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I Changed My Husband into a Woman


PART ONE

JOHN: I thought about it a long time. I knew there would be a bit of a backlash, and it surprised me when it wasn’t as bad as I feared. But that’s the way it always is, fears look bigger until you confront them.

“Babe, we have to talk.”

Julie laughed. That is our favorite/least favorite phrase. It means the shit is about to hit the fan, and it is terribly overused on TV. Whenever somebody says that it means somebody is dead, pregnant, or both. (Kidding, there, but only a little.)

She was working on her computer and she swiveled around and looked at me with that quirky smile of hers.

She’s a beautiful woman. A little heavy set, but that just makes her bosom bigger. Her face is a bit squarish, her hair is short and layered and quite dark. the most important thing, however, is her sense of humor. She’s a psychiatrist, and unlike some in that dour field, she had retained, and even grown, a really nasty sense of humor. I guess being front line to tragedy forced her to make herself that way.

“So what’s the ups, lover doll?”

I’m always ‘lover doll,’ or ‘lover boy,’ or something else.  Sometimes, especially when she’s had a few, I’m ‘my favorite little fuck stick.’

“Well, I want to make a lifestyle change.”

She tilted her head slightly and her eyebrows bent down a bit. “What kind of a lifestyle change?”

“Uh…I…uh…”

“Spit it out. Mama knows anyway, so get it off your chest.”

“I was thinking of becoming, uh, a little more feminine.”

She didn’t even hesitate. “Drinks, patio, now.”

When serious shit was about to go down that was where and how we discussed things.

Five minutes later I was sitting on the patio, the sun was warm, and two frosty drinks were on the little tables beside our side to side lounges.

I was sipping, rather fast, as my heart was racing and I was scared.

She came out, and in true Julie fashion, she had prepared herself appropriately.

She was wearing a short negligee, showed off her legs. Under the flimsy gown she was wearing a thong and a bra. The bra was not much more than a band aid to cover her erect nipples.

“Whoa,” I said, handing her her drink, “I guess you really want to win this argument.”

She laughed, sipped, sat back, gave me a fantastic view of her beautiful boobs, and said, “Now what’s all this shit about a sex change?”

Damned psychiatrist. She had an inner line to my psyche and had jumped to the head of the train of thought.

“Not a sex change. At least, I don’t think so. I love having a big, bony cock. I love shoving it to the hilt in my favorite doctor.”

“So how much…shall we say ‘feminization?…do you require?”

“I don’t know. I just feel the urge, and that’s why I wanted to talk.”

“Do you want to quell the urge or explore it?”

“Explore it.”

“And you’re not too sure how far you want to go.”

“Right.”

We were silent then, sipping our drinks. I didn’t say anything. She was the doctor, she was the deep thinker, and I wanted her to turn the concept around in her mind.

“Round two,” she handed her empty glass to me.

I took it and said, “A two drink solution. Are you being thorough or devious?”

“A bit of both,” she chuckled.

I refreshed both our drinks, then came back. She took her’s, sipped, and said: “Take off your clothes.”

I stripped out of pants and shirt, kicked off my shoes. She raised her eyebrows at my c ring underwear but didn’t say anything about it. But, of course, she’s a bit used to my little kinky side. The question was, could she get used to a bigger kinky side?

And, I should probably say that I had a big boner. Not just because I was naked and on my way to drunk, but because of what we were discussing. Me…more feminine.

“Stand over there.”

I walked to one side and stood.

“Tilt the head up slightly, arch the back like you’ve got tits.”

I did so.

“Turn around.”

I pirouetted slowly.

“Do it like you think a sexy woman would do it.”

I smiled and tried to give a light ‘flounce’ to my movement.

She laughed, then patted the lounge next to her.

“Well, lover boy,” she said when I was seated and sipping, “I have some good news and good news…and a cautionary.”

“I always want the good news first.”

“The good news is that you have a body that can easily be feminized. Your face is soft, we can pad your hips with a bit of food and hormones.”

“That’s good. I think.”

She smiled, not acknowledging my nervousness.

“Second, let’s be honest, we’ve always had a female led relationship. An FLR. I tend to be the hard charger, pushing things through, sometimes being abrasive, organizing, whatever. You have granted me that right from the start, and you seem to like it. You sit in your office and do your writing and like our orderly situation, and, I have to say it, you seem to respond well to being ordered around.”

“Well, you do it gently. You’re a smart woman. You know how to lead without squashing.”

“That, I do.” She sipped. “Now for the bad news. At least, I have a feeling there is a lot of bad potential in here, though you might, or might not agree.”

“Okay,”

“It’s going to change our relationship.”

My turn to frown. “I figured it would, but…I think I can handle it.”

She stood up then and actually walked around the pool. I could feel her putting things together in her head. She came to my lounge and put her feet on either side of it, on either side of me. She took her thong off. I mean actually ripped it off, and sat down on me.

I gasped. Her pussy is one of the seven wonders of the world. Deep and dark and mysterious. A sacred alter in which to place the magic wand. It never failed to excite me and make me squirt. She, however, had other plans.

“Don’t cum,” she commanded.

She used a very authoritative voice and glared at me.

I gulped. I was already feeling the burn.

“I have a rather complete collection of sexual deviations in my medical library. I know some of the ways you’ll react, and have an idea of others. I know that our love will be at risk. I also know that the fact that you even brought this up shows a deep seated obsession.”

She didn’t grind her hips, just felt me deep inside her. Watched me gulp and squirm.

“You’re going to be giving up a lot of orgasms. You’re going to be whipped and beaten and treated like the worm you are. And you are a worm. Men are worms, and you, letting me rule you, are the wormiest. Now, if you understand that…”

I was trying not to twitch and groan. My cock, always a bit premature, was trying to squirt, and I was equally determined not to let it squirt. My woman had spoken, and I loved it.

“…if you really want to explore your feminine side, then you won’t be able to control yourself, and you will squirt.”

She sat on my lap and watched me. I groaned. She reached forward and grabbed my nipples. She pinched them and turned them.

“AHHH!” My cock let loose. I leaned up and tried to hug her, to hold on to something as my world shook. She pushed me back and smiled. “Enjoy, it, worm face. It’s going to have to last you for a while.”

JULIE: I was a bit taken a back when John broached the subject of feminization with me, though, to be honest, I shouldn’t have been. John has always had a soft side. The way he holds himself is already a bit feminine. Even his voice is a bit soft. And when I got over my initial surprise, which only took a nano second, I had images of him in my mind. Images of him in lingerie, in dresses, with long hair. Fully made up. And…boobs. I could really see him with a nice set of double D ta tas.

So I wasn’t upset, but more intrigued.

I did lay it on rather thick, when I warned him of consequences, but, true confession here, I was turned on. The idea of having a lesbian lover who wasn’t a real Lesbian…it just made me so wet. I mean, normally I wouldn’t have sat on his cock to end such a discussion, at least, it’s not something I would do with my patients, but I was so damned horny and wet and hungry…the idea of feminizing him just made me fuck him.

But here’s the funny thing. I didn’t cum.

And I knew, right then, that I was in trouble.

I didn’t cum because I was in love with the power. I’ve always been more interested in power than sex, and here comes my favorite fuck stick with a plan to submit himself to more and more of my exquisite control.

I did, however, pinch my pussy lips shut when he was done squirting, and I told him to move down and start sucking.

JOHN: I couldn’t believe it. That was the biggest squirt of my life. The idea of being feminized was driving me, and the way she was pushing me around was driving me, and the idea that this might be the last cum for a while…that really drove me.”

Anyway, we didn’t do much else that day. I was a bit drained from that massive cum, and I was dealing with a whole new assortment of issues, and we just sat and got high and discussed the how and the why and all that.

“Go get my laptop,” she commanded. I noted how her voice was more direct.

I retrieved the computer and we sat and explored everything from fashions to colors to make up to hair styles to…(gulp)…sex.

“We need to make sure you don’t have any unsightly bulges.”

“How do we do that?”

She ticked off on her fingers: “Gaff, tummy shaper or corset, chastity tube, surgery.”

“Surgery?”

She smiled at me, “Don’t think you’re going to get out of this without a little permanent modification.”

“Yeah, but…you’re not going to chop off my dick?”

“My favorite toy? I should say not! But we may ‘incapacitate’ it for a while. Just long enough for me to work my magic and bring you to the state of mind I require.”

“What state of mind is that?” Now this had me curious. Julie had access to every pill that modern medicine had…and even a few that it didn’t.

“First, I want you frustrated. I want you so horny you can’t stand it. And I want you to realize that I am the key to your release. You won’t get any satisfaction unless you completely and totally submit.

“Wow.”

She shrugged. “It’s a bit more than you might think you want, but case studies show that, underneath your wormy, little hide…you crave what I am about to do to you.”

I felt like I was out of my body. The way she was taking control, leading me down a path which, apparently, she knew the end of…and I didn’t…it was making me feel very surrealistic.

“Okay, so when do we start this?”

“I’ll start bringing pills home this week. We can start ordering clothes and make up and such tonight. After you start work on the dungeon.”

“What?” I squeaked.

Her mouth curved upwards and she gave a throaty laugh.

“I’m going to need the back house turned into a complete dungeon. I want certain furniture built or ordered. I need whips and dildos. And I need you to fix up the guest room like a dog house.”

“You’re kidding!”

“Nope.”

“I’m not going to be sleeping with you?”

“You will on most nights. But some nights I will require you to experience new surroundings. I am going to want those surroundings to work on your mind, make you more amenable to further training.”

I didn’t say anything, though, on the inside, I was blinking up a storm. I figured a shift in clothes, a little light make up, just around the house. Here she was going full on BDSM.

She placed a hand on my wrist. “Don’t worry, lover doll. I’m going to make it fun; you’re going to have more fun than you ever thought possible. And, I should probably give you good news.”

“Good news?” Was my voice cracking?

“Yes. I’m going to use you for a case study. This thing you’ve brought up is hot in the psychiatric circles right now, and I figure to make a score off it.”

“And that’s the good news?” Yes, it was cracking. And I was sweating.

“The good news is that this trial will last for one year. At the end of one year we will call a halt, and then you can either go back, as far back as we can, there will be some permanent changes, or…” she shrugged.

“Or what?”

“Or you go forward. Live your life as a woman. Up to you.”

Then the thing that worried me the most came out, “And you will love me?”

She placed a hand on my cheek, leaned to me, kissed me lightly. “I will always love you. The only question is…how will I love you. Do you want to back out?”

I took a deep breath, then shook my head.

“Good. Because this is getting me so worked up. Get down there and suck my pussy. And I want to cum this time.”

So I did.

JULIE: This was fun. Truth, I love John, and always will, but I am a doctor first. I am clinical, and to be so involved in experimentation is a thrill.

And, I will admit it, a horny thrill.

So we spent that night ordering things from Amazon. We’re pretty well off, so we didn’t have to worry our budget over these expenditures.

We ordered underwear, lots of kinky underwear (boring to me, kinky to him), a full make up kit, a couple of wigs (until his own hair grows out, which shouldn’t be long), and lots of books.

Books with beauty tips, books with fashion tips, books on how to do your hair, books on mannerisms, and so on.

And, we ordered a lot of kinky books. Books on how to train your man, books on couple’s experiences, books on BDSM.

I have an extensive library, but there is a definite difference between doctor’s descriptions and people experiencing.

And we ordered furniture. Tables to be tied on, Crosses to be whipped on. Odd little torment furniture like Humblers and sex benches, inflatable seats with dongs, and so on.

Hey! It isn’t all for him, you know?

Finally, all done, we discussed changes to the back house and a spare rooms. Space wasn’t going to be a problem, nor security, nor privacy.

Although, I will admit it, I knew that once John started to transition people would notice. But, like I said, he works at home, and most visitors will be my friends, and professionals always understand things like this.

The real problems, or difficulties, I should say, began the next day. I had to order chemicals. Fortunately, I have good contacts. I ordered John the fastest acting chemicals with the most reversible features, and I specified that I didn’t want him to lose penis function.

Penis function is tricky, because when you blast the body with estrogen and similar chemicals penises are usually pretty quick victims. But there are chemicals that will work quickly and yet not interfere with penile function.

In fact, I found a couple of pills that would enhance his sexual response. But there was a kicker to them.

Before he became prone to rock solid hard ons he was going to go through a month of limp dick. That’s right. For about a month he would be totally limp.

That’s cool. It gave me time to prepare a little mind fuck for him. By the weekend I was all ready, and I gave him his first set of pills and shots. The ‘castrator special,’ as I called it, kicked in right away.

On a Saturday at breakfast he said, “Honey? I’m really…I don’t feel much down there.”

Oh, the worried look on his face. He knew what was happening, I had discussed it with him, but when a man loses his dick he panics. That’s what men do. Silly creatures.

Of course, looking at it from my point of view, I understand. After all, a woman can never go limp. Heh heh.

“Excellent,” I said, showing him a loving smile. “We can get to work right away.”

“What kind of work?” He was still worried.

“I’ll show you right after you do the dishes. Come back to the bedroom when you’re done.

Five minutes later he was in our bedroom and I was ready.

“Take a shower and get rid of all your hair.” I handed him a bottle of Nair.

Twenty minutes later he was standing before me, nekkid, bald as a baby’s butt, feeling decidedly weird.

His dick was a small, little, shriveled raisin. He looked at it. “And you’re sure it will come back?”

“Bigger and better than ever. But first, for the next month, you are going to be experiencing a ‘eunuchal’ lifestyle.

He frowned, but I just dismissed his worries. This was what he had asked for, right?

“Hop up on the bed and let’s get you tied. Face up, if you please.”

Shortly he was secured. I shoved several pillows under his groin area to push his groin way up. Then I left the room and returned with a surgical tray.

“Oh, my God!” He blurted, seeing me set the tray down on the bed. He eyed the instruments and broke out in a sweat.

“I’ve actually wanted to do this for a while. I read about it on the old Altairboy site, and, well, it always intrigued me.

First I dabbed some topical anesthetic over his groin area. Well, slathered it, is more like. I didn’t want him feeling a thing. Then I gave him a series of shots to numb his whole area.

“How’s that?” I asked.

“How’s what?” He was dazed, not just numb in the groin, but numb in the head. Which was right where I wanted him.

“Excellent,” I approved.

I gently pushed his testicles upward, into their cavity, the place where they lived before they dropped. Then I took a needle and thread and sutured the ball sac skin tight. I had to be careful, I didn’t want any skin or blood vessels to be compromised. But when I was done his balls were no more. At least to the naked eye. They were hiding inside him.

Then I made a slight cut in his perineum, and another slight cut in the head of his glans. I took the suture needle and sewed his penis to his perineum, well, to the skin of that area.

I looked up occasionally, and chuckled. His eyes were like an owl’s. Big and round. He was breathing hard. But he didn’t say anything. He just lay there watched. He had read the same story on Altairboy’s that I had, and knew exactly what I was doing.

Fortunately, there was very little blood. I cleaned up the area, washed it off, and voila, a man with no package. But he still had it. It was just…out of place. Heh heh.

I released him and helped him to his feet.

He moved slowly, afraid of ripping stitches.

“Okay, from here on out you have to sit to pee, and you will learn certain things about eunuchs and women and that sort of thing.” I spoke with a high degree of cheer.

He stared at himself in the mirror. His package was gone. His dick was pulled down and there were no balls to bounce around or otherwise get in the way. It was a most feminine look.

“Holy, fuck!” He whispered.

“Holy no fuck,” I replied.

He stared at me, and his eyes…they were like those thousand yards stares that men have after they have been in combat.

Heh.

JOHN: I couldn’t believe it. I was neutered. I was a eunuch. I had no sensation down there, and when the anesthesia wore off…I had no dick, no dickly sensations. Nothing.

“Here go, sweetfart,” Julie handed me a negligee. Hers. Filmy. Sensual material that rubbed her nipples and mad her horny. I put it on.

“Oh, Lord,” she breathed out, staring at me. The look in her eyes, I don’t think she even saw me. She just saw a sexless object standing helpless in front of her.

“And you can return me to normal?”

“If I wish.” It was obvious that she might be not wishing.

“Honey, I know you’ve just had surgery, but…do you think you can kneel down and do my pussy? Or maybe just lay back down on the bed and I can sit down on your face?”

“Uh…uh…”

“It’s just that this is making me so…fucking…horny!”

So I laid back on the bed, and she was careful when she climbed over me, and squatted on my face.

And there I lay, eating and slurping and trying my best to get her off. My mind was totally a mess. I had no dick. I wasn’t a man. I couldn’t get a hard on…I didn’t have a penis…all I was good for was to eat my wife’s pussy.

And, funny thing…under the shock of it all, I liked it.

Oh, not loved it, like Christmas gifts, but…there was a part of me that rejoiced, enjoyed, felt the gift of submission worming into me. Heysoos, I had wanted this, but the reality…Oh, my God!

“GOD!” Julia moaned above me. She grabbed her breasts and pulled and began arching and pushing her pussy into my face.

Yeah, I wanted it, but so did she. And there was just a trace of bitterness as I envied her her cum.

JULIA: The fun really started the next day. Amazon started arriving with packages, and I was quick to call John and have him put on a show for me.

Thongs were my favorite. He had no package to hold, or to spill over the sides of the delicate fabric, so they fit perfectly. Except for the slight ridge of his hips, he had a female groin.

Bras were good, too. He didn’t have anything to fill them, but it excited my imagination. To see the loose cup material and know that soon he would have big, old titties. I know, not very professional of me, but I save the professionality for my case study. Between John and you and me…titties.

He looked wonderful in dresses, and the tummy shaper helped slim him down and even helped the hips look a little rounder.

But the real piece de resistance was the wigs.

John wears his hair long, but not long enough. At least, not yet. But the wig, I especially liked the red one, showed what he would look like once he was completely en femme. And, baby, he was going to look good!

Then the big package arrived. Big as in significant. Breast pumps.

Oh, not the little ones for milking mothers, but the big ones, for pumping up the whole chest area. They are called breast enhancement pumps, or some other such name, and they are designed to fit over the whole pectoral area and actually pump up the whole tit.

“Okay, Babyface, time for your milking,” I joked. “Fifteen minutes a day for each boob.”

“But I don’t have boobs!”

“You will,” I warned laughingly.

So he set aside a half hour a day and followed instructions and his chest area began to grow.

Oh, it wasn’t big growth, just a slight mound, and it went away quickly.

But it expanded the area, caused nerves and tissue to accommodate, and grow, and I had gotten him an appointment to give him ‘vacation boobs’ within two weeks.

Within two weeks he was going to be a boobed man, and on the road to bigger and bigger boobs.

JOHN: I could not believe it. I sat in a recliner and plastic cones covered my pecs and air was pumped out. I actually watched my tits grow. And, for a while afterwards, and more and more in the coming days and months, they started to last longer.

“And these will go away? If I choose?”

“Maybe,” Julia shrugged. “I suppose you could go on an exercise regimen and work them off, but why would you want to?”

And she was right. Why would I want to? I looked at those little mounds, temporary as they might be, and I gloried in them. They gave me a pride, and I looked forward to filling bigger and bigger bras.

It’s funny. Men have penises, and they hide them away. Oh, they talk about them, try to sound like their dicks would look big on an elephant, but they hide them. No pride there.

But women…women are front and center with their sexual apparatus. They wiggle and waggle and shimmy and shake, and they get to be proud of their mountains.

Oh, I know. Not all women. But…now I had something to be proud of.

So I used the breast enhancer pump for a couple of weeks, had a little growth, and was happy, then Julie pulled out the big guns. I was sitting in my recliner, pumping my breasts, feeling sort of happy and loosey goosey, and the door bell rang.

This was actually the first time I had seen any visitors since I had started this thing. Usually, if Julie had any visitors I went into my office and stayed out of sight. But today she brought the visitor right into the rec room where I was sitting.

I sat up and stared.

“Hi, John. I’m Tim Fawcett. Dr. Tim Fawcett. Julie tells me you would like to have some vacation boobs.”

“Uh…” I didn’t know what vacation boobs were. “What are vacation boobs?”

He chuckled. “There is a procedure where we inject saline type solution into your pecs, give you a real set of boobs. Some women like them for vacation, some women like to see how they’d look before getting real fakes.”

Real fakes. Hunh!

“So if we could take these off,” He gently detached my plastic cones, put them aside, and began feeling my…tits.

“Not bad. Proper growth seems to be occurring. No problem areas.”  His hands felt warm and…sexual. Which sort of shocked me.

I didn’t want men. I liked women. But to have the chest palpated as if it was a tit…there was something sexual in it no matter how professional he was.

He smiled up at me. “What do you say? Ready for the real thing?”

I looked at Julie, who was smiling. She nodded.

“Sure.”

For the next half hour he fussed, he measured, he probed, and he injected. Shot after shot.

“They’ll last a couple of weeks, then start to shrink. I would say a month and you’ll be back to normal.”

He kept moving around and around, feeling my tits and inserting the  syringe and checking to make sure everything was right.

“Of course, normal may be enhanced. The progress you’re making with the breast pump seems to be pretty good. Wonderful things, those breast pumps. Make sure you keep using yours.”

He injected and injected, just a little bit at a time, and I could see my breasts start to grow up, round out, shape up.

I was having a hard time breathing. He noticed and told me to relax. Julie came and held my hand.

“Forgive him, Doc. He’s sort of a sissy and this is all new to him.”

“Not to worry.” He looked at me. “I do this for a lot of transgender people. Most of my business…heck, all of my business, is pretty much breast enhancement. Temporary or permanent, I’m your man.”

I nodded, and gulped, and…a short time later, he was done.

“Wear a bra at all times. You don’t have the muscle to support tits like a woman does. You’ll have to grow those.”

He closed his medical bag and faced us. “Well, been a pleasure, call if you have any questions, and my nurse will be checking in with you to make sure everything is hunky dory.

We nodded, he left, and we stared at me.

I had a woman’s body. It wasn’t super curvy or anything, but the hormones had already started rounding out my hips, and now I had bosoms. Real bosoms.

“Come on, babycakes, let’s get you dressed up and see how this all works.” She was actually breathless, and she stared at my tits.

“I’m up here,” I said.

“She lifted her eyes to me, actually blushed a bit. “Yes, you are. Sorry, but you can’t believe what this is doing to me.”

“You can’t believe?”

She laughed.

We spent a couple of hours trying on outfits, and the funny thing, though it was the tits that were big and delicious, I kept staring at my groin.

There was no bump in the dress. I was smooth and…and just like a woman. No slit, but certainly no cock. Yet, oddly, I didn’t miss it.

And, here is something I didn’t expect, I was getting horny.

I didn’t have a penis, nor a hard on, yet I felt this warmth inside me. And I craved to be near Julie. All the time. Sometimes, right in the middle of working, I would just stand up and go look for her.

And I would hug her, and…I started to cry.

The hormones. They were really bringing on the changes. I felt weepy a lot, and, like I say, sometimes I just burst out in tears.

And it felt good! Like it was right for me to cry.

Julie, bless her, just accepted it all. She hugged me, and I began to feel…weaker.

Physically, I was weaker. But to be so dependent upon her hugs to reassure me…I felt small and weak in her arms. I felt…like a woman. And this sure adjusted my feelings and thoughts.

I had never considered women as weak. I certainly didn’t think of Julie as weak, but it is all comparative. I mean, some women get into weight lifting, things like that, and then they feel strong. And it’s good to feel strong. But, in a way, at the right time and place, for the right person, it feels good to feel weak.

JULIE: My man had tits. Oh, God. When the doctor was pumping them up I had a hard time not reaching down and Jilling off. I mean…I was WET!

How wet was I?

I was rain forest wet. I was slip and slide wet. I was wetter than a seal taking a shower.

Watching John try on his outfits, seeing how sexual his body was becoming, it was all I could do to refrain from jumping his bone. Well, his dildo.

Yes. Just because John was getting no sex didn’t mean I wasn’t going to. I had bought several dildos, and I was trying them out., either with John or without.

I never realized that taking a man’s sex away was going to make me more sexual. But it did. Lord, how it did!

When we were done with the fashion show I didn’t say a word. My eyes showed my pleasure, and I took his hand and pulled him into the bedroom.

And he giggled! I mean, actually giggled! Funny, I hadn’t given him anything for his voice, it was sort of mid range and could work down like a man or up like a woman, but I had thought about it.

But John was instinctively speaking with a higher voice. And now his laugh, normally a sedate chortle, had risen into a giggle.

All of which just contributed to the general state of my horniness.

“Okay, lover bitch, it’s time.” I tossed him the strap on harness.

He smiled and put it around his waist and adjusted it. When he was done I screwed the big, black dildo into it. Man, was I horny.

I laid down on the bed and looked at him.

He was beautiful. He was wearing a negligee, and had real tits poking over the edge of his shelf bra, and his hips were round, and he was wearing my favorite, red wig.

“Wait,” I said, as he moved towards me.

“What?”

“You need make up.”

He blinked. We hadn’t done anything with make up, but seeing him standing there, with no pecker and big boobs…it was time.

I got off the bed and led him to my make up table. I sat him down and began working on his hands. Girls have to have a good set of claws, right?

He watched as I worked. His chest was heaving, and I knew if his dick had been working it would be a tent pole at Barnum and Bailey’s.

I finished his hands and he held them up and looked at them. Beautiful, slick red. Blood red. Long, extending a half inch past the ends of his fingers.

“Wow,” he said.

I bent forward and had my first suckle at his breasts. Oh, the nipples tasted so good, and they were erect, and I couldn’t stop myself from working on those big mammaries.

He giggled again, and I smiled.

“Finish the make up,” he said.

So I did. I creamed and powdered and brushed and painted, and his face came alive. His was a woman’s face now, the hormones were shifting things up there, but it was plain, like a man’s.

No more.

Now his eyebrows were arched and thin, his lips were red and juicy, his eyes were smoky pools of lust.

Well, they made me lustful. But isn’t that what it’s all about?

A woman doesn’t put on make up just to look good, she puts it on to look good so a man will look at her.

And I wanted to look at her. And I wanted to fuck her.

I knew I wasn’t a Lesbian. And I knew he/she wasn’t a Lesbian. And though his cock didn’t work, he had a life like prosthetic that fulfilled the image of him as manly. Even though he was womanly.

I tell ya, it was the best of both worlds.

I lay back on the bed, unable to breath, like a virgin, and she got on top of me. He got on top of me. Heck, forgive me if I don’t have my genders straight, but he was, in a way, both.

He crawled up between my legs. He was going to eat me out, but I stopped him. “Don’t. It will mess up your make up. I want to look at you like this.”

He smiled. His ruby, red lips curved upwards, his sexy eyes crinkled, and he stayed on his knees and moved forward and lifted my hips.

And he wasn’t strong enough. As a man, before hormones, he could lift me up and throw me. Even though I actually weigh slightly more than he does.

As a woman his muscles were shrinking, changing, becoming weaker.

“Uh,” he said, and he was sort of confused.

“Don’t worry,” I gasped out. “Just fuck me.” I lifted my hips and he got his clawed hands under my buns and he tilted his hips forward and…oooh!

“Ahhh!” I moaned. The black dildo was big, like a black man’s, and I had always fantasized about having one of those big, black peenies in me.

So I felt the big dick stretch me out, and I moaned. Heck, John has an excellent sized penis. Had. Might have again. But it wasn’t this big!

“How you doing, baby?”

I was holding onto his thin arms and my eyes were glazed. All I could feel was this big, old piece of plastic meat in my core. I was being opened up like a can of cherries.

“Fuck me…” I managed to say.

He began to drive that hog into me. Push after push, pull after pull. I couldn’t breath. I couldn’t move. I couldn’t do anything but die and go to heaven.

Well, not literally, but maybe a little bit literally. After all, an orgasm is sometimes called ‘the little death,’ and it wasn’t long before I had one. A little death. And it was a big, little death. I arched my back and grabbed his tits, and he had to pull my hands away because I was too rough, and a series of earthquakian spasms hit me.

“Fuuu…fuuu…GAHHH!”

Then I was just laying there, trying to remember how to breath.

“Heysoos,” muttered John. “That was incredible.”

I smiled up at him. “So was it good for you.”

“Actually, it was. I mean, I can’t cum, but just seeing you get off like that…it opens my world. I feel like I have cum. In fact, better than cum.

JOHN: I was sexless, and sexy, and I couldn’t get an erection…but I was hornier than I had ever been.

I was wearing the sexiest clothes. Bras and nylons, corsets and make up. And everything made me want to have a hard on, but we know about that.

So in place of a hard on I got frustration.

I began to beg Julie for the chance to eat her, to fuck her, and…to wait on her hand and foot.

She had to tell me to go work, and I would, but even then I was horny, aware, and wanting to…to do something!

She loved it.

We spent a lot of time watching old movies and kissing. We would sit on the couch and watch the big screen, and then we would be necking, and feeling each other’s tits.

Then I would eat her, like as not, and use a dildo on her. She did like the black one. An awful lot. And she would pound on my shoulders, (and I had to remind her not to hurt me) and pull on my tits, and suck on them, and then kiss me some more.

Hornier and hornier and hornier.

Oddly, one of the reasons I wanted to fuck her was to lick my sperm out of her. I hadn’t done that much before, but it was top of my mind now. I actually dreamed of kneeling between her fresh fucked legs and eating her pussy like it was an ice cream cone. The delicious, white fluid pouring down my throat.

Speaking of dreams, I was having a lot of them. I was dressing sexy, crying emotionally, and dreaming. And here is where it gets funny. When you learn a foreign language they say that you don’t really know it until you dream in that foreign language.

I don’t know if that’s true, I mean, it sounds true, but I was dreaming of myself as a woman.

Already. Just over a month into it, and I was dreaming as if I was a woman.

Well, I guess I was a woman. In every way except having the slit. But slits are like dicks, they don’t show. It’s the tits that get the attention.

Anyway, one day I woke up and felt a pressure down there. It didn’t hurt, but it was…bothersome.

“Uh oh,” I said.

This was a night that Julie let me sleep with her, we hadn’t really explored sleeping arrangements, or even the dungeons yet, but that time was coming. She rolled over and looked at me.  “What?”

“I hurt down there.”

Julie threw the blankets off and palpated the region, and, yes, I definitely felt a little irritation.

She smiled. “Big boy is waking up.”

“Oh, my God. Does this mean…”

“Yep. You get your stitches out today. I’m going to give you a shot to keep you from getting erections for another week, we don’t want you get erect while your stitches are healing.”

I was confused.

She explained, “I have to make a cut to separate your dick from your perineum. And there might be a few drops of blood from your ball sack.”

“Oh.”

But that was okay. We had a breakfast, grinned at each other, and after breakfast, after I had done the dishes and a few other chores, she called me into the bedroom. Fifteen minutes later I had a dick. It wasn’t erect, and wouldn’t be for a week, but it was there. And I had balls. They slipped right back down into the ball sack and…I have to tell you. In spite of all the warmth and wonderful feelings I was having from being sexless, it felt good to be back in business.

“Oh, God,” I said, holding my limp dick and feeling my happy balls. “I missed you!”

Julie laughed. “Oh, god? Is that what you call your dick and balls?”

I laughed, and for once, it wasn’t one of those giggles.

I had actually been a little embarrassed to find myself giggling, and I knew I would be again, but…it felt so manly to have my package restored.

Hunh! Manly. In a woman’s body. Yet…weird but true.

JULIE: So he’s back to being a man. Sort of. In a womanly way. But he’s not really a man until he shoves that meat steak up my tube. I couldn’t wait for that. To have a real woman, a fully endowed woman, fuck me with a real dick…wow! I needed that.

If John’s horniness was out of control, he should have seen mine. My nipples were always erect, and when I walked it felt like my labia were slithering around in wetness.

Yes, I needed a good dicking. With human flesh, not plastic flesh.

Anyway, it was time to fit him for a chastity cage.

On a Monday morning I took him down to a tattoo parlor. ‘Tattoos’ on the front window in ornate script. ‘Piercings,’ under that logo, in similar, fancy script.

We walked in, were greeted, and the artist actually thought John was a woman. Well, he wore a dress, his best red wig, and he smiled, he spoke, he giggled…he emoted like a woman.

“I’d like to have my husband’s penis pierced.”

Josh, that was his name, sat up and looked at John. He leaned to one side, then the other, then nodded. “Good job, man. Or should I call you woman?”

“Either is fine,” I said. “He wants a Prince Albert. We’re going to be putting a chastity device on him, so we’ll follow your recommendations.”

Josh nodded, asked John to get into a chair, and began examining his penis.

“Yeah, that’ll work. I recommend a thicker gage. Do you have the device here?”

I did, and I handed it to him.

John’s dick was limp, so he slipped the chastity tube on easily. He checked it thoroughly, made a small mark with a marker, and looked up at me. “I can numb him if…”

“He’s already numb.”

And he was. I had given him a shot of anesthesia before coming, and he was feeling no pain down there.

“Okely Dokely. You ready pal?”

John was. He nodded.

Ten minutes later we walked out of the tattoo parlor. Had had a little extra weight between his legs, and instructions on how to keep everything clean.

“I can’t believe it,” he said.

I grinned. “We seem to be saying that a lot these days.

We got into the car and he said, “So I’m not going to get to fuck you?”

“Now there’s an interesting thing,” I quipped. “I could tell you, and exactly when and how, but I’m not going to.”

“Huh?”

“You need to learn that only I can give you orgasms. And you’re going to have to work to get them. No more of these fashion shows and mindless fucks. Well, I might be getting some mindless fucks, Mr. Dildo face, but you…you’re going to have to earn your fucks.”

Oh, the look on his face. We had talked about this. I had explained it all out to him, and not just a couple of times. But now he was into it. Now we were in a new phase. And now he had to deal with a new set of frustrations.

He had a dick, and it would try to get hard, but whether it would be allowed to get hard was another matter. My house was going to have to be mighty clean before I let Mr. Cock a Doodle Do out of his cage.

JOHN: It felt good to have my cock back, but to have it locked up before it could even get hard? And to have to depend on somebody else to let Mr. Happy out? That was an adjustment, and a big one.

But here’s the thing, here’s the blessing, my frustration became a tool for Julie to mold me, to change me, to make me into something better.

She would seek me out during the day and demand love. Simple kissing. Making out. Full bore use the dildo and open her up. And these actions kept me horny, and made me hornier, and when there was nothing else to do…housework.

I would be so horny I thought I would explode, and she would hand me a duster and smile.

Man, all that sexual energy I was building up would get used in destroying cobwebs and dusting hard to reach ledges.

Or washing windows.

Or waxing the car. Her car. I didn’t drive much, and my car was actually moved off the driveway to sit on some paving stones.

Not that I could drive…high heels, you know. I would have to practice with them before trying to drive a car with them.

Or doing the laundry.

Or cutting the lawn, raking the leaves, polishing the silverware, hand washing our lingerie…

And working.

I was so frustrated, and the only way out was to work, so if I was done with the chores, and Julia wasn’t in the mood for a little slap and tickle, then I worked.

And even started making more money.

I had never realized how distracted a man with a penis can be.

But, the whole picture…I liked it. I loved being horny. I even loved it when she had a big orgasm and just shoved me away. There was something so deliciously submissive about it all. It felt so good to have somebody take charge of me, take the mystery out of my life, to command me and use me.

Of course, it didn’t feel so hot when she made me sleep in the other bedroom.

In the enclosure, just a square of boards a foot high, I slept on blankets. Fortunately, she let me have as many blankets as I wished. I put three or four blankets on the floor, scrunched up a pillow, covered myself with a comforter, and slept.

Unfortunately, the box was half a foot too short, and half a foot too narrow. So I would scrunch up, and I hated that because I love being able to stretch out.

But being able to stretch out was not permissible for men who whined for sex, or touched at unauthorized times, or even just stretched a little too much and came into unauthorized contact.

Then I would be shoved out of bed and told to go sleep in the other room. And I knew better than to complain. You see, if I complained too much, I met…Mr. Paddle.

JULIE: God, the first time I spanked him I thought I was going to cum right there in my panties. I never realized how important physical punishment is. I mean, there are case studies, but dry descriptions are nothing compared to the way your groin heats up, the way your lower lips get juicy, the way your horniness accelerates and goes right out the roof.

The first time I spanked John I took him into the dungeon. His cock was working now, and it was constantly surging against his cage, and it was certainly surging when he bugged me a little too much for a fuck.

Heck! He’d only had his dick back for two weeks, and the piercing hadn’t totally healed. No way I was going to risk his health!

But John didn’t understand, even when I explained it to him. Heck, he was just too horny to be able to think properly. But that’s why God made good Mistresses like me, to help men think when they are stupid.

So I took him into the dungeon, which we hadn’t used much, and I put him on a horse. This was a contraption like a saw horse, but made with metal and having little fold outs for the knees and the forearms.

He looked at me doubtfully, and I could see the hurt in his eyes. He couldn’t believe I was going to do this to him.

But I had had him make this room! And he had seen the furniture I had ordered! What did he expect?

He laid down on top of the center pad and I locked his arms and legs down. His face was in a cushioned ring at the head of the horse.

“All right, my little Pussyface, it’s time you learned the facts of life.”

“I know the facts of life,” he retorted. A little bit of resistance. Poor Johnny didn’t want his spanking.

“Not only have you bugged me, and don’t understand that your piercing isn’t ready for sex, but you are talking back to me.”

“I’m not talking back.”

I knelt in front of him and looked him in the eye.

“Talking back is mouthing off, like you just did, or it’s even a bad attitude. If you aren’t cheerful and obedient to me, at all times, then you are going to be out here learning your lesson.

I walked back into the house, changed into some black leather,  which leather emphasized my tits wonderfully, by the way, poured a drink, and returned to the garage.

I selected Mr. Paddle. An over sized ping pong paddle with holes drilled in it. I whooshed it through the air a few times.

Now John’s eyes were big. I noticed that he was actually giving little shivers.

“Honey baby,” I said, “This is going to hurt you more than me.”

“So don’t do it.” His voice was quavery.

“Oh, no. It has to be done. If not now…then when?”

He had nothing to say.

I stepped behind him, the wind up, the pitch…WISSS SMACK!

“Ow!”

I smiled. “I’m going to really spank you now, John. First off, it’s the first time, and you have to be brought to heel. Second, when we’re done you’re going to be feeling very amenable. In fact, you’re going to love how amenable you feel.”

I began.

WISSS SMACK!

WISSS SMACK!

WISSS SMACK!

WISSS SMACK!

WISSS SMACK!

I spanked him until my right hand was tired. His ass was red and he was crying. I went to my left hand.

WISSS SMACK!

WISSS SMACK!

WISSS SMACK!

WISSS SMACK!

I don’t know how long I spanked him, or many many strokes, but it was a lot. Definitely over fifty. Maybe over a hundred.

When I was done he was a sobbing puddle. The floor under his eyes was a pool of water and runny mascara. He was shaking, and he was thoroughly subdued.

And, for any of you out there who object, do your homework. Men are big tough creatures. Even when they are made into women, there is a definite remembrance of a mindset that makes them able to endure pain. Even ‘want’ to endure pain. If I hadn’t spanked him as hard as I did it would have been useless. That male barrier would have been intact. His resistance might be quelled, but it wouldn’t be terminatedly handled.

The proof of what I say is revealed by what happened next.

I gently undid his restraints and helped him to his feet. He launched himself at me. He put his arms around me and cried and…begged for forgiveness.

If your man doesn’t break like this, if he doesn’t cry, seriously cry, and beg for you to forgive him, then you have failed. I didn’t fail.

I held him. I soothed him. I told him everything would be all right. I didn’t lecture him or try to emphasize anything…or any lesson. He had received his punishment, and it was done. That was all there was. It was time to let him have his reward. It was time for him to feel the soft flesh and the tender embrace.

I walked him out of the dungeon. I took him into the living room and we sat down on the sofa and I let him cry his eyes out. He sniffled, he sobbed, he wiped his nose, and he apologized for getting his runny mascara on me.

“It’s okay. You can fix your face.” My meaning was clear, but I didn’t reinforce it. Crying time was about over.

And now he was amenable. Now he was listening. Now he would pay attention and follow directions, and any flashbacks would be avoided. He never wanted to be punished again.

Though, I have to admit, some men crave punishment so much they deliberately do things to receive it.

That’s okay. Whatever floats your boat.

Finally, I managed to stand him up and send him to his room. When he came back out, a half hour later, he was showered and perfumed and made up and…ready to go.

A bright, eager face. No more silly resistance. Now he was ready to serve.

And it’s important that you follow up with chores. Not punishment, but after crying time, and a little repair, he should be put to the grindstone. Do some vacuuming. Wash the car. Whatever.

The days following that were about as blissful as they could get.

John was at last happy. Content. Willing. He was doing his chores and humming happy tunes.

Then a second month was passed, his piercing was healed, and it was time for a little fucking. But there was one more thing we had to do before I allowed John a fuck.

The following conversation took place

during an interview at the end of a year.

JOHN: “It was the worst day of my life…and it made me what I am today.”

JULIE: (Giggling) “I never had so much fun in my life…but you should have seen the look on your face when I brought it up.”

JOHN: “We woke up and she said, ‘We need to fuck.’ Oh, God…I was happy! I had been working like a dog, I had been spanked—“

JULIE: “Which you deserve.”

JOHN: “Yes, ma’am.”

JULIE: “Go on, tell the story.”

JOHN: “Well, I was happy, and I thought I was going to be balls deep, is it okay if I say that?”

JULIE: “Of course, for the sake of case study. Use whatever words are appropriate to give your true feelings.”

JOHN: “So I was looking forward to being balls deep, to really having a fuck, to being able to plunge my unused and abused dick into Julie’s pussy.”

JULIE: “Don’t worry about your language, just tell the story.”

JOHN: “Yes, ma’am. So I was humming and happy. I put on my best dress, worked on my make up, fixed breakfast, then she took me out to the dungeon.”

JULIE: “He thought I was going to take him to bed, that he was going to be in the dominant position.” (Laughs)

JOHN: (Ruefully) “When she took me into the dungeon my heart sank. My mind was going a mile a minute. I was trying to figure out what I had done wrong.

JULIE: “You hadn’t done anything wrong. It was just time.”

JOHN: “So she puts me on the horse and tightens the restraints. I was  dreading a spanking. I really didn’t want one.”

JULIE: “Once, if done properly, is enough.”

JOHN: “I’ll say. Anyway, she ties me down, then goes back into the house and puts on her leathers, God they are sexy…but frightening. She puts on her leathers and walks out into the garage and my eyes just about bugged out of my skull.”

JULIE: “I had a couple of drinks, one for him and one for me, and a big, fat dildo in the strap on harness.”

JOHN: “I almost started crying right then.”

JULIE: “I sat down in front of him and let him sip his drink through a straw. I said, ‘Honey, it’s time for our marriage to be consummated.’”

JOHN: I actually started crying. I mean, I should have known, but I just never thought…”

JULIE: “So we drank our drinks, then I went to the south end of my northbound husband…or wife, if you prefer…and I slapped a good bit of lubricant onto his asshole.

JOHN: “It actually felt good. We had played with fingers, and the lubricant was smooth and cool. And it felt comforting just laying there, having my asshole massaged.”

JULIE: “Then I stepped up behind him. I was using the big, black dildo, I love that one, and I figured he’d love it, too.”

JOHN: “I didn’t, at first. When she pushed that thing into me, and she was gentle, it felt like my bottom was being hacked to pieces.”

JULIE: “I fed it into him, just the head, and he yelped a bit, but nothing else. I just stood there and waited. Finally, he relaxed. I heard him sigh, and that was the signal.”

JOHN: “She began fucking me with that thing. She didn’t do me hard, like we have since, but she was soft and steady, gentle, and here’s the weird thing…it started to feel good.”

JULIE: “Real good. He started sighing, then he started pushing back. After a while he was humping like a real woman.” (Pause) “He was a real woman.

JOHN: “I certainly felt like it. When it started feeling good I almost cried…that women can get this sensation and men can’t…” (shakes head) “It’s a cruel world.”

JULIE: “It certainly is. Or, at least, for you, was. Now you know.”

JOHN: “She fucked me until my prostate responded to the pleasure. I actually began spewing seed out. I couldn’t believe it.”

JULIE: “He didn’t get an orgasm, doesn’t need one. He hasn’t had one since we started this trip, though he does get drained…fucked…at least once a month.”

JOHN: “And I feel better for it. To think of all the sperm I wasted, all the energy down the drain…it’s enough to make a grown woman cry.”

JULIE: (Laughing) “It certainly is. But no more, right? Lover butt?”

JOHN: “Absolutely. Are we about done with the recording? Do you have enough for your case study?”

JULIE: “I think so.”

JOHN: “Good. I need to clean the house.”

JULIE: “Excellent. Do a good job, I have a date tonight.”

JOHN: “Are you going to bring him home?”

JULIE: “Always be prepared…”

JOHN: “Okay, but, honey?”

JULIE: “Yes?”

JOHN: “If you go to his place? Or do it in the car or something?”

JULIE: “Yes?”

JOHN: “Make sure you bring me home a little treat.”

JULIE: “You got it.”

END
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THE classic of feminization.

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

Judd is the product of the Amazons. the Amazons are an ancient race of women who are working for the betterment of mankind.
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Alex has to live in an old, decrepit mansion for the summer. Worse, he’s supposed to follow the directions of an old biddy who, right off the bat, makes him wear girl clothes!

Alex is in for a surprise, however, because the house is haunted, and wearing girl clothes is the least of what is going to happen to him!
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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.
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Quivering Buns


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN sexy stories

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

The Shivering Bone!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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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 learnto be a female model…and much, MUCH more!

The Whisper of Flesh


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with FIVE erotic stories

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

Skin Games!


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Following are stories from Gropper Press.

Many of them are five star,

all of them are hot and steamy!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


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

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


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

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


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

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

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


CHECK IT OUT!

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

Gropper Press!

The Bank Robber Became a Lady

I Gave My Man Boobs

The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into Girls

The Lactating Man

The Sexual Edge

My Neighbor Feminized Me

COVID Feminized My Husband

Revenge of the Lactating Babes

The Were-Fem

I Was Feminized by the FBI

The Feminist Experiment

We Made Him Our Fem Boy

A Witch Feminized Me

9 to 5 Feminism

The Half and Half Man

The Feminine Vaccination

The Great Gender Revolt

Big Femme

League of Lactators

The Sexual Matrix

I Changed My Nephew into a Girl

How to Emasculate Your Cheating Husband

Feminized for Granny

Feminized in 100 Days

Feminized Cop

The Sissy Ride

Sentenced to Feminization

Feminization is in My DNA

Feminization Resources

Body Swapping with Chastity

I’ve Got to Have It

Feminized by My Sister

Feminization of a Salesman

Feminization By Act of Congress

A Man Caught

The Lactating Woman

Listening to Sex

The Feminization Curse

The Man Who Would Be Woman

Feminized by Neuralink

My Wife Dominated Me

Dominated By a Gang of Women

My Wife Made Me Worship Her

He Wanted a Real Chest

Forced to be a Crossdresser

Cheating is Forbidden

The Feminization of Jackson

How to Make Your Husband into a Sissy Slave

Feminization Makes a Whole Man

A Woman Again

I Rule My Man

A Month of Feminization

A Sorority Feminized Me

Being a Woman

Made into a Woman

National Lipstick Day

Sexual Borders

The Intersex Man

Self Respect Through Feminization

The Pinocchio Condition

Racing for a Woman

The Great Gender Transformation Conspiracy

To Sacrifice for Love

Feminized by a Neighbor Lady

My Husband the Model

The Party in the Bedroom

The Cure for Limp

I Inherited Being a Woman

Jessie’s Boobs

He Wanted It Tighter

She Wanted It Bigger

Subliminal Feminization

Boob Maximizer

He Was a Female Model

The Politics of Feminization

My Husband Became a Pole Dancer

Mystery Boobs

More Woman Than Man

The Feminization Corps

She Transgendered Me

The Sex Games

Feminization 101

Feminizing the Horn Dog

My Husband is a Sissy

My Husband the Girl

Satan’s Panties

The Picture of Femian Grey

My Mother’s Panties

The Ladies’ Sissy Society

We Feminized a Burglar

Horn Dog Comeuppance

The Ultimate Erotic Fantasy

The Church of Feminization

Oops!

I Feminized a Reporter

The Gender Transformation Club

Emergency Transition

I Made Him My Sissy Slave

Emasculation Made Easy


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

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

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘How to Make Your Husband into a Sissy Slave!’

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!

GRACE MANSFIELD
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