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PART ONE

“I’m sorry! I’ll never do it again!” I was almost sobbing.

The woman in front of me was tall, statuesque, large bosom, long hair done up in a french style. Her lips were red, and likely very sensual. Right now, however, they were in a firm line, a disapproving expression, and I knew I was in trouble.

“Yeah, right,” grunted the security guard. He was a big, buff fellow, and he had a smirk on his face.

The woman tapped her foot, and I couldn’t help but notice the curve of her calf in her toe tapping high heel.

“No, really, I’ve never done anything like this.”

“So why did you?” Her voice was a contralto, deep for a woman, but somehow sexy for that. It gave her authority, a presence of command.

“It was a dare. Some guys dared me.”

“Where are these guys?”

“They split when I was caught.”

“I didn’t see anybody,” said the guard, almost a snicker.

The woman frowned, but this time I thought the frown was for the guard, perhaps because he had interrupted her.

“Ed. Step outside for a second.”

He looked at her, and it was obvious he didn’t want to go outside. He was enjoying my humiliation too much.

She looked at him, however, and in that look was…command. She was in charge and knew it.

Ed said something, sort of a surly, ‘yes, ma’am,’ and exited the room.

We were alone, and I looked around desperately. As if for a way out. But there was no way out. They had me on camera, and the security guard had managed to snag my wallet, which sat on the desk just six feet in front of me.

Might as well have been a thousand miles away.

The woman sighed. She pursed her lips.

Her office was clean, tidy, except for the boxes of what I figured were returns in the corner. There were potted plants in two of the corners. Her desk was polished. A file cabinet, one of the expensive wood kinds, was behind her desk.

The bra I had tried to shoplift was on her desk.

White. Flimsy. Small cup because, let’s face it, I didn’t have boobs. The benefit of being slender, and a man, I had no mounds.

But right now I didn’t feel like much of a man.

I had been caught red-handed. Ed had been watching me from behind a column when I stuck the bra into the pouch of my hoodie.

The woman suddenly turned, walked around her desk, sat down in the plush swivel chair.

“Please,” I begged. “I’ve never done anything like this.”

The woman leaned back in her swivel. She folded her arms under her boobs, which sort of pushed them up a bit, and I gulped. Even in this situation my life long fascination with strong women came to the fore.

She leaned forward, picked up a name plate and presented it to my eyes. “My name is Mrs. Turner.” She lowered the name plate down to the polished wood, sat back and folded her arms under her breasts again.

“Mrs. Turner. Please, let me go. I’ve never done anything like this, and you’ll never see me again.”

She listened to me blather for a long minute, then held up a finger. A very sexy, red tipped finger, the nail like a little coffin, extended a quarter inch beyond her fingertips and so red…red…red.

I shut up.

She sighed again, cleared her throat, and said, “Lift up your hoodie.”

“What? Why? I don’t think I should…what does that have to do with anything? You can’t make me do that…”

I went on and on, and even as my words fumbled and stumbled and fell out of my mouth, a small, ever so small, smile quirked across her red lips.

Under the force of that so small smile my words came to a stop. She was looking at me in such an odd fashion, like she knew.

But she couldn’t know! How could she know? She was just…guessing!”

“Lift up your hoodie or I will call Ed back in here and make you.”

Turning an even brighter shade of red, I reached down for the bottom of my hoodie, I began to lift it. A couple of inches. I dropped it.

“There. I did it.”

“Do you go by the name of Charles?”

“My friends call me Chuck. Can I leave now?”

“I will call you Charles,” she spoke firmly, laying down the law. “And, Charles, if you don’t lift that hoodie all the way, and show me what is on your chest, I will not only call Ed, I will summon the police and you will spend an uncomfortable night in jail. Maybe Bubba will get to know you. Maybe the newspapers will get wind of you. Maybe they’ll just put you in a cell with others of your perverted ilk. But, whatever, you can avoid all this unpleasantness if you simply do what I say.”  Her voice firmed up then, and that sexy contralto became a harsh order. “Now lift up your hoodie!

Moisture was actually squeezing out of my eyes as I lifted the hoodie up.

My bra was instantly visible. White against my olive skin. The cups were the smallest for that bra, and yet there was a bit of sag to them. I just didn’t have the fillings.

I small sob slipped out of my throat.

Behind her desk Mrs. Turner nodded. Satisfied, proven right.

“I’m sorry…I’ll never…” my words stopped and I just stood there, utterly shamed.

“An Empreinte Cassiopee Seamless Embroidery Bra. Catalog number 07151. You have good taste, $200 taste.”

“I’m sorry,” I repeated for the nth time. “I’ll pay for it.”

“And you have $205 dollars?”

“Uh…”

“And how many other items of my lingerie have you pilfered?”

“Nothing! I swear!”

“Lower your shorts.”

I could hear my heart pounding, I was starting to feel like this wasn’t happening to me, that somebody else was in my body.

“Please…please…” I whispered.

“Now.”

I fumbled with my buckle, managed to undo it. I undid the button and the zipper. I lowered my shorts.

“Oh, my God. That’s a Saks Kiki de Montparnasse! Their Coquette Floral Lace Briefs! That’s $240!”

I didn’t say anything. I just hung my head and tears rolled down my cheeks. I was busted. I was going to get arrested. I was going to get kicked out of college. And my parents…my parents would find out!

I stood there, thinking these things, and heard a click. I looked up. She had taken my picture with her cell phone. I quickly pulled my pants up and my hoody down.

She chuckled. “I’ve already got you on the security video. And my computer  is recording this,” she motioned to the computer on her desk. “But this is just for me, to enjoy in an off moment. Now, talk to me. I want to know when you began cross dressing. I want to know what it is about women’s clothes that excites you. I want to know everything.”

“But…but…”

“If you tell me everything I might not call the police. But don’t lie. If you lie the deal is off.”

The deal? What deal was she talking about?

“Now, when was the first time you put on women’s clothes?”

Thoughts of a deal were pushed out of my head, I had no choice, I had to talk. No matter how bad it felt, if there was a chance I could get out of this…

“I was in sixth grade. I was spending the night at a friend’s house and his mother had left the wash out. And her bra was sitting there.”

“Was she well endowed?”

“Huh?”

Mrs. Turner spoke impatiently, not pleased with me hesitating. “Did she have big tits?”

“Yes.”

“How big?”

“Real big. She was a bit overweight and her…her breasts were—“

“Call them tits. Or boobs. Or whatever. but stop being polite. When it is just you and me I expect you to act normal. What do you usually call tits?”

“Tits. Or boobs. Or ta tas. Sometimes I call them…”

She held up a hand. “Tits or boobs will do.”

“Okay. Tits.” I didn’t even know what I was saying at that point. This woman was so confusing.

“So what did you do with your friend’s mother’s bra?”

“I snuck it out to my sleeping bag, stuffed it in the bottom. Then, when I got home, I…” I was slowing down.

“Speak up. Speak directly to the point and don’t mumble.”

“I took it home and…and I wore it.”

“And how did that make you feel?”

“I don’t…”

“Did you get an erection?”

My mouth opened and closed a couple of times. This was getting difficult. “Yes.”

“A big erection? A hard erection? Bigger than normal?”

“Yes,” tears were starting to flow again.

“Stop crying.” Then she said something weird. “Crying makes mascara run. Did you jack off?”

“I, uh…”

“For Heysoos sake, did you stroke your dick until it squirted!”

I began to sway. She watched me, she opened her mouth, and then I just sort of lost focus…

…and came back to reality on the floor. I was half sitting, and she had one arm around me and was holding a paper cup of water to my lips.

I was aware of her boobs pressing against me. She was slender, but her tits were bigger than my friend’s mother’s.

“Okay, you’re all right now. Breathe a little bit. That’s it. Relax, take some more water.”

Sitting there, sipping, I had the strangest feeling. Mrs. Turner was so close to me, I could feel the heat of her body. I could feel her breasts. Her tits, nice and firm.

It felt like, and you’re going to think this is weird, she felt like my mother. Caring and kind and considerate. Even though she had just embarrassed me so much I had passed out.

But, come to think of it, that’s the way my mother was. No nonsense, but when the boo boo happened she was right there. Taking charge. Helping me out of my tough spot.

But I didn’t see how Mrs. Turner could ever help me out of the spot I was in now.

“Are you ready to stand up now?”

I nodded. I couldn't look at her.

“Okay. Here, sit here.” She pulled a chair into place in front of her desk while she helped me stand. I was wobbly, but she pushed me back and I sat down.

Oddly, I was somewhat relaxed. I had passed the peak of mortification. I had gone as far as I could go, and there was nothing else but to relax. The universe would play out, I would go to jail, and I would have to figure out how to live life after that.

A convicted sex offender.

Well, maybe that was too strong, but my little shoplifting, crossdressing adventure would be in my official records.

Miss Turned went back around her desk and resumed her seated position. She was watching me, but now she was smiling. Just a little smile, but it was wry and went all the way into me.

Man, had I fucked up, or what?

“Charles,” she said. “I need a crossdresser.”

Everything that had happened went away. The world suddenly did a two and a half gainer…and landed on its head.

“I…what?”

“Oh, I could call the police, ruin your life,” she waved her hand as if my life was inconsequential. “You would have to explain to job interviewers how you came to be wearing women’s clothes in a high fashion department store. “But your little perversion actually fits into my plans.”

I goggled, and when I say goggled, my eyes were as big as an owl’s watching a mouse dance a jig in front of it.

“You see, I have a problem with shoplifters.” She smiled, “And what better way to catch the shop lifters than to set a shoplifter after them.”

My eyes were fluttering, uncontrolled, what was she saying?

“Now, the real problem is that the shoplifting is happening in women’s departments. We lose a couple of thousand a month in high end bras, corsets, lingerie…and it has become a serious problem.

“Why not hire a girl?” I don’t know why I was objecting, this thing was just so bizarre.

“Because a girl does not have the command authority necessary. A girl is less willing to stop another girl. A girl is less likely to call Ed over for the restraint.”

“So you want me, because I know about shop lifting, to catch shoplifters.”

She nodded, and dropped the final bomb. “And you will, of course, if you are in women’s wear, have to dress like a girl.”

Talk about rising from the pits of despair to the heights of ecstasy. I had been truly in the pits, thinking that my life was over, hating myself for my kink, and now…now my perversion was a ticket.

We talked for a while then, and she checked my knowledge of how to conduct myself like a woman. What did I know about make up. What were the different ways that women moved, as compared to men.

And, we talked about lingerie. What the expensive items were, how to detect when a woman had a bulging purse, or had tried to stuff extra panties into her…panties.

Oddly, though I didn’t know a lot, Mrs. Turner seemed satisfied.

“Don’t worry. It’s a learning experience, and you’re probably more qualified than most people. Besides we can always train you. There are classes on make up, fashion, and so on. We even have access to a modeling course at the college. We could put you in there. A few weeks of walking with the women and you’ll be able to fool anybody.”

Well, maybe. Then I had a thought. “What about Ed? He arrested—“

“Held you under your own choice.”

“What?”

“Good security guards never touch. They use presence and make the person believe they have to follow orders.”

That was something to think about, but I wasn’t finished with the idea of Ed.

“But Ed knows I was shop lifting. Won’t that be…weird?”

She smiled. “Let’s see how well you think on your feet.” She called out, “Ed!”

Ed must have been right outside her office. The door opened and he popped right in.

“Ed, meet my nephew, removed a few times, Charles. Charles, shake hands with Ed.”

I stood, tried to cover my confusion, and we shook hands.

“Ed. I’ve been bad. But I’ll be honest with you. I asked Charles to come test out our systems. He managed to pilfer a couple of items, but as soon as you saw him…” she smiled, “Well done, Ed.”

“Oh, uh…yeah.” He grinned. It was a bit strained, but it was there. He was adapting, and the fact that he was trying to come to speed gave me courage.

“I thought I was doing good. How’d you catch me so quick, Ed?”

“Uh, well, I just sort of have a nose for this stuff.”

I stifled a chuckle. Ed had presence, he could get a shoplifter to hold still for the cops without touching them, but the nose thing? Hmm.

“This test has been so successful that I want to use Charles on a permanent basis. As you know the girls we’ve hired haven’t been too successful, and I think, if we dress Charles up as a girl—Charles, is that okay with you? We haven’t talked about it much…do you think you could handle dressing like a girl for a few hours a day?

I pretended a bit of reticence. “Well, wow. I mean, I guess I could. But…I turned to Ed, I don’t want anybody to think I’m a sissy or something.”

“Oh, no, no,” Ed reassured me.

I turned back to Mrs. Turner. “I know you need the help, Auntie,” Mrs. Turner blinked. I got her with that one. “I guess I could try it.”

“Okay, then that’s settled. Let’s start you in a week. That’ll give us time to…outfit you.”

“Learn how to be a girl. Wow. Weird.” I looked at Ed and he had a look of commiseration on his face. In truth, he was totally confused. I turned back to Mrs. Turner. “Should I report to Ed?”

“No, no,” Mrs. Turner gave a wave of her hand. “Ed doesn’t want to be bothered with female stuff, right? Ed?

“Uh, no. No, ma’am.”

“So just…I guess report to me. Ed, why don’t you take Charles around and show him your department. He’s going to have to know where everything is, and Charles, report to me tomorrow morning. Eight o’clock. We’ll start your training. I’ll put you on the payroll then, but your official anti-shoplifting duties will start next week. Everybody okay with that?”

Ed and I both nodded.

“Okay,” Mrs. Turner stood up and came around her desk. She took my arm and indicated Ed should go in front of us. “Then everything is working out, and we should catch some really bad shoplifters.”

We reached the door, Ed went through, and before he could turn back, Mrs. Turner cupped my ass cheek. Startled the hell out of me. I mean, she really goosed me, and it wasn’t one of those athlete’s patting each other on the ass things. It was a grab your sexy cheek and squeeze.

I managed not to jump, and when I turned around Mrs. Turner had no expression on her face, but I could see it in her eyes. She had enjoyed that.

“Tomorrow, Charles. Ed, I’ll see you later.”

And that was it.

Ed walked me around the store, showed me the exits, how to get through the warehouse, shortcuts, and other things.

Actually, he was a pretty good guy, when he wasn’t arresting you. He had a sense of humor, liked his job, and actually knew a heck of a lot. Just in that short half hour I learned all sorts of things about how shoplifters conduct themselves.

And, the whole time I had a boner. Well, of course. I was still wearing my bra and panties. And in the coming days I would be wearing more articles of clothing. And…make up.

Crap. I had never tried make up. I just wanted to wear a bra and panties, get a little horny, and masturbate. But… make up?

Oh, well. In for a penny in for a pound.

After half hour Ed told me he’d see me later and I left.

I exulted. I was a working man. And I was going to get paid for my kink. And the thought of working with Mrs. Turner…it was sort of exciting. She was funny, sexy, and…and I almost swooned thinking about how she had had her arm around me, how she had cared for me after I had fainted.

I returned home, broke my budget by having a Coke and pizza, and just laid around, thinking about how this was all working out.

I was going to be a paid pervert.

The next morning I was bright and early, waiting at her door when Mrs. Turner showed up.

She smiled, and was looking extra sexy this morning. It made me almost feel like she had dressed up for me.

We sat in her office for a while and chatted about what I was going to have to do, then she escorted me to the second floor salon. I walked into a professional beauty salon, and gazed around in wonder.

“Annie, this is Charles. He’s the one I told you about.”

Annie was a beautiful woman, and she smiled at me. Brunette, bright, blue eyes, her hair was perfectly done. I studied her make up, perfect, and I realized that that was what she was going to do to me. She was going to make me beautiful.

“Hi, Charley. Can I call you Charley?”

I didn’t like Charles, and Chuck was not right for the job, so I just nodded.

“Excellent, oh, let me look at you.” She walked around me, studying my skin color, the way I held myself. She leaned close and touched my cheek and looked at my eyelids. “Perfect. We can do this. He’s already got a soft look. We’re going to have to—Charley, Im going to give you some lotion and I want you to apply it every day. To your whole body. It will make you softer and smoother. Very feminine.”

“Okay.”

“What about a dress?”

“I’ll bring a couple over.”

“What about his tits.”

I blinked. It was new to me…girls just referred to their breasts as tits. Suddenly the word stopped being sort of kinky and sexy and just became…a word.

And I realized how little I knew about how girls thought and acted. Man, I had a lot to learn.

“I’ve got some breast forms in mail order,” then Mrs. Turner grinned, “Or maybe we could just get implants.”

Annie giggled. How would yo like that, Charley? A big, old set of boobs for real?”

I grinned, but…it was a nervous grin.

I wore clothes, the idea of going transgender…that was…weird.

“Okay, let me fix his face.”

Mrs. Turner left me in Annie’s capable hands and headed for the dress department.

Annie put me in a chair and began prepping my face She moisturized me and primed me, and explained what she was doing.

“Priming fills in imperfections and foundation is the canvas. Now, when we put on the blush and the eyes, you are going to be one popping babe.”

“Really?” I asked. I was just talking, stunned, and just filling space with my words.

“Really,” she responded. “You have delicious skin. A little clean up and you could be a model. And your hair. I sometimes think that men’s hair is better for styling than women’s.”

“Really?”

“For real.”

She put eye shadow on me, and lipstick, and man, that was weird. The feel of that waxy stuff. I suddenly knew how a paint roller felt.

About that time Mrs. Turner came back with an armful of dresses.

“I was going to do his nails…” nails? “…but I can wait.”

“Excellent. Charles, come along.”

Like a puppy I followed her into the back room. She closed the door and said. “Strip.”

I stripped, down to my bra and panties. And there was the problem. I had a massive boner.

I turned away from Mrs. Turner, my face red, and said, “I’m sorry, I don’t know what to do.”

She put a hand on my shoulder and pulled me back around. My hands crossed in front of my pride.

She took my hands away and looked down at me.

“Well, you certainly are a healthy…girl.” She giggled. “Now what are we going to do with that?”

“I’m sorry, I don’t…”

She moved forward, pulled my panties down and grabbed my cock.

I gasped. Her hands were firm, but soft. She began to stroke me. “Now don’t expect me to do this all the time. You should get yourself off before work. And I can look into other methods of…cock control.”

“Oh,” I was already half way there. Well, who wouldn’t be? Dressed in sexy lingerie and a beautiful woman stroking them.

He watched me, my knees grew weak and my mouth opened.

“Your pre-cum is dripping. Almost there?”

I nodded.

She used her other hand to rub my knob. Stroke and rub, and her face was close to me, intimate, kissing close, but I didn’t dare. This was…this was…

“Ahh!” I almost fell down. White hot pulsings filled me. My heart pounded, and I shot my seed.

She aimed my dick right into a wastebasket. “There we go.” And, her being so close to me, feeling the heat of her body, let alone the heat of her hand aiming my dick, I was again reminded of my mother.

Oh, my mother wouldn’t have jacked me off, but there was just a warm, motherly feel to her.

My dick dripped it’s last drop, and she let go. “Put that big thing away,” she grinned.

I tucked my cock into my panties, pulled the panties up tight, and was good to go.

She slid a pair of breast forms into my bra, and stretched the bra. “Darn, I’m going to have to get you a bigger bra.”

“Smaller breasts?”

“Boobs make the woman,” she responded. “I don’t want there to be any doubt.

She helped me put on a dress, then stood back and inspected me.

In the mirror on the back of the door I could see myself, and I wasn’t too bad. I still had male hair, but my face was definitely feminine. My shoulders weren’t too wide, but my hips were a bit too slender.

“Excellent,” she mused, then: “We can get you some padded panties to bring your hips out, and…we need to do your hair. And your nails…yes. Go back to Annie and tell her hair and nails. Then come see me.”

I nodded and headed off across the store, and realized it was now open.

Oh, my gosh! People. Not a lot, but I was still recognizable as a boy, sort of, or a girl, sort of. Definitely half in between.

So I made a few detours, avoided people, and wound up in Annie’s chair again.

Her assistant, Anita, was there. She was a young, black girl, long nails, a sassy look, and quite the body.

“He’s the new store detective,” giggled, Annie. “You want to do his hair or his nails?”

“I’ll take the hair. He’s got good hair.”

“Okey dokey.”

They went to work. I was leaned back and my head rested on the lip of a sink. Scrub, scrub, shampoo and conditioner, brush brush, hair dryer. It was, I know I keep using this word…weird. And it was also sexy. Having two woman working over me, their breasts brushing against me, talking to me as if I was one of them, it was boner time.

Crap! I had just been masturbated, and here it was again. The steel rod itself.

Annie didn’t seem to notice, or maybe she was just polite.

But Anita actually brushed her hand against my crotch, and then, she would do things like put a comb down on my lap, or a brush.

And the look in her eyes. She knew what she was doing.

“So you’re the new security girl?”

I nodded.

“How’s it feel dressing up like a girl?”

“Kinky,” I answered honestly.

She plopped a hairbrush on my cock and I actually grunted with surprise.

“I had a cousin who was into cross dressing…”

“I’m not normally…”

“He loved to wear the dresses, and his mama was always catching him in the bathroom, playing with himself. Maybe I should say herself.”

I didn’t say anything. Annie was up front talking to a customer while my nails dried.

“You gonna play with yourself?”

“What?” I squeaked, turning red.

“All guys play with themselves. ‘Specially if they dressin’ up. You play with yourself?”

I glanced around, Annie was still talking.

“You want, I’ll play with you. I like playin’ with dick.”

I was officially speechless.

“Annie go to lunch and we go in the backroom and you won’t have to masturbate yourself.”

“I…I…”

“Don’t you go gettin’ embarrassed now. We’re all grown up around here, and I be glad to do you a favor.”

Annie came back, and inspected my make up. “He looks a bit…flushed.”

“He’s a guy. Guys always flushed.”

“Hmm.” She turned back to see to another customer.

Anita whispered to me, “…when they think about sex. You thinkin’ about sex, Charley girl?”

An hour later I reported to Mrs. Turner. I had quarter inch nails, ovals, bright red. My hair was bobbed and my figure…well, suffice it to say that there was not one feminine thing about me. The girls had really done a job on me.

“Excellent,” she smiled from behind her desk. “I brought you some more clothes, other things you might need.” She nodded towards the side and I saw a small mountain of boxes and bags.

“Oh,” I blurted.

“What?”

“It’s…a lot.”

“Girls have to have enough clothes.”

“Yeah, uh…”

“What.”

“Nothing. I guess I can…my friend’s got a car. I’ll borrow it and take this stuff home.”

“You don’t have a car?”

“No, ma’am.”

She frowned. “Heck, my car is downstairs.” She tossed me a fob. “The black BMW in the corner of the ground floor. Load up and let me know when you’re ready to go.”

“Really?”

“Sure.”

She smiled, and I started taking armfuls down to the parking garage. Her car was a late model, real fancy, and I loaded it up. Fifteen minutes later I was ready to go, and she accompanied me to the garage.

“I appreciate this, Mrs. Turner.”

“No big deal. I like to get out of the office.” Our voices were echo-y in the stairwell. She was ahead of me and I couldn’t keep my eyes off her shape. She was so well put together. And so confident.

We approached her car and she thumbed the fob. Beep. “You don’t mind riding in the trunk, do you?”

She spoke conversationally, and I slowed down. “What?

She circled to the driver’s side, grinned over the top of the car at me. “Just kidding.”

“Oh.” Kidding. She grabs my ass, tells me to ride in the trunk, and she’s just kidding. I suspected there was more to Mrs. Turner than met the eye. My suspicions were proved right as she left the garage and headed down the street.

“Of course, I’m not always kidding.”

I was silent, staring at her as she slid her beautiful hands over the wheel. “Sometimes I can be a little…nasty.”


PART TWO

I lived in a cheap apartment off campus. And I do mean cheap. It was one bedroom, the kitchenette didn’t even have a stove. It had hot plate. The refrigerator was one of those three foot cubes you buy from Amazon for $60, guaranteed to keep anything lukewarm…in a snowstorm. There was a rickety bed, a table with different length legs, and, of course, my books.

Lots of books. I read most anything, and I never seem to get around to throwing things out. I even had a complete collectio of Grace Mansfield books.

I carried the first load up the stairs, and was surprised to find Mrs. Turner behind me, carrying a box.

“What?” she grinned. “You didn’t think I could work?”

“Oh, no. I just…I don’t know.”

She put her box on the table and looked around, and it was obvious what she was thinking. What a dump.

But I wasn’t embarrassed. I would turn red from being caught en femme, but doing what I had to to get through college…that wasn’t embarrassing.

“Humph,” she grunted. “Where’s your stash of clothes.”

I showed her a box on the floor of the small, closet next to the front door. The only door.

She lifted a well worn bra out of the box with one finger. It dangled, and she said, “We can certainly do better than that.” She dropped it back, then turned back to look at the apartment again.

“I’ll get the rest of the stuff,” I said.

“No,” she looked out the window as she spoke. “I saw a liquor store on the corner. Go to my purse, take a hundred dollar bill out and go get a six pack of Coke and some good bourbon. The less change you bring back the better. I’ll be waiting here.”

I blinked, but did as I was told. I went to her car and rummaged through her purse. She had 10 hundred dollar bills, a few fifties and lots of tens and twenties. And several black credit cards. Heysoos!

She also had lipstick, and a small vial of perfume. And tampons.

Oh, be still my aching heart. I wanted to take the Tampons, but I withheld myself.

Down to the liquor store.

I grabbed some Coke and inspected the bourbon.

“Anything in particular, ma’am?”

The funny thing, I had almost forgotten I was dressed as a girl. It had only been a morning, but it felt so natural. I tried to speak in a slightly higher pitch. “Under a hundred bourbon.”

The kid behind the counter, I recognized him from college, looked around. “We got that stuff.” He pointed at a bottle of Calumet Farm Single Rack Black 15 Year Kentucky Straight Bourbon.

It was on special. Only $99.95. But I only had a hundred dollar bill. The Coke, tax, I figured in my head. “I only have a hundred dollar bill.”

He looked at the bill in my hand. At my skinny ass, and my big boobs, and my sweet face. “Hell, take it.”

“Really?” Careful with my voice.

“Sure. What college kid is going to spend a hundred bucks on booze? Boss’ll be glad I got rid of it, but don’t tell him I gave you a few bucks off.”

“I won’t,” I chirped happily as he put the bottle, and the Coke, into a bag.

He pushed the bag across the counter and I handed him the bill. He took it, and my hand, too. He just held it for a moment, not nasty like, and said, “If you ever want to get together, my name is Sam.” He let go of my hand.

I kept my voice up and thought wildly. I had just been propositioned. Well, asked out on a date. What would a girl do? And I thought back to all the times I had asked girls out, and been refused.

“Thank you, but I’ve got…I’ve got a boyfriend.”

He mistook my attitude for shyness and didn’t realize I was struggling with the concept of having a boyfriend.

I hurried out of the store and back to my shabby apartment. As soon as I entered the apartment Mrs. Turner knew something was up.

“What?”

I actually sounded a little breathless. “I just got…the kid in the store, he asked me out.”

She laughed, and it wasn’t a timid laugh. “Oh, that’s good.” Then she sobered. “How did it feel?”

“Uh, embarrassing.”

“No interest?

“I’m a guy!” I blurted in shock. Then I realized the situation, and we both were laughing.

“Poor the bourbon, girly girl. Half and half for me. You have ice cubes?

Crap! I hadn’t picked up any ice cubes.

“Don’t worry about it. It just means there’s more room for the bourbon.

So I filled up two of my glasses half with bourbon and half with Coke.

I placed a drink in front of her, then, nothing else to do, I sat down across from her.

“Here’s how,” she almost grunted, then drank a big glug.

I blinked. I didn’t expect women to drink like men. Usually they sip at wine, or drink half a beer and never crumple the can. She just glugged, then set the glass down on the table with a solid smack.

“God, I love bourbon. I’ll have to have you over some time. I have a thousand dollar bottle. You haven’t lived till you’ve swilled the good stuff.” She looked at the glass. “But this ain’t half bad.”

I sipped my own. “Whoo!” I blurted.

“Not much of a drinker?”

“Not much.”

We sat for a few minutes then, and sipped. Little trickles of magic soothing our throats and inflaming out bellies. And it was companionable. For a mucky muck boss she seemed right at home in the squalor of my digs.

“So,” she said, “You realize that you’re going to have to live as a girl full time?”

“Well, yeah.”

“What?”

“I might have to get another job. And if they see that I’m a guy living as a girl…it might…” I didn’t finish.

She frowned. “Why would you get another job?”

“College. Books are expensive, tuition, that sort of thing. Heck, you may have noticed that I live in a palace.”

She laughed at the wry expression on my face. Then her face just sort of emptied of expression. Weird. And she grew serious.

“Tell me about yourself.”

“I go to school and—“

“Not the surface bullshit. Give me the dreams and the nightmares. Tell me what toots your flute.”

I didn’t hesitate. “I do yoga.”

“Really?” She cocked her head.

“My mother used to teach the stuff. Me and my sisters grew up doing the stuff, and I actually like it.”

“So how much yoga you do a day?”

“A couple of hours.”

“Let’s see your Padmasana.”

I blinked. “You know yoga?”

“For years. Let’s see.”

I sat down in the lotus position. “Huh,” I grunted.

“What?”

“It’s more comfortable in a dress.”

“It’s more comfortable naked. Get naked and do Halasana.”

“Are you serious?”

“Are you deaf?”

“No, ma’am.” She had that concentrated, commanding attitude about her. She had forgotten it for a moment, but it was back, and in spades.

I took off my dress.

“Panties. Leave the bra on.” Her eyes were glittering.

I slid out of my panties, and my dick sprang up.

“Hah,” she said, grinning, and I was reminded that she had jacked me off.

I laid down, kicked my feet over and let my weight go to my shoulders. I was face up, feet back over my head, my butt in the air, and my cock hung inches from my mouth.

“Can you kiss it?”

I was stunned, to say the least. Yet, the answer. “I can.”

“Do it.”

Wow. Talk about perverted. Still, I was wearing girl’s clothes, had been jacked off by my boss, and had a perverted job. And she had told me, in her car, that she could be nasty. Well, I guess this was it.

I relaxed, let my body lower, raised my head and kissed the tip of my penis.

“Whoa,” she giggled, and I realized that that big glug of bourbon had reached her senses. “We’re going to have to have you suck yourself off.” Then she sobered. “Sorry. I shouldn’t.”

“I’m not offended.”

“So what are you—“

“Prasarita Padottanasana. Naked.”

She stared at me. And I was stunned by my gutsiness. But the drink…the perversion…what the heck.

She stood up, took off her expensive jacket and folded it. She took off her blouse, her bra. Her jugs were huge. 36 and bigger than double Ds easy. She was a healthy girl.

She undid the button and zipper and slid out of her skirt. She took off her panties.

Her pussy was shaved. Her ass was perfectly round, her cheeks two wonderful, matching globes.

She moved to the center of the room, looked at me with obsidian eyes, then turned around, faced away from me.

She spread her legs and bent at the waist. Her pussy and asshole came into full view. A pucker and a slit. Her boobs hung down to her chin.

She lowered her head…all the way to the ground. She stayed there for a good minute, watching me, breathing easily.

“Wow,” I said.

“Touch me,” she said.

I reached forward, expecting her to protest, to quickly move away, to say she hadn’t meant that way. But she didn’t move, and my finger touched her labia.

She shivered and closed her eyes. “Explore me.”

I rubbed her mons with a palm, and she sighed. I trailed my fingers up her slit, and, the only logical next step, I inserted my fingers.

She gasped, and gulped, and kept her eyes closed. “I think,” she said in a strangled voice, “that you’re going to have to fuck me.”

I was still naked, and my cock was still poking out like a javelin. I stood and moved behind her. I placed my hands on her hips, waited and gave her a chance to back off. She didn’t.

I touched my penis to her hole, and she sighed. She wanted this.

I pulled back, went to my knees and kissed her, licked her. She was moist, but I wanted her moister. I wanted this to be free and easy.

I stood up and repositioned myself. I pushed my cock between her labia and my head surged into her.

“Oh, God,” she whined. She was my boss, and she commanded people, but now she had commanded me to enter her.

I pressed forward and my dick slithered into her.

Her ass shook and shivered. She was making gulping noises, then she calmed down, focused on her posture, and enjoyed the feeling of my big penis opening her up.

“Oh, yes,” she said. “Yes. I need this.”

I began to move in and out, soft, gentle strokes, and she was happy with that. I could feel her trying to contribute to the action, but it was all she could do to hold the pose.

For a long minute I fucked her. Felt her moist inner muscles pulling on my cock. She was good. She was ten years older than me, but she felt as fresh as a 20 year old. Must have been the yoga.

“Heysoos,” she said. “There is something about being fucked by a girl. I’m going to cum.”

I pushed into her harder, held her up by the hips, and she started to lose her posture. She shook, she wiggled, her legs bent, but I supported her and drove into her.

“Oh…God…oh…God!” she chanted, and her breathing came faster, then she started to cum. A long freeze as muscles locked up, then a sagging as she came down. I could tell she had had a good cum. A great cum.

I gently grabbed her hair with one hand and lifted. She didn’t mind me using her hair as a handle, and she stood up. And turned and hugged me. I could feel her breasts heaving. I could feel her breath on my neck. Then she raised her face and we were kissing close. She pressed her lips to mine. The moment stretched and I was unaware of anything but this beautiful woman in my arms, then she moved away.

“Poor boy,” she grinned. “He didn’t get to cum.”

“I came this morning.”

“True.”

She moved back to the table and began getting dressed. She moved languidly, satisfied, like a cat that has drunk the milk and now just wants to lick herself.

I didn’t feel so languid. I felt like my cock was wanting, and frustrated, but it was a good feeling. I put on my clothes. I couldn’t help but notice my red nails. I had to be careful with them, and move differently, less like a male.

Finally, dressed, we faced each other. Smiling. Her smile content, mine with a tinge of frustration in it.

“Well,” she said, “Come on.”

“Where?”

“Bring that box you brought up, follow me.”

She was relaxed, but still the boss. She commanded, and I followed.

She descended the stairs, her buns jouncing delightfully, the muscles all relaxed. I walked with a problem in my dress. And it was going to be a problem on the street. This was no minor chub, this was a king-sized boner, and it was going to be pressing my dress out.

I held the box down a bit, tried to cover up, and followed her to her car. She turned to me with a grin, “You sure you don’t want to ride in the trunk?”

“Maybe later.”

“Ah, well.” She got in, and I put the box in the back seat and sat in the passenger side.

She drove through town, and she knew how to drive. She commanded the wheel and the car responded. Then we were out in the country, wending our way through the hills. I was pressed back against the seat, to one side or the other, and it was obvious that she liked to drive fast.

Every once in a while she would glance at me, and she had a Mona Lisa smile on her face. Everybody knows…but we aren’t telling you.

“Where are we going?”

“To meet my husband.”

Well, that freaked me out. “But I…we just…”

“And that’s why.”

At that point I had visions of a man coming after me with a shotgun, chasing me down the street, me holding my dress up to run better.

She turned through a gate and up a long, winding drive. We broke out of some trees and I had a glimpse of her house. It was a wide ranch style with a second story over the garage. Through a carport I could see a pool, lined with shale type rocks. Everywhere was lush shrubbery, trees, oaks and flowers.

She pulled into the garage and stopped. She turned to me. “I married my husband for money, and was stunned when I fell in love with him. He is a wonderful man, a truly great man.

“He, on the other hand, married me for my beauty, and was pleasantly surprised when I confessed that I loved him. Then…things happened.” She shrugged.

I stayed silent, wondering what was up.

“Well, come on. Time to meet the lion.”

She got out, waited for me, and walked me into the house. She held my hand like I was her boyfriend.

We walked through a large kitchen. Commercial frig, evidence of a massive sound system. Everything super shiny.

Into the living room, big enough to hold my apartment complex.

“Just you two?” I asked.

“Just us two. We had a maid, but she just quit.”

“Oh.”

She led me down a hallway through a billiards room, and out onto the patio.

He was old. His hair was white and thin and he didn’t have a lot of it. His skin was parchment, you could read a book through it. He was slightly overweight, as a man who didn’t exercise might be. He sat in a wheel chair.

A wheel chair. Crippled.

Yet his eyes showed no rancor at being imprisoned. He merely sat, his skinny, useless legs extended. He had been reading a book, but had placed it on his lap that he might nap, but we had woken him and he was no longer napping. And his eyes…his eyes.

They were a bright blue. And they were sharp. You’ve heard the old saying, ‘sharp as a tack.’ Well, he made a tack look dull. He looked at me, saw everything about me, and passed his glance to Mrs. Turner.

“Please leave us.”

I saw where Mrs. Turner got her commanding presence from. He might be infirm, but his was a voice that could command armies. Probably had.

Without a word Mrs. Turner turned and walked away. Back into the house. I tried to read something in her posture, in the way she carried herself, but…I could see nothing. Whatever secret the Mona Lisa held, she held it still.

“Sit down, boy.”

He had seen right through my dress and make up. Easily. Without a doubt.

He motioned to a wrought iron chair, very uncomfortable, and I moved to it and sat down. I turned it to face him.

We stared at each other for a few seconds. His lips were pursed and he was seeing every iota of my soul. Finally, he said: I detest liars. If you lie I will cut you to pieces, chase you out of here, hound your mother for a fool.”

I blinked, and made up my mind to tell the truth.

“Yes, sir.” In my normal voice.

“Can you speak like a girl?”

I raised my pitch. “Yes, sir.”

He nodded. “Well then, let’s get to the heart of the matter. How was she?”

I knew exactly what he was talking about, and here, if anywhere, was the desire to prevaricate, to shy away, to avoid the truth like a horse avoids gopher holes.

But, I believed his staunch command of earlier. I truly believed he would, somehow, find a knife and bounce out of that chair and cut me into fine pieces.

But it wasn’t the fear that impelled me. It was his…desire. This was a man who desired life in the most intimate way, and wouldn’t put up with anything less.

“She was wonderful.”

He nodded. “Yes.” A single word that meant everything, and nothing. He said, “Tell me of it. Tell me everything. Be dirty, and descriptive. Pretend I have no feelings and try to get me angry.

So I did. “She drove me to my apartment. It is a shabby thing because I’m a college student. We had a drink and she found out I studied yoga.”

“Ah, yes,” his eyes drooped slightly.

“So we were high—“ his eyes flicked open, “but that’s not why we did it.”

He closed his eyes fully.

“She dared me to do a plow pose, and I did, and my cock hung down, close to my lips.”

He smiled. “She made you kiss it.”

“Yes.”

“How did it feel.”

“Weird.”

“But you’d done that sort of thing before.”

“I had, but touching my penis with my own lips, in front of a person, that…that was weird.”

“I can imagine. Go on.”

“So when I was done I challenged her to do the wide-legged standing fold. She did it, head to the floor. Completely naked.”

“Her pussy. It must have looked so good.”

“It was amazing. It was moist, and while it looks big, it is tight. I was looking at it and she told me to touch it. I stretched a finger out and ran it along her lips. She sighed, and I could tell that she liked the sensation of me running a finger over her privates.

“Privates. Huh!” He grunted. Yet I had the feeling he wasn’t disappointed. Quite the contrary. “What then?”

“She said, ‘I think that you’re going to have to fuck me.”

“Hah!” Eyes still closed, he smiled. “What a haughty bitch! So you fucked her.”

“I did.” I thought that was enough, but he required more.

“Tell me about it. Describe it. Make me feel it. God knows I can’t feel anything…make me feel it.”

“I moved forward and held my penis, ran it up and down inside her lips, feeling the smooth skin, my penis felt like it was electric.”

“I can imagine,” he murmured.

“Then I knelt behind her and began to lick her. Her pussy was out, exposed, and I kissed it like a mouth. It excited me, and I wanted her. I stood up and slowly inserted the head of my penis. It was like entering heaven. It was like pushing my penis into the softest, wettest, most exquisite cushion. I felt the sides of her pussy gripping me, holding me. I could feel individual muscles caressing me, pulling me.”

“Did you cum?”

“I didn’t.”

His eyes snapped open. “Why not?”

“Because she had jacked me off earlier that day.”

“Ha!” His laugh was a loud bray. “Isn’t that just like the bitch! That must have been frustrating.”

“I wanted to cum worse than I ever had in my life, but I couldn’t. All I could do was keep pumping, so I did. I pumped and I pumped, out of control, and when she began to cum I almost cried for the frustration. To feel her pleasure so closely, and yet to be denied, it was…it was…”

“Exquisite,” he whispered.

I found myself nodding. “Yes. That is the word. To be in heaven, yet denied the taste of ambrosia. It was the sweetest, nastiest, most wonderful thing I had ever felt.”

He opened his eyes and was silent. I intuited that my story was over, and waited.

For a long moment he sat, breathing, heaving an occasional sigh. Then he said, “Go tell Mrs. Turner that I wish to see her.”

I went into the house and found her sitting in a library. Reading without reading. Trying to look like she wasn’t thinking, though she was. A mile minute.

“He’d like to see you.”

She stood up, gave a wan smile, took my hand and pulled me along. A moment later we were on the patio, standing in front of him.

He inspected his wife, his lips pursed, nodding slightly, his eyes half closed.

She said nothing, merely waited for pronouncement.

“My dear, does he know the rules?”

“No.”

“You should tell him.”

“Then I may proceed.”

“I wish you would, but you know the rules.”

“Thank you, dear.” She bent to him, kissed him on the mouth. A good kiss, a scorching kiss, a kiss that would have woken up a penis, if it wasn’t dead.

She led me back into the house, through the house and into the room above the garage.

The garage was a three car garage, it was big, and the room above was also big. It had a bedroom, and a living room, and a full kitchen. The bed was large, with posters, and handcuffs on a table beside the bed. When she showed it to me she murmured, “I told you I could be nasty.”

Big screen TV. Comfortable furniture. A very plush place.

She sat me down on the couch and sat next to me, held my hand. She spoke to me, and she was kissing close. But we weren’t kissing, she was talking, explaining the rules.

“My husband was a very important person, then he survived an assassination attempt. He is crippled, and he has no feeling in his legs.”

She didn’t say no feeling in his penis, it was obvious, she didn’t have to.

“He is a man with feelings, very sensitive, and he wishes to not give up on life. He also knows that I am a woman, and that I have needs.

“The rules are simple. We have a complete sound system in the house. Microphones pick up everything, even what we are saying now. If he calls, and he does once or twice a day, usually to be moved indoors or out or maybe a snack, if you are home then you attend to him.

“You will work in the store, you will go to school, I would appreciate a light schedule as I will be paying for it and I don’t mind if you have to go for five years, or even six, if it allows you more time to attend to my husband’s needs, and to mine.

“Mine are simple. I have a tendency to be nasty. You saw the handcuffs. You have fucked me. You know how I can be.”

I stared at her. “He doesn’t mind that I am dressed this way?”

“Are you kidding? It just feeds him. It excites him. He has seen everything, done everything, and now he has only his imagination. What we do, the tender and the nasty, it is fodder to a starving man. Believe me, the harder you fuck me, the louder you fuck me, the more he will like it.

“If you wish to bring a girl home I will understand, and he will glory in it.

“If you do something nasty, but a butt plug up your heiny or something, do it loudly. Describe what you are doing. He will hear, and he will love it. It will give him life.

“If he calls you and asks for details, be thorough. Be descriptive. Tell him your every sensation. Give him life. It is what he lives for.”

I was silent, a bit overwhelmed.

On one hand, I was getting a job doing what I loved to do best. And I was getting a roof over my head. And I could go to school without the stress of wondering how I was going to pay my bills.

On the other hand, I was the subject of a voyeur, and in the worst, or best, sense of the word. He would listen to my every moan, and then cross examine me. I had the feeling he wouldn’t ask for much in the way of care, but that he would be very demanding concerning sex.

And that I would have to thoroughly fuck his wife. A lot.

“So, that’s the deal. Those are the rules. What do you say?”

What could I say? How could I refuse? So I gave answer in a way that would please them both.

I leaned forward and spoke conversationally. “Can he hear this?”

“The microphones are excellent. And he has spoken of putting in video cameras.”

“Then he can hear me when I tell you that I am going to put my cock not just up your pussy, but up your butt.”

She blinked.

“And…have you ever been fisted?”

“I…I don’t think—“

“Because we’ll get around to that. I will put my whole fist in your pussy, I will ram my fist into your pussy. And you are going to love it. You are going to cum so hard…”

“I…am.” I had managed to take over the conversation. Not for long, if I knew her, but I had the reins for the moment, and I intended to make the most of it.

“I am going to ride you, and pump you full of semen. And we are going to explore your body. We are going to open you up and find out what you love.”

“Oh,” she said, breathlessly.

“And here is my condition. It’s okay if you love him. I expect you to love him, but you are going to have to love me, too.

She was staring at me.

“Now, you didn’t let me cum earlier, so I need to cum. If I can. And right now. So let’s go into the bedroom and find out how nasty you can be.”

She smiled, and stood up, and I said, “You might even find out that I can be a little nasty, too.”

I took her hand and led her into the bedroom.


EPILOGUE

I am a boy, I am a girl.

I work at perversion and a very nasty woman loves me.

And I give life to a man who otherwise might not have it.

I might even graduate from college.

END
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.
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Randy catches his wife cheating, but a mysterious woman is about to take him in hand and teach him that when a woman cheats…it is the man’s fault.
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Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy.
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Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.
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Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.
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Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!
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This is the second book in the Stepforth Series. The first book is ‘The Stepforth Husband.’
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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

‘Make Me a Girl’

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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I CHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO A WOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!
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