tugged. Docile, like a beaten puppy, he came with me.

I pushed him into the chair again. Then I simply walked around the desk, sat in my own swivel, and watched him cry.

He cried for a long time. He was completely broken. Shattered. His deepest secret exposed.

While he cried I turned to the sideboard behind my desk. My cell phone was on the charger, and it took two clicks before the video was up and running. I hid this action from Eric with my body, then turned and slid my seat to the side. The camera recorded him sobbing uncontrollably, but missed me.

“What are you going to do?” He finally asked.

“Okay, Eric.” I made my voice a bit throaty, an attempt to disguise it. “It’s time for the truth. It’s time to tell me about your cross dressing.

He sniffled and wiped his nose.

“When did you first cross dress?”

“I…when I was in the sixth grade. I was fascinated by mother’s bras. I tried one on. And…and…”

“What is it like? This compulsion?”

“It’s…I don’t…it makes me feel good.”

“Does it make you horny?”

“Oh, yes.”

Now that the secret was out I could detect a bit of relief. His deep dark secret, tormenting him even as it excited him. He began to speak clearly, and it wouldn’t be long before the words just bubbled out of him.

“And you jack off?”

He nodded, his hands wiping away the trails of tears on his cheeks.

“Take your hoodie off.”

There was no more point in hiding, he hesitated, then pulled his hoodie off.

There he sat, a delicate boy with a red bra, and the bra fit rather well. Oh, he didn’t have boobs, but he had selected the flattest bra in the Lingerie section.

But the interesting thing was that, if he had filled the cups, even a little, he would look surprising like a girl.

He had the long hair, it just needed a good brushing and a little styling. His lashes were thick and long, they just needed a bit of curling and mascara.

I imagined putting eye shadow on him, and lipstick, and I was shocked by the thud in my heart. It wasn’t just control that was turning me on, it was the idea of the bra, the panties…him being made up to be a girl.

I felt something give inside, a tremor ran through my body. It exploded out of my cunt, swarmed my senses, and I realized: I had just had an orgasm. Not a big crashing one, but a little shock. But it was still an orgasm. The feeling of heat in my cheeks, the desire of the pelvis to buck. Oh, my, God! There was power here, and sex, and something else.

There was a piece of me that was perverted. There was something in me that wanted to take this boy and dress him up. Put make up on him. Make him walk in heels and prance and dance and…

Behind me, the computer watched silently. Sending images into the cloud even as it recorded.

“What…what are you going to do?”

Yet he still sat in bra. He hadn’t tried to put the hoodie back on. There was something in him that loved it. That wanted it.

He was a boy who responded to humiliation.

“I want you to go to Make Up. Get a basic ‘House of Chimera’ make up kit. Bring it back here.”

“What?”

“Or I will send the security footage to your grandmother.”

He turned pale all over again.

“Now.”

He stood up, then, “Can I put on my hoodie?”

I almost buckled with laughter. He was so cowed he had to ask.

“Please do. I don’t want the rest of the world to know that the grandson of Mrs. Emily Standish is sissy.”

He blushed then. A change from the pale. He turned and, pulling on his hoodie, left the room. And this time he managed to undo the lock.

While he was gone I rummaged through some of the boxes at the side of my office. Whenever room in the warehouse got tight we placed returns and irregulars in my office. It was convenient, especially when we returned them to the vendors.

I selected several things, put them on top of the boxes, then returned to my desk.

On the security cam I watched Eric enter the Make Up kiosk. He spoke to the girl there, who laughed, then he picked up a small box filled with the basics of House of Chimera make up and left the area.

A couple of minutes later he was back in the office, and I didn’t have to tell him to lock the door.

“On the conference table,” I told him.

He placed the kit on the shiny surface and turned to me.

“On the middle crate there are clothes. Put them on.”

He froze. “What?”

“If you wish to survive with your secret intact, without your grandmother finding out about your perversion, you will do exactly as I say, and quickly and without hesitation.”

Still, it took him a moment to move.

At the crate he picked up a garter belt.

“Go on. Take off your hoodie and pants and shoes.”

“But…why?” his face was a picture of fear.

“Because if you are going to dress like a little girl, I will help you.”

Yet there was no nonsense on my face. Even as I told him to do what he so desperately wanted to do, I wanted no mistake about who was in charge.

Slowly, he took off his hoodie and pants, toed off his shoes. He was beautiful The bra and panties set off his skin color, emphasized his gentle frame. But that hair. I needed to brush it out.

He stepped into the garter.

“Nylons are next to the dress.”

He took the nylons and went to a chair. He sat down, opened the package, and began expertly rolling the nylons up his legs.

His shaved legs.

“You’ve done this before,” I stated.

He nodded his face, his face was so red it looked like the burners of a stove.

He stood up.

“The dress.”

He went to the dress, held it for a moment and stared at it. He stepped into it.

It fit perfectly. It was a shimmery blue with a criss cross top. It was built for cleavage, but there wasn’t much cleavage to show. I wondered what I could do about that.

“Now the shoes.”

He stepped into a pair of four inch high heels. I was pleased to see that his knees didn’t bend. Good. He was used to wearing heels.

I noted, as he stood there, the bump in the front of the dress. One more thing I was going to have to do something about.

“Sit down.”

He did so, and I stood up. I rounded the desk and walked towards him. His eyes were round, like a deer’s when the light hits it.

Slowly, I brushed the tangles out of his hair. I tried to keep my back to the camera, but I knew I was going to have to do some editing with the final product.

“How long have you wanted to be a girl.”

“I don’t.”

He was serious.

“Then why the cross dressing?” His hair was brushing out nice. I tried to give it a wave and was partially successful.

“It makes me horny.”

“And you don’t get horny being a boy?”

“I get hornier being a girl.” He was whispering, but he was answering my questions. If it wasn’t for the fact that he was so red and embarrassed, and trembled every once in a while, we could have been two girls trading make up secrets.

“So you get horny, then you jack off. Have you ever had sex with a woman?”

“Yes. Well, sort of.”

He was getting comfortable with telling me the truth.

“Sort of?”

“I came too quick, before…before I could put it in her.”

I nodded, stepped back and inspected his hair. “So you are a pervert, a cross dresser, and a premature ejaculator.”

In a day filled with red faces, he was red yet again.

“I’m not.”

“But you are, and it’s okay. You’re not a manly man, so you can’t be expected to control your sperm.”

He was silent at that. I had called him a sissy, told him he wasn’t manly, and, sitting there in full dress he certainly didn’t look very masculine.

“What are we doing here?” he finally asked.

“Making your dreams come true. Turn this way.”

He turned his chair and I sat down in front of him. I cracked the seal on the make up kit and took out items.

“Are you going to…to…”

“I’m going to make you up. Any objections.”

“Yes.”

“No.”

There wasn’t anything he could say to that, and I began moisturizing his face.

“You have wonderful skin,” I said as I cleaned out his pores and creases.

“I do?”

“Soft, good color, no zits to speak of.”

“I pop them.”

That was more than I wanted to know.

“Girls don’t ‘pop’ zits. They use soap and water and clean themselves.”

“Oh. Okay.”

I put on primer, then a liquid foundation. His skin absorbed everything perfectly. House of Chimera was an excellent product, and this particular kit seemed perfect for male faces.

Concealer, a little powder, then the delicate job of applying bronzer.

His face was changing. Shadows were shifting from the masculine to the feminine. His lips looked fuller under the coloring of his skin, his eyes, so big and expressive, were ready for make up.

I shadowed them, lightly, a greyish color that made his eyes mysterious. That hair. I needed to do something about it.

He sat silently, and I wondered what he was thinking.

I knew what he was feeling. The bump in his lap was throbbing. Visibly throbbing. I knew he wanted to take it out and stroke it. If he made himself horny by wearing a bra, then being made into the full package must be exploding his groin.

I worked on those delicious eyelashes. Mascara made them even longer, as long as fake eyelashes, but obviously not fake.

Then I put on the lip stain.

Lip stain. Longer lasting than lipstick.

Then a touch of gloss to make the stain stand out brighter.

I stepped back and inspected him.

He looked, except for the bulge in his panties and dress, like a girl. A flat girl, but maybe there was something we could do about that. We had falsies in the Ladies Department, but I was thinking more along the lines of real flesh. Maybe hormones. I wanted his cleavage to show.

“Well, Erica, would you like to see yourself?”

He nodded. And now he was trusting. He had been made into the image he had of himself.

“Go into my bathroom. On the back of the door is a mirror.”

He stood up and walked. “Place your feet as if on a line.”

He did so, and his ass swayed delightfully. I smiled and licked my lips. I felt close to another mini-orgasm.

He looked at himself in the mirror, and I took a position next to him. We stood there, two beautiful women. Actually, I hate to admit it, he was better looking than me. Except that he was flat, and he had that damned bump in his dress, and his hair.

We turned sideways and my breasts really did make the difference. Hmm.

“Okay, enough. Come back into the office.”

He followed me and I pointed to the chair in front of the desk.

I sat in my own swivel and said, “Cross your legs at the knees. You don’t want to flash anybody.”

“Oh.”

I turned the monitor and he could see the office…and himself.

Underneath the makeup he turned ashen. Not just red with embarrassment, but pale with fear.

“You didn’t.”

“I did.” I smiled.

He stared at the screen, I hit a few taps on the keyboard, and the scene shifted backwards. He saw himself, in bra, telling how he had discovered cross dressing.

We traveled through his humiliation. The dresses, him telling how everything made him so horny and how he couldn’t stop himself from cumming too soon. Then the make up. Finally, the finished product.

A young, beautiful woman. A woman who, quite honestly, took my breath away.

Eric was motionless, like a statue, the whole time. He watched himself revealed, discovered, shamed and embarrassed.

“Lighting is good. I can do a bit of editing. What do you think? Should we upload to Youtube? Let the world know about you?”

Tears began to seep from his eyes again. He was going to ruin his make up, but I didn’t care. He needed a lesson in make up repair.

“I tell ya, you’d probably get a million hits in a couple of hours. Girls would love to see a boy changed into a girl. Think of the giggles and titters.

“And the boys would really love you. Can you imagine? A million boys staring at their computers, their chairs tilted back, their hands inside their pants beating frantically. Can you imagine how much sperm would shoot onto the computer screens of the world?”

He was sobbing again. And I understood. He felt betrayed. I had taken his secret, exploited it, and now I was cruelly using it against him.

Never had a boy felt so hurt in the history of the world.

But I didn’t intend to hurt him. I just needed to soften him up so I could further use him.

He was better than a vibrator. My insides were shaken, stirred, and ready to pop.

“Or…”

He looked up through the film of tears.

“Or what?” A bare whisper.

“Or you can do what I say. Everything. Instantly. Exactly. If you do that. then maybe, just maybe, this video won’t find its way onto the net. And maybe, just maybe, your grand mother won’t see what a sissy fop you are.”

“Please,” he whispered. “Please. “I’ll do anything you say.”

“I know you will, and I smiled, and I suffered another delightful, little mini-orgasm.


PART TWO

“Lunch time,” I announced.

Eric turned and started for his male clothes.

“Where are you going?”

“Lunch,” he looked surprised. “I need to change back.”

“Nope.”

He looked confused. I walked across the room, bundled up his man clothes and walked out of the office. I didn’t say anything, just left him to stew.

What would he think? He was dressed like a woman, I knew he would be afraid to leave my office. In fact, if I had my bets down, I would guess that he would hide in the bathroom, or maybe even the closet. If somebody came in and saw him….

First, I went to the warehouse and tossed his hoodie and pants and shoes into a dumpster. That handled that.

Then I went to the salon and talked with the girls there. I arranged for two of them to stay late. I didn’t tell them why, but they would find out. They were happy, too. A little overtime is a wonderful thing.

Then I went to lunch.

I had a salad. Bits of chicken, greens, avocados, onions, things like that. Delicious dressing.

I’m not a big eater, but I ordered a large size, and I had them box up the remains. I tossed a crust of garlic bread into the box, then headed back for the office.

I was right. He was in the closet.

I sauntered across the room and sat down behind my desk and waited.

He peeked out from behind the closet door. Only his beautiful eyes showing, it looked like there was a girl hiding in the darkness.

Finally, he opened the door a bit, and realized that I had left the door to my office open.

“Can you close the door?” he whispered to me.

“Nope.” I smiled.

It took him a minute, he was so scared, then he darted out, closed the door and locked it. He turned to me. “You left me alone!” He was angry, but I wasn’t worried. The anger of a little girl wasn’t much when compared to the anger of a CEO of a major department store.

“Why didn’t you come with me? I would have bought you lunch?” I acted all innocent.

“You know why.”

I didn’t want to put up with the anger, so I said, “Shut up or I’ll have security drag you kicking and screaming out of my office.

He shut quickly.

“Now then, I have—“

“I’m hungry.”

“Oh. Well, I boxed up some leftovers for my cat. I guess you can have them.” I handed him the box of left over salad.

He took it, opened it up, and blanched.

“Salad? And it’s already eaten!”

“There’s plenty left for you. Or I can give it to my cat.”

What a quandary he was in. To eat somebody’s scraps…but he really was hungry. He said, “Do you have a fork?”

“Nope.”

He stared at me. He was figuring out his place in the new order, and he didn’t like it.

But what choice did he have?

He put the box on his lap and began to pick out bits of chicken.

“You can take what you want, but eat all you take.”

“What?”

“Eat your greens.”

“I don’t…you…”

I stared at him with a lifted eyebrow. He broke.

He lifted up a wilted piece of lettuce and put it in his mouth.

“Excellent,” I said. “Now, you have to learn to eat like a lady. Try not to muss your lipstick, and eat only small amounts at a time. And eat with your mouth closed.

Little tears appearing in his eyes, he nodded and complied.

I watched his fingers put little portions of salad into his mouth, and I smiled. I was going to fix those fingernails, but good.

“Now then, I have work to do.”

I picked up the phone and tapped the button for my secretary. “Lana? Could you bring in the Johnson file?”

Eric was on his feet, staring at me, once again pale and washed out.

“What, you…”

He heard Lana’s heels clicking on the vinyl floor outside my office. He turned and ran for the closet. He barely made it.

Lana strode across the the room and placed a folder on my desk. She saw the remains of my lunch. “Are you done with that?”

“I am.”

She picked up the box and put it in the trash.

The closet door was open a crack, and I knew Eric was watching. I thought I heard a groan.

“Let’s go over the procedures for the meeting this Saturday.”

“Okay, let me get my notes.”

She walked out of the room.

The door was open. Eric looked out of the closet, saw the open door and his shoulders sagged.

“Did you want your lunch?” I asked innocently.

He didn’t say anything, just glared at me.

“And I better not catch you with your heels off after this.”

He said a word, it sounded like a curse word, then closed the door. There wasn’t much room in the closet. There was a stack of files, a set of golf clubs, a few odds and ends. He was going to have to stand up. Poor boy.

Lana returned and we proceeded with our task.

We talked for a good two hours and, at one point, I heard something that sounded like somebody moving in the closet. I wondered if he had his high heels on. He’d better. Then I returned my attention to the planning of the Saturday meeting with advertisers.

Finally, we were done, and Lana headed back to her desk. As soon as she was gone Eric crept out of the closet. He moved stiffly, and was obvious sore from standing in the same place for so long.

And he had his heels on.

He went to the door to my office and closed it.

“Don’t lock it,” I commanded. Seeing him, so sexily dressed, woke up my horniness again. God, I was going to need a good session with a vibrator. The big one.

“But I have to lock it!”

“I am not about to shut myself off from the world just because you’re a pervert.”

There wasn’t much he could say to that.

“You can leave now.”

“Leave?”

“Go. Vanish. I’m sure you have things to do.”

“But…I can’t!” he whined. “Not like this.”

“What’s wrong with the way you’re dressed.”

“I look like a girl.”

“You are a girl,” I spoke emphatically. “Now, get out before I call security.” I put my hand on my phone.

He broke then. His knees buckled and he knelt on the floor in front of me. “Please! Don’t make me! I…I…” his voice was a whisper, but rising. I knew that I had pushed him too far, and that he was going to have a psychotic break. I backed off.

“Very well. You may live in my closet.”

Relief flooded his features. He stood up and went to the closet. He started to take the boxes out.

“What are you doing?”

“I need some space!”

“Then don’t be in the closet. Right now my files and golf clubs are more important that your sissy hide.” I spoke dismissively.

His shoulder slumped. My pussy felt like it was going to squirt yet again.

He stepped into the closet. I could see how little room he had.

He pushed things around, then closed the door.

I picked up the phone. I had a few calls to make, and the door opened.

“Do I have to be in here right now?”

“Of course not. I’m not a jailor. Feel free to wander wherever you wish.”

He didn’t wish to wander far. He merely stepped out of the closet, pulled a chair over to it, and sat down.

For the next hour I made phone calls, talked to bankers, suppliers, and one call to his grandmother.

“I just wanted to touch bases with you, Mrs. Standish. We haven’t spoken for a month, and I thought…oh, of course. Yes, everything is going fine. No, nothing new has happened. A bit of pilferage in the Ladies Lingeries, but I think I’ve got that handled.

I winked at Eric, who was sitting there with his full attention on my conversation.

“No, no arrest. But I have plans to make the culprit suffer.”

The conversation  went on, and shortly I hung up.

“Your grandmother says ‘hi,’” I said.

Eric didn’t say anything.

I stood up and started for the door.

“Where are you going?”

“Talk to some department heads. Why don’t you come along? It would do you good to learn a little bit about the business.”

He shook his head and was frozen in place, his face suddenly panicked. The mere thought of being exposed was too much for him. What a shy boy, I thought, and I giggled.

The afternoon passed. Fast for me, but as slow as death for Eric. He stuck close to the closet, darted in if he even heard footsteps outside the door, and didn’t speak. Doubtless, he was waiting for the day to end, for a chance to get his clothes, wherever they were, and go home. And I wondered if he would even have the courage to return to work on the morrow.

Finally, I pushed back from my desk. “I do so love 5 o’clock. I have so many things to do tonight.”

I started for the door.

“Wait!” panicked again.

“What?” I had one hand on the doorknob.

“Where are you going?”

“Home.”

“But what about me?”

“What about you?”

“I need to go home!”

“So…go.”

“But I need my clothes!”

“You’ve got clothes on.”

“But I need my man clothes!”

“But you aren’t a man. You’re a little girl. You’re sort of cute, too.”

He blushed.

“Very well, if you want clothes you can doubtless find some in the returns boxes.” I pointed to the three crates at the side of the room. I knew that they were all ladies clothes.

He didn’t say anything, and I walked out.

And went home, had dinner, took a long work out on my Peloton, and watched ‘Breaking Bad’ on the computer.

Seems like TV is getting worse and worse. All the stupid programs, the canned laughter, and the constant political BS, I had stopped watching TV, even canceled my provider. Now I watched only shows that I selected. And I was MUCH happier.

Finally, a half hour left, I read a trashy novel. Currently I was into Alyce Thorndyke, and man, she was a read and a half. Such steamy erotica. but I didn’t give in to the urge and tickle off. I still had things to do, and I wanted to keep my edge.

I returned to the department store and passed through the gate just before security locked up.

People were all turning in their registers, heading for the exits. The end of a long day.

I stepped into admin and entered my office. I opened the closet and found Eric cringing. He thought I was somebody else, that he had been discovered.

I chuckled and went to my desk.

He came out of the closet timidly. He still wore the same dress, the same nylons, but he didn’t have the high heels on.

I looked at his feet and cleared my throat. He darted back into the closet, leaned against the file boxes and slipped his heels back on. He came out of the closet again.

What a difference a day made. He had been a smirking brat, a spoiled idiot, and now his face was timid and scared.

And I realized: Boys are rude and obnoxious. Girls are polite and well mannered.

“Why are you still here?”

“I was just going to leave.”

“Well, leave.”

He crept to the door. Crept, like in scared. He cracked the door and looked out. A few people were still gathering purses and heading for the exits. He closed the door.

“I can’t.”

“No. You can’t.”

He looked at me. “What…what do you mean?”

“First off, I want to compliment you. You make a much prettier girl than a boy. As a boy you were slovenly, wore ragged, dirty clothes, didn’t care about your appearance. As a girl you have much better manners. I think we’re going to keep you a girl.”

“You can’t!” he breathed.

“But you like it.”

“But I’m a boy….a guy! I’m a man!”

“Could have fooled me,” I snickered.

He didn’t know what to say then. He just stood still, stricken, trying to understand what had happened to him. He had woken up this morning with a filthy habit, and that habit had been blown into full transvestism. He had woken up a boy with a sneaky habit, and now he was a full blown girl.

“Has everybody left?” I asked.

He looked out the door. “Yes.”

“Excellent. Come with me.”

I walked out of the office. He stopped at the door. I stopped and chided him. “Come along. I don’t have all night.”

He followed me out of admin and down the center aisle.

The center aisle, main street of the department store. Usually a bustling highway of customers. He crept along, scared, glancing in all directions.

I walked quickly, loving the sound of my heels on the aisle. Click. Click. Click. I stopped.

His clicks were more like clish. Clish. Clish.

“You really have to learn how to walk.”

“I’m walking,” he returned, a trace of bitterness in his voice, but his tones low.

“You need to make a clicking sound, not a ‘clishing’ sound. Like this.”

Click. Click. Click.

He tried. He got a curious look on his face and tried. And he actually improved. Got a couple of clicks for every couple of clishes. I smiled.

Through the store we went. Me clicking, and him practicing his clicks. I glanced to the side and caught sight of him in the mirrors lining the big room. He was even trying to walk correctly, his feet in line, his ass moved delightfully with his efforts.

I turned into the beauty salon.

“What are we doing here?”

“Sit down,” I pointed at a chair.

Hesitantly, he sat down. I tilted the chair back, and lifted his hair into the sink. Laid back like that his bulge was large. I shook my head sadly.

“Close your eyes so I don’t get soap in them.”

He did so.

I began washing his hair, and Sally and Jesse came out from the back room. They wore no shoes and made no sound.

Sally positioned herself to the side, she was going to do his nails. Jesse stood on the other side of the sink and, at a nod from me, she took over his hair and continued his rinse.

I waited a minute. He didn’t notice anything.

Sally looked at Jesse and pointed at Eric’s bulge. They both suppressed giggles.

“I’m going to go get something.” I turned and took a couple of steps, and it hit him: how could I be washing his hair and walking away at the same time?”

He tried to sit up, but Jesse had his hair in a firm grip. He merely succeeded in banging his head on the edge of the sink.

“Hey!” His eyes bulged as he saw Sally and Jesse.

“Don’t worry, you’re in good hands.”

He tried to struggle, but Sally pushed his chest down and Jesse pulled his hair back. They had good control of him, so I left.

I sauntered through the store. The lights, on automatic timer, were clicking off, but there were still the lights over the aisle, and a few other lights to help me see.

I went to the section where we kept breast forms. I had a pretty good feel for chest sizes, and I selected the largest set of forms that I thought would fit Eric. I then went to the bra section and picked out a larger size. This was going to be delicious. Eric was going to be delicious.

And, as I walked back to the salon I found that my thighs actually felt slippery. I had had three mini-orgasms, was constantly wet. And I felt like the Queen of the May. Why hadn’t I discovered this before? There is absolutely NOTHING like the sex and power of making a boy into a girl. You don’t even have to fuck them, and they are under your big and heavy thumb.

When I returned to the salon the girls were chatting away, ignoring Eric as they did their magic.

“Hi, Joanna. Say, how long did you want his nails?” She had almost finished sanding and fixing the cuticles.

“Longest you’ve got. And make them bright red. They’ll match his panties and bra.

The girls giggled.

Eric gargled, “I don’t want long nails.”

“But they’ll match your lips,” Sally said. “Besides, it’ll feel really good when you take care of your little pal there.”

“What pal?”

“That one,” she patted his groin, the bump in his dress, and he jerked.

“Careful, girlfriend. I’m doing his highlights.” Jesse cautioned.

They giggled and I smiled and put the breast forms and bra on a chair. “We need to put these on him when you’re done. And use this glue. It won’t last long and he’ll be able to take the forms off.”

I held up the bottle of glue and the girl’s eyes widened, then they giggled again. It was the super duperest, strongest glue available. His titties were going to be staying on for a month.

“What glue? What?”

“Don’t worry, Erica. We’ve got a little something for your flat chest.”

“Oh.” And there was a world of wonder and fear and anticipation and timidity in that simple acknowledgement.

I went to my office then, and explored hormones on the internet. There were some strong ones, offered to reduce his penis size, but I didn’t want that. That had to be his choice.

But his chest was my choice. I selected fast acting hormones that would grow his boobies in a month, and yet not interfere with his ability to get hard.

Ordering done, I returned to the salon. They were just finishing up.

He…she, Erica, was thin, but with large boobs. Her hair was perfectly coiffed, gentle swirls of blonde mixed through his dark locks. but it was the eyes that did it.

In being made over, in looking in a mirror and seeing not a boy, but a woman, his mind had…snapped? Is that a good word?

His eyes were wide, innocent, like a deer looking up at the hunter and saying, ‘really? You’re going to shoot me?’

We all smiled. Then I frowned. “He’s still got that damned bump in his lap.”

We all frowned then.

Erica still stood. Mouth slightly opened, she licked her lips, a nervous reaction, but it looked so sexy, like she was licking her lips before…before sex.

“We could make him wear a couple of pairs of extra tight underwear,” Sally offered.

Jesse blurted, “We could tie it back, like one of those drag guys.”

One of those drag guys. Just her saying the words made Erica blink.

“Oh, hell,” I said. “Why don’t we just get him off.”

Erica’s head swiveled back and forth between the three of us. He had been feminized, and in the feminization all his perverted, little dreams had shattered. And now we wanted to…

“Are you going to fuck me?”

We all giggled.

“We could make him get himself off.”

“That’s the chintzy way,” Sally responded.

I said. “Why don’t you girls just play with him a bit, see what happens.

They looked at each other in delight.

“You’re going to play with me?” His voice squeaked. Made him actually sound like a girl. If had drawn out the squeak it would have been one of those excited girly squeals.

“Unless you’d like us to go sell you on the street,” I stated haughtily.

I was fooling, he should have known that, but his mind was so messed up he thought I was serious. “No! Please, not that!”

Sally moved first. She lifted up his dress and nodded at Jesse. Jesse pulled down his panties. His cock, large and actually dripping, stood out like a parking meter.

“Careful, girls. He’s a premature ejaculator.”

The redness in Erica’s face was wonderful. Humiliated, embarrassed, even shamed, and now I had said that.

“Am not,” he tried.

The girls looked at me.

I shook my head. “Find out for yourself.”

The girls looked at each other, then Sally grabbed his cock. Jesse, no room left on his shaft, grabbed his balls.

Erica groaned.

“He’s going to blow,” I warned.

And he did. Two strokes, that’s all it took, and his knees bucked and his cocked surged. A thick stream of cum came out of the slit and hit Sally on the chest.

She looked down at her breast in shock. His semen continued to pump out, and shortly her tits were soaked.

“Told you so,” I chanted with a laugh.

We all laughed then, and the girls tucked him back into his dress.

Erica stood, shoulders slumped, a look of shame on her face. She was humiliated and defeated.

“Okay, girls. Erica is reassigned. She is going to spend the next month being your assistant. Make sure she’s always dressed to the max, that her make up and nails are absolutely perfect.

The girls nodded. Interestingly, they had each grabbed one of Erica’s hands. My little sissy boy was making friends. I saw, then, that I was doing him a favor. Any time he had a bulge it was going to be handled, and these girls were going to teach him everything he needed to know about hair, cosmetics, and how a woman should look and comport herself.

I left then. I went out to my car and drove home. I was confident that the girls would take care of Erica. They would get him home, and they would make sure he was at work on time, and perfectly dressed.

I knew they would because I had seen it in their eyes. I had seen the heat as they dressed him up, and when they had jacked him off, I just knew they were getting all hot and bothered. I knew because, darn it, it was making me all horny.

So I went home and got my trusty vibrator out. The big one. I pushed that sucker into my hole until I had the biggest cum of the day. The biggest one I had had in years, for that matter. Then I had another one.

Finally, I slept.

The next week was delightful. I watched on the security cams and saw how Sally and Jesse, and the other girls of the salon broke Erica out of her shell.

It started with a trip to the warehouse. Get some more products.

Oh, it was hilarious. The way she darted from nook to cranny through the store, tried to stay on the edges of the building and away from everybody.

When I saw that I hurried out and intercepted her just as she was about to enter the warehouse.

“Erica, how are you doing.”

She stopped and stared at me. “”I…I’m fine.”

The entrance to the warehouse is at a busy junction, workers bring product in and out, the main aisle just a step away.

“And how is life as a girl?”

A passing customer glanced at us, Erica felt that glance, and then passed on.

“She didn’t even care that you are a girl,” I noted.

“But…but…”

“You should embrace your femininity. Heck. Unless you tell somebody, they would never know that you’re a…you’ve got some funny apparatus down below.”

“I…oh…I—“

“What is it, Erica?”

She looked around. then: “Some of the people that work here. they’ve already figured it out.”

“Well, of course they have. Do you care?”

“Well, yeah!”

“Why?”

It was a question she couldn’t really answer.

“I just do.”

“Well, let me ask you this…do the people who know care?”

“Well, they look at me.”

People look at pretty girls, especially sexy ones, like you.”

That stopped her. I think that may have been the first time somebody actually complimented her so boldly. Maybe she had been called pretty, but sexy? That twiddled her pork chops.

“I’ve got…Sally’s waiting for me.”

“Of course. I didn’t mean to hold you up.”

I sauntered away. I knew she was staring after me. I could see it in a pillar mirror on my right.

The look on her face, surprise, an under current of warmth, consideration of my words.

The next week she was officially out of the closet. As a transitioning person. She was surprised when guys talked to her, and were even interested in what she was going through. She was absolutely floored when some of the guys even flirted with her,              

And girls seemed to seek her out. They treated her like a pal, like she was one of them.

Well, of course. She was, wasn’t she?

The third week it was getting to me.

I watched her, and knew that when I had set her free, turned her over to the girls, I had given up control of a source of horniness.

I vibrated myself at the end of the day. I was still horny and wet over the thought of what I had created, but the feeling was waning.

That heady rush of control, of power transmuting into sex, it was dwindling.

And, like a junky needing a fix, I needed to reassert myself.

Yet, what could I do? She was no longer terribly embarrassed, or worried about being discovered by her co-workers. She was happy.

What could I do? What?

In the fourth week I discovered what.

I was sitting at my desk, staring at the computer. I was hot inside. So hot my juices were flowing. I hadn’t played with myself for a few days, a sad attempt to bring my heat under control.

Erica walked into the office.

“Ma’am? Sally wanted me to turn in this report on that new hair gel.”

I stared at her. I wanted to rip my clothes off and jam my fingers into my cooch.

She stood there, oblivious to the heat welling in my groin.

“And how is it?” I wanted her in the worst way.

And, here’s where it gets odd, I had visions of her as a girl, and yet knew there was a gigantic cock just waiting under that dress. Waiting to be released, to be rammed into my pussy.

“It’s excellent. Customers have remarked how silky their hair feels.”

Silky. She had been a he, rude and stupid. Now she was a girl, considerate and polite. She minded her manners, was considerate of others, and always looked good. Heck, she had a whole department store of products to choose from.

I snapped. Call it a moment of insanity and you’d probably be right.

Suddenly I didn’t care about the store. I didn’t care about stupid Mrs. Standish. I didn’t care about products and vendors and returns and…and anything.

I just wanted my pussy taken care.

And I wanted it taken care of by the delicious creature standing before me.

“Close the door.” I growled.

I think my voice was so hungry, so growly, that it frightened her.

Her eyes wide, she ran to the door and closed it.

“Come here.”

She came running. From a brave boy who would jack off in the bras with impunity, she had become a timid, little dove.

I pushed my chair out from behind the desk. “Get on your knees.” I lifted my skirt. I pulled down my panties. “Well?”

She dropped to her knees in reflex. I grabbed her wavy hair and pulled her into my box.

“Eat me good. Eat me right!”

God, it felt so good. Her tongue lapping at my slit.

“Suck my clit.”

She sucked on my button. Her red lips nibbling, her white teeth pulling.

I pulled my blouse apart, the buttons sailing across the office, and I unleashed my mammaries. I grabbed the nipples and pulled.

Erica was having a hard time breathing, now that my hands were busy she managed to back off.

I grabbed her head again. “Don’t stop!”

She gobbled me then. She had breath and she put her plump lips to work. I felt myself starting to shiver down there. Juices poured out of me, and ignition was here, all I had to do…the only hump, a little one, and I could…I could…

The door opened.

Erica didn’t hear it, but I caught it, and I tried to sit up, but Erica was eating me so ferociously I couldn’t.

Mrs. Emily Standish stroke into the office.

She was ninety years old, yet her back was straight and her eyes were gleaming. She was one of these people with a fixed, dedicated stare. A little unnerving, until you were used to it.

Right now, I wasn’t used to it.

“No…no…” I tried to push Erica’s head back, but she was into it now.

Mrs Standish sat down, leaned forward, her hands on the top of her walking stick, and said, “Don’t stop for me.”

Erica’s head popped up and she turned around. Her jaw dropped.

“Hello, grandson. How are you?”

Erica stumbled and fumbled with words. “I’m….okay…how are…you?”

The old dowager leaned forward even further. “Imagine my surprise, when I checked the security cams and found a rather interesting event.”

Oh, crap! I had totally forgotten! The old lady had a direct link into our security system. She trusted me, but always held a little back.

She looked at me. “You have made my rather worthless grandson into a little girl.”

I said nothing. My job was gone. My career was kaput.

“Then I find an interesting order. Somebody used the store account to send for a very specific batch of hormones. It took me a while to figure out what they were for, but I did.” She glared at Erica, then turned her attention back to me.

“Have you started giving them to him?” She jerked her chin at her grandson.

“No,” I was defeated, slumped in my chair and in spirit.

“And why not?”

“Because it is his choice. I was going to, but then I realized…he might not want to be a girl.”

“Hunh!” She looked at Erica.  And back to me again. “Imagine my surprise. My rude, little fart of a grandson, can’t get him to do a damn thing, and suddenly he shapes up. He starts being polite. Starts working and figuring out the business.  I couldn’t get him to do that, but you…you did it.”

“Huh?” My head jerked up.

She turned to her grandson. “I’m not so considerate as her,” she jerked her chin at me. “You will start taking those hormones. And you will do everything Joanna says. And you will be happy about it. Is that clear?”

“Yes, ma’am,” polite, like a girl.

Emily Standish stood up. Straight back, firm, pointy chin, a fixed glare in her eyes.

“Well, carry on.” She turned and walked out of the room.

Erica and I stared after her. Stunned.

Erica turned to me, but didn’t say a word.

I turned to her. “Well, I guess that’s settled.”

She said, “I guess I’m going to be a girl.”

“I guess so.”

Neither of us spoke for a moment, then I said: “Is that okay with you?” If it wasn’t I wasn’t going to administer a bunch of hormones. People have choices. Even rude boys like Eric.

She got a far away look in her eyes. I realized she was thinking. I hadn’t seen her do that much. “Well, I guess so. I mean, I like it, and everybody treats me better than when I was…you know.”

“I know,” I answered.

“And Sally and Jesse, and even a few of the other girls give me lots of hand jobs. In fact, I’m getting so many hand jobs that it’s getting harder for me to cum. I might even be able to stop being so…premature.”

I listened as he thought his way through the situation.

“And I think it’s only a matter of time until I get one of them to screw me…”

“So do you want to be a girl?”

“Yeah. I think I do.”

I nodded. It was a good decision, not for everybody, but it was certainly right for him. “Then there’s only one thing left to do.”

“What’s that?”

I grinned, “Finish eating my pussy.”

Happily, he agreed.

END
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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.
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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.
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The ultimate feminine power is discovered…a woman will die, a man will go insane…and the battle between men and women will be decided once and for all! HOT AND STEAMY FEMDOM AT ITS BEST!
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Randy catches his wife cheating, but a mysterious woman is about to take him in hand and teach him that when a woman cheats…it is the man’s fault.
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Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy.

Then he made a mistake. He took on the wrong … woman.

This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people are.
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Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.
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Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.
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Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!
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This is the second book in the Stepforth Series. The first book is ‘The Stepforth Husband.’

Judd is the product of the Amazons. the Amazons are an ancient race of women who are working for the betterment of mankind.

Judd must go to Stepforth Valley and uncover an insidious plot to make the men of the world into women. He will be chemically changed, betrayed by those who love him, and, in the end, come to the truth of the world.
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FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Alex has to live in an old, decrepit mansion for the summer. Worse, he’s supposed to follow the directions of an old biddy who, right off the bat, makes him wear girl clothes!

Alex is in for a surprise, however, because the house is haunted, and wearing girl clothes is the least of what is going to happen to him!

Feminized by a Ghost


There are MORE full length novels at:

GROPPER PRESS

BUT…

if you want save money

check out the following link…

Big Erotic Collections!

You’ll find massive collections

of the finest erotica in the world!

Just like the ones on the following pages.


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money

SEVEN sexy stories

A sorority that feminizes…’Tootsie’ goes all the way…National lipstick day and all the men in Hollywood start growing breasts…learning to be a man by being a woman, and more, more, more.

The Electric Groin!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

Men turning into women because of the vaccine…a woman makes her husband wear a chastity device, then they swap bodies…feminization training…feminized by his sister…and more, more!

Quivering Buns


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN sexy stories

A sorority that feminizes, ‘Tootsie’ goes all the way, National lipstick day and all the men in Hollywood start growing breasts, learning to be a man by being a woman, and more, more, more.

The Shivering Bone!


BIG COLLECTIONS!

[image: ]

Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

A nephew changed into a girl…emasculating a cheating husband…a feminized cop…sentenced to feminization…and a LOT More!

Stories to Pump your Heart


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

His penis grows longer when he cheats!…mad scientist changes man into woman!…a man has to learnto be a female model…and much, MUCH more!

The Whisper of Flesh


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with FIVE erotic stories

A horn dog is feminized…a husband learns about sissyhood…a friendly party becomes an intense sexual competition…12 men play a game, and one of them is a woman …and much, MUCH more!

Skin Games!


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press.

Many of them are five star,

all of them are hot and steamy!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


Big Stories
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The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into…Girls! ~ A note from Grace…I got tired of all the politics on TV, everybody yelling at everybody, and everybody knowing they are the only ones that are right…it’s enough to make a girl pick up an erotic book. You know? So, are you ready for the ‘transgenderment’ of half the country?

Long Island Reader said: Certainly different! This book was unlike any gender swap story I have read before. It is well written and quite sexy, but more than that, it is suffused with a sense of humor that really captures our current political dichotomy. What a concept! Be you a Democrat or a Republican, I suggest reading this with an open mind. Wow!


Big Stories
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Feminized for Granny ~ Underwear is disappearing from Joanna’s department store. She catches the culprit, and a spanking reveals that Eric is a cross dresser. Joann realizes there is something very hot about cross dressing, but how far can she push Eric?

Je said: Well written, the story flowed well with believable text. I enjoyed the concept of the story and the emotional turmoil of the the people.


Big Stories
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Feminized in 100 Days ~ Tom loves his wife, but he doesn’t feel worthy. She is so beautiful and powerful. Tammi learns how Tom feels, and comes up with a plan to make Tom feel beautiful and worthy, and It only takes 100 days.

A wonderful tale of erotic sex and the exchange of power.

A kindle customer said: Every man should have a wonderful wife to walk through life by "her" side! I didn't want the story to end!


CHECK IT OUT!

Here are 99 stories! Feminization, female domination, BDSM, male chastity…check out the titles and find one you think might be interesting! And there are more at:

Gropper Press!

The Bank Robber Became a Lady

I Gave My Man Boobs

The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into Girls

The Lactating Man

The Sexual Edge

Caught, Humiliated and Feminized!

Sex Changed by Accident

Feminizing Her Husband

The Were-Fem

I Was Feminized by the FBI

The Gender Transformation Plot

We Made Him Our Fem Boy

A Witch Feminized Me

We Feminized Our Boss

The Half and Half Man

The Feminine Vaccination

The Great Gender Swap

Big Femme

League of Lactators

The Sexual Matrix

I Changed My Nephew into a Girl

How to Emasculate Your Cheating Husband

Feminized for Granny

Feminized in 100 Days

Feminized Cop

The Sissy Ride

Sentenced to Feminization

Feminization is in My DNA

Feminization Resources

Body Swapping with Chastity

I’ve Got to Have It

Feminized by My Sister

Feminization of a Salesman

Feminization By Act of Congress

A Man Caught

The Lactating Woman

Listening to Sex

The Feminization Curse

The Man Who Would Be Woman

Feminized by Weight Loss

Feminized for a Million Dollars

A Gang of Women Dominated Me

Taking Charge of My Husband

He Wanted a Real Chest

My Sister Feminized Me

Body Swapping with Hubbie

He Became My Sissy Maid

How to Make Your Husband into a Sissy Slave

Feminization Makes a Whole Man

The Feminized Soldier

He Needed a Female Led Relationship

A Month of Feminization

A Sorority Feminized Me

Being a Woman

Made into a Woman

I Made My Man Grow Breasts

Sexual Limits

The Intersex Man

Male to Female the Hard Way

The Pinocchio Condition

Racing for a Woman

The Great Gender Transformation Conspiracy

To Sacrifice for Love

Feminized by a Neighbor Lady

My Husband the Model

The Party in the Bedroom

The Cure for Limp

I Inherited Being a Woman

Jessie’s Boobs

He Wanted It Tighter

She Wanted It Bigger

Subliminal Feminization

Boob Maximizer

He Was a Female Model

The Politics of Feminization

My Husband Became a Pole Dancer

Mystery Boobs

More Woman Than Man

The Feminization Corps

She Transgendered Me

The Sex Games

Feminization 101

Feminizing the Horn Dog

My Husband is a Sissy

My Husband the Girl

Satan’s Panties

The Picture of Femian Grey

My Mother’s Panties

The Ladies’ Sissy Society

We Feminized a Burglar

Horn Dog Comeuppance

The Ultimate Erotic Fantasy

The Church of Feminization

Oops!

I Feminized a Reporter

The Gender Transformation Club

Emergency Transition

I Made Him My Sissy Slave

Emasculation Made Easy


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

there are new books and stories coming out almost every day!

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘Feminized for Granny!’

you will really love…

‘I Changed My Husband into a Woman’

A full length novel by Grace Mansfield

Here is an excerpt…

“What the fuck!”

I roused myself from a deep and very deserved sleep, only to see Roscoe standing next to the bed, looking down at his feet and cursing.

“Wha…” I mumbled, pulling the covers over me and trying to look like I was still asleep. In truth, though I was tired, I was as awake as I had ever been.

“Did you do this?” His voice was going up. “Is this your idea of a joke?”

“Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!”

“No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?”

“Do what?” and I finally rolled over and made my eyes sleepy and tired.

Oh, baby, was I acting. And I was acting in front of the fellow who had created a half a dozen Best Actor Oscar winners. This was going to take all my prowess to pull off.

“My toes! Look at my toes.”

I blinked, and edged towards the side of the bed so I could look down to where he was pointing. And I exulted. He had felt he had to explain that it was his toes, so he was just working off emotion and blaming whoever was closest. He didn’t have any clue as to why his toes were red.

“What the fuck!” I opened my eyes wide and stared at his tootsies.

“Why’d you do this?”

I looked up at him and put a tiny edge of anger in my voice. “I didn’t do that! Why the hell would I paint my sissy husband’s toes red?” Very important to get the word sissy into the conversation as quickly as possible. “Do I look like I’m the kind of girl who’d marry a sissy?”

He kept trying to look fierce, but I could tell that my arrows had hit the mark. In some odd, almost invisible way he shriveled. He withdrew slightly into himself. I had met the challenge and acted my way out of being the culprit.

“Okay, okay,” then he tried again. “You did this because I jacked off on you the other day.”

“First, I just said I didn’t do that!” I pointed at his toes. “And, I already got you back, and, husband of mine, practical jokes aren’t my forte.” At least they usually weren’t. I was enjoying this; I was thinking of a career change. Sandy Tannenbaum, Practical Joker Extraordinaire!

“So who did this?”

Now I looked at him suspiciously. “There’s only two people in this room.”

He sputtered in outrage, so I kept up the attack. “So why did you paint your toe nails red?”

“I didn’t!”

“There’s nobody else here!” I was pushing him now. I had been accused unfairly (he thought) so I had to act the outrage. I narrowed my eyes. “Are you going pervert on me?”

“I didn’t do this!” he wailed.

“Well I didn’t, and I didn’t figure on waking up next to Bruce Jenner.”

Oh, Jesus!” he almost ran to my make up station and started looking for polish remover. “Where is it!?”

I got out of bed, and went to him. I didn’t want him making a mess, so I handed him a bottle of polish remover. He grabbed at it like a sailor grabs a life preserver after jumping off the Titanic. He sat down and lifted his foot up to the edge of the chair.

“Hold on,” I said. I took the remover out of his hands. “I don’t want you making a mess. Come here.”

I led him into the bathroom. “Put your foot here,” I pointed to the john. He placed his foot on the toilet and I sat cross legged in front of it. I giggled.

“What?” he groused.

“It is sort of cute. Hubbie gives himself a peddie. Make a good TV series.”

He let his breath out in disgust. “I’m a man’s man, not a girly man.”              

Yeah, that’s right, you like to get young girl’s pregnant. how manly. But I didn’t say that, I just thought it, and kept manipulating him.

“Well, you might say so, but Roscoe Junior says otherwise.”

Now, truth, he wasn’t really all that hard, just sort of a morning half woodie, but I reached up and grabbed his meat and in a second he was throbbing in my hand.

“Hey!” he said. But he wasn’t really protesting. What man would object to a pair of sexy hands fondling his man pole? “Take the polish off.”

“Oh, okay.” but the damage was done. He was now erect, and associating that erection with nail polish. Manly man. Huh!

So I hummed a tune and stripped the polish off and returned his toes to their ‘manly’ state.

“Okay,” he said. Standing and looking down at his repaired manhood, uh, nails.

“Not even a thanks?”

“Thank you,” and he did sound abashed. “But I have no idea how…somebody must have broken in and done it.”

“While you slept? They painted your nails and you didn’t even wake up?”

“Well, I was pretty drunk.”

I’ll say.

“Not that drunk,” I lied. “You never get that drunk.”

“Well, yeah. But somebody did it.” We left the bathroom then and re-entered the bedroom. He walked over to the double windows, which led out to a small patio. He tried the doors. “See! they’re open!”

“We’re on the second floor.”

“He had a ladder.”

“He?”

“Well, you don’t think a woman did this?”

“Those nails were done pretty well. Men don’t know how to apply polish that well.” Then I cocked my head and it was obvious what I was thinking.

“Don’t look at me that way! I didn’t polish my own nails.”

I shrugged. “Okay. So Spiderman left off fighting crime for one day so he could paint your nails.”

He made a grimace.

“Or maybe somebody just walked in because our door is unlocked.” I swung the bedroom door opened.

“Well, I don’t…”

“Forget it, Roscoe.” I use his name when I am angry with him, or irritated, and he took notice of that. “just admit that you did some sleep walking.” Then I giggled, “Or sleep toenail painting.”

“Oh, shut up.” he brushed past me and headed down the stairs. It was a mark of how irritated and upset he was that he had forgotten to get dressed.

“Ahem!” I cleared my throat.

He turned at the top of the stairs and looked at me. Oh, the look on his face. Irritated, confused. Priceless.

I looked at his groin, placed an elbow in a palm and wiggled my index finger in the air.

He looked down at himself, mumbled a curse word I dasn’t dare repeat, and stomped back into the bedroom.

This has been an excerpt from

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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