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PART ONE

“Hey, John, I have a meeting tonight.”

I had just gotten home, I was off for three days and wanted a little nookie. Well, a lot of nookie. And here she was with those stupid meetings.

“One of those girlie meetings? Take over the world? That kind of thing?”

Addie sighed as she put on her make up.

“Funny man. But what you don’t know is that it’s a changing world.”

“I know, and men will clean house and cats and dogs will mate. It’s the end of the world.”

“It would be for you if women took over.”

“Huh! What’s that supposed to mean?”

She turned to me. A short brunette with a packed chest and the bluest eyes you ever want to see. But it was her lips that had me. I’ve always had a thing for red lips. The redder the better.

She ran a tube over those perfect lips, smacked her lips, and then laughed. “John, you are so easy. And what I mean is if I was in charge I would put you in jail and make you wear red lipstick all day long. And boobs. I would make you wear boobs. And you’d only get out to clean the house.”

I, of course, got a big boner from all this talk, and she knew it. She grabbed my cock, put her lips close to mine and whispered, “I’m already in charge. You just don’t know it.”

I groaned, leaned in for the kiss, and she drew back, pushed my chest and turned back to finish her make up.

“Heysoos,” I breathed. I rubbed my cock through my pants.

“So don’t wait up, it’s going to be a long meeting, and don’t jack off.”

“So I’m not going to get any, but I can’t relieve myself.”

“Don’t be a jacker, John. Save it for your loving wife.” She finished and stepped back, and Heysoos, was she good looking.

“You look like that, tease the crap out of me, and expect me not to masturbate? Ha!”

“John, I’m telling you right now, I don’t like that habit. Men should learn to control themselves. So don’t you fucking dare.”

“What are you now, the Sperm Police?”

“John, promise me.”

“Okay, okay. I promise.”

She stared at me. I knew that she was doubting me.

“Seriously. I’ll just get drunk, watch a little TV, and go to bed sad and discouraged.”

She snorted. “If only.” Then she grew serious. “John, we’ve had this talk before, and you’ve betrayed me before, so I’m laying down the law. If you masturbate I am going to be the sperm police, and I am going to punish you like you’ve never been punished.”

“Yeah, yeah. I need a beer.”

I left her, my end of the frustrating conversation over, and went into the kitchen. I poured myself a tall bourbon and Coke.

She came in, looking like a movie star.

“Off she goes,” I put a little sneer into the comment. “To be with her Lesbian friends.”

She stopped and blinked, and I realized I had gone too far.

“Okay, okay. I’m sorry. That was uncalled for.”

She stood in front of me, her face hurt and said, “John. You’re a good man, but you’ve got a mean streak in you, and I wish you’d lose it.”

I didn’t say anything, and she sighed, kissed my cheek, and went out the door.

As soon as the car zoomed down the street I was in motion. I headed into the garage. Up on the top shelf, behind boxes, was my stash. I grabbed the bag and went back into the house.

Refreshed my drink, heavy on the bourbon, and headed for the bedroom.

First, I took out the bra and the breast forms. I put them on and inspected myself in the mirror. Big tits. Mmm.

I put on my special gaffe, which hid my dick between my legs It was tight, but, God, it felt so good.

Then the slinky black dress. It was short, and I shaved my legs, for biking I always told my wife. I rolled some stockings up my legs.

I stepped into the high heels I had specially ordered, and, finally, piece de resistance, the tube. Red lipstick. The reddest.

I stepped back and looked at myself.

I wasn’t a tall man, and I was rather slender, and with my longish hair I did look like a woman.

Oh, there was a bit of angle here, and the eyebrows could do with some plucking, but…I was good looking.

And I was horny. My cock was fighting the gaffe, losing, but it hurt so good. That big boner shifting and trying to stand up, and being squeezed back into place. God, it was exciting.

Then I walked around the house, my glass in one hand, sipping, leaving red lip prints on the rim. I sat down and turned on the TV.

Football. Big, brawny men, and I wondered how many of them had secrets like mine.

I sipped some more, placed my glass on the table, then went into the back bathroom to pee.

And heard the car door slam!

FUCK!

I hadn’t even started to pee, just had my dick out, and suddenly I was rushing through the house. I heard her high heels on the cement in the garage, click, click, click.

I entered the living room, and here was the problem. She was turning the door knob, two seconds from entering the kitchen, and my only hope of safety was the front door. I couldn’t make it across the living room to the sliding doors. So I would be stuck in the front yard.  If there were any neighbors out I would be…I had no choice.

As the door opened in the kitchen I pulled open the front door. As I heard her heels clicking across the tile floor I pushed the front door shut, not making a sound, and ran across the front of the house.

It was dark, and I avoided patches of light. If I could make it to the garage.

“John? I’m home!” she called out in the house.

She would be in the bedroom, looking for me, if I could get into the garage I could put on some old clothes, wipe my lips and…FUCK! The garage door was closed. I had bitched at her to always make sure it was closed, and she had finally done it.

Cursing softly to myself I ran across the front of the garage, prayed no neighbors peaked out their windows, and pushed on the gate to the side yard.

Locked!

Fuck! Was anything going to go my way?

I climbed over the gate, trying not to make any noise, and it was hard. First, I had to throw my heels over, then hike up my dress, and then my big boobs got in the way.

How the hell did women function with these big things on their chests?

I dropped onto the path that led to the side door of the garage. I picked up my heels and crept, as quickly as I could, to the side door.

I put my hand on the knob it turned and I exulted, and I began to push the door open.

The light in the garage went on and I jerked back.

“John?”

Then the click, click of her heels across the garage. She closed the door…and locked it.

FUCK!

Was anything going to go right tonight?

The light went out and I tried the door knob anyway. Tight. What the hell was I going to do?

Nothing.

I had to wait until she went to sleep, then I could pop the lock on the door and figure this all out.

She’d be mad if I wandered in late, but I could talk my way out of it, and everything would be hunky dory.

So I sat against the side of the garage. All dolled up and nowhere to go. My boner was forgotten, but it started to come back. I chuckled. You can’t keep a good man down, even when he’s a woman.

Five minutes later somebody drove into the driveway. Oh, no!

I ran to the gate and peered through. It was Rebecca Johannsen. Becky, from her stupid ‘More Power to the Bitches’ group.

I watched through the cracks in the fence as she got out of her car, then I heard the door slam. Click, click, Addie walked out to meet her. I could hear them talking.

“I don’t know where he is, but I’m worried. There was a glass in the living room.”

OH, NO!

“It had lipstick on it, and now I can’t find John anywhere. He doesn’t have his cell with him, and I don’t know what to think.”

“Do you think he’s cheating on you?”

“I don’t think so, I mean, it’s possible, but…but I don’t…I don’t know!” She began to cry, and Becky moved forward and put her arms around her.

And I got an idea. The sliding door!

I ran, as fast as a man in a tight dress can run, around the corner of the house and across the patio. If I could get to the bedroom I could strip everything off and hop into the shower. Let her think what she wanted, I could make her feel like she was stupid for not finding me in the bathroom.

I placed my hand on the door and started to open it.

Shadows appeared on the glass on the front door and the latching mechanism clicked.

I jumped back against the side of the house.

“I don’t know what to think. See, the glass is right there, and you can see the lip print on it and—THE SLIDING DOOR IS OPEN!”

Footsteps across the room, I ran for the corner of the house.

I heard the door slide all the way open. “There’s nobody here,” Becky’s voice sounded.

“I shut it. I remember shutting it.”

“Well, there’s nobody here and…”

Becky’s voice faded as she slid the door shut.

Click. It was locked.

Damn, damn, and double damn.

I went back to sitting against the side of the garage, cursing my luck, things were getting harder and harder. Still, when stupid Becky left I could…another car drove up in front of the house.

Now who the—

I heard the tinny squawk of a police radio.

Oh, no! They had called the police.

I peered through the cracks in the fence. The big spotlight lit up the front of my house, flashed back and forth, but they couldn’t see me behind the fence.

Oh, no. Oh, no. Oh, no.

A cop got out. A big one. Pushing a big billy club into his belt. Tilting his hat. He walked up the walk, and Addie and Becky greeted him. I turned and put my back to the fence.

“What seems to be the problem,”

“We think there’s a prowler.”

Then their voices became too low for me to hear. I looked back through the fence and watched the girls point at the house, and…and if only the sliding door wasn’t locked I could get into the house.

I turned again, looked into the darkness of the back yard, my mind racing. I imagined myself opening windows, even crawling down the chimney.

“Well, I’ll take a look around…”

Oh, my God! While I had been looking away the cop had come closer, and now he was just a couple of steps from the gate.

I was frozen! I didn’t know what to do!

He placed his hand on the latch and opened the gate.

I took off. I dropped my heels and looked like the road runner.

“Police! Stop!”

I wasn’t going to stop. My mind was a slate of sheer panic. I crossed over the bare patch, went under the apricot tree and….and the night sky whirled and I was looking up.

You don’t feel the blow that knocks you out, and I hadn’t felt the limb of the tree smack me right in the center of the forehead.

I couldn’t figure out where I was. I moaned, then I felt a strong arm lifting me to my feet. “Let’s go, girlie.”

Girlie? What? Oh, yeah, I had been wearing a dress, because…because…I tried to sort out what had happened to me.

He cuffed my hands. I was dazed and didn’t struggle. He lifted the cuffs so I was up on my tip toes and walked me back through the side yard.

He pushed me through the gate. Addie and Becky were standing to the right, and while I was still trying to figure out what the hell was going on, I kept my face turned to the left.

He marched me right past them, and I heard them saying things, but nothing made sense. Then he was pushing down on my head and I was getting into the cop car.

I sat there, and it all started to come together. The words when Addie left the house, me indulging my kink, being locked out of the house.

And the glass! I had left the glass on the table!

I was hunched over, staring down at the floor of the car and suddenly the cop tapped on the window.

I. looked up, my hair over my eyes. Addie was standing there, looking right at me.

Oh, God. I looked down quickly.

Had she recognized me? I hadn’t seen any recognition in her eyes, of course it had happened so fast.

“No. I’ve never seen her before.”

My mind shrieked, ‘It’s me! Addie! It’s your husband!’

But my voice said nothing. I didn’t dare look up to correct her.

“All right. Probably some druggie who got lost.”

“But what was she doing in my house? Drinking with…with my husband? That’s her lipstick on the glass. And where is John?”

The cop sighed. “Well, she’s a hooker then.”

“You really think so?”

“Better looking than most, but with that big bump, and that blood on her face…”

I had blood…oh, the tree. I must have really knocked myself senseless.

A short while after that the cop got into the car. “Okay, missy, time to get you booked and settled in for the night.”

“Please, you need to stop the car.”

“Why would I do that?”

“Because I’m John Hansen. I’m her husband.”

He stopped the car and turned to look at me.

I told him the story. I admitted to my kink. Well, it was better than being found out by my wife. And if he would let me go…then I could get some male clothes somewhere and…

“Well, that’s a doozy,” he laughed and put the car in motion.

“No! Wait! you’ve got to believe me!”

But no matter how I begged, he drove me to the police station.

My town isn’t a big one, and the station isn’t a big one. When I went in there was only one cop on duty.

“Hey, Jimmy, what you got?”

“Crossdresser, prowling around. Probably a peeper, too.”

“Geez, the world is full of sickos, isn’t it?”

He walked me past the front desk and into a cell in the back. There was nobody else there.

I heard the clank of the cell door, and was never so mind blasted in my life Then he walked out and I was alone.

Alone.

I wasn’t a criminal. It wasn’t fair. I sat on a ledge and put my head in my hands. Suddenly he came back in. He tossed my high heels through the cell bars, then a wet towel. I caught the wet towel.

“Clean yourself up. If you need a doctor we can take you over to the Medical Center.”

He left.

I wiped my face.

And, somewhere in there, I began to cry. Little sniffs at first, then big drops. What had I done? What was going to happen to me? I loved Addie, but when she found out, and I had a feeling she was going to find out, what would happen to us?

The tears finally started to wane, and I sat there in the semi darkness. Then I leaned back against the cold cinder blocks and closed my eyes.

I don’t know how much time passed, but suddenly the lights went on. The big cop entered the cell block and came to my cell. He opened the door.

“Let’s go.”

I stood up and crossed the cell.

“Are you going to let me go?”

“Nope. Got a bomb threat. We’re moving you.”

“What?”

He didn’t repeat himself, just marched me past the desk sergeant, who didn’t look too alarmed, and out to his car.

Another hand pushing my head down, and then we were driving.

“Where are you taking me?”

“Believe it or not, the only other place in town with bars is the museum.”

“The cop museum?”

“Yep.”

“I think…I think I better make a phone call.”

“Tomorrow morning. With this bomb threat we don’t have time to baby sit you.”

“Oh.”

Then, a few minutes later, “Should I call my wife? Should I tell her everything?”

“You can tell who you want.,..after you tell the judge.”

“The judge?”

“Yep. Come Tuesday morning you’ll be facing the judge.”             

Tuesday? why not Monday? And then I remembered. Three day weekend.

And I bemoaned my fate some more. Three days in jail. My wife would be worried sick. And I was still terrified of seeing her. What had I done?

We pulled up in front of a big brick building. There were bars on the window, and a sign out front announced, ‘County Law Enforcement Museum.’

There were no lights on in the building.

He opened the back door and I got out. I was holding my heels in my hands as he walked me up the front steps. We entered and he turned on the lights.

We were in a front lobby. There was a table with brochures on it. A window with bars on it, a thick door, and a cardboard cut out of a police officer with sunglasses on.

“Right through here,” he opened the thick door and walked me into the back.

We passed through a big room with all sorts of exhibits in it. Tables with ticket books, glass cases with ancient hand cuffs, pictures of cops and criminals they had arrested. I sure didn’t want my picture taken. And, in the center of the room, an actual pillory.

I only had a moment to see the thick boards with the cut out circles for the neck and hands, then I was in a long hallway with cells on the sides.

“Used to be a real jail, till they made it into a museum. In here.”

I walked into a cell that was definitely not modern. The iron bars were not smooth, you could see the welds, there was dust on the thin, fold down bed.

He shut the door with a clang and locked it.

“What now?”

“I’ll come get you tomorrow morning. After we get this bomb thing straightened out.”

“You’re going to leave me here?”

“You’re going to be okay.”

“But there’s nobody here!”

“Good. And nobody ever comes here. So you’ll have some nice peace and quiet.”

He walked away, clicked the lights off, which left me in the semi darkness. There was only one light over a back entrance, and it must have been 15 watt.

I sat down, and man, was I in a funk.

Then I turned and laid down. The bed was only a piece of plywood  folded out from the wall and supported by chains, and there was only a thin blanket. Pulled the blanket over me and, knowing that life would never be the same, I tried to sleep.

Tick. Tick. Tick. A big clock on the wall kept me awake.

I listened, but there wasn’t much other sound. Just that stupid clock.

Would Addie ever forgive me? Would…

Sounds. A car…no, cars…pulling into the parking lot.

Huh. Probably some kids sneaking a six pack.

The car doors closed. No, not kids. Adult footsteps climbed the front stairs.

What the fuck? More prisoners?

Then they were close enough so that I could tell they weren’t just footsteps, they were high heels. A herd of ‘click, click, clicks.’ coming in the front door, gathering in the lobby.

What the hell was going on?

The thick door to the lobby opened and the herd of high heels crossed the big room, then they entered the rear part of the jail, the cells, where I was now cringing into a corner of my cell.

No voices, however. Just the tramp, tramp of heels. Then a cluster of faces were staring in at me.

In the gloom I couldn’t make out their features.

“Here he is,” said somebody.

“The pervert.”

“We’ve had enough of your kind in this town.”

I was frozen in fear. They were only women, but there were a lot of them. And while I couldn’t see their faces, I could definitely feel their emotion. And it wasn’t a nice emotion.

A key was inserted and the door was opened. Bodies clustered into the cell, and suddenly I realized that they were all wearing masks. Some of them had ski masks on, a few had Zorro masks, but even up close I couldn’t tell who they were.

“Hey!” I protested.

But there were so many of them, and they grabbed me, held me tight, and hustled me out of the cell.

“You can’t do this! Let me go!”

I struggled, and while a man can take on a woman, he can’t take on a dozen of them.

I was rushed down the corridor and out into the large room. I saw where they were taking me and I tried to struggle even harder. But they were ready for me, and they pushed my neck down in the center hole of the stocks, then pulled my hands down so the wrists were in the holes, then the big, thick top board was lowered.

“Hey! Hey!”

Somebody fit a big padlock into the end of the stocks and I was caught.

My head and hands were fixed in place. I was completely vulnerable.

They began taking pictures. Bright flashes lit up the jail as I was photographed from every angle.

Somebody grabbed my hair and lifted my head. A hand grabbed my face and held it. A tube of lipstick rolled over my lips, and more pictures were taken.

Then, finally, everything stopped.

“Okay, ladies. What do we do with this pervert.”

“You can’t do this,” I cried.

Somebody slapped my butt, and they used a paddle. A big, heavy paddle.  SMACK! “And you can’t go sneaking around peeking through windows. Peeper.”

“I’m not a peeper!”

Another smack on the ass. SMACK! The other cheek. I was going to be sore. Heck, two smacks and I was already sore.

“You’re a peeping tom, and a pervert. Do you want to confess?”

“What? Confess to what?”

“Confess to your filthy, perverted crimes? What have you done, little man?”

Somebody grabbed my panties and pulled them down. My penis dangled for all to see. Somebody giggled. Then one of the women grabbed my penis and pulled it back up between my legs. I went up on tip toe.

 “Confess, and maybe we won’t cut this off.”

“Oh, God…I’ll confess! Anything!”

“Tell us then, pervert. Tell us your sins.”

They all backed off then, but one of them kept ahold of my dick. Unbelievably, it started to get hard.

“Speak.”

“Okay…okay. I’m a crossdresser. That’s all. My wife doesn’t know, and tonight she went out and I decided to…”

For a long couple of minutes I told my story, confessed my ‘crimes,’ and the vigilantes listened silently.

Talking, I didn’t have much time to consider who they were, what had brought me to their attention. But they seemed to know about me, for when they were done somebody said.

“What about jacking off? How often to you flog that little thing you call a prick.”

Which was unfair, because I wasn’t small. At least, not too small. Well, it had always been big enough for me to get off.

“What do you mean?”

SMACK!

“Ow! Stop that!” Tears started to trickle down my face.

“Tell us about masturbating.”

Something started to click then. Something about my wife’s problem with me jacking off. But I was in such dire straits the idea had no time to form.

“Yes! I jack off.”

“How often.”

“Once or twice a day.”

“And you hide it from your wife.”

“Yes.”

After a few more questions nailing down my masturbatory habits, a new question was asked. “Have you ever had an affair?”

“No! No!”

SMACK!

“Tell the truth!”

I was crying freely now. “That is the truth! Please! don’t hit me again!”

“Have you ever lusted after other women?”

I tried not to answer that one, got another smack, and began burbling out my lusts.

“But I never acted on anything! I just…I can’t help it! It’s a guy thing! You see a woman and you get a boner!”

SMACK!

And I knew that that one was simply punishment for looking.

And the questions went on. My whole history was laid out. Every sexual thought I had had since my balls dropped.

Finally, though, the dawn in the sky outside the window, they were done.

They all stood back, and there was silence. Then, “Sisters, the prisoner has confessed. Is there anybody who wishes to speak before we pronounce sentence?”

“There is.”

Then I heard the sound of a fresh pair of heels. Coming in from the lobby. Click, click, click. And that was the clicking of doom.

I turned my head as far as I could and peered into the gloom. A woman was walking towards me. Slowly her shape became more defined, I could see her body, recognized it, then her face, and…

“Addie?”

“Hello, John.” Yet there was no friendliness on her face.

“What…are you…can you get me out of here?”

“Well, that’s the problem, John. You see, when I joined my ladies group I made certain agreements, and I pledged to let all justice be handed out by the group.”

“You…but I didn’t agree!”

“You agreed by being married to me. Besides, you’re in a woman’s world now, and you are property.”

“I’m not property!” I protested.

One of the ladies in the circle said softly. “Nothing more, nothing less.”

Another said, “What would you say?”

Addie frowned. “He’s a good man, he supports me, but he doesn’t listen to me, and, tell the truth, he’s got a streak of meanness in him. And now that I know he’s got these sexual problems.” She spoke to me, then. “I mean, John, jacking off? Dressing like a woman? Peeping in windows? What were you thinking?”

I started to protest, but there really was no way to defend myself.

“Are you ready for us to pronounce sentence?”

Addie stepped back. “I am.”

One figure stepped forth. “John Hansen. You have been found guilty of crimes against womankind. Let me apprise you of the seriousness of your nature, and warn you against further infractions.

“If you cheat on your wife you can be castrated. If you continue with your present ways, you can be castrated.

“But since this is your first offense, and because we are a benevolent association, your punishment will not be severe.

“For the crime of dressing like a woman, you must dress like a woman for one year.

“For the crime of masturbation you will be in prison for one year.

“For the crime of peeping you will receive one hundred strokes.”

“Strokes? Strokes of…what are you…”

“Commence the punishment for peeping.

SMACK!

OW!

SMACK!

OW!

SMACK!

OW!

Each women struck me with the paddle several times, then turned the paddle over to the next woman.

They were strong woman, and I was howling after just a few strokes. My ass would be bruised. I wouldn’t be able to sit down for a month. And as the strokes accumulated it got worse and worse.

Finally, the paddle was handed to my wife for the final ten strokes.

But it was my wife. I figured she wouldn’t hit me as hard.

SMACK!

I was wrong.

Nine more strokes, and it felt like she was getting stronger as she went.

Finally, me sobbing, my ass burning with agony, it was over.

My wife: “Gee, that was sort of fun.”

A couple of chuckles, and my mind spun with a thought: Fun? Oh, my God! That was fun?

Then the leader of the group spoke again. “Commence the punishment for masturbation.”

A couple of the women walked behind me. I could feel them doing something with my balls, then my dick. It felt like I was encased in something hard, and then there was a tiny clicking sound.

The women returned to their places in the circle and the leader of the group spoke one last time.

“The punishment for crossdressing will commence. You will dress like a woman, in all aspects, in every way, for the next year. If you are caught dressed like a male you will be returned to this location and your next punishment will be severe.

The next one would be severe? What the hell was this one?

The women turned and filed out of the room. A herd of clicks, click, clicks, and I just cried and wondered what they had done to my package.

“Good bye, John.”

“Addie? Wait!”

But she didn’t wait. Shortly I was alone, standing in the stocks, tears splattering on the floor.

An hour later the cop came and released me from the stocks and returned me to the real jail. I cried the whole way.


PART TWO

I spent the weekend in jail. As the weekend progressed more people were incarcerated. A half a dozen guys, from bums to bikers, most for drunkenness, one for breaking and entering. In the cell next to mine were two ladies of the night. I was better looking, though I suppose I shouldn’t be proud of that.

I was in the call with the guys, but they pretty much ignored me. I discovered the sad truth that most manly men look down, or are scared, of crossdressers.

Jail wasn’t fun. Nothing to do. Nobody to talk to. The smell of puke. The police rarely went back there.

In addition I couldn’t sit down. I mean, my ass hurt! I tried to sit, but stood. Finally, I went to a corner and laid on my belly. Nobody seemed to care.

And, to make things really bizarre, I discovered what they had done to my cock. It was in a shiny, little tube. A chastity device. That’s what being in prison for a year meant.

So I sat through Saturday, then Sunday, and then Monday. Tuesday morning, looking real spiffy in my stinking, sweaty black dress, a big bruise and cut on my forehead, my eyes red from lack of sleep, I was taken out of the jail and walked down a long hallway to the court room. I stood in a small waiting room, no chairs, for three hours, then I was walked into the courtroom.

God, was I embarrassed. The courtroom was packed, and a few people snickered at me.

I was a mess. And obviously a man.

The judge was a woman. Uh oh. And I quickly figured out that she had to be one of the women who had visited me in the museum jail.

“John Hansen. Case number…” the bailiff droned.

The judge: “Peeping, eh? How do you plead.”

A man moved up next to me. He was a scrawny public defender with owlish eyes. I had never spoken to him.

“My client pleads guilty, your honor.”

I looked at him.

He nodded, and I knew he was in on the fix.

The judge didn’t give me a chance to complain. “Six months ankle bracelet. One year probation.”

The gavel descended and the defender turned me and pointed me towards the bailiff.

An hour later I was processed, with a monitor strapped around my ankle, and walking out the front door. Addie was waiting for me. She was chatting with a couple of ladies, and I realized that I would never look at a woman again without wondering if she was one of ‘those’ women.

Addie saw me, bid her friends good bye, and turned to me. She was smiling as she inspected my ankle bracelet.

“Well, well. My convict husband. How was Bubba?”

“What?”

“Well, dressed like you are, I figured Bubba and his friends broke you in. Popped your cherry. Was it fun?”

“Har dee har har,” I mumbled.

She linked her arm in mine and walked towards the parking lot. “You know, at first I was scared. And that bit with the glass, I became furious, thought you were cheating. Imagine my surprise when I found out you were one of ‘those’ guys.”

“Please,” I asked, wanting her to stop.

“How long have you been cross dressing?

“Mumuhuh!” I said nothing in a soft voice. People were staring at me and I just wanted to crawl into a corner and die.

“Well, it doesn’t matter. This next year is going to be interesting.”

“Why?”

“Because you have to dress like a woman for one year.”

I stopped and stared at her.

“You heard the sentence of my lady’s group. It’s a form of aversion therapy. They figure if you have to do it every day you’ll get tired of it. End of problem.

“Of course, knowing you, you might not get tired of it, especially the part where you wait on me hand and foot.”

“What? I’m not going to—“

“Oh, yes you are, husband mine. Because you have embarrassed me, and caused me so much grief, I am going to get my pound of flesh. For the next year you will dress as a woman, and you will wait on me hand and foot. And, by the way, that little toy under your skirt isn’t going to come off soon.

“You can’t do this to me.”

“Funny, that’s what I was saying on Friday night. So, Johanna, that’s your name for the next year, are you going to be a bitch about it? Because it only takes one word from me to the lady’s group and you will be picked up and ‘re-educated.’ And second offenses…who knows, maybe you can get castrated.”

“No.”

“Want to find out?”

“No.”

She turned me then and we continued to our car.

I went to the driver’s side and she said, “Whoa.”

“What?”

“People who wear high heels shouldn’t be trusted with a gas pedal.”

“What?”

“Passenger side, slick, and be quick about it.”

My heart feeling like a lead weight, I rounded the car and got into the passenger seat.

Gaily, Addie drove through town. She had the top down and she honked and waved to people, and I cringed in the passenger seat.

She stopped and talked to a couple of neighbors. She explained my position by simply saying, “He was caught crossdressing and peeping. He’s going to be a woman for a year. Need your house cleaned? I’m going to rent him out.”

I couldn’t believe it.

We rolled into our driveway and she stopped the car, got out and walked away.

Dismally, I got out and followed her.

She was proud, strutting. I was slumping, broken.

In the house she said, “Your outfit is on the bed. Change and do the dishes. I’m going to masturbate.”

“What?”

“You sure are asking ‘what’ a lot. You are such a curious dear.” She patted my cheek and headed for the bedroom.

I followed her into the bedroom.

“What are you doing here?”

“It’s my bedroom?” I said, confused.

“No, no. You’re down the hall. What used to be the guest room. I guess it still is the guest room. You’re going to be a guest for a year, right?” She laughed merrily.

I walked back down the hall.

The guest room was small, a single bed. A single blanket. The material of the blanket was rough, would not be comfortable. A single pillow. Scrawny but lumpy.

A single dresser.

She was behind me. “I put your new clothes in the dresser and the closet.

I went to the dresser and opened it. The top drawer was panties. a couple of garters, and nylons. The second drawer was bras and tummy shapers. The third drawer had a large set of breast forms.

I looked in the closet. A half a dozen dresses, ugly things with flower print patterns and such. They also looked a bit small. I would discover that they were designed to be extra tight on me. I would even have to sew seams back together a couple of times over the next year.

On the floor were three sets of high heels.

“Imagine my surprise when I hacked your computer and discovered passwords and secret sites. I followed the links and discovered you had already sized yourself out. You’ll find that everything fits. Sort of.” She giggled.

The one glory of the guest room was that it had a small bathroom on one side. I went into it and stared at the make up placed on the sink counter.

“I’ll help you with your make up for the first week.”

I felt like crying. I didn’t want to be a woman. I wanted this damned tube off me. I wanted to be a man, scratching my balls and feeling cocky.

No feeling cocky for me, though.

“Can I take a shower?”

“Absolutely. And use the perfumed soap. I have to tell you, just between us girls?” she arched her eyebrows, “You’re a little stinky.”

Laughing, she turned and left the room.

I took off my filthy dress and underwear. I stepped into the shower and began soaping. PU! The soap she told me to use was el stinko. I almost gagged, and I had the sick feeling that I was going to be getting used to such things over the next year.

Finally, cleaned off and feeling half human, I stepped out of the shower and dried myself. And heard grunting sounds.

Grunting?

I tip toed out to the hallway and followed the sounds to my bedroom.

Addie was laying on the bed, naked, a big dildo jammed up her cooch. She was using a small vibrator on her clitoris, and I was just in time to see her arch her back and groan loudly. She remained frozen like that for about 20 seconds, then collapsed.

I was incredibly turned on, and the fact that I couldn't get hard made me want to get harder all the more.

I reached up and touched a nipple. It was stiff. I groaned, and I must have made too much noise, because she turned her head and looked at me. She grinned.

“Now I see why you like to masturbate so much. The cum is better than with your little dick.”

“Hey!” Little tears were creeping out of my eyes.

She stood up, a shapely woman with large breasts. I was fascinated by her lips and eyes, and she came to the door.

She came like she was going to kiss me, but she was just teasing. She got right to me, I started to move forward, and she closed the door.

“A little privacy, Peeper.”

I slumped. God. This was terrible.

I walked back to my new room and got dressed.

It was the first month that was the worst.

I was constantly confused by all the housework I had to do, and I was given no time to think about it.

Do the dishes. Polish the silverware. Dust the blinds. Polish the wood. Vacuum. Clean the windows. Cut the lawn. Rake the leaves. Wash and wax the cars. And on and on and on.

And, when the days work was done Addie gave me lessons.

“Three coats, stroke towards the tip, let it dry and now the protective finish.” And I had beautiful, red nails. Which didn’t help with all my chores. And throughout the day, especially that first month, I had to keep fixing broken nails.

“No. No. Blend the foundation like this. Now the blush will…” And I was fully made up, and had to repair myself after working and smudging, or sweating through, my make up.

“You need to use Nair.”

“Do your rollers like this…”

“Walk on a line, it’ll make your ass so-o-o sexy.”

On and on it went. And I was exhausted. And I couldn’t leave the house.

By the end of a month I had adapted. It is amazing how much the mind can change in a month.

I had given up on watching football and watched soap operas,  kneeling at Addie’s feet and painting her toes.

I stopped looking at Sports Illustrated and began reading fashion magazines.

My hands were changing. I didn’t use them with muscle, and they lost that gnarly look that a man’s hands have. Instead, they looked longer, more slender, like a woman’s.

My face was changing, too. It seemed like it was getting skinnier, like the fat was moving around. How weird.

My hair, of course, got longer. And I was told to brush it out a hundred times at a sitting. It became smooth and silky shiny.

I got used to wearing make up.

My lips were plumper, courtesy of Agelyss Lip Plumper (with Volulip). And they were bright red at all times. If they even started to fade Addie would command me to fix my face.

The weirdest thing, however, was that I started to lose weight.

I wasn’t a big guy, but now I was skinny. Part of it was the constant diet of salads that Addie demanded I eat. But part of it…part of it didn’t make sense.

“I’m losing too much weight.”

“You’re fitting into your dresses better.”

I think I should see a doctor.”

“Well, have a nice walk.”

That was another thing. I wasn’t allowed to drive the car. Even after the six months, when I lost the ankle bracelet, Addie kept the keys and told me if I wanted to go anywhere I had to walk, that I needed the exercise.

I didn’t need any exercise. I was getting enough exercise cleaning the house.

I did get out of the house, however. Addie took me to the store and waited while I bought the groceries. And once every month I went to a party. I quickly figured out that these parties were nothing more than a chance for the woman of her club to make sure I was following the rules.

Thus, the year passed. I completed my sentence. I went to the probation officer for the last time, and was told my sentence was finished. I could return to being a man.

And I could lose the chastity tube.

I was all grins when I walked into the house. Addie wasn’t displeased, but her smile was sort of quirky.

“Well, slick. It’s back to being a man. Are you looking forward to scratching your balls again?”

“I should hope so,” I said eagerly.

“Then let’s see to your little pussy.”

That’s what she called my chastity device. My pussy. All year long she had laughed at me and asked how it felt to be in pussy.

She took out a key and undid the tube. My dick fell out, and it was changed. I looked down at it in horror.

It was shrunken. And pale. And it didn’t look like it wanted to get hard.

But I was so horny! I wanted a hard on!

“Honey?” I wailed, as I palmed the little worm.

She stared at it. “Well, use it or lose it. You want to use it?”

I looked at her. Her face was bland, non committal.

“Oh….oh…” But I didn’t commit myself. I was in shock.

I finally said, “What about us?”

“What about us?”

“Are we still married?”

“Of course we are.” She patted my cheek.

“And I can move back into our bedroom?”

“I look forward to it.” Then she said something strange. “We’ll just leave everything as it is in the other room.”

My dick, so small and soft, was pulsing, but not like the hard throb of years gone by. Now it was like a pulse in a finger.

“Would you like to make love right now?”

I looked up at her I was a mix of hope and eagerness, and fear that I wouldn’t be able to rise to the occasion. “Can we?”

“Sure.” I’ve missed a good dicking. Why don’t we start with you eating me out?”

I had eaten her out a lot this past year, and I was quite used to her request. I quickly knelt and bent my head to her pussy. With my hands I stripped my female clothes off, and I pushed with my legs to push my face deeper into her snatch.

She groaned and moaned and held my head.

My hands free I began to finger bang her. I stuck them into her, slid them along her labia, flicked her clitoris.

She held on to me and arched her hips.

I crawled up on the bed, knee walked between her thighs. I felt her tits, and she felt my sort of saggy pecs.

That was another odd thing, my pectorals had lost their firmness. I didn’t notice it a lot because I was always wearing breast forms. But now, out of my female duds, I was well aware that they were mounds of fat and sagging.

But I didn’t care. I was so horny. My cock was very slowly responding, and I was going to get to fuck. After a year of not even being able to touch myself, I was, at last, going to be in pussy. Real pussy.

I knelt over her pussy and put my cock to her hole. It wasn’t real hard, but with a little push and shove I managed to get it into her hole.

Ah! God! It was heaven! To feel her warmth, her moistness. Her cave engulfed me easily.

She said, “Is it in?”

I was beside myself with lust. “Oh, yes…yes…”

She moved her hips, and I fell out.

I almost sobbed as I put it back in.

She moved again, and I used all my muscles to keep my body pressed forward. I managed to stay in.

She kept moving, and I could feel my dick bending around, and it took all my strength to keep it in.

She moaned, and she cupped my…tits. Well, they weren’t pecs. They weren’t muscle. Might just as well call ‘em what they are.

And she came. Quickly. She just groaned and her body locked up and her head was tilted back and her red lips looked so delicious. Her eyes were closed. And I felt her muscles squeezing, and squeezing, and…my dick fell out.

“Oh, that was better than Jilling off,” she murmured. She had a wonderful, pleased smile on her face.

I was hornier than ever.

“But I didn’t cum!”

“That’s your problem,” she smiled, pushing me off her.

I sat on the edge of the bed and stared at my little weenie. Traitor. Unable to get hard. And that was when it hit me. I turned to her and accused. “You’ve been giving me something?”

“What? What are you talking about?”

“You’ve been giving me drugs. Hormones or something.”

“Oh, honey, you’re imagining things.” She laughed and stepped into the bathroom. A few seconds later I heard the shower running.

I walked back to my room and sat on my bed.

I was alone. I wasn’t really a man. What had happened to me?

I went back to my bedroom, the real bedroom from a year before, and put on some male clothes. they didn’t fit.

My hips were too big for my jeans. Funny. I had wanted them bigger to fit dresses, but now they were too big.

And my chest was smaller, and my ‘breasts’ hung inside, slack. Unsupported. And it felt so weird.

I put on shoes, and my feet hurt. Apparently my feet were now used to high heels. Even though my athletic shoes were cushioned, my feet missed the high arches and the squeezed toes.

I walked out to the living room and sat down and turned on the football game. But I hadn’t seen a game in a year, and I didn’t know who the players were. And my mind was just not into it.

I went into the kitchen and grabbed a beer.

Yuck.

I threw the beer away.

Addie was out of the shower. It was almost as if she was following me, and she watched as I came to grips with my frustrations.

“What’s the matter?” She was smiling, a knowing look in her eyes.

“I’m…I’m not used to being a man.”

“Huh, and after a year of wanting to be a man.”

“Yeah.”

I went out to the car. I got in it, and it felt weird. I was used to sitting in the passenger seat. And I had to mentally jog myself to remember the simple things involved in steering a car.

I drove around the block. Stopped at a convenience store. I bought a box of Oreos. Double Stuff. My favorite.

I returned home, and was actually glad to be out of the car.

I put a cookie in my mouth, and then spit it out. Yuck. I hadn’t eaten sugar in a year, and I didn’t like it.

And so the day went. All my habits from being a man being inspected and found wanting. By the end of the day I was a sad, sad person. I couldn’t wear the right clothes, I didn’t appreciate the manly things, and I couldn’t even fuck my wife. At least, not in the way she deserved.

Then I thought about it.

I had been given hormones, and I was changed, and that’s the way she wanted it.

And I had been reconditioned, my mind was actually changed. And that was the way she wanted it.

What else did she want?

Over the next month it didn’t get any better. I would constantly find myself starting to act like a male, and then becoming discouraged.

I tried to have sex, and couldn’t.

I was very uncomfortable with the bags hanging on my chest. I wanted support.

“Addie? Could we have a talk?”

“Sure.”

She sat on one side of the kitchen table. I sat on the other.

She wore a slinky dress, pearls, her boobs on display. Her hair was up in a French bun, and her lips were that beautiful shade of red that I loved so much.

I envied her her red lips.

I was wearing slacks that were big enough to hold my ass. My breasts hung in a tee shirt.

“What’s the haps, babe?” she asked.

“Let’s talk about me and what’s happened to me?”

“Okay. You want to pour me a little drink, first?”

I stood up and quickly mixed her a bourbon and Coke. Over the last month, since I had been returned to ‘maledom,’ she had developed a taste for whiskey. And I constantly found myself getting her a drink. Moving in front of her to open a door, then walking behind her. Even letting her drive.

I also caught myself doing a little housekeeping. I would suddenly become aware that I had gotten out the vacuum, or had done the dishes.

I placed the drink on the table in front of her. She lifted and tilted, and left a red lip print on the glass. I was so reminded of how I had left my glass on the table the year before.

In a way, that had started the whole problem. If she hadn’t seen that glass she wouldn’t have wondered if I was cheating. She might have just figured I was out, and gone to bed. I could have snuck in, changed, and that would have been that.

But I left that glass there, and I started to wonder…was that my subconscious? Did I leave that glass on the table on purpose? Did I want to get caught?

“So, you wanted to talk?”

I shook the remembrances, and the wondering, out of my head.

“I’m not comfortable.”

“With?”

“Being a man.”

“Oh,” she sipped again, arched her eyes.

“Yes. Whatever you gave me,” she said nothing, she wouldn’t admit to anything, “I don’t fit into male clothing, and I don’t like any of the male things I used to like.”

“Mmm.”

“I don’t even have a working…penis.”

“What do you want to do about it?”

I was silent for a long time then, thinking over my next words, considering my decisions.

“I want to go back.”

She nodded. Sipped some more. To being a woman?”

“Yes.”

“Well, do it.”

“Except, I don’t want to lose my thing. Even though it doesn’t work, it’s part of me. And your Lady’s club said that second time offenses would result in my castration.”

“Oh,” she nodded, thoughtful.

“So what am I going to do?”

She pursed her lips, tilted her head. “There is one way to get around that law.”

“Yes?”

“Let me talk to the ladies and make sure.”

“Okay.”

“But…”

“Yes?”

“You understand what this means?”

“What?”

“I’ll let you stay in my bedroom, sometimes, but not always. You’ll be wearing make up, lingerie, you won’t be able to drive, and you’ll have to keep my house clean.”

She had said, ‘my house,’ so she had been thinking about it. in fact, I assumed she had already come to a decision. Maybe even a year before.

Taking a deep breath, I affirmed, “Yes.”

“And I really will rent you out to other ladies. Not just to clean house, but to…service them.”

“Oral sex.”

“Yes.”

I gave my final nod.

I was in the police museum again. It was over thirteen months since my adventure had started. Only a week since I talked to Addie.

I was not in the stocks now, however. I was lying on a piece of furniture I had never seen before.

It was like a horse, but with a wide, padded center board. It was slightly curved at the front and rear, so that my head was tilted up, and my butt was presented.

The ladies were there, standing in a circle around me, but they weren’t wearing masks. Now they were naked except for the strap ons they were wearing. A variety of dildos stared at me.

Small ones. Ones with nubs. Big ones. Some with built in vibrators. Some with weird shapes.

One woman spoke. “John Hansen. You have applied for membership into a very exclusive club. We are here to give our approval…or disapproval. Are you ready for the final test?”

“I am.” I nodded, as best as I was able on my little horse.

“Let the test begin.”

A bench on rollers was pushed towards me. A naked woman was reclining on the bench, she had her legs spread apart. The bench was rolled right up to me, fit under the ledge of the board I was on, and her pussy came right into my face.

Quickly, I began to eat. She was fresh washed and smelled delicious. She moaned as I stuck my tongue into her.

Behind me I could feel somebody working lube into my asshole. Fingers massaged my rectum, cold, creamy stuff was pushed into me, slathered on me. Several hands rubbed my back and my legs.

I had been told that the woman didn’t want me to fail, were dedicated to me making my transition.

Then the first dildo was pressed to me.

For the last few nights Addie had helped me prepare, fingering me, helping my asshole get used to being penetrated. I had concentrated on staying relaxed, and now it was helping me.

I grunted as the head slipped in. It felt huge, but I knew they were going to fuck me with the smaller dildos first.

I felt the tool sliding in and out, and it felt so good, just a half foot of pleasure grinding away at my asshole.

The woman under my mouth came. A quick, violent explosion. She clamped her thighs around my face and pressed her pussy against me, then she was wheeled away and another woman climbed onto the rolling pussy table.

Twelve women. I had to get fucked by each of them, and I had to make each of them cum.

They fucked my ass, and that handled that. And my mouth would ensure their orgasm.

The woman in my ass drew out as they wheeled the woman I had eaten away. Another woman stepped up to my ass, another woman was wheeled out of the darkness. My mouth was attacked by pussy, my asshole was attacked by cock.

“You’re doing good,” whispered Addie, at one point.

I felt good. Yes, my mouth was tired, my jaw a little sore, but I was confident. I was also inspired. I wanted to pass the test. I needed to pass the test.

Another woman into me, sawing back and forth, opening me up. Her dildo was bigger, and it had a wavy shape. I could feel my nerves celebrating as they were rubbed.

Another. Another.

God, it felt good. I realized that I was moaning with pleasure.

And the women I was servicing were moaning.

Nine women. Addie kissed me between oral servicing. I knew she could taste all the pussy on me, but she didn’t care. Women are so much better than men. They are loving, caring.

Another woman. I was bucking on the table. I was so hot.

Then Addie whispered. “I’m going to fuck you now. You’re almost there.”

She went behind me and I could feel the unique feel of her hands on the back of my legs. Then she was in me. And she had chosen a big dick.

Well, actually, I had chosen the dick. We had chosen it together, but she focused on what I wanted.

I brought the woman in front of me to an orgasm, and then the last cock was up my ass, and Addie was being wheeled up to me.

I felt a dick slide into me, and I slid my tongue into Addie’s pussy.

I ate, loving the familiarity of her juicy twat.

And, finally, finally, she came. A glorious burst of pleasure that filled my mouth with her juices. She was wheeled away, then returned to me. I was let up from the table, helped to stand. And twelve women hugged me, loved me, and welcomed me to their ranks.

Twelve women.

Then they sponged me off, wiped the cum and the sweat off me, off my face.

And they brought me clothes. Real woman clothes.

My bra was pulled up tight. Nylons were rolled onto my legs, and my make up was done.

A half hour later, proud, though a bit bow-legged, I walked out of the police museum. I held my head high, and I knew that I was beautiful.

For the first time in my life I felt the supreme confidence of a real woman. And the world was my oyster.

END
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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 is a list of stories from Gropper Press.

Many of them are five star,

all of them are hot and steamy!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


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

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


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

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


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

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

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


CHECK IT OUT!

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

Gropper Press!

The Bank Robber Became a Lady

I Gave My Man Boobs

The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into Girls

The Lactating Man

The Sexual Edge

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

Feminized for a Million Dollars

Dominated By a Gang of Women

My Wife Made Me Worship Her

He Wanted a Real Chest

Feminized by my Sister

Body Swapping with Chastity

He Became My Sissy Maid

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

‘Sentenced to Feminization!’

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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