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PART ONE

“Oh, crap! Oh, no! What was she doing here?”

I leaned my head against the door, wishing I hadn’t even looked through the peephole. Which was odd, because the woman knocking on my door and leaning on my buzzer was a knock out.

I knew her name, Linda Burwell. And I knew she was a model…and a model for adult products. She was maybe five foot six and 120 pounds of pure sex. That’s a hundred pounds of calves and curves and buttocks and a tight waist and…twenty pounds of boobs.

“Open up, you little pervert!” She wasn’t yelling yet, but her voice was rising. I sure didn’t want to have the neighbors hearing her.

I put my eye to the peephole again. She was putting her beautiful blues to the peephole at that exact moment, and I flinched back.

God, that face, so perfect, her lips so red. I had actually spent some time on the internet searching for her ads, and when I had found them…oh, my God!

Instant boner. Just add Linda and…instant boner.

“Ha!” came her voice from the other side of the door. I saw the shadow in the peephole! You’re looking out at me! You’re in there! Now open this door or I’ll call the cops.”

Oh, my God! The cops! I could go to jail! In fact, it was a federal offense! I could go to jail for a lo-o-ong time!

Still, I couldn’t move.

“In fact, I won’t call the cops,” her voice, just her voice, was a turn on to me, “I’ll just bang on your door until the neighbors call the cops. how about that? Would you like that? Pervert?”

BANG! BANG! BANG! “HEY PERVER—“

I pulled the door open and stood revealed. “Please,” I begged, and the tears started pouring from my eyes.

She opened her mouth in surprise. Her sexy mouth. Those perfect, red lips. She had never expected to see me like this.

“You…you…” She blinked, her eyelids fluttering.

I heard a door open down the hall.

“Come in!” I begged. I had to get her out of the hall. I had to get her out of sight of the neighbors. Not because there was anything wrong with a girl knocking on my door, but because I had committed a crime…many crimes…and now she had caught me and I associated that with everybody catching me and being kicked out of my apartment and arrested and…oh, why did I ever do it?

But I knew why I had done it. I was sick. I was a pervert. I couldn’t help myself. I was like an alcoholic gambler that smoked. I was addicted…and on so many levels.

“What’s going on down there?” came a voice.

“Please,” my voice was desperate, and she grinned.

“You need help, miss?”

“Nah. The door locked on me.”

“Come in!” I whimpered.

“Oh…”

She came in.

I shut the door, put my back to it and made a moaning noise. Man, I was in trouble.

She kept walking, through the living room, glancing about, taking note of the books I read, the computer. The stacks of magazines with her on the cover.

She stopped and picked one up. Opened it to the center spread where she was centered, spreading. She fine legs open at an angle that revealed almost everything. Her breasts curved and pointing, the nipples upswept to turgid peaks. Her head lolled back with her luscious hair hanging down.

Her red lips open slightly, her eyes glinting, her expression one of ‘come hither, I really, really, really want you.

By now I was next to her. But what was there to say? I burbled and bubbled and nothing intelligent came out.

She grinned, closed the magazine and put it down. “So, you’re a fan.” Then she caught sight of the box on the kitchen table, already opened, the contents already in use, one me. “And a petty thief.”

“I’m sorry! It’s just that you’re so beautiful!”

She gave a delicate, little grunt. Her smile was a bit lopsided now, and she pushed past me and went to the table. She looked in the box. Nothing there but a little glossy tag, with a picture of the contents of the box, on it.

She looked at the tag. “I remember this. That was a great shoot. Lots of fun.”

She turned to me, looked me up and down, “And apparently you think it was fun, too.”

Caught, busted, I felt faint. I was going to be in prison. Wearing black and white stripes. Or greys, or whatever prisoners wore. I wasn’t going to be wearing what I had on now. I wasn’t going to—

Suddenly she grabbed my arm and turned me around. There was a mirror on the wall over the hutch, and we stood together.

She was in a ratty robe, well worn. I was in the contents of the box. A pale green, see through night gown.

She filled her robe with real boobs, large boobs, succulent boobs.

I filled mine with a cheap ass bra and breast forms. And not even panties. Just my hard cock sticking out.

“Do you really think you could look like me?”

I, of course, fainted. Dead away. It was all too much. Caught. Prison. Revealed as a pervert. My knees just buckled and I slumped down.

“Wake up?”

I was on the floor, and my life was over. Memories of her banging on my door, coming into my apartment and confronting me swarmed through my mind.

She had a paper towel, run under the water, and was patting my cheeks.

“Oh…” I looked up at her, kneeling next to me, her beautiful eyes, and my own eyes began to flutter.

“Come on. Don’t pass out again.”

I didn’t want to pass out…but I did. I was caught…

She slapped me in the face. “Wake up!”

I sputtered and made sounds, and she grabbed my nipple and pinched it and pulled it.

“Ow!” I found myself sitting up.

“Okay.” She stood up and looked down on me. “Now that your screaming meemies are over, get up and let’s talk.”

Slowly, I got to my feet. And I felt so dowdy next to her. Her curves, my fake curves. Her beautiful face. My lank hair and overgrown eyebrows.

While I had been unconscious she had actually ignored me, went through the kitchen and found some coffee. It was perking on the stove while I looked around, took a last look at my apartment, my beloved collection of Linda pictures, before they carted me away. I’d probably end up seeing a psychiatrist, labeled a sex offender.

“Sit down,” she said, as she sat down. I could see through the glass top of the table. Her legs crossed at the thigh, the tatty robe hanging so that one leg emerged, so perfect, so smooth and sexy and…

“You stare any harder and I’ll charge you. Now sit the fuck down.”

Yet, she was smiling.

Of course she was smiling. She had caught a pervert, and was going to put him in jail.

I staggered past her, opened up a cabinet and took down a bottle of bourbon. I put ice in a glass, bourbon, then filled the rest with Coke. I downed a huge gulp, one hand on the sink, then turned around.

I must have looked ridiculous to her. A man in a flimsy night gown. Fake tits.

Yet she wasn’t guffawing.

She tilted her head slightly in question, and I took the hint. I took my glass to the table and sat down opposite her.

She, with the fine form, her crossed legs, her flesh so…so beautiful.

And me, a fake crossdresser. My legs apart, my cock hard and exposed, my elbows on the table. And, of course, I started crying again.

She let me cry. I think she maybe even enjoyed my crying, but, eventually, she said, “Dry up, sweetheart. I’ve got to get to work eventually, and you’re wasting my time.”

I dried my eyes, kept snuffling, and asked, “What are you going to do?”

“Well, before I make a decision, let’s talk about you.”

“What…what about me?”

“Well, for starters, it’s pretty obvious that you’re a pervert, but the question is…how much of a pervert.”

I thought about denying it, but the proof was draped on my flesh. I thought about claiming it was the first time, but that would have been ridiculous. I had already seen her looking at the stack of empty Amazon boxes. Empty…and with her name on them.

“Do you like women? Or are you gay?”

“I’m not gay!” I spouted, finally showing a bit of spirit. Then, in a lower voice, “I just like to wear clothes”

“So you get all dolled up, and then you…what? Jack off?”

Dully, I nodded.

“Got to speak up, slick. Speak up.”

“Yes!” I pouted loud enough for her to hear.

“Good. And what is your name?”

“Jason,” I whispered.

“Eh?” she cupped her ear like an old man who was deaf.

“Jason,” I said more firmly.

“Well, Jason, second question. If you’re not gay, is it me…or is it the underwear?”

Now I was stuck, and the truth just sort of blurted out of me. “It’s you…and the underwear.”

“Me and the underwear,” she mused thoughtfully. Then, a chuckle, and: “I’ve had a lot of guys want to get into my underwear, but you’ve certainly taken that to a new extreme.”

“I’m sorry, I’ll never do anything like this again. I’ll…” as I mumbled out my apology my eyes were downcast, and I didn’t see her take her cell phone out of her big robe pocket.

I talked and talked, and suddenly realized I was hearing little ticking sounds. Real soft. Like a clock. I looked up and then jumped up. She was clicking madly away, recording my…my predicament.

“Hey!”

She stopped, “Now, Jason,” her fingers were still tapping the phone. “I’m not sure what I’m going to do to you. Ah, there we go, all uploaded.”

Aghast, I realized that she had uploaded the pictures she had taken of me. But…to the cloud? To Facebutt? Oh, no!

“Wait a minute! You can’t do that!”

She laughed. “You’re telling me I can’t do something that I already did? Jason…Jason.” She shook her head.

“But I don’t want anybody to know!”

“And they won’t, if you do everything and anything I say.”

She leaned forward and those magnificent mammaries nearly fell out. They bulged in the robe, and want to come out, and I even saw a bit of nipple. Not that I hadn’t already seen the excited tips pressing against the thin material.

“Now then, drink your bourbon and listen up.”

I sipped another giant gulp.

“On one hand, I am flattered. After all. You have gone to a lot of work to stalk me. Buying all those mags…I imagine your computer is full of me…”

I nodded.

“…and even wearing the very clothes I wear.”

She sat back and thought out loud, “You’ve been stealing my Amazon boxes, but it’s obvious you’ve been ordering my underwear on your own. You must have a pretty big collection by now.”

“I do,” I whispered.

“Show me.”

I stood up, took another giant gulp, and walked to the guest room in my apartment. Except it wasn’t a guest room. It was a wardrobe room. Half of the room had rolling hangers, and on the hangers were clothes. Lots of clothes. Dresses, negligees, wire hangers festooned with bras.

Linda’s eyes went wide. “Oh, my God! This must have cost a fortune.”

“I invented a computer software program.”

She walked down the row of outfits, fingered them, then turned to me. “I wondered why a geeky guy—and you are a geek, you have good skin and all, but you act like a geek—would be in in an apartment house like this, an apartment house that caters to models and actors and such.

She studied me for a long moment. Stared at me like she was memorizing me. And she was frowning. Not a big frown, just a little down curve of those magnificent lips.

Suddenly she walked back into the living room. She stopped in the middle of the living room.

More thinking.

I didn’t say anything.

She turned to me.

“Jason, I am more than impressed. On the surface, you look like a nice guy, but underneath…you’re a flaming sicko.”

My heart was sinking like the sun into the Pacific. I expected everything to turn to steam any second.

“But, here’s the thing. You have, in your own sick way, paid me quite a compliment. So, what do I do with you?”

“I’ll never do it again!”

“”Shut up,” she said conversationally. “Of course you’ll do it again. And again and again. That’s just who you are. To expect you to stop would be like expecting ice cream to stay frozen. It just ain’t going to happen.”

“What are you going to do?”

“Well, I could get you tossed in jail. I’m sure Spike and Bubba would be fine with that. But…that’s sort of a waste. I mean, so what if you jack off. Everybody jacks off. And you aren’t hurting anybody. So…is jail the place for you?”

I shook my head and mouthed ‘no.’

“So I’m not sure what I’m going to do. But I’ll tell you this…I’m going to do something.” She grinned. “After all, a stinky, little pervert shouldn’t be allowed to get away with it, right?”

“I’m not stinky,” I whispered.

She laughed, “As if your smell is all you have to worry about.”

Nothing I could say to that.

Suddenly she placed a soft hand under the line of my jaw. She held my head up and stared directly into my eyes. “No. Prison is not the place for you, and…maybe…” Suddenly she stopped wondering out loud and spoke firmly.

“Jason. You stay home today. You drink your bourbon, but not enough to pass out. And you keep those clothes on. If I come back and you’re not wearing these ‘duds,’ I will send those photos to the police.”

She whirled and pulled out her camera and snapped a couple of pictures of the pile of empty boxes. She stepped closer to them and focused on the name and address. Then she turned back to me. “Stealing mail is against the law. Big prison time for that. So you do what I say…and I’ll see you tonight. By tonight I’ll have made a decision. And, who knows, if you do exactly what I say you might not end up sharing your cell with a 300 pound convict with a big dick and an insatiable thirst for male pussy.”

With that she spun and walked out of my apartment.

That day was the worst day in my life.

I sat at my kitchen table and cried. My life was over.

Then I heard the door to her apartment open and close. I ran to the front window, stood on my balcony behind a big plant, and watched.

She strode down the street. One of the most beautiful women in the world. Hell. The most beautiful woman in the world.

I watched the sway of her perfect ass. Those round globes were downright celestial in their perfection.

When she crossed the street I could see her tits lightly jouncing. They were heavy and full and, again, so damn perfect it hurt.

On the far corner the Uber was waiting, and she slithered in on the driver’s side. I got a glimpse of those perfect gams.

I sighed, the Uber sped off, and my world crashed in on me again.

I had been stealing boxes from in front of her apartment, boxes filled with clothes, and now she had caught me. She must have wondered where her deliveries were going, and had seen me trotting down the hall with today’s box under my arm.

Damn! Damn! Damn!

I walked in circles.

I thought about throwing out the boxes, and wondered why I hadn’t already. I mean, why keep a bunch of empty, incriminating boxes?

But I had, and I don’t know why, and now she had lots of proof of my perversions.

My perversions. I had started cross dressing when I was a child. Twelve years old and I had discovered the joy of wearing my sister’s bras.

Oh, it started innocently enough. Just holding one of those wonderful garments up in front of my chest and…wondering.

But it had, once I discovered that such flimsy garments gave me such enormous boners, accelerated to a fantastic and uncontrollable fetish.

I collected bras. I wore them. I spewed my cock juices into the toilet endlessly.

I discovered panties, and the delightful way they never quite contained a man’s package. It seemed like my balls were always falling out the side, and my cock had nowhere to go, and it was so delicious and dirty and…I jacked off more.

Then, out of college and on my own, I began ordering things off Amazon. Money for my software was coming in regularly, and mounting up fast, and I could afford my kink.

Negligees, tummy shapers, shoes—I loved high heels—and hose and garters and even wigs and…and I grew my hair long to accommodate my filthy habit.

Sometimes I would spend a whole weekend just combing my hair in a feminine style, and wear my collection of slinky, kinky under things.

Then I had found this apartment, filled with movie stars and models, and therein lay the twist.

I could afford clothes. No problem. But to wear clothes that had been holding a pussy, or large, bountiful tits…it was something money couldn’t buy.

So I went to the laundry and occasionally scored a nit of underwear. And then Linda Burwell moved in.

Oh, my God. The perfect goddess. She was one of these people that looked as good in person as she did in a high fashion spread. That shiny hair, those blue eyes. The way she filled her clothes, her…her underwear.

She was a model, and she was also an underwear model. Sometimes I would see her in a catalogue for a high end department store, looking haughty with an eyebrow raised. And sometimes I would see her in a Playboy, or one of those other magazines, laughing as she flaunted her charms, tantalizing and teasing the horny boys of America.

And she was al-l-l over the internet. There was even a small cult following. A group of horny college guys had voted her ‘The Model They Most Wanted to be on a Desert Island With.’

And I lived right down the hall from her.

Hell, it was only a matter of time—seeing her in the elevator, down at the laundry, in the swimming pool, just walking across the street from my balcony—before I started focusing on her underwear.

The problem was she didn’t leave her clothes running in the laundry. She sat and read fashion magazines and wait for her laundry to cycle through.

And there were obviously no clothes lines in the apartment house.

But there were deliveries. Lots of deliveries. People who spend their time advertising for the public, or acting, frequently don’t like to go out, and there were boxes being delivered every day. Lots of boxes. And many of the boxes were delivered early in the morning. Before these late nighters got up.

But I was up. And one day I simply walked past her apartment, as if from picking up a newspaper, and nudged her box away from the wall and out into the hallway.

I stopped, glanced around, tried to act like I had just discovered an errant box, and picked it up and took it back to my apartment.

Three pairs of underwear. High cut. Thongs. Silky, soft, stretchy here and there…and perfect to encase her pubic mound.

And my cock and balls.

Oh, Lord. I wore those panties until they wore out. And my hard on was constantly poking out. In fact, I think my dick is actually what poked those panties to the breaking point.

And I stole another box.

I tried to control myself, to do it only once in a great while. But it was only a matter of time before she got suspicious from all the failed deliveries, and then she had looked out her peephole and seen me sauntering away with her dainty underthings.

I poured myself another drink. Then I went to the computer and fired it up.

If I was going to get thrown in prison, if this was my last day of freedom, then I wanted to spend it the way I wanted to.

I spent the day staring at digital images of the most perfect woman in the world.

And I kept changing my outfits, running through my great collection of Linda underwear.

And the whole while my heart was pounding. My cock might have been throbbing, but my heart was destroyed.

I was going to prison.

And, worse, in prison I wouldn’t be able to peruse the net for Linda, thumb through the magazines with her image, to wear the clothes that she had worn.

My life was over.

I waited, sitting on the couch, the TV on but not watching it.

Four o’clock passed. Then five o’clock. That was the come home time for most people, but Linda kept different hours. Models always had different agencies, different photographers, and sometimes she came home late, even after midnight.

And sometimes she came back home an hour after leaving.

So I sat on the couch and waited.

And I went out to the balcony and waited.

Then I came back in…I was a nervous wreck.

What was she going to do?

Had she already called the cops?

Were SWAT team members already lined up outside my door with battering rams?

Then I heard her door open and close.

I went to my door and peeked out. Her door was closed. She had received a couple of packages that day, which I dare not touch, and they were gone. She was home.

I wanted to run down and pound on her door and beg for mercy. I didn’t dare.

I was the helpless, hopeless victim here. I had to wait and see what punishment she deigned to deliver.

An hour passed. A slow hour.

What was she doing?

Didn’t she know I was going crazy?

Of course she didn’t.

Then I heard a knock.

I ran to the door, swung it open.

She stood there, an amused smile on her face. She walked in, brushed past me, and said, “Miss me?”

“Please…I’m sorry.”

“Oh, shush up with that.”

She walked into the kitchen, the bourbon was still on the counter, and she poured a Coke high.

“I don’t drink much,” she explained, sitting at my table. She was wearing sweats. Comfortable sweats. Grey. The logo on the front of her sweat shirt said, in pink, curly letters, ‘Pink!’

It was quite a contrast to me and my negligee and fake tits.

“Pour yourself one and sit down.”

“I…I…” I went and poured one. I mean, what was I going to say? She was here, and punishment would be meted out.

I sat down and she studied me. “Good skin. I like the long hair. You could use a bit of moisturizer, though. Have you ever heard of Andrej Pejic?”

“No.”

“I wouldn’t think so. He’s quite famous, you might have.” She shrugged. “You have any music in this place?”

“Only my computer.”

“Put it on low. We’re going to have some discussion, and we have to do some things…I like good music. Pentatonic is great. I don’t mind Karen Lovely. Better for partying, but that girl can warp a word.”

I put the computer to one my playlists and Shania started warbling.

“Oh, goodie!”

I went back to the table.

“Go get a towel. Scissors. Wet your head.” She pushed her chair back and turned it slightly.

Puzzled, I did so. I figured she was going to razor a legend on my scalp. ‘Pervert!’ Or maybe just shave my eyebrows.

I returned and she said, “Clothes off. All of them.”

Slowly, I slipped out of the negligee. I was glad. That was all I had worn.

“Bra and boobs. Let’s see your chest.”

I took off my bra and boobs. I was naked in front of her. My dick, of course, was like a rod. She ignored it.

“Sit down here, facing away from me.”

I knelt, and she placed the towel around my shoulders. She produced a comb from the little front pouch of her sweatshirt and began snipping at my hair.

“What are you doing?”

“Whatever I want,” she murmured. She snipped loose ends from around my ears. She began to run the comb up the back of my scalp, making little snip, snip, snips.

“Are you…are you making me look like a girl?”

“Isn’t that what you want?”

“I…no…I…”

“Better make up your mind, little perv. ‘Cause when I get done you are going to have the most wonderful set of locks.”

I sat there, cross legged like an Indian and she kept snipping. She didn’t take much off, just little bits and pieces. I felt that ‘hair raising’ sensation and didn’t know what to do.

A haircut was my punishment?

It didn’t seem right. Something was off here.

She moved my head back and forth, and her hands on my flesh made my cock harder than ever.

“You have one of those never say die cocks, don’t you?”

“What?”

“It’s called priapism. When a guy’s cock wants to stay hard all the time. Sort of cool, but it gets in the way, too. We’ll have to handle that.”

“I don’t understand.”

“We could make you wear a gaff. That’s a thing crossdressers or trannies wear to hide the salami. Or maybe we could just tie it down, but that’s always so cavemen. I knew one guy who wore a chastity tube. That’s probably the best, but…we’ll find out.

I was thoroughly confused. She was cutting my hair, talking about my weenie. I didn’t understand.

“Okay, turn your head this way…” she pressed gently and i went with the pressure.

KNOCK KNOCK!

I would have stood up, but she placed a hand on my shoulder and jumped up first. “Oh, goodie!”

She ran to the door and opened it. I was flustered all over. I was naked. It was my own living room, but, still…

“Linda! Baby!”

I couldn’t see who was at the door through her body, but she seemed very excited. She hugged and kissed cheeks, then turned and led the newcomer into the apartment.

He was slender, wore tights and a Russian style coat with two rows of gold buttons up the front. His hair was sleek, blonde and combed back, the flip done with style.

And he was wearing make up.

Not a lot, mostly eye liner and a bit of shadow, then he got closer and I could tell it was a lot. It was just so artfully applied it didn’t look so much like make up, but a healthy, robust glow.

“Hello, dahling,” he tossed at me, placing a large bag on the counter.

“This is Jason. Jason? Do you have a last name?”

“Thorne.”

The newcomer rounded on me and said in a very affected manner, “Ooh. Jason Thorne. How svelte.”

He was gay. Flaming like a flamethrower.

“Are you…”

He looked at me, a piercing look, and I could swear, he read my mind. “As gay as a kite in the summer wind, dearie. You aren’t a homophobe, are you?”

“Uh. No.”

“Excellent. And who has been doing what to your gorgeous hair?”

“That was me. Guilty. I just wanted to spruce him up. He was a rag, not deserving of your genius, and…” she shrugged.

“Well, you say the nicest things, and he does have sweet locks. I suppose I could go round and round with him.”

“Who are you?”

“La la,” he laughed. “Who am I…I have often wondered, but the birds in the trees tell me no secrets.”

“Jason, this is Estelle Harmonious.”

“You can call me Star,” he opened up his big bag and started rummaging. “I am in harmony with the stars.”

I figured out the meaning of words, but not much else. What was he doing here? Why had Linda called him? What was going on?

Estelle, AKA Star, turned from the bag. He held up clippers and a brush and looked like Edward Scissorshands.

“And if you eat your Cheerios and pray to Tinkerbell on a regular basis… you, too, will look like you are in harmony with the stars.”

With that, he advanced on me, grinning, smiling, chuckling, chortling, like a pixie on ecstasy.


PART TWO

It was difficult sitting still. He was gay. He was wearing make up. He was flaming, to say the least.

But he also wasn’t interested in me. Not in the slightest. He was interested, however, in fixing my hair.

If I thought Linda was fastidious in her hair cutting attentions, she was a butcher, a serial killer, next to the perfectionism of Star.

He put me up on a chair and took his time. He turned my head this way and that, his manicured fingernails as gentle as a wind. He snipped not locks, but individual hairs. And the raising of my hair on the back of my neck, I think they call it hackles on a dog, was extreme.

I mean, one second his made up face was peering into mine as he examined my hair as it hung over my forehead. The next second he was breathing into my ear, with soft, scented breath, as he layered my side burns.

“Oh, dearie. He does have the sweetest hair. So soft. He needs better shampoo, though.”

“I don’t think he even uses shampoo?”

“He doesn’t? And he still has this soft, furry mane? What gods have blessed him?”

Linda: “Do you think my comparison to Andrej was too much?”

“Not enough. With the right make up he will make poor Andrej jealous.”

“Oh, good.” She sighed in relief.

And he said: “Do you have the backing?”

“Plenty, if I can pull tonight off. But I can’t shake any of the others off contract.”

“You will. One show and the kiddies will be clamoring to break contract and lay before your sexy tootsies.”

I blurted, “Can you tell me what is happening?”

Star took my chin and turned my face to him. Up close, looking into my eyes so intently, he unnerved me, but, like I say, he wasn’t interested in me. He was just interested in my hair. “Dearie, children should be seen and not heard, and if you are a pleasant goose we will do better than tell you. We will show you.”

The music on my computer had gone from Shania to Nora and then to my favorite, Katie Melua, and back to Shania. Shania was singing ‘I Feel Like a Woman,’ and Linda and Star began talking about modeling. I just sat there, drifting in and out. It was very pleasant, and if I hadn’t been worried about going to jail—although that possibility was lessening—it would have been a very happy time.

I was still worried, however.

Finally, it was about nine o’clock, and Star stood back. “Voila, dearies!”

Linda came over and walked around me. “Oh, you are a genius.” She licked her lips. “We’ve only got an hour. Make up?”

“I will do the Star special. She will glow like the sunrise and little cherubs everywhere will giggle and play games. Go pick her out an outfit. Better change yours, too.”

An hour?

“What’s an hour?” I asked.

“You, dearie. So mind your Ps and Qs and life will be wonderful.”

He began to dig through that big bag of his, and he brought out little boxes. He opened the boxes and they were filled with squares of make up, brushes, tubes and vials.

“What is that?” I knew what it was.

“It’s make up, dearie. And we are going to—“

“I’m not letting you put that stuff on me!”

He frowned. “Don’t make me stamp my foot.”

“Stamp your foot all you want. I’m not letting anybody put make up on me.”

He frowned mightier, and called out, “Linda, dear. Somebody needs a spanking.”

Linda rushed out of the guest room. She was wearing nothing on top and underwear was slung over one forearm. “What’s the problem?”

“He doesn’t want to be beautiful,” Star gestured at the make up laid out on the table.

Linda bent her knees slightly and stared into my face. “Not one iota of shit. You will do what you are told.”

“But—“

“SHUT!”

I shut. I was almost crying again, but…what could I do?

Linda ran back into the guest room, throwing the under things draped over her arm onto a chair, and Star bent to my face again.

“You really shouldn’t be so silly,” he said. “Everybody wears make up. Actors live in it. Models, of course. But even politicians, anybody who wants to go on stage.” He was brushing my face with a little sponge and it was turning black. “Make up gives you color under lights, a glow of spirit when properly done. And I do it properly.”

Linda ran out of the guest room with a couple of skimpy dresses. One was open down the front. Cleavage to the belly button. The other one had no back. They both shimmied in the light. I remembered ordering them. They were expensive, but I had purchased them on special.

She asked me, “Do these fit you well?”

“Well, uh…” Here I was sitting naked while a gay person put make up on me, and I was getting embarrassed.

“Do they?”

“Yes.”

Star ignored my sudden flush of red and was applying some sort of primer to my face.

“You really need to use a better soap,” he mumbled.

Then Linda came out carrying garters and hose. She held them up for Star. “Yes?”

“Definitely.” He was dabbing something on my cheeks, rubbing it in with his thumbs. My hard on was very awake, and even gave an occasional little drip of pre-cum.

“Oh, Lordie,” he mumbled at one point. Then, he called out to Linda. “What are you going to do about his dripping?”

Linda rushed out, high heels in hand, and stared at my cock. My cock, of course, stared right back.

She looked me right in the eye. “I’ll blow him before we arrive.”

Star nodded. I gulped. I was going to get a blow job from my dream girl?

Linda returned to the guest room for one last time, and I managed to whisper, “Star. What is going on?”

He chuckled. Painted my eyelids. He had already trimmed my eyebrows and put mascara on me.

“It's money, and adventure, and fame. It's the thrill of a lifetime. And a long sea-voyage that starts at six tomorrow morning.”

“What?” I jerked my head to look at him and he pushed my face back to the position he wanted.

“Oh, you silly. That’s a line from King Kong. The original. Don’t you know anything?”

Linda came out and wasn’t carrying anything. “Okay. Time to start dressing him.”

“What is happening?” I asked weakly.

“He’s such a silly,” Star pronounced disdainfully.

“I’ll tell you in the Uber. Right now—“

“You’re going to Uber? With this delicate flower? Nonsense. I’ve got my car outside. Besides. I want to see this.”

“But…okay. And thanks.”

“For you, dearie, the sun and the moon,” Star smiled. “Now, be careful. I’m almost done, but I’ve got to pierce him.”

“Pierce me?”

“Shut!”

Star laughed.

While Star finished putting the finishing touches, which were mostly a touch up to my eye shadow and some lipstick, Linda slid garters up my torso.

“He does have a wonderful shape, does he not?”

“He does.” She pulled tiny, stretchy panties up my legs. She began rolling nylons, lifting my legs and telling me to relax.

Relax. I was being made into a freak. And she wanted me to relax? I swore to the Gods above that I would never look at an Amazon box again as long as I lived.

She fastened the nylons to the garter, then slipped high heels onto my feet.

“You really should have painted his tootsies.”

“We’re running out of time.”

“Alas. I suppose so. But I’ve got enough time to do his hands.”

“Oh, could you?”

My penis stuck out in the panties. Badly. “You better get your lips to work, honey.”

Linda sighed. “I want to wait as long as possible. I don’t want him recovered and sprouting out while we’re there.”

“I know Dickie Dixon, and he certainly isn’t going to care about a little chub.”

“Yeah, but look how big he is?”

“Bigger than Andrej, I’ll give him that. Hold still, Jason, honey. I’m going to give you some danglies.”

Then proceeded the moment that I would forever remember. A gay fellow pushing holes into my ears. He wiped with alcohol, I could smell it, moved the pin to position, and spick! I was pierced. I jerked a little, but, really, it didn’t hurt.

And, in the meanwhile, Linda pulled my panties down and put her mouth over my cock.

I gasped.

As I may have mentioned, she has the most perfect lips in the world. And they were red, my favorite color. And curvy and plump. And now they were around my best friend. Sucking, licking, while her hands played with my testicles.

Star went for my other ear. “Eat with your mouth closed, dearie. I can hear you gobble.”

Linda stroked me, her hand slithered up and down, and her touch was delicate.

And I was already turned on. But, and here is the cruel jest of all time, I couldn’t cum.

Star standing there, everything so weird, me going to prison…I couldn’t cum.

I wanted to. Lord knows I wanted to. That beautiful face, those gorgeous lips, I should have squirted from a mere look. But…I couldn’t.

Linda made gulping noises, watched me, but…

“Crap,” she finally said, raising her head. “You didn’t just jack off, did you?”

“No! I swear! I don’t know why…”

“It’s the elephant in the room, dearie. He’ll blow in the car. You can use the backseat, but you’d better not make a mess.”

“I won’t.”

Then Star said, “And you, young princess, if you don’t cum by the time we get there…I’ll blow you myself. And when I suck cock they stay sucked.”

I stared at him in horror. A gay man sucking on my cock? I actually felt faint.

“Okay. Dress.”

They pulled the yellow dress over me. My front was open and my pale skin shone.

“Stop sweating,” mumbled Star. He grabbed some powder and patted my chest.

“Oh, no…oh, no…” Linda worried.

“You shut, dearie. He’ll do fine.”

“But everything is riding on this! What if they ask him questions? He’s got no experience.”

“You just barge in and take control. I remember a meeting in Paris where you handled a room full of sissies. Me being one of them. You are…and you will be, mahvelous. Simply mahvelous. Now, come along Jason.” He said to Linda. “I’ll take the princess, give him some instruction. You bring his change.”

“Do you think he’ll need a change?”

“Nope. but better safe than sorry.”

Star took my hand with one hand, picked up his big bag, and led me towards the front door. Fortunately, I had pranced around in high heels quite a bit, and I didn’t fall on my face.

Into the hallway, and nobody was there, thank God.

“Now, when you walk, place one foot in front of the other, on a line, and let your hips swing.”

He demonstrated.

Confused, I followed him. I could hear Linda closing and locking the apartment behind me.

“Excellent, dearie. Now, remember to put the toe down first when you…” he continued talking as we navigated a short flight of stairs to the corner elevator.

“That’s right. And let your hands move like they are throwing flowers onto the ground, but you don’t want to be seen.”

We stepped into the elevator and Linda crowded in behind us. She was holding a bag and the second dress. She stared at me with a worried look on her face.

“If somebody offers to shake hands do it like this,” he offered me the ends of his fingers, adjusted my hand, and it was just a grip of the first knuckles type of shake. “And kiss women like this…” he air kissed first one cheek, then the other. “Now give Linda a kiss and let’s see how much you retain.”

Dutifully, aware of my cock sticking out under the dress, I did an air kiss to the woman of my dreams. She air kissed me back, and my heart was pounding. And my cock was pounding even harder.

“Very good, but don’t hold like a man. Just touch the forearms like this.” He demonstrated.

“Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck.” Linda worried.

Star rounded on her and glared. “Don’t you dare be negative! They’ll pick that up in a second!”

“I know, I’m sorry. But he knows so little and we’ve got so much riding on this.”

Star held her arms then, focused a grim look on her face. “Honey. You won’t fail. You never fail. And that’s why I’m banking on you.”

“Okay. Okay.” She gulped, and I was astounded to realize that she was now the nervous one.

Star turned to me then. “I should be yelling at you, but you are the child, the princess, and if you just put your nose in the air and realize that you can do no wrong…then you won’t.”

We stepped out in the lobby and headed for the front door. Star still holding my hand and dragging me along. Linda following and chewing on those beautiful lips and trying not to worry.

What the holy heck were they getting me into?

“My car is right down here. Jason, walk on a line and let your hands sing. Linda. Stop that. Okay. Let’s pile into the old hot rod.”

Star drove a big Lincoln. It was black and shiny and barely short of being a limousine. He opened the rear door and ushered us in. I crawled across the seat and settled in, Linda crawled in next to me, turned to me, and stared.

Star went to the front, opened the door, gave a toot of the horn, and swung into the Hollywood traffic. “Row, row, row your boat…” he chortled as he honked his way through the evening traffic.

We drove up La Cienega to Sunset and turned left. I stared out the window. Beautiful people sauntered along the Strip. We passed the Hustler store, then the Whiskey a Go Go. It was a hot evening and Star turned on the AC so high it was shortly freezing.

“Got to keep you from sweating, dearies.” Then he passed back a stick of roll on. “And this is extra insurance. Better get to blowing, honey. We’re going to be there soon.”

Linda wasted no time. She pushed me back and once again devoured my cock with her mouth.

Now, out from under the eye of Star, a bit more relaxed, even though I didn’t think I would ever completely relax, I felt my cock wake up.

She reached under my penis and grabbed my balls. She sucked and used her tongue and I was almost over the edge, when she suddenly reached a finger under and poked it right into my asshole. I gave a weird kind of a screech, and began to unload.

Spurt after spurt. A week’s worth of gism. Pulsing up the tube, out the head, and down into her throat.

She kept up with me, didn’t spill a drop, and then swallowed.

She raised her head and watched my cock. She gave another couple of licks when little drops oozed out, but, it was done. I had just received a blow job, a world class blow job, from the woman of my dreams.

She smiled, licked her lips, and looked at me.

It just burst out of me then. “I love you.”

She blinked. I was so sincere. There was no denying I had spoken from the heart.

“Oh, my,” came from the front seat. “If you don’t marry him I will.”

Linda didn’t say anything, however, and I suddenly felt embarrassment. I had emptied my heart out, but what right did I have?

She didn’t know me from Adam. I was just the stranger in the apartment down the hall.

Heck, I had really stepped into it this time. My dream girl, and I had probably insulted her.

We followed Sunset out past the big tall buildings and down the long straight. Past the lot where a sheik had supposedly burned his mansion down, and now smaller McMansions were being constructed.

Into Bel Air, the low mountains just above Sant Monica. These were the rich homes. Not just a quarter acre, but tens of acres, hundreds of acres, and three story mansions with swimming pools and tennis courts. We passed the Hannah Carter Japanese Garden and wound our way up the hillside. The big Lincoln crept through a couple of corners.

“We’re going to be late,” worried Linda.

“Fashionably,” agreed Star. At that moment he pulled up to a gate. He leaned out and waited.

“Yes?”

“Linda Burwell for Mr. Dixon.”

The gate began to swing back. Slowly, like they were jaws opening.

Star drove between the gates, around a drive with a brick wall on one side, and came to a parking area. Beyond the parking area was a house, which is to say a mansion that made other mansions look like outhouses.

Start hopped out of the car and opened the back door. Linda crawled out first, then me.

I stood in the warm night air and gazed at the abode in amazement.

Four stories. Columns. Tall windows. World class shrubbery. It was a Mediterranean motif, but incredibly large.

“This way,” Linda took my hand.

“Remember,” Star coached. “One foot in front of the other. If you are confused don’t say anything. Believe that anything you do is right and it will be.”

The sound of our high heels resounded as we came closer to the house, and we mounted a short series of wide steps. The doors were big double doors, and they were open. We simply walked in.

We were in a big front room, lots of furniture, stairs leading up to the second story in a curve against the wall. To the right I could see a billiards room., straight ahead, through a large opening was what looked like a kitchen. To the left was a dining room, and there were several men sitting and smoking cigars.

Star guided us to the room and we stepped down a low step.

There were six men, all sitting in comfy looking Queen Anne chairs. One woman was standing in a corner, peering out a tall window. Through the window I could see several young people playing a swimming pool. Light music drifted in from outside, and the young people looked high school age.

“Ah, Linda, and I see you have brought Estelle with you. Good evening.” He air kissed Linda, gave that fingertip handshake to Star, and then there was me.

He was slightly chubby, but I had the feeling it wasn’t all fat. The piercing look of his eyes told me that this was a man who didn’t let himself get fat. He had a thin mustache over his lips, and he was slowly losing his hair. He was wearing informal, sit around clothes. Worth a couple of thousand bucks.

“This is Jason. She’s the one I was telling you about.”

Suddenly, I was center stage. Without a script. No clue.

The man took my hand, in fingertips, and held it, and scrutinized me. He looked me up and down like I was a side of beef and he was a lion. It wasn’t long, but, man, was it thorough.

Then he smiled, a flash of teeth, “I’m Dickie Dixon, my dear. Quite pleased to meet you.”

I heard the breath woosh out of Linda, and realized she had been holding her breath.

“Come now, let me introduce you.” He walked me around the room. An arm linked in mine. “This rascal is Peter Parker. No relation to the real Peter Parker.”

Parker offered his hand, and I finger tipped it.

“This is Charles Wister. And this is…”

I was introduced all around. I reached the woman.

“And this lovely creature is my wife, Shiela. Shiela as one lovely creature say hello to another lovely creature.”

The woman wasn’t bad looking. A little heavy in the make up, the nose was slightly large, and she was wearing a very expensive dress that hung perfectly on her frame. I realized that she might be old, but she had once had a body, and a face. More important, she had power.

She took my left hand, Dickie was linked with my right arm, and she held it, and her eyes were like super magnifying glasses, examining every pore, every hair, all the way down to my grandmother.

She air kissed me, only on one side, and she whispered, “Exquisite.” then she backed away, gave a single nod to Dickie, and left the room.

Dickie led me back to where Linda and Star were standing below the stairs.

“Would you like a drink before we have our little chat?”

Star said yes and Linda said no. I shook my head in the negative. When Star received his drink he didn’t sip at all, which led me to believe he was just playing for time, slowing the proceedings down.

Then we were all sitting, chairs were pulled closer together, and a slight bit of chit chat commenced. How’s your dog kind of chit chat. I had the feeling everybody was observing, making subtle judgements.

Finally, fifteen minutes after we arrived, the real talk started, and it started in brusque fashion.

Dickie sat back, scratched under his chin. “Tell me, Linda. Why should we invest in you?”

Linda was ready. “I have been in the business for ten years. I have a resume not only in the modeling end, but in the production end. I have contacts with all major players.” And on and on. She just looked them all in the eye and talked.

Yet, these were obviously men who played power games. They sat and listened, but they were just feeling her out, gathering data.

“Star, I had heard you retired.”

“Oh, dahling, I never really retire. I just threaten to to make my price go up.”

There were chuckles at that, and suddenly I found myself on the crosshairs.

“Jason.”

I snapped my eyes to the man who had spoken. “We have never heard of you, yet Linda and Star trust you enough to bring you here. Tell me, why should we consider investing in Linda?”

Oh, man. Now I was stuck. I didn’t even know what was happening. Invest in what? Linda hadn’t told me, just rushed me along, and…and I had to say something. But…what?

Then Star cleared his throat. I glanced at him and he smiled. And I remembered his message: ‘If you just put your nose in the air and realize that you can do no wrong…then you won’t.’

I cleared my own throat, a million thoughts went through my head, and I blurted. “Because she can get the job done.” I looked at her. “I have never met a more forceful woman. I haven’t known her long, but she has given me such guidance as I have never known.”

I faced the men again.

They faced me.

And I believed. That’s the only way I can say it. Being made into a woman in an evening, what Star had said…Linda and he were playing a big game, and even though I didn’t know what it was…I believed.

I could feel it, the gentle sigh in the room.

Dickie chuckled. “If I didn’t know better, I would say it is true love.”

Everybody laughed then, and I looked down, embarrassed. And then I looked at Linda. She was staring at me with the most rapt expression.

Dickie turned to Star. “Estelle, I’ve known you for a lifetime it seems, and I want to ask you a serious question.”

“No other kind,” Star murmured with a tilt of his head.

“What makes you think Jason can compete with Andrej Pejic?”

There was that name.

Star moved over to me. “Observe the skin. This is not poor quality skin. And the face is perfectly adaptable to the male or the female. Jason is, gentlemen, the complete package, and in both the masculine and the feminine. I say this with confidence and as one who has worked with the wonderful Andrej.”

No sound in the room now.

Dickie turned to Linda. “Linda, my dear. You are asking us to bet a pretty penny on an unknown. What assurances do we have?”

Linda stepped forward and linked an arm in mine. “Jason is under an ironclad contract to me. It cannot be broken. Jason will get rich, but he will do it with me.” She turned to me, “Jason, are you happy with our arrangement.”

What else could I do. I gulped and said, “Very happy.”

Arrangement? Ironclad contract? What the fuck was going on? And what had I committed myself to?

“Well then, are there any other questions?” Dickie looked at the other businessmen. He smiled at Linda and I and Star. “Then let me walk you out.”

We said good bye graciously, ascended the stairs, and he walked us to the front door.

At the front door Linda asked, “When can we expect to hear from you?”

“Oh, you’ve already heard from us.”

We all looked blank.

He chuckled. “My wife gave the nod before she retired.”

We blinked, and he laughed, then he air kissed Linda, shook hands with Star and I, and that was it. The door closed, we retreated, and sat in the limo.

“Whoa. That was intense.” For a change, there was no affectation in Star’s voice.

“We’re going to do it.”

“Yes, we are.”

And I asked, “What are we going to do.”

Linda and Star started to laugh then. And they laughed harder and harder until they were literally rolling around on the seats.

I just sat there and wondered if they had gone coocoo.

Finally, Star started the car and started down the drive.

Linda, still chuckling, sat next to me. She put her hand on my thigh and leaned up against me, just like we were boyfriend and girlfriend.

“The modeling business has been great for me, and I’ve gotten rich. But there is rich, and there is rich. Add to that the fact that I will eventually come to the marketability of my good looks, you will understand why I am about to quit the biz.”

I actually felt my heart sink. “Quit? Like…no more lay outs.”

She studied me with a lopsided smile.

“I have decided to replace myself with you.”

“Me?”

“Yes. At first I thought you were just a pervert. But when I took the time to study your face, your skin, and the way you move, I realized that you could be the next Andrej Pejic.”

“Who is Andrej Pejic?”

“Andrej is an androgynous model. He can portray either sex. He has become quite famous, and has spearheaded a whole new look.”

“You want me to be…androgynous?”

Star laughed. “You already are. Now you just have to make money out of it.”

“So I am starting a modeling company, and it will be niche at first, transgender, but with you I can advertise to either sex. So I really have three models in one. Male, female, and…in between.”

“But…but…what if I don’t want to be a model?”

“Then you can quit, in five or six years. By then I’ll have made enough money to pay back our investors, and you can go live in a shack in the desert. If that’s what you really wish.”

“I can…” I stopped talking.

Star: “It's money, and adventure, and fame. It's the thrill of a lifetime—“

I finished, “And a long sea-voyage that starts at six tomorrow morning.”

“Absolutely,” he grinned in the rear view mirror at me.

“And this iron clad contract?”

“Yes, well, I did stretch, but I’m betting on something.”

“What?”

“I’m betting that you aren’t just a pervert, that you really do have feelings for me.”

“You should have heard yourself, Jason,” chimed in Star. “You declared everlasting love for Linda tonight, and in front of men who know a contract when they see it.”

I sat there, stunned by what I had heard. It had all been so fast, so crazy, yet…

“So how about it, Jason. Would you like to work for me? Make a million dollars?”

Heck. I had a million dollars. The question was…did I want two million dollars.

And I did.

But, more, I wanted Linda. I wanted to talk to her, to be with her, to come home to her. I wanted to feel her breasts against me, and her lips on mine. I wanted to go dancing. Skiing in the Rockies. I wanted long vacations in the Caribbean. Just us.

“Well, we can certainly discuss it. Why don’t you pick me up tomorrow and we can go out and you can tell me what I can do that will make you a happy woman.”

“Whoa,” blurted Star. “I felt that one.”

Linda turned to me, stared at me. Then she placed a hand around my neck and pulled my face closer to hers. We just sat there, face to face, looking into each other’s eyes.

Then she kissed me, softly, gently, with her eyes closed.

It was an experimental kiss, one that asked whether she wanted to pursue this. She pulled back, and the look in her eyes said that she did.

I said, “And one other thing…”

“Yes?” her breath was warm on my cheek.

“I may need a bit of practice being a female. Perhaps I should be a woman tomorrow night.”

She pulled me to her again, kissed me again, longer, more passionate, and when we parted she was gasping. Hell, I was gasping.

And she said, “Yes. Perhaps you should.”

END
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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!
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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 learn to be a female model…and much, MUCH more!

The Whisper of Flesh


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!


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

‘I Made Him into a Female Model!’

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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