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PART ONE

Eddie sauntered up the street. It was a dark night, just a slice of moon out, and he wasn’t worried about being seen. There were no cars on the streets, and he would see sweeping headlights in time to jump into the bushes or over a fence.

He grinned. Night time. His favorite sport. His mother didn’t know, nobody knew…when his mother went to sleep he would hit the streets. He would walk though the town wearing black, just like a ninja. He would sashay through yards and steal underwear off clotheslines. He would wear that underwear on later forays. Nobody knew. He was the panty pilferer. He was the bra bandit. He stole nylons and garters and whatever else people left on their lines.

But he was smart. He didn’t pick on one place…he spread his thievery throughout the town.

Right now he was on the west side, a good area. He had mixed results here. The people didn’t often leave their underwear on clotheslines, but when they did…ooh la la. Expensive stuff!

Funny. During the day he would  come through this area and anybody who saw him would sniff and turn away. He didn’t live there, he wasn’t good enough for them. Snobs.

He laughed. But their underwear was good enough for him.

He came to Coronado street, a short, little cul de sac and he slipped along the side of the road, in the shadow of tall fences. This street had yielded some great panties over the years.

The house at the end, for instance. It was a two story ranch style with a swimming pool. The woman at that address had to be super stacked, because he had gotten a couple of bras with super big cups. He had worn the crap out of those bras, loading them up with condoms filled with water. Man, what a jiggle, eh?

He slithered through a yard, under a tree, came to a fence and took up a position. The house was dark in the night. The lights were off. There was only one car in the driveway. He figured the woman lived alone, one car, and when he had checked it out there were only a couple of tubes of cosmetics in the center console and a woman’s jacket in the back seat.

And the car was a Mini Cooper. Not a big Caddy or some other male car, but a dainty, little gas saver.

He wondered what the woman looked like. He wondered if she had a boyfriend.

He wondered what it would be like to go into the house and sneak into her bedroom and watch her.

But he wasn’t brave enough for that. He was into panties and bras, not home invasion. He didn’t mind a peek or two, but he really wasn’t even a peeper.

He was just a guy who liked underwear, the thrill it gave him, the giant boner he experienced when he was wearing some woman’s underthings.

Oh, occasionally he would do something daring. If he knew absolutely and for sure that there was nobody home he might walk through a house, just breath it in. But other than that he kept his distance, didn’t bother raiding the same street twice in the same month, and was content to wear sexy cloths and masturbate.

Right now, sitting in the corner of a yard, watching the lone lady’s house, he had a super boner. He reached his hand in his hands and stroked himself idly. He would get down to business later, but right now he was just scouting. Looking for things to wear, Once he had something he would go home and hold a show, and then he would get into it. He would beat his cock to a frothy explosion. but right now he just watched the house.

Two story with side yards. No animals. The gates didn’t squeak when he opened them. The back door to the garage was usually open, and the clotheslines often had pleasing surprises on them. Two months ago he had found an expensive pair of nylons on them. Last month he had stolen a corselet, complete with nylons straps. Three months ago he had picked up a pair of high heels in the garage, sitting on a chair next to the open door, all polished and ready to go. He had been so excited that he had worn them part of the way home. When he got home his feet hurt so gloriously, and he felt so tall, and his boner, and eventual orgasm, had been truly stupendous that night.

What would the mysterious lady have for him tonight?

He took his hand out of his pants. He was getting too close.

For a full half hour he watched the house. No lights. No shadow passing behind a window. It felt asleep.

He stood up and rounded the fence. He walked along the street behind a row of rose bushes and came to a corner lot. Maybe twenty feet of frontage, then…her house.

He paused and looked around for a good minute, then he slipped across the twenty feet of open space and was against the hedges surrounding the target house.

He stood in the shadows for about five minute just breathing. He knew that when he was in somebody’s yard or garage he had a tendency to hold his breath, and he could even get light-headed. It was just so exciting that he forgot to breath. So he took deep breaths, calmed his mind, and got himself in the ‘ninja’ frame of mind.

Ninja, ‘stealer in’ the word meant. And he was going to steal in. He was going to be part of the shadows, collect his booty, and get the heck gone.

He walked along the hedges, just a shifting shadow within shadows, and came to the side gate. He paused, listened, reminded himself to breath, and peeked over the gate.

Nothing there. Cement walkway. All in shadow.

He pulled the string and the latch made a very slight clicking sound. He pushed the gate open, waited ten seconds, slithered through. There was actually a doorstop laying on the cement and he pushed it under the gate. Anything happened and he had to run for it the gate was open.

He moved down the walkway making no sound. He peeked around the corner.

There was a small patio behind the garage, then a 15 foot wide stretch of lawn. On the other side of the lawn, accessed by paving stones set a small stride apart, was another patio. This one had a clothes line at the side. In the center of the second patio was a large, kidney shaped pool. Beyond the pool was a small mound of sandstone colored slabs over which a slight trickle of water fountained.

Eddie smiled. Not a sound. No lights in the house. The windows were closed.

He looked at the swimming pool. Wow. He had always wanted to go skinny dipping, but he never had.

He moved into the soft dirt along the side fence and headed for the second patio. When he reached the clothesline his heart surged. It was filled with goodies. Panties, bras, another of those corset type things, garters and…a two piece swim suit.

Oh, God! He had never worn a bikini!

He moved away from the fence and touched the material. It was flimsy, more for show than actual swimming, but it was so damned sexy!

His dick was dancing in his panties. God, he wanted to put that bikini on and slip into that pool.

He forced his attention back to the clothesline. What to take…what to take?

He could take a lot, but he wouldn’t be able to come back to this house for six months.

Or he could take one piece and come back next month.

He eyed the bikini. If he took that he would have to stay away for six months. Six months without access to this particular wonderland. He didn’t think he could last that long, this house gave up such sexy treats.

He knew he should just grab a bra, or panties, and leave.

But…the bikini. It called to him. It shouted out his name. It whispered ‘wear me’ in his mind.

Put me on. Feel the boner!

And…in the deep creases of his grey matter he thought…if I can’t come back for six months I should go swimming. In the bikini. Now.

He was faint with anticipation. He had to remind himself to breath.

He reached out and took the thin bits of material off the line. He darted back into the shadows.

He looked at the pool. The water was smooth, flat, and beckoning to him.

He could change real quick in the shadows. He could put on that swim suit and slide into the pool without making a sound. He could swim below the ledge, on the house side of the pool, even if somebody looked out they wouldn’t see him.

Without thinking, taking shallow breaths, he slipped out of his hoodie and black tee. He undid his pants. He folded everything neatly so, in the event of being discovered, he could grab his bundle and run for it. The gate was open, he could do it.

He took off the black panties he had worn. Put his shoes on top of the small mound of clothing.

He put his feet into the bikini bottom and wiggled it up his legs and over his hips.

Oh, God! His dick pushed the material way out. It was throbbing, pulsing. It was like he had a wild animal in his pants, or rather, the bikini bottoms.

The top had no buttons or ties, it had an elastic back, and he pulled it over his head and down over his chest.

It was tight, and it felt like he actually had real tits. He was shivering, and it was not cold. The excitement was making his body quiver.

He looked around, everything was quiet, nobody could see him, and he took a couple of steps to the bottom of the pool. He slipped his feet gently into the water and descended the shallow steps. He was in four feet of water and he moved to the side of the pool that was closest to the house. He ducked down and swam slowly along the side. His hands were under water, just his nose was above water, and he went back and forth a half a dozen times.

The water was sensual and he could feel the current washing over his cock.

Oh, god! Oh, God! this was bliss! This was heaven! This was…

Kunk! The lights went on!

Eddie panicked. He broke for the far side. It would have been faster if he had jumped out right where he was and run for it, but he was thinking straight line to his clothes…and straight line down the side yard.

He splashed noisily. He pulled himself up on the far side and scrambled across six feet of cement to his little bundle of clothes.

He picked up the clothes and ran along the side of the patio for the gate.

He had just reached the lawn when a figure stepped out of the garage and directly into his path. The figure was holding something, and raised that something, and…KA CHING!

Oh, fuck. Shot gun!

A voice said calmly, “Freeze. One more step and I’ll shoot.”

Eddie froze.

Eddie had left a line of wet footprints across the patio. He was wet and shivering. He was not shivering because he was cold.

The figure was a lady. He knew that from the voice. But man or woman, you don’t mess with a loaded shotgun.

He couldn’t see the face because the light was on the corner of the roof behind and above her head. All he could do was blink and listen to his heart pound.

“I…I…don’t…”

“Like my bikini, do you?”

He shuttered his eye lids and tried to turn his head away.

“Please…please…”

“Did you enjoy swimming in my pool?”

“I didn’t…mean…”

“Drop that bundle of clothes.”

Eddie realized he was still holding his clothes. He bent slowly and placed them on the ground. He straightened up.

Click. Click. Click. A little light was blinking. She was taking his picture.

“Okay. Walk to the left.” Eddie did, he was now walking on the edge of the lawn just off the first patio. “That’s enough.” He was standing next to a big potted plant.

The woman backed up, stepped under the eaves and he could barely make out her shadow. He didn’t try to get away.

He heard a click and the slide of a patio door. “Come towards me.”

“Listen, lady. I’m sorry…” He was getting his power of speech back.

“Shut up.” She was backing up and had stepped through a sliding door into a house. It was dark in the house and he started thinking he would be able to run for it. He would have to leave his clothes, and he would have to make his way through town completely naked, but…

The lights went on as he stepped over the threshold. He blinked and tried to see in the sudden light.

“Keep moving. To the center of the room.”

Click. Click. Click. She was still taking pictures.

His eyes adjusted to the light and he looked around.

The woman had moved to the side and flicked a wall switch. He stared at her.

She was maybe five foot four. She had long, auburn hair that waved about her shoulders. She was wearing a negligee, and under the negligee she was naked.

Eddie gulped, and became aware of his cock getting hard in the bikini. It had gone limp during his frantic but failed flight. Now it was waking up again, and he cursed it. How could it get hard with a shotgun aimed at him.

But  then dicks have a mind of their own.

“Stand still.”

He stopped in the middle of the rug. He was still dripping a little water, but she ignored that and moved around him, holding the shotgun on him and clicking pics.

When she passed in front of him he stared at her breasts. Man, she was built. Those breasts had to be double Ds, if not more. And her waist was small and her hips flared. He could tell she had a beautiful face, but the cell phone clicking in front of it he only got glimpses of a small but straight nose, blue, piercing eyes, and curvy, smiling lips.

Smiling? She was getting off on this?

He gulped again and thought about how unfair the world was. He was just being a little horny, and now he was likely to get his head blown off. And for what? Going for a little swim.

The woman circled him, then she went to a chair and sat down. The shotgun was pointed right at him. It didn’t waver.

Keeping the cell phone aimed at him, she said, “Looks like you’ve got a boner. Is that right?”

“I…please, lady. I didn’t hurt anybody.”

“You stole from me.”

“I was going to put the bikini back. I was just wearing it because I didn’t want to go swimming naked.”

She chuckled. “You’re not even a good liar.”

“No…really…”

“So, I’ve been missing clothes over the months. You obviously have been here before, you know your way around, so it must be you. What have you stolen?”

“Nothing! I—“

“Shut up.”

Eddie was still shaking. He clamped his lips together.

She lowered the cell phone for a moment and raised the shotgun. “I can shoot a home intruder. I want to shoot you, you little pervert. So tell me the exact truth. Heck. I know what you’ve stolen, I just want to hear it in your own words. If what you say is the same as what I know…” She lowered the shotgun and raised the cell phone. “What have you stolen from me?”

Eddie could hardly stand up, his heart was beating so hard he thought it might blow up. He admitted, “I took some nylons and one of those…those corset things.”

“And my shoes?”

He nodded.

“Say it.”

“I stole your high heeled shoes.”

Now he was sunk. She had not only caught him, but she had his confession. The police were going to arrest him and he would spend time in jail. And he would probably be beaten up. Hardened thugs who committed murder and robberies would probably laugh at a panty thief.

The woman sighed. “Anything else.”

“Uh…no.”

“Take my bikini off.”

“But…”

“Now.”

His shivering had gone down a bit, but he was weak kneed. He struggled out of the top and placed it on the floor.

“Do I hav—“

“Now!”

He hooked his thumbs into the waist band and pushed the bikini bottoms down. His cock popped out and bounced up and down. It was pointing right at her.

She sighed. “Geez. Why aren’t you out fucking girls? That is a nice sized weenie you’ve got.”

“I don’t…I…”

“Are you shy?”

He looked down and nodded.

“Don’t know how to talk to girls?”

He shook his head.

“Hunh. What a waste.”

Then she didn’t say anything for a while. She just kept an eye on him and worked the phone. He figured she was going to call the cops any second.

He looked around the house. It was a nice house. Leather couch. A comfie, leather recliner. Big screen TV took up half the wall. the table in the dining room looked to be made of some kind of exotic wood. On the mantle over the fireplace a row of pictures showed her and a smiling, handsome man. Her husband. Oh, crap. He thought she was alone, she was probably going to call him and he would come and beat the crap out of him.

“Look, lady. I did wrong, but—“

“Quiet, now. I’m almost done.”

Almost done? His brow furrowed. What was she doing?”

Ten seconds later she placed the phone on the arm of her chair. She lifted the shotgun and aimed it right for his balls. His legs started quivering all over again. He figured this was it. He began mentally saying good bye to his mother.

“What’s your name.”

“Ed…Eddie.”

“Well, Ed Eddie,” she grinned, enjoying his discomfiture, “I have uploaded your pics and a video to the cloud. You can’t touch them there. Should I upload them to Youtube?”

“What? No! Oh, God! No! My mother…” he shut up.

The woman smiled. “Aw, Eddie’s got a mother. Do you think she’ll enjoy seeing viral videos of you prancing around in a bikini? Admitting that you’re a panty thief? Knowing that you’re a perverted, little peeping Tom?”

“I’m not a peeper!”

“Maybe, but who’s going to believe that?”

He was silent. The woman was right. Fuck!

“The point here is that you’d better do exactly as I say. No questions asked. Or else I will reveal your dirty, little secrets to the world. Believe me, you’ll never live it down. It will follow you the rest of your life.”

“Please, lady.”

The woman pursed her lips. “My name is Becky, and you may address me as Becky.”

“Please…Becky. Let me go. I’ll never do this again as long as I live.”

“Hunh!” she grunted. “I’m supposed to believe that? You’re a panty thief, that’s a sexual problem. Are you suddenly going to stop having sexual impulses?”

“But…I can…I can make myself stop.”

“You’re so deluded you can’t even see it.” She frowned at him.

“Then…then what are you going to do to me?”

She crossed her legs, and he stared at them and licked his lips.

She laughed and uncrossed her legs, giving him a full view of her pussy.

He was aware that somebody had made a squeaking sort of sound. It was only after a moment that he realized it was him.

She laughed again. “If I needed any proof that you were a deviant…”

Eddie was close to tears now. He hung his head. He managed to ask, “Can I get dressed now?”

“Nope. I like you this way. Vulnerable. Scared.”

He looked around and wished he was a million miles away.

“How often do you jack off?”

“I…don’t…”

She burst into laughter. “You can’t stop lying, can you? Now, truth, when was the last time you jacked off.”

He hung his head and muttered, “A week ago.”

She nodded, crossed her long legs and kicked one foot rhythmically. “All right. And do you jack off after you have pilfered some panties?”

“Uh…”

“Come on. Enquiring minds want to know.”

“Yes.”

“Okay. And were you planning to masturbate tonight? After you stole my bikini?”

Shamed, humiliated, his face bright red, he nodded.

“Do you want to choke the chicken right now?”

He stared at her. He was aware of his cock bobbing. “No!”

“Oh, come on. I want to see. Stroke it a few times.”

“No!”

“Okay,” she picked up her cell phone.

“What are you doing?”

“I’m going to Youtube. I’ve got to up—“

“No!”

She looked at him, “Jack off.”

Oh, the utter degradation…he grabbed his hard cock and began stroking it.

Click, click. Then the cessation of clicks and the way she was pointing the phone indicated that she was videoing him.

Tears squeezed out of his eyes.

“Stop.”

He stopped. His hand dropped to his side.

She was no longer filming.

“I don’t want you masturbating without my permission. What’s your phone number and address.”

He told her.

She entered the data into her cell phone.

She looked up at him, then stood up. Her body was magnificent, statuesque, and her boobs were so big.

“Come on.”

She walked across the room, leaving the shotgun on the couch.

He turned and looked at the shotgun.

She reached the other end of the room, stopped and turned to look at him. She grinned. “Pick up the shotgun.”

“But…but…”

“Go on. Do it.”

Moving slowly, his dick throbbing, he picked up the weapon. he felt the wood and the hard metal.

“Pull the trigger.”

“But…”

“Pull it!”

He was holding the shotgun so that it pointed towards the ceiling. He put his finger in the guard and felt the little curved trigger. A sob escaped his throat, and he pulled the trigger.

Click.

He looked at the gun in surprise.

“That’s right. It’s not loaded. I don’t keep loaded weapons in my house. Somebody might get hurt.”

“But…you…you…”

“I faked you out. And I’ve got pics and vids of you, all uploaded and ready to publish. And I did it with an empty gun.”

He stared at her. She was actually laughing at him. “Now, come here.” She turned and entered the next room.

The next room, when Eddie finally managed to stumble after her, was a kitchen.

She was bent at the waist, looking into the refrigerator. Her large breasts hung down and he gulped.

She looked at him, almost as if she had heard him gulp, and grinned. “Sit down at the table.”

He sat, and considered her. She had fooled him. And she was laughing at him. And she was incredibly gorgeous.

She closed the door and put two bottles of beer on the counter. She opened them with a bottle opener, then crossed the kitchen and sat down opposite him. She pushed a beer at him.

He placed his hand around the beer, and his eyes were locked on her tits. They were actually resting on the table. The nipples were big and hard. Her breasts were actually a little red. They were blushing, or flushed, or whatever. And for the first time Eddie wondered, Is she getting hot?

“Drink up.”

She tilted her own bottle and placed her amazing lips on the opening and sipped.

He looked at the beer. Golden Monkey. There was a picture on the label of a monkey sitting cross-legged and holding his head. A big eye looked out from the fat belly. It sort of looked more like a buddha than a monkey Or maybe it was a monkey buddha.

He sipped. The taste was a bit cloying, but it was good.

“Only one, if you want to walk home.”

Walk home? his mind leaped.

“Don’t look so excited. Of course I’ll send you home. But, first, we have some things to do.”

“What…things?”

“Oh, just things. Drink. Or I’ll make you drink two of these puppies. You’ll have a hard time walking if I do that.”

He sipped his beer. It was good, and he was reminded of an old Japanese saying. He thought he had seen it in a James Bond movie. ‘The man drink the first drink, the first drink drinks the second drink, the third drink drinks the man.’

That was the kind of beer this was, and he sort of knew it from the first sip.

Becky sat back, a slightly twisted smile on her mouth, and watched him.

“So when are you going to let me go?”

“In a while. When did you first realize you were a panty thief?”

He groaned.

“Come on. It’s just us old friends here. Tell me the truth. Take another sip.”

He sipped, rolled the frosty beer in his hands, and said, “A few years ago.”

“And how did you get started?”

A neighbor girl, I could see through her window, and—I’m not a peeper! She just kept her window open and…and I could see her.”

“So you really think you’re not a peeper?”

“I swear! I’m not!”

“But you get off on panties.”

He said nothing, He sipped.

“Okay. So what then? what was your next step after seeing this girl?”

“I…she left her underwear on the line and…one night…” he shrugged.

She nodded. “How old were you?”

Dying of embarrassment, he said, “Fourteen.”

“And you’re how old now?”

“Eighteen.”

“Huh. You don’t look that old.”

He didn’t say anything to that. The boys in his family weren’t known for big muscles.

“And nobody knows about this.”

“Oh, God! No!”

“Easy…take another sip.”

Half the beer was gone now, and he was already feeling it. This wasn’t normal beer. The room suddenly tilted.

“So do you have a big collection of panties and bras and things?”

“Uh…”

“Of course you do. Where do you hide everything?”

“I’ve got a box hidden in the rafters in the garage.”

“Do you wear panties every day?”

He nodded. Sipped.

“What are you favorite panties?”

“Lady! Becky! Come on!” He begged.

“You come on. What are your favorite panties?”

“They’re…the stretchy kind…”

“That’s because they hold your nuts better. Your package does’t fall out.”

He looked up at her. She seemed so knowing.

“What do you do about packing your bras?”

“What do you mean?”

“Do you use socks? Water balloons? Something else?”

“I, uh…I fill condoms up with water.”

“So you like to have big boobs.”

Blushing, he nodded.

“Do you like my boobs?”

He couldn’t stop himself from staring, and gulping.

She laughed. “Of course you do.”

She leaned forward, and her large breasts flattened out on the table. They were enormous, and they were so close he could reach right out and touch them.

“If I said I was a doctor and that I could implant breasts in your chest…would you like that?” She was very intent.

“I don’t…I don’t…” he was licking his lips nervously.

“Of course you would, you poor boy.”

He thought she labeled him a ‘poor boy’ because he was a pervert, but what she said next surprised him.

“To live a life of frustration, never able to talk about it, to wish you had big boobs and not be able to…” she shook her head slowly and sadness was on her face.

“What do you…what?”

She reached for her purse on the counter and opened it. She took out a tube of lipstick. She turned the base and a pillar of red pushed out.

He watched, was fascinated, as she painted her lips.

She retracted the lipstick, put it into her purse, and picked up her bottle of Golden Monkey.

The bottle was still three quarters full, and she put her lips on the mouth and drank. Then she lowered the bottle to the table and pushed it at him.

His bottle was empty.

He looked at her lip print on the mouth of the bottle. His cock was pulsing madly. He could hardly breath.

“Drink.”

He felt like he was outside of his body as he put his hand around her bottle. He lifted it, stared at the red lips on the mouth, and then, tilted it.

He could taste her lipstick, her lips, on the mouth of the bottle.

She watched him, a happy smile on her face.

He drank, and placed the bottle down on the table. He stared at her. That was the moment that he realized that something was out of control here.

“You’ve got a slight shadow of my red lips on yours. Does it feel like you were kissing me.”

He nodded.

“It’s going to get better.”

“I…I…”

“Shush. Let me tell you a story. You’ve been doing all the talking, now it’s time for me to talk.”

He sat like a statue.

“Drink some more.”

He did, and he tasted her mouth again, and the Golden Monkey slid down into his belly, and his belly suddenly felt like it had an eye on it.

She sighed, and said, “My husband was a cross dresser. At first I was upset. He kept it hidden from me, but I found out, and I thought there was something wrong with him. It took a while, but I realized that there was something wrong with me. Is there something wrong with a hard cock?”

Eddie found himself shaking his head.

“So I came around, and I began helping him live his fantasies. It was wonderful. He was such a soft person when he was en femme. We would dance through the evening, even go out to night clubs. He didn’t want men, so we acted like Lesbians. It was the most wonderful period of my life.

“He died two years ago. Car accident. Died quick, wearing his favorite panties and bra. I remember the people at the hospital staring at me, judging me, condemning me, but I didn’t care. I was lost, adrift, destroyed. I missed my panty wearing husband and wanted him back. I needed him back. But what do you do? Put an add in the newspapers? ‘Wanted: man who loves to wear panties.’ Hunh!”

She grunted, took the bottle from him and took a big sip. More lipstick on the mouth. She pushed it back to him, and now, a little sloshed, inhibitions rapidly disappearing, he drank. Kissed her mouth on the bottle.

She smiled. “You can leave now, if you want. I’ll destroy the pics and vids. You have nothing to worry about. I would never knowingly hurt another human being.”

Eddie stayed still. He suspected a trick.

“Or you can stay. I’ll help you fulfill your fantasies. I will do things to you that…I’ll…” she lowered her head for a moment, then raised it and looked at him. “And you can help me fulfill my fantasies.”

She reached forward and placed her hand on his wrist. “I won’t say I’ll fuck you. I might, but…that depends. there’s got to be real attraction. But…I’ll dress you up, I’ll play with you, I’ll do whatever you want me to do to you. Please.”

Little tears escaped her eyes.


PART TWO

Eddie got to his feet, he wavered, he backed away. She said he could go. She said she wouldn’t do anything, would delete the pics and videos.

He backed out of the kitchen.

She watched him go, her face becoming sadder and sadder.

He turned and ran to the big sliding door. Out onto the patio. He picked up his clothes and ran through the gate.

He was naked, half drunk, and…and he stopped at the edge of her property. He stopped with one foot in the air, ready to descend to the street.

If he took that step he would never come back. He knew that.

He was terrified.

He had escaped with his life, but…was it his life?

She had called him a poor boy, but had not meant it in the way he thought. She meant that he had to live with the frustration of being somebody…and hiding it.

He would live a life of frustration. Probably never marry, for what woman could understand his secret?

Yet…she did. She understood. And she had offered to…to be with him. In a certain way. To understand him. To help him live out his fantasies.

His foot hovered over the asphalt of the street. He brought it back, stood on her property, looked back at the house.

The kitchen light was on. Was she still sitting at the table? Was she finishing the last bit of Golden Monkey?

He had seen small tears in her eyes…and she had asked him.

He turned and faced the house. The lights in the kitchen went out.

Then the living room.

He stood there, naked in the night, and knew that he had missed his chance. He had found a woman who understood him, and he had run out. He was just too chicken.

He wanted to go back, but he was afraid, so he just stood there and watched the house.

Suddenly, he saw her. She had come to check the gate, to close it, and she saw him.

He stared at her, afraid to move.

For a long moment she watched him, then she walked out of the side yard.

She was wearing the negligee that hid nothing, exposed everything, emphasized her massive breasts.

She came to him, stopped in front of him.

Neither of them spoke. A minute passed.

She reached for his hand, took it, pulled him towards the house.

He followed. He was helpless, caught by his own needs.

She took him through the gate, closed it, then led him to the back yard. To the open sliding door and into the house.

His cock was erect the whole way. When she entered the house it accidentally brushed against her thigh. She turned, took it in one hand. In the darkness they were inches apart. She said, “We’re going to have so much fun.”

Then, pulling him by the penis, she took him upstairs.

Eddie was in a daze. He had pulled himself by the weenie before, but never had he been pulled by the weenie by anybody else.

Becky glanced back at him as she led him down the hallway. She had a big smile on her face.

She led him to a room at the end of the hall. A padlock was attached to the door. Nobody was getting in here without permission.

She reached up to the top of the molding and found a key, she unlocked the padlock, put the key back, and grabbed his dick again. She led him into the room.

The room was a normal sized bedroom. It had a bed and a dresser, a closet and a bathroom. It also had a vanity table.

Becky stopped him in the middle of the room and turned to him. “This was Rod’s room. Now it will be yours, under my supervision, of course.”

“Of course,” his voice was dry and cracked a little.

“This is where we would have our special moments, where I would help him transform himself into something special. Are you ready for me to transform you into something special?”

He managed to nod.

“Come with me.” She led him into the bathroom. She opened the medicine cabinet and took out a silver and black bottle. She squirted globs of the white stuff onto her hand and began to rub him down. He looked at the bottle. Nair. Men. Hair remover.

Her hands were soft but strong. She smoothed the cream onto his flesh, not missing a square inch. She rubbed the cream onto his back, onto his front, rubbing her palms against his nipples and giggling when his cock throbbed.

“That’s the delightful thing about men,” she whispered into his ear. “They can’t control themselves.”

Eddie knew this to be true. He certainly couldn’t control himself.

She slicked the cream up and down his legs, then his arms. She smoothed it over his beard, though he didn’t have much face hair it felt wonderful.

She kissed him softly on the lips, just a peck, then slid down his body and smushed cream into his pubic hair. He felt her hand stroking him, hefting his balls, and his legs shook with the intensity of sexual feeling.

She stood up and stepped back. “In a few minutes your skin will feel hot. That’s when we have to put you into the shower. Okay?”

“Yes.”

She stepped close to him, waited with him, and her hand stroked his cock, using the Nair cream as lubricant.

“I don’t want you to cum. I want to edge you. I want you out of control.  That’s what Rod and I used to do. He would give me a hundred cums a day. Well, not that many, though not for lack of trying,” she snickered. “But he would eat me out, use his fingers, we even have a strap on that he would use. It used to kill him, to be inside me but not be able to feel anything. It made him so horny. That’s how horny I want you.”

“But…don’t I need to cum?”

“Of course you do. But I will control your cums. Every once in a while I will let you have a big, juicy orgasm. Most of the time, however, I will tease you, drain you, and not let you have that big, juicy bang that is an orgasm.”

“Oh.” It was exciting and frustrating at the same time. He hadn’t cum for a week, and he really wanted to squirt.

She kissed him again. Again a light peck. It was driving him mad.

“Have you ever had a girlfriend?”

“No.” She had seen him naked. She was holding him in her hand. He wasn’t about to lie.

“Are you a virgin?”

He was silent.

“Oh, my God!” Then she grinned as wide as she could. “Oh, baby. I’m going to take a month, get you so jacked up you can’t stand it, then…then maybe I’ll fuck you.”

He was near faint at her words. He had dreamed, he had fantasized, but this was more than he had ever imagined.

“Oh,” his eyes grew wide.

“What?”

“It’s hot!”

“Quick! Into the shower!”

She pushed him and he almost fell, but he made it into the stall. She turned the water on, slipped out of her negligee and stepped in after him.

He shivered for a moment, the water was cold, then it warmed and he stopped shivering.

Becky turned him this way and that and washed his body. The cream rinsed off his body, along with his hair. When he was clean she pushed him back against the wall and kissed him. Not a peck, but a full blown mouth chewing tongue fuck.

His cock jerked and surged, but she held it firm. He felt the cum trying to come out, but she wouldn’t let it.

She broke the kiss and watched him. His hips were jerking, his eyes were rolling, but he couldn’t cum. He made the most delightful squeaking noises.

Finally, he calmed down. She kissed him again, and finally let go of his cock. She rested against him for a moment. Pinned him against the wall with her monster mammaries.

His legs were weak and he reveled in the feel of her breasts.

“Can I feel them?” he asked.

She backed off him. “Feel them, kiss them. Make love to them.”

Freed from constraint, Eddie leaned his head down and sucked on her nipples. His hands palpated her mounds. His tongue swirled around the rigid nips.

“Oh, man,” she moaned. “This is like being young all over again!”

She pushed him back after a minute. “More gentle,” she advised, but she was smiling. She grabbed his cock once again and led him out of the shower. She grabbed a couple of towels and handed him one, and they rubbed each other’s bodies.

Stepping into the bedroom, Eddie was baby bald. It was an electric feeling, his skin felt like somebody was brushing it with tiny brushes. His cock, of course, was giant.

“Okay, honey. Let’s put some undies on you.”

She opened the dresser and took out a pair of sissy panties. They were pink, had ruffles, and a pouch with a cock ring. She helped him into the panties, then slipped his cock through the ring and pulled the panties up tight. His cock was guided down, and it felt sexy.

“Nice fit,” she said, tugging them snug and kissing him again. She couldn't seem to keep her lips off of his.

She went to another drawer and rummaged through it, then lifted out a matching bra.

Eddie understood how to put a bra on, to snap it in the front and circle it around and pull it up. When he was done Becky handed him a pair of large breast forms.

“Oh, wow!” His eyes lit up. He slipped one mound into a cup, then the other into the other cup. He turned sideways to the mirror on the vanity table and was amazed. His water filled condoms were never this perfect.

“Okay, we can try corsets on another night. Besides, you’re already sort of skinny.”

“Sorry,” he mumbled.

“Why?” she laughed. “It makes your boobs look bigger. it makes your cock look giant. My husband was built like you. Maybe a couple inches taller, but…” she shrugged.

Again she went to the drawer, and this time she pulled out a garter belt. She helped him fit it around his waist, and the straps dangled and were very sexy against his skin.

She sat him on the bed and rolled stockings up his legs.

He sat and watched as his legs were transformed. Even shaved they had a pale ‘white boy’ look to them to them. But now they were sleek and transformed into feminine stems.

“These feel really cool,” he marveled, running his hand over them.

“Put these on and stand up.”

He gazed at the black heels. He was hungry for heels, and he slipped them on and got to his feet. He had practiced walking in the heels he had stolen from her, and had no trouble balancing.

“I’m sorry,” he mumbled.

“Whatever for?”

“For stealing your shoes.”

“Oh, hell, I was going to throw those out, anyway. That’s why I put them in the garage…next stop garbage can.”

“Yeah, but I shouldn’t have been stealing from you, anyway. I just…I couldn’t help it.”

She reached down and held his balls, one in each hand. “It’s okay. It brought us together. Now I get to play dress up with you all the time.”

“All the time?”

“Whenever you want.” Then she said something quite surprising. “I always wanted a daughter. Would you mind being my daughter?”

“Should I call you mommy?”

She laughed. “Becky is fine. Are you ready for make up?”

“I guess so.”

She put him down in the chair in front of the vanity table and said, “I know so.”

She hummed as she searched through the potions and creams and things on the table. “Been a while since I was in here. I’m going to have to replace some of this stuff, but…ah, here we go.”

She dabbed a little sponge into a jar and began rubbing his face. She was very thorough, pushing the tiny sponge into crevices and turning and twisting. When she took it away he saw that one side was almost black with dirt.

“We just showered, I can’t be that dirty!”

“You’re not,” she said, discarding that sponge and selecting another. “This is cleansing. These sponges get the deep down dirt in your pores. Excellent for making sure you don’t get blackheads.”

He sat still as she focused on his cheeks and forehead. As she worked she said, “I used to love playing with dolls when I was a child. Then, when I grew older I went to school to be a beautician. I wanted to go to Hollywood and work on people.”

“What happened?”

“I got married.”

“Do you still want to go to Hollywood?”

“Naw. Why would I when I’ve got you?”

He paused, then, “You’re pretty enough to be a movie star.”

She stopped and looked at him, then she kissed him full on the lips. A scorcher. She broke off and whispered, “If you’re trying to get into my panties it’s working.”

After she finished cleansing his pores she applied primer. She took her time, and he watched her face, inches from his own, as she concentrated on him.

After Primer she put foundation on him, then she began to put color in his cheeks, reshape his face with blush and shadows.

His penis worked against the cock ring, and she noticed it struggling to rise in his panties.

“If you think this is bad, wait till we get you in chastity.”

“Chastity?”

“It’s a device that imprisons your cock. It’s a cage. Your balls hang free, sort of, but your cock can’t get hard.

“I don’t know if I want to lock my cock up.”

“Rod didn’t want to, either. After a few days, though, he grew to love it. At that point he demanded that I keep him locked up.”

“You? Why couldn’t he just take it off?”

“That’s the insidious part,” she said, working on his eyes. “There’s a little padlock, I have the key, to get out you have to ask me.”

“Really?”

“Really,” she used her thumb to delicately rub color into his flesh. “Believe me, once you’ve surrendered your manhood to a woman there is nothing else. At least, that’s what Rod said.”

“So you lock my cock up, I can’t touch it, or even get hard, and you control me totally.”

“Isn’t it wonderful?”

He didn’t know. He was going to have to find out about this.

Suddenly she stopped and blinked. “Why am I talking about it? I’ve got a half a dozen chastity tubes in my room. You want to find out right now?”

“Well, uh…”

“Come on! It’ll be fun!”

“Uh…I guess.”

“All right. I’m almost done here. Just let me put the lipstick on and get you a wig…”

She focused on his lips then, and it was like a super kiss when she rolled the paint on his lips. He could taste that taste he had first experienced on the mouth of the beer bottle. He licked his lips experimentally.

Becky went into the closet and brought out a wig and a skull cap. She put the skull cap on him, put glue on the lip of the cap, and pressed the wig into place.

Eddie sat there, feeling her hands press on his scalp. Her breasts were right in his face.

She giggled and leaned forward and waggled her tits on his face.

A minute later she backed off. Check it out,” she stepped aside so he could see himself in the mirror.

He was female. His face was reshaped and sexy with female color. His wig was long and lush. His lips were red and…and kissable.

“Wow.”

“Okay. Let’s go see about the chastity tubes.”

She ran down the hallway, and he followed. He couldn’t walk fast in his heels. He arrived in her bedroom just as she came out of a big closet. She was holding a box with several little boxes in it. She placed the big box on her bed, a huge four poster thing, and took out the smaller boxes.

She opened the little boxes and laid the chastity tubes on the bed.

“Okay, not this one, it’s got a long catheter. How about…no. That’s too small. You want to be comfortable the first few weeks.”

Weeks? he thought. Weeks?

“How about…no. You need to be pierced for that. Here we go!”

She took out a black ball shaped thing.

“This is the CX108. Encloses cock and balls and everything. Rod loved it.”

She turned to him. “Now comes the hard part.”

“What?”

“I need you to get soft.”

“Oh, shit.”

“There’s a couple of ways to do this.”

“Yeah?”

“One, I can spank your cock until it shrinks. Two, we can put a bag of frozen peas on it.”

“Uh…”

“Peas for you, bucko. You’re much too young and tender for me to spank. Right now. Maybe later…” she grinned in anticipation. “Come on!” She grabbed the chastity ‘ball’ with one hand and another little box with the other.

She ran downstairs, fully excited, and once again he tried to keep up, but was foiled by his heels.

She was waiting for him in the kitchen. She had a big bag of peas in her hand. “Put your dick on the table.”

He pulled his panties down.

“Take them all the way off.”

He did. He placed his cock on the kitchen table and she laid the bag of peas on it.

“Oh, fuck!” he wheezed. He would have jumped back but she had a hand firmly in the middle of his back and wouldn’t let him.

“Want another beer?”

He nodded, gulping as he put up with the cold sack on his penis.

She opened up another Golden Monkey and they passed it back and forth. The mouth of the beer turned bright red between them, and she gave him a little kiss every once in a while.

“Try not to think about it and it will go down faster.”

“Not think about it while you’re freezing it off!”

“It’s not that bad, you big baby.”

Well, it was, but he managed to put up with it, and his cock finally shrank enough for her to fit the CX108 on him.

CLICK!

He stared at the chastity device. His cock and balls were totally trapped. He touched the cage and marveled. He couldn’t feel a thing.

“You like it?”

“Not yet,” he murmured ruefully.

She chortled. “You will. Now, a second thing.”

“What?” His cock wiggled in the ball and tried to erect.

She laughed. She was holding the ball and could feel it. Then she looked at him, closely, from inches away, and said, “You need a butt plug.”

“No,” he said.

‘Yes.”

“No.”

She kissed him, long and hard. She sucked his nipples. She shook his cage.

His cock was going crazy trying to get hard.

“Oh, fuck!” he wheezed.

“Yes.”

It took a while, but between kisses and promises of the increased sexuality he would experience, he finally agreed.

She picked up a little butt plug from off the table. It had been behind the box the chastity device had come in. She said, “You can do it, or I can.”

He had never put anything in his butt in his life, and he didn’t know the first thing about it. “You,” he whispered.

“Okay, lean over the table here and put your butt out.”

He did, and she lubricated the butt plug, then reamed his ass gently. Her finger felt good, and he couldn’t believe it when it slipped inside him. It was a whole new world of sensations.

“Okay, honey. Try to relax. Here we go.”

The butt plug was only as big as his thumb, and it was shaped funny. She had called it a prostate massager at one point. She placed the tip against his anus and pressed lightly.

It felt good, then it felt a little too much. A little bit of pain. He said, “I don’t think—AH!”

She pressed it quick and popped it into his rectum. He stood up and felt his butt. All he could feel was a little strip of rubber. That and the sensation of being full.

“What the…” he pushed on the little strip of rubber and he felt the thing inside him wiggle. It felt like he had to pee for a moment.

She spun him around. The smile on her face was bigger than the moon. “Relax. Get used to it. Here, last beer.”

He took the beer and took several gulps.

“Now, come on, let’s just walk around. Relax and feel it.”

He held the beer, and kept swigging, and she linked her arm through his and walked him out of the kitchen.

She led him outside. They stood and looked at the pool. The inside of his asshole was having a party. Every step he took moved the little mini-dick back and forth, which stimulated him greatly. Wearing the plug and the chastity device was incredibly devious. The tube kept him contained, and the plug made him want to grow.

And all the time he felt like he was on the verge of an orgasm.

“So…” she said. “Whenever you want to come over you may. I’ll leave the back door open and let the neighbors know I have somebody who does chores for me. The less the neighbors see you, however, the better it will be. I don’t want them asking questions about the boy and the girl they might see.”

“Okay.” It was hard to talk with the sexual stimulation going on in his back door.

“I don’t know your living situation, but if it’s all right you can spend nights here. Rod’s room is now yours. Let’s walk out front.”

They walked onto the front lawn. It was about two in the morning, and they stood, him in female underthings, her in her negligee, and looked down the street.

There weren’t many houses on the street, and there were a lot of hedges. The result was a lot of privacy.

The air was cool, but not cold.

She took him back to the pool area, then into the house. He had drunk most of the beer, and along with the earlier alcohol he had drunk he was feeling no pain.

“There’s one last thing I wanted to do with you tonight.”

“What’s that?”

“I’d like to use the strap on on you.”

“Oh, okay.”

“No. I mean that I wear it and you lay down and let me make love to you.”

He blinked. “Like, up my…you know?”

“Up where your butt plug is.”

“But…why?”

She was taking him up the stairs.

“It’s something I like to do. It helps me assert ownership over you. Once I’ve done this we will be irrevocably cemented.”

“Well, I don’t know. I mean…this whole butt plug thing is new.”

“I know, but consider this. When a man fucks a woman he think he owns her. In a way…he does.

“I want to do the same thing to you. I want to own you, and I want you to know who’s in charge here.”

“And it’s not going to hurt?”

“Did the butt plug hurt?”

“Well, uh…not really. Not too much.”

“It’ll hurt about that much. It’ll hurt for a second, but if you can just relax any pain will turn into incredible pleasure.”

“Really?”

“Really. So how about it?”

“Well…”

“Oh, goodie!” She reached down and took his chastity ball in hand and pulled. Helpless, but loving it, he followed her up the stairs.

They entered the bedroom and she told him. “Hop on the bed, baby. I’ve got to put on my dick.”

That sounded scary, but the way she was giggling it was fine.

She reached into a bottom drawer and took out a strap on. She buckled it on, then screwed a fake penis onto it.

Eddie watched her from the bed. He was on all fours, but turned so he could watch.

She grabbed a big jar of lube and moved between his legs. He could feel the plastic peter hit his thigh.

First, she took out the butt plug he already had in and tossed it aside.               He felt momentarily empty. He had only worn it for a half hour, and it was already a part of him.

She pushed a big glob of lubricant onto his ass and smushed it into his hole.

“Fuck,” he shivered, but it felt good.

She reamed him with a finger, and his nerves went crazy. If the butt plug had felt good, this was ten times better.

Two fingers, and she said, “Help me out. Push back. Fuck my fingers a little.

He wiggled his butt a little, then began screwing her fingers in earnest.

“Oh, yeah. Baby, you’re a natural. You’re going to love this.”

“It won’t make me gay, will it?”

“I hope not. You’re not gay now, are you?”

“No!”

“Then you’re fine.”

Three fingers, and she began to move them in and out.

Eddie groaned. This was incredible.

“Okay, honey. Are you ready for the ultimate thrill of a lifetime?”

“I guess so.”

“She moved into him slowly but gently. She wiggled and made sure the penis didn’t get hung up or jab him.

“Fu-u-uck!” he whimpered.

She grinned, and began fucking him.

Eddie pushed back, pulled forth, and she timed his movements.

He could feel his black, chastity ball hanging and moving, and his cock tried to get hard, and all it did was give him more sensations, make him hornier.

“How you doing, honey?”

Oh, God!” he moaned.

She laughed with delight, and kept pumping in and out.

For five minutes she did him, and it just got better and better. Then he felt like he was going to pee.”

“I have to pee!”

“Good. Let it go.”

“But…”

“Relax, honey. this is what we want.”

She wanted him to pee?

Still, it was what it was. He relaxed and the pee dribbled out of his cock.

But it was weird piss. It felt stringy, and even clumpy. But it came out. After a minute he stopped.

“Oh, whew,” he said.

Becky pulled out of him.

“Where you going?” he protested.

“You’re done.”

“What…but…” he stopped talking. He was confused. First she wants to fuck him, then she’s done. Just like that.

Becky put his butt plug back in and sat down next to him.

“Eddie, I was pushing on your prostate. That wasn’t pee, that was cum.”

“I came?”

“Yes…and no.”

“Well did I or not?”

“I pushed the semen out of you. You are drained, empty. Even if you jacked off you wouldn’t get anything out. You will feel extremely horny, however. Your mind hasn’t figured it out and still wants to cum. The next few days are going to be delightful torment for you.”

“I came.” He couldn’t understand it. He didn’t get it about the torment, but he would.

“Yep. And I’ll let you cum like that every week or so.”

“Will I ever get to come in you?”

“Maybe. I won’t say never, but you probably won’t want to. Once you get used to this type of sex you crave it, and you don’t want the regular stuff.

“Really?”

“Really.”

She smiled and kissed him.

END
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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

[image: ifem cov use.jpg]

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!


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

This is a steamy, rock and roll story about a straight man learning to walk on the wild side!


Big Stories
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The Were-Fem ~ RODNEY paid no attention when his parents said ‘Don’t go in the woods. He enters the woods and is captivated by a naked girl swimming in a pond. She takes him to a mysterious castle and he is…changed. By day he is a hard working lad, but at night he becomes something else!


Big Stories
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I Changed My Nephew into a Woman! ~ MARTHA gets a call from her sister, and is asked to look out for her nephew for a summer. She is not happy, but she talks to her friend, Daphne, and they start making plans. Then the nephew shows up, and they get the surprise of their lives. Chuckie wants something that only they can provide, and he is willing to do what they want to get it!


Big Stories
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Johnny Gets Taken Down ~ JOHNNY loves his wife, and he loves to cross dress. But when a Mystery Hacker takes over his computer and finds his hidden stash of selfies, his world comes undone. Johnny is forced to wear dresses, to wear a chastity tube, and even to make love to his Ex. But when the end comes it is something that Johnny never expected. The identity of the Mystery Hacker turns out to be the biggest shocker of all!


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

‘Feminizing the Panty Thief!’

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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