

I Made Myself into a Woman!

Feminization gave me a new life!

Grace Mansfield


Copyright © 2021

All rights reserved. No part of these books may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without the written permission of the author.

[image: Changed cov use.jpg]

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


PART ONE

“Eureka!”

My wife turned to me and said, “Huh?”

“Eureka! I have done it! The big break! I’m going to make a million bucks off this invention!”

Debbie look at me with a blank expression. “I repeat…huh?”

“Don’t you understand?” I grabbed her arms and started dancing, moving in a circle, jumping up and down in glee. “I have invented something that everybody wants, that everybody will buy, that will revolutionize the world!”

“Oh, is that all,” she retorted.

I stopped dancing. I was less than thrilled with her less than excited response to my exciting announcement.

“Honey! Debbie! Don’t you want to be rich?”

“Sure, but…let’s face it, your ‘inventions’ have been less than successful.”

“But that’s all in the past! I’ve gone through enough failures to find success. Listen, I have tried it on all the female rabbits in the garage. And it works.”

“Let’s see, there was that device you built that would train dogs to use the toilet.”

“I know…I know. But that was—“

“Poor rover didn’t understand about toilet seats, however, and we had to have his tail amputated to save his poor, doggy, little life.”

“Yeah, but that was a miscalculation!”

“And then there was the automatic tire repair kit…to be employed at 60 MPH. Which actually worked until the airbag acting like a tire popped and we slid a hundred yards on the under carriage into a gas station. Like really INTO the gas station.”

“But that was a valiant effort! And I learned a lot of things!”

“Like the fly DNA altering spray that made fly’s feet sticky so that when they landed they couldn’t take off. I had flies stuck to me for a week!”

“Yeah, but…”

And, my favorite, let’s not forget the automatic self dressing bra. It actually worked, wrapped around your body and fastened itself. And about took off my boobs!”

“HONEY!” I yelled. “FORGET ALL THAT!”

She stopped talking, but she didn’t take the look off her face. Before she could throw another of my inventions into my face I hurried on.

“Look, the one thing that makes women’s lives miserable is that they have periods. For a week out of every month they have headaches. They get nauseous. They get grumpy and take it out on any man within nagging distance, and—“

“You’re going to get rid of periods?”

“For one week they end up with, uh, discharge, which is messy and—“

“Hold the horses, bucko. Let me get this straight. You’re going to cure women of having periods?”

Aha! She finally understood. I grinned wide. “Yup!”

She started to laugh, but…laugh? That wasn’t the response I expected from a woman who I planned to save from pain and misery.

She laughed and laughed and laughed. I thought she was going to fall on the floor and hold her belly, but she held on to her chair and managed to stay upright as she laughed and laughed and laughed.

“Well,” I said, giving a sniff of disgust.

She stopped laughing, dried her eyes, and said, “Tell me more about this life saving gizmo you’re about to foist on the world.”

“Well,” I was less than thrilled now, I figured that she was just trying to laugh at me more. “It’s simple. Women have periods for a week, that is a quarter of their life. Me getting rid of periods would be like expanding the work force by one eighth, and women would thank me for the relief they experience.

She started giggling, and I stopped and frowned. “You could at least show a little appreciation for my…”

She held up a hand and stopped me. “Honey. Ebert. What is the point of a period?”

I blinked. What a silly question. Everybody knew that one. “Periods,” I spoke haughtily, “allow the female of the species to dispose of old, used eggs.”

“Exactly. Out with the old, we get a break from our ‘misery,’ and then in with the new. And life goes on, and so does civilization.”

“Huh?” There was something confusing about her logic. I’ve always been of the mind that women should stay far away from logic. It might hurt their fragile, little minds.

“Without the egg there is no civilization. Without the egg there is no baby. Without the egg…” she waved a hand, “…bye bye, gals and guy.”

“What are you talking about?” She really wasn’t making sense.

We were in the kitchen, she was in a tatty bathrobe, drinking coffee. I was in my coveralls, my ‘invention-making’ clothes. She leaned forward and placed a finger on my forehead. “
If you get rid of the periods then you get rid of the eggs and then you get rid of all mankind.”

She stoped tapping on my forehead and moved back. She was grinning, but…it was sort of in a mean fashion.

“But…you mean…”

“Figure it out, genius. Or maybe you could just invent a pill that would give me two weeks of period, then I could have twice the nag time. Wouldn’t that be wonderful?”

That was when I got it. Her logic. the end of the human race. Oh…crud!

“Oh, man!” I blurted. “And I was so close.” I looked down at my fist. I opened it. I looked at the little, white pill nestled in the sworls and lines of my palm. I looked up at her. “So I guess you don’t want to try this, uh, ‘period ender pill.’

She shook her head. “Nope. You can take that yourself. Maybe it will help you stop laying eggs.” She giggled.

I held up my hand, almost to my face, and looked at the little pill. It was so perfect; it was round and small and would go down so easy…but that egg thing…I hated to admit it, but Debbie was right. Stupid female logic!

And, looking at my invention, which I had spent so much time perfecting, and then killing so many rabbits with…sigh…and Debbie, giggling, thinking she was playing a joke, slapped my hand. I think she meant for the pill to fly into the air, maybe to disappear, but what happened instead…it went right into my mouth.

Right into my mouth!

“Gak!” I choked, but it was too late. The automatic swallowing reflex, I felt the pill roll down my esophagus.

“Oh, crap!” Debbie muttered. She pounded on my back “I’m sorry! I didn’t mean for it to…”

I choked. And then I stuck a finger down my throat in an effort to get the little pill back, but Debbie kept pounding on me, and…it was gone. It was down in the juices being digested.

“Stop…stop pounding on my back!”

She did, and she had a hand on my arm as she asked, “Will you be all right? that thing isn’t going to hurt you, is it?”

“No…no,” I assured her. “It’s fine. It’ll just get digested and pooped out.”

“Oh, whew,” she gave a sigh of relief. “I was worried for a second.”

In truth, I didn’t know what it would do. After all, I had only given it to female rabbits. But…designed as it was for a female body, it surely couldn’t the male body. right?

“It’s okay. Just…just let me get back out to the garage and get back to inventing.”

She grinned. “Okay, but just don’t invent a dickless man, or anything like that.”

“Hard dee har har,” I mumbled as I gulped and wished I hadn’t swallowed the pill. I turned and went out to my garage laboratory.

It was Saturday, and it was a three day week end, so I had the whole day to myself. First I cleaned the dead rabbits out of their cages. Then I emptied out vials and threw away solutions I no longer needed.

Darn. And I thought I had really had something there. If I could cure women of having periods…I’d probably end up as Time’s man of the year. Maybe even get a Pulitzer.

Instead, if my invention were ever known I would get egg on my face. I could just see the headlines. ‘Home inventor kills human race.’

I didn’t think women would like that.

But, that was over now. I spent some time on my computer, scoured the net for ideas, and wondered what I should invent next.

Maybe self-cleaning diapers?

Or, this might be a good one, cars that didn’t need keys. Or…how about a solar flashlight. Or powdered water!

So thinking my majestic thoughts, I whiled away the day. Looking in books, cleaning test tubes, recalibrating machines. Before I knew it…

“Honey! Dinner!”

I put my materials away and headed for the kitchen.

Debbie was feeling a little contrite, having made so much fun of my efforts, and she had cooked a feast. And she even topped it off with a bit of bourbon and Coke.

Now that would be an invention. Bourbon and Coke bottled. The exact, correct mixture every time. Hmm. I sipped, and we chatted, and it was a good highlight to a day that could be considered less than successful.

After dinner we watched TV for a while, talked about the stupidity of politicians, then it was time for bed.

Bed. Yes. I like bed. I especially liked it when Debbie put on a flimsy nightgown, fixed her face a little, and flaunted her wares in front of me.

I might not be a wild success as an inventor. Yet. But I did have a sexy wife.

I stripped off my clothes and climbed in to bed and watched her.

“You’re about to get lucky, inventor man.” She brushed her hair out and contemplated me. And the big rise in the sheets.

“What if I invented a bigger dick?” I asked. Stroking myself in anticipation.

“Oh, please, no!” She put her hands to her mouth in mock horror. “Not that! They’d have to make a movie, ‘The Dick that Ate the World!’

I grinned. I did have. pretty good-sized penis. Eight inches. And she already complained that it was too big sometimes. 
“Nah,” I said, “a love story, The Dick that satisfied a thousand women.”

“Oh, you wish,” she lifted the sheets and stared down at my monster for a second. She grinned. “Oh, baby. This is why I married you.”

“I thought you married me for my mind.”

“That old thing? Ha?”

Then she frowned. “Your chest is red.”

“Huh? What?” I looked down. Sure enough around my nipples I had a redness.

I touched a nipple, and a funny sort of shock rippled through me. “Ow!”

“It hurts?”

“A little. It’s just…I must have pulled a muscle.”

“That doesn’t look like…”

“It’ll be okay in the morning,” I smiled. “And I have another muscle that needs pulling right now.”

She looked at my face, then she looked at my cock, and suddenly smiled. “Yeah, I guess that does need a pulling.”

“A lot of pulling.”

She grabbed my member with her red tipped fingers and leaned closer to my peeny. And closer. And then she had it in her mouth.”

“Careful,” I said. “You’re playing with dynamite.”

She palpated my balls and gasped, “I hope it goes off.”

“It will…it will.”

I reached down and pulled her up to me, and we rolled across the bed, kissing and tweaking each other’s private parts.

“Oh, baby,” I said. “I think I’m in love.”

She slid up to my face and sat, pressed her wonderful, luxurious pussy onto my face. “Honey, I can do without you, but that penis of yours…oh!” She pretended to swoon.

I flipped her over and pressed the tip to her folds. She gasped as I inserted it. I did a little gasping myself.

God gave us the oceans to swim in, and the skies to fly in. But his greatest invention was the pussy. A depth to lose yourself in. A place to let your mind evaporate. A home for what ails you.

I began to move in and out, and Debbie held on.

In and out, in and out. And, without thinking, she nipped my nipple. Just a nip, a nibble of the teeth.

“AHHHH!” I shot fluid out of my penis. Sperm as if from a fire hose. Semen by the bucket. At least that’s what it felt like.

I pushed forward and to the side so I wouldn’t land on her. I grabbed the pectoral on which sat the erect nipple she had bitten. “Fuck!” I wheezed. “Fuck!” My dick was still spewing, and Debbie was rolling away, looking at me in shock.

“What the fuck just happened?”

“God! I don’t know.”

“I didn’t even get off!!”

“I’m sorry…I…” I yawned.

“And you’re going to sleep?” Her eyes were wide in protest. “Now?”

“I’m…wow…that tired me out.”

“What?”

I gave a half a snore. I made a snorting sound. I was dimly aware of Debbie on top of me, slapping my face.

“Wake up! Wake up and finish your job! Get me off!”

But it was too late. I drifted into…

…an uneasy dream.

I was in the Land of Women.

Is there an actual Land of Woman? I have no idea.

But I was standing on a cloud, drifting down towards a mountain, and on top of the mountain was a throne.

As I drifted closer I could make out the woman on the throne, and the bevy of beauties surrounding her.

And they were beauties.

They wore short, thin negligees, and under the negligees large boobs were thrust out. Their nipples were all erect and pointing at me.

The cloud descended to the space on the mountain in front of the throne. It touched to the ground, sank into the ground, and suddenly I was standing before the throne.

I was naked, and my cock hung low. In spite of these incredible, sexy women, with their red lips and high heels and out thrust bosoms, I was slack. Flaccid. My mighty tool had been rendered, and I felt the loss of its power.

“Well, well. We have a visitor.”

I looked up at she who had spoken, the woman on the throne, the Queen of the Land of Women.

“And who is this worm with a useless worm?” she frowned, and the women surrounded her began to giggle.”

I held up my slack cock and mumbled, “I’m sorry!”

“Yes, you are sorry, but why have you come here? Why are you not bumping chests with the studs of the Land of Men?”

“I…I don’t know.” I looked helplessly.

“I know!”

We all looked up. Another cloud was descending, and this one held Debbie in her tatty robe. She jumped off the cloud before it could land and walked right up to the throne.

“I’m Debbie, Your Majesty. I married this idiot, and he invented a pill to destroy the eggs of all women. But I tricked him and made him take the pill.”

“You tricked me?”

I came up, to the side of her, and looked at her.

She sneered at me. “I loved him, but he went and lost his cock, and now he is applying for citizenship in the Land of Women.

The women all glared at me.

“Him? A woman?” somebody laughed.

“He doesn’t even have breasts!”

Debbie said, “Don’t worry. He’ll have a huge set of knockers before I’m done with him.”

There were boos, a couple of cheers, from the assembled women.

And, oddly, it seemed like there were more and more women. When I had floated down on a crowd there was only a dozen, now it looked like there were hundreds. All crowding around. All shaking their fists at me.

“He’s only a man! Get rid of him!”

Somebody threw a stone, though the mountain seemed to be one big boulder…where did somebody find a stone?

“Hey!” I yelled. “Hey! Leave me alone!”

Suddenly the queen stood up and everybody went silent. Majestically she strode down the stairs that led up to the throne. Her hips swayed suggestively. Her boobs shimmied and jiggled, and she approached me.

“Well, man? What do you have to say for yourself?”

I pointed to Debbie. “It’s her fault! She didn’t have an orgasm and now she’s all pissed off!”

The surrounding women gave a huge en masse gasp. Hands covered mouths, eyes opened in shock.

Even the queen was astounded. “You…didn’t…get your wife off?”

“Well, no. I mean, I tried to, but she just…uh…couldn’t keep up!”

The look of horror that grew in the Queen’s gaze. The look of total shock. She said, “And you call yourself a man?”

“Well, uh…I’m sort of confused about that. I mean, she gave me that pill and I’m not sure what that means, but…”

The queen reached out and grabbed my nipples. She pinched them…

“OW! LET GO!”

She began to twist them back and forth.

“OW! STOP IT!”

I tried to push her hands away, but her hands were already going away. She pulled and pulled, and my nipples stretched out, and they became thicker, and then my chest, my pectorals, started to pull out. They made little mounds, then big mounds, then bigger and bigger mounds.

“IT HURTS!” I wailed.

The Queen leaned forward then, over my big, stretched out, aching tits, and snarled, “If you think that’s bad…wait until you have a period!”

And the crowd roared. Women pushed forth and slapped me on the tits, on the butt, on every square inch of my body. And I screamed…and I screamed…and the Queen started slapping me in the face…and she slapped me and slapped me…and I—

“Ebert!” Debbie slapped me in the face.

“Wha…wha?” I opened my eyes.

Debbie was about to backhand me again, but she stopped.

“Why were you hitting me?” I whined.

“You were dreaming. What were you dreaming about? You were thrashing around and I couldn’t wake you up and…oh, shit!”

She stared at my chest.

I looked down.

“Aiiieee!” I actually screamed. I wasn’t loud, it was almost a conversational scream, if that makes sense, but my chest…my chest…I had breasts!

“What did you do?” Debbie gasped.

I was still feeling the effects of the dream, and I said, “You did it! You tricked me into taking that pill!”

“I didn’t trick you! You took that pill by…is that what did this? Is it the pill?”

“Well….I don’t know.

I reached down and placed my hands under my tits and hefted them. They were big, double Ds, or maybe even bigger. They were big enough to fit on a man’s chest, and a man’s chest is wider than a woman’s. And the nipples were as big as thimbles, and they were hard, like rocks, and poking straight out.

Holding them, I could feel the warmth of them. I could feel the weight of them.

“Oh, my God!” I whispered. To say that mind couldn’t cope would be to state it lightly.

Debbie reached forward and touched a nipple.

“Oh!” I moaned as a sensation ran through my body. It was like somebody rubbing my cock head, but it was for my nipples.

Debbie jerked her hand back. “Are you okay?”

“Yeah, but…could you do that again?”

She was actually shaking a little bit, I mean, this was weird, but she reached out and touched my other nipple.

“Oh…fuck!” I whimpered. The cock-like sensation swelled through my boob, coursed through my body, and I even felt my asshole throb and pucker in pleasure.

“Wow,” she said, watching me, then she placed her whole hand around the end of my boob. I mean, my boobs were so big she couldn’t have put two hands around them, maybe not even four hands, but the feel of her hands was…incredible.  If I had been on my feet my legs would have buckled. As it was, laying in bed, I collapsed back on the mattress.

“Christ, they’re sensitive,” she said in awe.

“You have no idea,” I groaned as she turned her hand on my boobs, rotated the palms and let the skin of her palm rub against my distended nipples.

I shook and shivered and tried to push her hands away. She wouldn’t let me push her hands away, however. She was enjoying the sensations she was giving me.

“Heysoos,” she blurted. “Your hips are spasming. Are you going to cum?”

And I did. Right then and there. But it was the weirdest squirt I had ever had.

When a man has an orgasm it is a tickle in the groin, which builds quickly until it just ‘shoots.’ Bang.’ Done.

But this was like being pulled up into a lake of steaming hot, sex water. I became absorbed in a wave of swelling, softer orgasms. Soft, but, in the end, so intense my eyes rolled back in the sockets.

“Shit!” Debbie jumped back. I was so gone in orgasm she was afraid she had hurt me. “Are you all right.”

I stared to come back to earth. I felt good, loosy goosy, like I had been given some Vicodin. A lot of Vicodin.

“Oh, yeah,” I muttered dreamily.

“I’m calling a doctor,” she blurted, and she ran out of the room.

Calling a doctor. Hmm. What was the point of that? I had never felt so healthy and happy in my life. I stretched, and became aware of how my boobs sat on my chest. They felt so good, so nice, and I held them again. It felt so good to hold them, and I realized that I loved my boobs.

Then I moved my hands down…down. I had just cum, and I was still immersed in that beautiful golden feeling, that haze of sex that just warms a person all over. I think that maybe I wanted to jack off. After all, even though my body had been washed in orgasm, I still would have liked to do a big blast. Shoot my load. Shoot my…now that was weird. I didn’t feel all sticky with goo down there, what had happened to the sperm? I reached all the way down to grab my cock, and suddenly sat up straight, my boobs spilling over. My eyes were wide, I pushed the sheets away and stared at my groin…

Debbie entered the room. “I made an appointment. Stupid doctor can’t see you for two weeks and…what?”

I was sitting up, my breast hanging against my belly. I stared at her, wide-eyed and stunned. “My cock…my cock…”

She crossed the room, an anxious expression on her face.

“Your cock? What about your cock. What is—“ she stopped. She stared. Her hand flew to her mouth.

My cock was gone. In its place was a pretty, little slit. A vagina.

“Am I…did I become…”

Debbie finished the sentence: “You’re a woman!”

“I’m a woman.”

I pushed the sheets all the way off and swung my feet over the side of the bed.

I was a woman. And I was shorter. My feet didn’t reach the floor. And my boobs were humungous. They sprouted from my chest like monster pillows.

“Oh, God!” I finally wailed. “Why me?”

Debbie crept closer. “Oh, my God. Why you?” She reached out and hefted my bosoms. “They are so big and heavy!”

“What am I going to do?”

Debbie, ever the practical one, said, “Wear a bra.”

But I didn’t have a bra. And certainly not one that size. And neither did Debbie. She had big tits, but not this big.

“I don’t…but…”

“It must be that pill. It’s got to be that pill.”

“But…how?”

“It was designed to stop periods, but you have to be a woman before you can have a period. So it must have made you a woman so it could make you have a period so it could stop your period.”

I listened to her words, and it was alien. I felt surreal, like I wasn’t there. Or like I was there, but the rest of the world wasn’t.

“But what am I going to do?

“Stay here,” she said.

I stayed, afraid to move. Afraid my boobs were going to pop, or something. She came back a minute later, and she was holding a box.

“When Auntie visited last year, she left a bunch of stuff. Here.”

Debbie handed me a bra. A king size bra. Her aunt was a hefty woman, and she gigantic pillows.

And now I had the gigantic pillows. I held up the monster cups and said, “I’m not wearing a bra!”

“Then you better get a wheel barrow, because those puppies aren’t going to walk themselves.”

I stared at the bra. I looked down. Yes, my tits would fit into this bra. But…but I was a man!”

Or was I?

I had no cock. I had a slit. My once manly, flat chest was now a mountain range. And that mountain range did weigh some. Just sitting on the bed I could feel the skin stretch, and my muscles were already feeling the pain.

“Oh, sweet heysoos!” I muttered. I fit the cups under my boobs and lifted, and then realized that I wasn’t flexible enough to fasten the bra in the rear.

“Here,” Debbie said. She reached behind me and fastened the clasp,  I could feel our boobs pressing together and she giggled, then she lifted the straps and I wiggled my arms through them.

Wow! Those straps were going to cut into me. It was okay now, but that much weight. Wow!

Debbie saw the problem right away. “Auntie used to fold a piece of cloth and put it. under the straps.” She went into the bathroom and returned with a washcloth. She got the scissors off the top of her dresser, made some snips and ripped the wash cloth in two. She then folded it and slipped a folded half under each strap.

“That’s better,” I sighed. I wiggled my shoulders a bit and couldn’t believe the sensation of bouncing.

“I guess,” said Debbie. “Well, let’s get you up.”

“Why do I have to get up?”

“So we can take you to the hospital.”

“Why do I have to…oh.” Of course. Man changes into woman over night.

So I stood up, and almost fell over. I was terribly over balanced, and ended up staggering across the room, the weight of my breasts pulling me.

“Hold on, slick!” Debbie grabbed my hair, which hurt, but which gave me the time to find a wall and brace myself.

“Ow!” I said.

“Sorry,” Debbie offered, not really sorry.

“’S’okay,” I muttered. I sure didn’t looked forward to falling on my face. Hell, the size of my boobs I might just bounce all the way back up to my feet.

“Okay, try this on,” she tossed me a pair of shorts.

Even leaning against the wall, I almost fell over, but I managed to adjust my feet and I pulled the shorts up.

“Oh, fuck. That’s terrible,” she said.

“What?” I tried to look at myself, and staggered sideways.

She caught me, pushed me back at the wall, and said, “Look at your legs.”

By holding onto the wall and placing one hand on the dresser I was able, and all I saw were my legs. They weren’t the hairy, muscled things they had been, but…what was wrong with them?

“You need to shave,” Debbie observed.

I felt my chin. It felt smooth. And thin. I realized that my face was reshaped. the fact must have redistributed, and the muscles…

“Not your face. Your legs!”

I looked again. Okay, so they had some hair on them. “What’s the big deal.”

“The big deal,” noted Debbie, “is that women do not walk around with gorilla stems.”

“Gorilla…what?”

“Legs. Hairy legs. Sit on the bed.”

I staggered over to the bed and sat, I was getting better at this walking stuff, but I did have to lean back a little, and I had a feeling I was going to be pulling muscles back there if I wasn’t careful.

Debbie went into the bathroom and came out with my razor. She clicked it on and began running it up and down my legs.

“Do I really have to do this?”

“You do if you want to be good looking.”

“But I don’t care about that!” I protested.

“Every woman cares about her looks. If we didn’t we have to get jobs loading bricks.” She spoke conversationally as she stripped the hair from my legs. The razor hummed merrily along, and I watched in fascination.

And it was fascinating. I mean, I had never shaved my legs in my life! It was sort of cool. And my skin started getting goose bumpy.

“We have to shave your legs, find a blouse that fits…and I guess you could use that wig I used at the party last year. It’s cheap, but…”

She blathered on, and I watched her, and then I sort of phased her out and started looking up my legs. I was sitting so I could see over my tits, and I could see my crotch. My penis-less crotch. My…vagina crotch.

What does a vagina feel like? I had felt it from the outside so many times over the years. I had wondered at the ripple of tender skin, the sensitivity of the slit. I had marveled at how Debbie rocked and rolled when I took her clit in my mouth.

But…what would that actually feel like? When I was the one with the tender skin, the sensitive clit?

While she shaved my legs and talked, I inserted a hand between the shorts and my skin.

I needed panties. The shorts were awfully rough. My hand crept down further. I felt the folds, the ripply edges, then I felt my clitoris.

“Oh!” I blurted. Debbie didn’t hear over the sound of the razor. She was still talking.

I felt the clitoris, and became light headed. Yes, it was as sensitive as I had imagined. I ran my finger up and down the slit, feeling the folds of the labia. Oh, my God! I shivered. Debbie still didn’t pick up on what I was doing.

I stuck a finger in my pussy. My body froze. It was a shock of pure delighted, sexual sensation.

I rubbed. Oh…oh…

“OH!”

She heard me, looked up, then stood up and slapped my hand.  I jerked it out of my pants and she said, “What are you doing?”

“I wanted to feel what it felt like!” It had only been a small  orgasm, but it sure made me want a bigger one. In one second I had become instantly addicted to jilling off. I started to reach down again, but she slapped my hand. “Good girls don’t masturbate.”

“Bullshit,” I groaned.

“You keep your hands off your pussy or I’ll get those handcuffs and cuff your mitts behind your back.

Reluctantly, I gave up trying to masturbate, and said, “I need panties. These shorts are too rough.”

“Hunh! I thought you liked going commando?”

“I did, when my big, roughened and hardened and insensitive cock was getting all rubbed by coarse material. But now my delicate, little pussy is getting…excited.”

“Ah. So that’s what’s doing it. Causing you to jack off. “Okay. Pull those shorts off. We might just as well do this thing right.”

She went to her dresser and started pulling out underwear while I shed the shorts.

“Okay, try these.” She pulled panties up my freshly shaven legs. I smiled. They felt good. And they…contained me. Not like tighty whiteys contain a pecker and balls, but they made me feel comfortable.

“Now this.”

“A garter belt?”

“You’ll like it.”

Then she was unrolling stockings up my legs, and I thought I was going to swoon and go to heaven. “Oh, my God! These are sexy!”

“Now you know why women wear them.”

I swear, I almost had another one of those tiny orgasms, then she was fastening the hose to the garter. It was a whole different realm of girly sensation, of sex unbridled.

Then she put the shorts on me, and now they just felt like…shorts.

“Hunh!” I grunted in disappointment. I wanted more sex, not less.

“I guess we should put you in athletic shoes,” she said. While she rummaged for an old pair of shoes I stared at her back, and I realized: she was getting off on this. She was enjoying me being her little dress up doll.

She handed me the shoes, and I struggled to bend over my boobs. I had never realized that boobs could be a problem. I was grunting as I tied them.

When I rose up Debbie was waiting. She handed me a blouse. It was big, thin, and you could even see through it.

“This is too thin!”

“It’s all I’ve got. Nothing else will fit you.”

“But people will be able to see through it?”

She shrugged.

Grumbling inside,  I pulled the blouse on and started buttoning it up.

I actually heard Debbie gulp.

I looked up. “What?”

“We…we need to do your nails.”

I blinked. “What? Why?”

“Girls have to have nice nails. They’re pretty, and you’ll like them, and…” she gulped again.

“You’re getting turned on by this.”

“I always wanted a sister.”

“I’m not your sister.”

“Yeah, but right about now you’re not my husband, either.”

Man, that sure put a twist in my knickers. I wasn’t her husband? but we had been married for so long and…

“Hey! Don’t cry!”

“But…but…I married you!” I wailed.

“Okay…okay. It’s okay. We’re still married, but…bit it’s different, too. you have to admit.

I snuffled for a second, dried my eyes. I was sort of surprised to wonder why I had cried. I never cried as a man.

Was it…could it be…hormones?

“Okay. We won’t do your nails now. Or your make up.”

“Make up?” I squeaked.

“Yes…oh, stop that. No tears. Look, as a woman you’ll have to get used to certain things. Sexy clothes, make up, lusting for sexy men…”

“Lusting for…” now I was getting scared.

“Hey! I didn’t want you to cry more! Cry less!” Now she had her arms around my head, and my head was pressed against her bosom. it was comforting, but…odd.

Finally, my tears all dried up, she stepped back.

“Okay. We can talk later. Right now…let’s just put a wig on you and get to the hospital.

So we did.


PART TwO

We walked into the hospital and declared my emergency, “My husband has just turned into a woman,” and the receptionist was less than impressed.

“So he’s transexual.”

“I’m not!” I was aghast.

The receptionist turned a jaded eye on me. “When did you have the operation?”

Debbie blurted, “He never had an operation.”

“Psych is closed today. You can return for an evaluation on Tuesdays and Thursdays. If it’s an emerg—“

“Listen,” Debbie growled. It’s not a psych evaluation thingie…he changed into a woman. Just changed. He took a pill and changed, and we want to see a doctor!”

The receptionist was biting her lip now, trying not to laugh.

“He took a…uh, pill. And that changed him.”

“That’s right!”

“And his name is Alice.”

I missed that one, but Debbie didn’t. “No! This is not Alice in Wonderland. And we want to talk to a doctor.”

The receptionist sighed, looked at the security guard, then said, “Okay. Your insurance card.”

I held out my insurance card and she looked at it, typed in some numbers, and blurted. “You’re not Ebert Hawkings.”

“Yes, I am!”

“No. Ebert Hawkings is a man. Come back with the correct card and I’ll get you in to see a doctor.”

She smiled and sat back, and it was obvious that she was relieved to be able to turn me away.

Debbie opened her mouth to ream her a new one, and the receptionist simply raised a hand and beckoned to the security guard.

The guard came up. He was six foot six, muscles all the way up to the ceiling, and his voice sounded like a dump truck.

“You folks will have to leave.”

“Now Debbie was pissed, and she began yelling things. “Or what? You’re going to put me in a hospital? I’ve been there,” she indicated the building we were in with a wave, “and it doesn’t work.”

“Ma’am,” he growled.

“Fuck you, asshole! We come in for some help and you…” she rolled on, and I had a grip on her dress and was gently pulling her out of the stupid place. It was like pulling back a pit bull that really, really wants to bite somebody.

The guard followed us, frowning, and Debbie yelled at him all the way across the parking lot.

At home, I mixed us some drinks, and brought one in to Debbie, who was still fuming.

“It’s okay,” I said.

“It’s not okay…we go to the hospital and those douche bags don’t…” and she was off again.

I wandered back to the computer room and began researching things like transexuals and hermaphrodites. A while later Debbie came in and muttered an apology.

“Nothing to be sorry for,” I said, turning towards her. “You’re right, the hospital is a scam, and…” I shrugged.

“So what are we going to do?”

“Well,” I turned to the computer. Carolina Ramirez had just taken her hands off her cock and was spewing to the ceiling. “I’ve been researching….”

“Watching porn.” Normally she didn’t like me watching porn, but right about then we had bigger problems.

“And you were telling me you wanted to do my nails.”

Her eyes, still a little snappy with anger, immediately softened up and glistened. “Really?”

“I guess. I mean, like it or not, I seem to be a woman. I don’t know what’s going to happen, but as long as I’m a woman I might as well act like one.”

Grinning, Debbie took me by the hand and led me out to the living room. “You just wait here. I’ll be right back.”

I sat on the couch. picked up the clicker, and she was back in a flash. She was holding a nail kit, and in the other hand she had her make up kit.

I had the game on, and I was watching guys bigger than the security guard run into each other.

Debbie began to file and shape my nails. She glanced at the screen. “I never understood why grown men want to run into each other.”

“It’s called blocking.”

“It still doesn’t make sense.”

So I started explaining. She fitted long fingernails to my hands and I told her about quarters and downs and place kickers. And here is the odd thing…she began to understand.

I had explained football to her many times, but she had never understood a thing. Now she was understanding, and even asking questions.

“Why don’t they just kick field goals all the time?”

“But why do they call it the Statue of Liberty?”

“But why should a pass out of bounds stop the timer?”

I answered the questions, was pleased to actually be having this conversation with my wife, and realized something.

She related to me as a woman differently. She was gentler, and softer. And, for that matter, I think I was more patient and understanding. And I suddenly understood that women weren’t dumb. They were just…different.

I know, who doesn’t know that?

But it was different when I was one, and suddenly I understood how I could have been a somewhat obtuse fellow. Maybe even dimwitted and resistant to her…to her…logic.

Yes. I began to understand that weird thing called female logic…which doesn’t follow the rules of male logic.

“There,” she said, sitting back and gazing happily at my nails.

I looked down. They were an inch long, oval, and redder than Rudolph’s nose.

“Wow.”

“What do you think?”

“They’re pretty cool.”

And they were.

“It’s too bad men can’t do this.”

“Real men can,” she smiled. It was sort of an out of the blue remark, and not really sequential, but now that I understood something of female logic…it made sense.

Real men. What was a real man?

Was it a guy who got violent because he saw two men kiss?

Was it a guy who hugged a female friend on meeting and got a hard on and couldn’t help himself?

Weird.

What a weird world we lived in.

And so life went on. I learned how to be a woman. I learned how to dress, how to put on make up, how to walk and talk and conduct myself in a more genteel manner. I wore high heels, and that was a trip considering how big my boobs were. I met other women, and began to enjoy the intense chatter of mild gossip.

And I actually learned some things from this gossip. Yes, there is a value to the whispered word that can change the world.

And, over time I began to feel like I was becoming more and more woman, and less and less man.

I watched cooking shows, and began to prepare tasty dishes. I watched the Kardashians and read fashion magazines.

And time went on and on, and…

“Honey, we’ve got a problem.”

I turned to Debbie. I was cooking muffins and wearing an apron. I didn’t want to get my dress all floury or buttery or anything.

“What is our problem?”

Another funny thing. Men have a problem, and they keep it tightly locked to themselves, but when women have a problem it is every woman’s in sight.

“I’m horny.”

“What?” I squeaked. That was another thing, my voice was rising in pitch and I had to watch out that I didn’t sound like Snow White.

“I’m horny. If you remember, you used to have the most wonderful 8 inch dick to fuck me with, and…well, I miss it.”

“Oh. But…what am I supposed to do about that?”

“Well, I don’t know. But…technically, you’re still the man in this relationship. And you’re the inventor, so figure it out.”

Huh! I hadn’t invented anything since I had become a woman. I had transferred my inventing talents to the kitchen. How the heck was I supposed to invent something that got Debbie off?

And, tell the truth, I was a little worried. My last invention had had rather far reaching implications.

But, it was a problem, and I was the inventor, so I would have to solve it.

I went into my now dusty garage/laboratory and powered up the computer out there.

Get women off…get women off…hmmm.

As I typed in search terms I quickly realized that my work had already done. People had already invented things to get women off.

Back when machines were first invented doctors had something called a ‘medical vibrator.’ It was used to bring women to an ‘hysterical paroxysm.’ An hysterical paroxysm was…an orgasm.

That’s right, some turn of the last century stud couldn’t even get his woman off, so she would go to a doctor to straighten out her hysteria…her ‘orgasmless mind.’

Wow.

Doctors must have had a ball.

Then I thought about it: if doctors were so stupid they didn’t even know what an orgasm was, and considered sexually frustrated woman as medical problems…and I had already experienced the stupidity of doctors and hospitals and such.

But…vibrators. I just had to re-invent a vibrator fit for a woman’s clit.

So I researched, and found out that that had already been done. I smiled and ordered ‘Epstein’s multiple speed industrial strength dildo.’ Two days later, without even having to get my lab dirty, I was opening a box and pulling out a dick.

I trotted through the house and into the bedroom. I lifted my dress and fitted the straps and screwed in the big dildo. And here’s where it got funny.

I had a dick again.

I had missed my dick, and here it was. Sure, plastic, and maybe even a little bigger than my own tool…but…I had a dick!

I sauntered through the house, a bit of a swagger in my high heeled step. The dick pointed down a bit, and was easily covered up by the dress.

“What’s up with you?” asked Debbie. “You look like the lion that just ate the ostrich.”

I lifted my dress and flashed her.

Debbie’s eyes went big and wide. She began to smile, and then to grin, and then to laugh.

She grabbed my plastic peter and ran for the bedroom. And the dick came off in her hand.

She stopped and looked at it in surprise, then giggled. “That’s never happened before!”

“Thank, God!” I returned.

Holding my dick in one hand, she grabbed my hand with her other  hand and continued pulling me towards the bedroom.

In the bedroom she screwed my dildo back on, gave me a blow job, which was unreal because…it was unreal. I couldn’t feel a thing.

Of course, I couldn’t. It wasn’t a real dick. And that actually reminded me of my lost penis all over again, and I felt a little sad.

Debbie didn’t care, and she hugged me and kissed me and threw me on the bed.

“Oh, baby,” she moaned. “I have been needing this for the longest time!”

She squatted over me.

“Don’t you want me to be on top?”

“You? You’re a woman! Women don’t belong on top.” We laughed because she was a woman and she was definitely on top.

She sank down with a drawn out sigh, feeling that big, old pecker slide into her depths.

“Fuck,” she whispered, bracing her hands on my boobs, which about made me cum.

“Double fuck,” I whispered back. I couldn’t feel a thing down there, and that meant that I was feeling a heaping, helping of frustration.

I was inside her! She was responding! Heating up and twitching and writhing…and I felt nothing.

Still, mine was not to reason why…mine was to fuck or die. I flipped her over and assumed the dominant position.

“Oh, yeah!” she groaned. “Fuck me like you’re a man!”

I did. Even though I felt nothing, I remembered how to thrust my hips forward. I jammed it into her, and she groaned and reached up and grabbed my tits.

Oh, I felt that! My turn to groan and I felt like a million little lightenings were shooting through my chest.

“Take off your dress.”

I did, holding my position, deep inside her, I ripped my dress off, then took off my bra. My huge boobs hung down and we were boob to boob. I could feel her warmth, and she could feel mine, and she began to grind her hips up at me.

For long minutes we twined and twisted and fucked, and while it was frustrating, it was also…fulfilling. Feeling her approach orgasm…the feel of her hands on my tits…I was getting hornier and hornier…and then she came.

“OHHH!” Her eyes rolled back and her hips gave a series of savage spasms. I watched her, and I felt happy for her, but so unhappy for myself.

I waited, and when she was done, laying exhausted, an arm across her eyes, I gently pulled out.

“Oh,” she groaned. “Again.”

I smiled ruefully, and she opened her eyes and looked at me.

“What’s wrong?” she asked.

“Oh, nothing!” I put on a false face of cheer.

“Come on, ‘fess up. Tell mama everything.”

“No, really. Everything is fine.”

She reached out and grabbed one of my nipples. The pleasure shot through me and it was my turn to groan.

“Come on, talk, or I’ll twist it off!”

“Okay, okay!” I was actually humping her leg, the sexual feelings shooting through me were so strong.

I sat on the bed next to her, her barely holding my nipple now. She wasn’t pinching, but she wasn't letting me go.

“I’m just…I miss cumming.”

“You miss cumming,” she repeated, and there was something in her voice. “You really miss cumming?”

I nodded.

“Why didn’t you tell me?”

“What good would that do? I’ll just have to suffer because you certainly don’t have a dick and…oh, fuck!”

She grinned at my realization. “I don’t…but if you could lend me yours…”

I looked down at my slimy cock. It was glistening with her juices. I had used it on her, put it up her pussy, and…I had a pussy.

“We can…we can use this thing on me?”

“Don’t see why not. A dick is a dick, and a pussy is a pussy.”

“Oh, my Gosh! Will it hurt?”

“Maybe a little. First time, you’re a virgin, but…the pain will pass.”

“Oh, my God! I never…” I turned to her. “And you’re going to fuck me…with that…that thing!”

“Hey, it worked for me, girlfriend, why shouldn’t it work for you?”

“But I…but I…” I blathered a few objections, which were all silly, and then she extended her hand.

“Give me that cock. Now.” She had a very intense look in her eyes.

I stood up, she relinquished the hold on my nipple, and began undoing the straps.

She watched me, and her eyes were smoldering.

“You’re getting off on this, aren’t you?”

“Oh, baby. You have no idea. I’ve spent a lifetime laying on my back, now it’s a chance to give a little back.”

“You make it sound like you don’t like fucking.”

“Oh, there are times I’d rather not, but…I love fucking. Even if I don’t feel like it it’s easy enough to get me in the mood. Just give me a little fiveplay and I’m ready to—“

“Fiveplay?”

“Yeah. Same as foreplay, but a little more.”

I chuckled at that.

She was figuring out the straps then, and buckling the thing on. The dildo was still hanging loose. I went to the bathroom and got a wet paper towel. I was going to clean it off, but she stopped me. Again, that weird light in her eyes. “Lick it clean.”

As if in a dream, I lowered to my knees and took her in my mouth. It was so weird. She was doing the same thing I had done so many times, but now I was on the other end. She was holding my head and directing her cock into my mouth. She was muttering things like, “Yeah, baby. Your lips are so good.”

For a long minute I sucked her cock, and then she backed off. She pushed me on the bed.

“No fiveplay?” I asked.

She said, “I’m doing the fucking now, so just lay back and let me work.”

I scrunched back on the bed, and she followed me. She bent down and began to eat my pussy. It was the same as sucking cock, but so incredibly different. I was much more sensitive down there, and I could feel the rasp of her tongue as she slid it along my labia. When she took my clitoris in her mouth and sucked I thought I was going to faint.

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered. I was beginning to understand the intense glory of just laying back and letting the man do the work.

She used her fingers then, just one at first, and she reamed my hole. She ran her digit around and around, and I realized that I needed no lube. I was providing my own lube. I was juicy, dripping, and then she was circling my hole with two fingers. I could feel her stretching it out, very softly, very subtly.

Then I felt her touch something inside. Something solid. It didn’t hurt so much as shock me.

“That’s your hymen,” she whispered. “Give me a second and I’ll pop it.”

I gave her that second, and a lot more, and she kept moving her fingers around and around, now there were three, and pressing the thin membrane that indicated that ‘here there be virgins,’ and then it just gave way. No real pain, just a ‘give.’

“Ah, there we go. “You’re bleeding now.”

“I am?”

“Oh, yes. Bleeding good.” She giggled. “Don’t worry about it.” Then she was moving up between my legs. I stared up at her. My big breasts were somewhat flattened, and hers hung down on mine. Her hair hung down, giving us a little cave in which to kiss.

She pressed her lips to mine, and I was so excited. It was the ultimate ambrosia, feeling her lips taste me. Then I felt her fumbling down there. She couldn’t feel through the cock, so she had to use her fingers, and she placed the tip of her big dick at the lips of my hole. Ever so slowly she pressed forward.

Giving up your virtue, having your cherry popped, can be painful, but she had done everything right. It was an argument that only women should be allowed to pop the cherries of other women. Men are just too insensitive. But she was super sensitive to what I needed, and I gasped as her big member slid into me.

Sometimes it seemed to catch, to hesitate, but it was inexorable. It just went sliding in and in, and then I felt the plastic balls against my ass.

“Oh, yes,” she whispered, and she kissed me again. And again and again, holding her penis deep inside me.

She began to move in and out, her mouth twisting on mine, her cock twisting in my sheath.

Oh, the wonder, the glory. I held on, arched my back and groaned.

This was an itch I had thought needed to be scratched. But it didn’t need to be scratched…it needed to be excavated.

She kept moving into me, out of me, picking up speed, moving her hips in bigger circles, corkscrewing in to me.

I was holding the bed sheets now, my hands clutching folds of the thin fabric at my sides, down by my hips. I began moving my hips up and down, giving back, figuring out how to contribute to her motion. The sensations became more intense, and I felt like my chest was going to crack open and my heart fly away. And then it hit.

I felt it explode, slowly it was still an explosion, out of my groin. I felt my body literally wave, white heat whelmed my mind and I couldn’t think. I was lost in some delicious white hot heat. I couldn’t fight it, all I could do was give up. Submit. And let the universe sweep me away.

I was dreaming. I was in The Land of Women. I was floating down on a cloud. There sat the Queen on the throne. Gorgeous in her thin negligee, her wonderful breasts beckoning to me.

The cloud sunk into the earth and I found myself walking towards her.

She smiled a rueful smile, pursed her lips, and studied me. “It is the man who would be woman. How are you, man?”

I bent my knee and dropped my head.

“Humbled at your beauty and generosity.”

“As well you should be. And you have enjoyed being a woman?”

“It is beyond my wildest dreams.”

“That is good. But your time here is at an end.”

“Your Majesty!” A voice next to me, and I found that Debbie had floated down and was standing next to me.

“Speak, good woman.”

“I would ask a boon.”

The Queen tilted her head in curiosity. “A woman asking a boon on behalf of a man? What is this?”

“I’m sorry, your majesty, but he is a wonderful woman, and for him to be denied what he loves so…it would be very cruel.”

The Queen frowned. “Real women are not cruel. Do you have a solution?”

“I do, Your Majesty. Please let him visit The Land of the Women periodically.”

Now she frowned even deeper. “Periodically? Like a short period every once in a while? I believe that ‘periods’ was what got him in trouble in the first place.”

“But he has learned his lesson, and that lesson can be applied to all men. If men take his pill they can visit The Land of the Women and learn of their better nature.”

The Queen sat back and nibbled on her sensual lip. “Your point is well made. But do we open out arms and legs and risk the filth of the beast that is man?”

Debbie said nothing now. She had presented her case, and the ball was in the Queen’s court.

The Queen turned her gaze on me. “And what say you, man? Are you willing to visit us again? And will you speak highly of us, and educate man that he must become civilized?”

I was still on bent knee, with bent head, and I said. “Yes, Your Majesty. That would be my most treasured dream come true.”

She nodded. Then: “Crawl forward, Ebert of Man, and let us seal the deal.”

I leaned forward, onto my hands and knees and crawled up the steps to the throne.

The Queen leaned back, moved her negligee to the sides, and spread her legs.

Women began to come forward, they formed a gauntlet and encouraged me.

“Do it, man!”

“Submit, Ebert!”

I crawled between her legs on my all fours. Her wide, creamy thighs beckoned to me. I could feel the excitement in the air. Debbie walked slowly next to me. “It’s okay, Ebert. Do it. Show her how a woman does it!”

My face slithered between her flesh. My lips touched her labia, I kissed. Slowly, gently, and the women behind me began to spank me. Their hands rained down on my ass. Hard but loving smacks that made me jerk forward, drove my face deeper and deeper into the Queen’s pussy.

I opened my mouth. I kissed, I sucked.

Hands flattened out on my rump.

Smack! Smack! Smack!

And Debbie whispering to me…”Ebert! Ebert. You can do it…you can do it…what are you doing…Ebert what are you doing?”

I opened my eyes. I was burrowing into the mattress. My face was pressed down, and she had smacked my ass to get my attention, but I had kept…kept…thinking I was in The Land of the Women!

I turned over, her eyes went wide with shock.

“EBERT!”

“What!”

She was looking at my chest. “Your tits!”

I looked down…they were gone!

“What…what…” I looked at my hands. They still had long, red nails. I could taste the lipstick on my lips…but my big, huge tits…they were gone! My chest was flat and…and even muscular, like a man’s!

She ripped the sheets back, and…I HAD MY DICK BACK!

All eight inches! And it was erect and throbbing!

“Oh…oh…!” I felt my face. It wasn’t female anymore.

I was a man!


EPILOGUE

I had been fucked by Debbie, had an orgasm so severe that I had passed out, and then slept through the night. That orgasm had been so strong that it triggered the change that took me back to being a man.

But that is not where it ends.

Once I had had my cherry popped I assumed a more regular schedule. I had three weeks of being a man, then, one night after a particularly wonderful orgasm, I would change into a woman. And that is the cycle of my life.

Three weeks a man, one week a woman. And it mirrors, in odd sense, the timing of a woman’s period. Three weeks…and then ‘the curse.’

But is it a curse? Is wearing sexy clothes and making yourself beautiful…and being appreciated by the world…is that a curse?

But…it doesn’t end there.

My pill, my ‘period-less pill,’ turned out to be a boon. It just didn’t work on women…it only worked on men.

I might have known that if I had run experimental trials on male rabbits, instead of just female.

So my dreams have been fulfilled. I have provided a platform through which men can experience the other half of the race, and they are changed for that.

No more wars. Of course, it’s hard to conduct a war when a quarter of your troops might suddenly go…’on the rag.’

Heh.

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.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.
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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.

The Big Tease!
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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.

Then he made a mistake. He took on the wrong … woman.

This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people are.
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Carol said: Ms Mansfield certainly understands the full force of female superiority and empowerment !

I felt myself surrendering to the 'woman in me', and wanting to be a part of a dynamic woman's world.
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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!

The Stepforth Husband

Robert said: I was expecting less and got more! Having knowledge of the original story I made some assumptions. Intricate emotions and some a few twists later and Ms Mansfield has a good book on her hands.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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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.

Judd must go to Stepforth Valley and uncover an insidious plot to make the men of the world into women. He will be chemically changed, betrayed by those who love him, and, in the end, come to the truth of the world.

Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands

A Kindle Customer said of The Stepforth Husband and the Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands: This two book set is an intriguing blending of erotica, adventure, mystery and philosophy. Sated you will be regarding the first three categories and if your world or life views can accept it, be intrigued by the author’s theological speculations as described at the end of the second book. Fiction is always made more interesting when it is based in truth.


There are MORE full length novels at:

GROPPER PRESS

There are also

Big Erotic Collections!

You’ll find massive collections

of the finest erotica in the world!

Just like the ones on the following pages.


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money

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 Electric Groin!


BIG COLLECTIONS!

[image: ]

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

The Whisper of Flesh


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press.

Many of them are five star,

all of them are hot and steamy!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


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

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


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

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


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

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


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

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


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


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


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


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

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

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘I Made Myself into a Woman!’

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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