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PART ONE

“Mr. Mistral, your wife has had a breakdown.”

“What…what do you mean?”

I held the phone with trembling hands. I was in my living room, watching a hockey game and smoking a big cigar. The garbage can was filled with empty beer cans, and I was having a ball. But this phone call, the police, it had me unnerved. My wife had gone to the mall to do some shopping, and…a breakdown?             

“If you could come down to the station, we’d like to discuss this in person.”

“Of course!”

I ground my cigar out, turned off the hockey game, took a breath mint, and ran for my car.

My wife? A breakdown? What had happened?

I arrived at the police station ten minutes later. I found a parking space and entered the staunch building. I went to the front desk and said, “I received a telephone call about my wife, she—“

“Your wife’s name?”

“Sandy. Sandy Mistral.”

“An officer will be with you shortly,” he said as he picked up the phone.

I went to a chair in the lobby and sat down. I barely had time to notice the wanted posters on the wall before a tall sergeant came through the door to the side of the front desk. He saw me right away and walked quickly over to me.

“Mr. Mistral, sorry to meet you in these circumstances. Would you like to come back?”

I followed him through the door and down a corridor. There were police officers in the various rooms, a drunk was being escorted to a room with no furniture, and the ambience was one of law and order. But it was not comforting to me. What had my wife done?”

He held a door open and I stepped into an office. There was a desk, a swivel behind the desk, a potted plant and my wife.

“Oh, George!” she jumped up and hugged me.

Behind me the sergeant closed the door, sat down behind the desk and waited.

“Honey, what happened?” I asked.

“I don’t know. I just…I had some kind of episode.”

“But what kind of episode? What happened?”

She buried her head in my shoulder and wouldn’t speak.

“They said…” I turned to the sergeant. “What happened?”

“Have a seat, please.”

So we sat, and my wife held my hand and wouldn’t look up. Confused, I looked to the sergeant.

He cleared his throat, “Mr. Mistral, you wife was, uh, taking clothes off mannequins.”

“What?”

“And trying to put other clothes on them.”

“Other…”I turned to Sandy, “What does he mean, honey? Sandy? What were you doing?”

She didn’t raise her head, just mumbled, “I don’t know. I was in the store and I remember being so happy, and I was doing things, like I worked there, and then the officers came and they told me I had to go with them. I…I don’t know why….I was just helping out, and I…I don’t know.”

“But, taking clothes off department store dummies?”

“She was stripping the male dummies and, uh, trying to put female clothes on them.”

“What?” I actually squeaked.

“Is there anything you’d like to say? Any explanation?”

He was speaking to both of us. I was too befuddled to put an opinion to this behavior, but Sandy answered. “They were dressed wrong. I was just trying to help…” Her voice was very low, almost a whisper.

“I have to ask some questions, I don’t mean to be intrusive or embarrassing, but have you or your wife ever been arrested for any sexual crime?”

“What? No!”

“Anything from peeping to public exposure to any deviant crime?”

“No! No! We don’t…I mean…my wife…this has got to be some sort of mistake.”

The sergeant contemplated us for a moment, then reached into his desk drawer and took out a business card.

“This is an exchange for psychiatrists. They do work for the county and their rates are quite low.” He slid the card across the desk towards me.

I took the card. “A psychiatrist.” I looked at my wife, “Sandy…” but she was miserable, and there was no point in trying to talk with her about anything in…in here. We had to go home to where I could sit her down and we could speak without strangers present.

I looked at the sergeant. “What are the charges.”

The department store has no interest in pursuing this matter. We would prefer that you get some counseling. There will be a record, of course, and if this happens again then…” he shrugged. his meaning was clear. Keep your nose…her nose…clean.

Five minutes later we were in our car and heading for home.

I opened my mouth to speak, several times, but held myself back. The atmosphere in the car was thick with guilt, and I wanted her to relax a bit. She just sat, huddled in on herself, looking at her hands in her lap, not even glancing out the window.

I drove up the driveway and parked, and I turned to Sandy and touched her shoulder.

“Honey, would you like to talk about this?”

She shook her head. Her face was hidden by the fall of her hair.

“We will have to talk about it.”

She nodded, then got out of the car and scurried up the walk.

I followed slowly,  trudging, wondering what had happened.

We had been married for ten years, and Sandy was the love of my life. A beautiful woman with a good body and a quite beautiful face, she was always the picture of propriety. As far as I knew, she had never broken a law in her life.

So what had happened?

The next day I queried her again as to what had happened, and again was stonewalled. But she was hang dog all day long, embarrassed, unwilling to even look me in the eye.

That evening I made an appointment with a doctor.

Two days later we entered a small office with no receptionist. Just a square with some chairs and end tables and magazines. I wondered if we were in the right place, then a muscular, well built, young man came through a doorway. He wore comfortable clothes, no white coat or net, and he said, “Mr. and Mrs. Mistral, I’m Dr. Hensall. Right this way.”

We followed him to an office. There was a couch against one wall and a couple of comfortable chairs in front of the desk. One wall was filled with books, and behind the desk were a half a dozen diplomas. Doctor of this and that. Graduated form. Etcetera.

We sat in the two chairs and he rounded the desk and settled into a plush swivel. There was nothing on the desk accept a blotter, a pen, and a tablet. A side table held a computer.

“What can I do for you?”

“Well, uh…my wife was picked up…not arrested I mean, but…she was undressing store dummies. Taking the clothes off mannequins.”

He was silent, waiting.

“So the officer gave us the card for this exchange, and, uh…”

“I understand.” His eyes were sharp, but his attitude was very…noncommittal.

There was nothing else to say, so I just cleared my throat, looked at my wife.

“Mrs. Mistral, Sandra…”

“She likes Sandy,” I blurted.

“Sandy, have you ever done anything like this before?”

“I…I don’t think so.”

I butted in, “What do you mean you don’t think? Don’t you—“

“Mr. Mistral? George?”

I turned to the doctor.

“There can be no judgmentalism in this office. Your wife is not guilty of anything.”

“But she…she got arrested.”

“Many people think that going to a psychiatrist indicates an illness, a ‘craziness,’ if you will. But we are really just striving to understand an action. Having an intolerant opinion concerning any action discourages open communication.”

I thought about that, and settled back. I wasn’t happy, I wanted answers, but I wasn’t the professional here.

And, his little talk seemed to reassure Sandy, and she actually began to speak of what had happened. Under his gentle concern she said she had just been walking through the store, noticed that the dummies were dressed incorrectly, and she just wanted to fix everything before somebody came along and was offended.

“How were they dressed incorrectly?”

“They were wearing male clothes.”

“And were the mannequins male in form?”

“Yes.”

I opened my mouth, but the doctor frowned at me.

“So the mannequins were male, but they should have been wearing female clothes.”

“Of course!” She seemed surprised that he would even ask such a question.

So the doctor kept asking questions, and I didn’t see the sense of them, or what some of them even meant. I mean, what difference does it make if she played with dolls when she was a child?

But there was a trend here, and I listened with interest as she admitted that when she was young she always dressed her male dolls in female clothing.

An hour later we were done, and Dr. Hensall made us another appointment, and he said, “Mr. Mistral….Mrs. Mistral, I would like to try some hypnosis next session. I would like you to be present, George, but I must caution you that you must be completely silent. If she is in a receptive frame of mind you must not disturb her. Speaking while a person is under hypnosis can derail the whole process. Is that clear?”

“Yeah, sure. Not a word. But what do you think is wrong?”

He pursed his lips, twisted them a bit, which was the only sign of his displeasure with the question. He explained, “Nothing is right or wrong here. All we are trying to do is find out what happened.”

“But you can cure her.”

He actually made a light grimace. “I’ll do my best to find out why she did what she did After that, it is up to her to make decisions. To label those decisions as ‘cure,’ or ‘wrong,’ is quite counter productive.”

On that happy note we parted.

The next two days passed like normal. Oh, we didn’t talk about Sandy’s episode, and there was a certain tension, but we carried on and just acted…normal. Then came the second visit, and the hypnosis session.

“Sandy,” I want you to relax. Just let all muscular tension out. Imagine yourself in a tub of warm water, and the water is so comfortable, and you are relaxing, you are…”

Hensall gave her the commands, and she closed her eyes and did as he wished.

I was sitting in a chair in a corner, watching, and it was quite interesting.

After a minute of him relaxing her, he asked, “Sandy, can you tell me why you undressed the mannequins?”

In a soft, unemotional voice she said, “They were wearing the wrong clothes.”

“What do you think are wrong clothes.”

“They were wearing male clothes. Men should wear female clothes. Everything is changing.”

“And how is everything changing?”

“Men used to be in charge, but everything is wrong, so women are going to be in charge.”

He went down that alley for a while, but she just kept saying that women were going to be in charge.

He tried: “So will making men wear women’s clothes help this role reversal?”

“Of course. Men have to learn.”

“Where are you, Sandy?”

“I’m in Womanland.”

I blinked. Womanland?

“And where is Womanland?”

“It’s in Europe. It’s beautiful. Women rule there, and men know their places.”

“Who else is in Womanland?”

“Everybody. The women. They are holding meetings and projecting their thoughts.”

“What are these thoughts?”

“That men must bow down. That men must understand women by being them.”

There was more of this, a lot more, but at the end of a half hour the doctor ended the session. He told her she would be fresh and rested, and he snapped his fingers.

Sandy awoke and smiled. “When are we going to start?”

Dr. Hensall smiled, and I stared disbelievingly.

Again, a couple of days of pleasantry, nothing said, but the tension was less. Sandy was much more relaxed. I wanted to ask her about this ‘Womanland’ thing, but was under orders not to discuss the session with her.

Sigh.

But then the third session came, and I could discuss things, and baby, that was a step into another world.

“Mrs. Mistral, Sandy, I’ve done some research, and while I have nothing definitive, I do have some clues as to what you are experiencing.”

Sandy tilted her head curiously, she had started raising her head, and even looking people in the eyes again. That was a relief.

I leaned forward and was intensely curious.

“There is an actual place called Womanland, and it is in Europe. It is apparently a sect of women who believe that the world should be one happy gynarchy. That woman are superior and that men should serve them.

“Gynarchy?” I asked.

“Rule by women.”

“Like a matriarchy.”

“Some differences, but…yes.”

He turned back to Sandy.

“What you are experiencing is a mild delusion, a twisting on this theme of women must rule the world. I wouldn’t be alarmed, it is on a level with ‘Democrats must rule the world, or Republicans must rule the world.’”

I was tempted to tell him that Trump must rule the world, but I held myself back.

“As to where you came in contact with this delusion we don’t know. There are many mysteries to the mind. Possibly you read something, maybe even a news announcer in the background saying something about it.”

“Really?” I asked, surprised.

“Oh, yes. The news media is quite a nefarious bunch. Nothing but bad news and..why do you think they call it programming?”

Huh!

“Anyway, somehow you came in contact with the ideas of this group and you have taken them for your own.”

“What do I do about that?” asked Sandy.

“Well, the first thing to be done is to relieve you of any anxiety. Not understanding the difference between reality and a delusion can be quite stressing, and ultimately harmful. But if we can relieve the anxiety then the delusion may pass.”

“And if it doesn’t?” I asked.

“Medication. There are procedures,” he shrugged. “But if we can relieve the anxiety then there may be no need for further treatment.”

We talked for a while, then Hensall discussed methods of relieving anxiety. He recommended some books, said he was available for further counseling, and then he hit us with the whammy, although we didn’t know it then.

“What you can do, George, to relieve the tension, is simple.”

“Yes?”

“Don’t fight it. Don’t make her wrong. Accept her delusions. Even go along with them.”

“Let her undress department store mannequins?”

He smiled, “No. But if she shows an interest in such an action, guide her away from that. Give her something else to do. Acquiesce to her demands, but in a more controlled environment.”

And, on that happy note, we shook hands and departed.

We arrived home, both ensconced in our own thoughts, and I went into the kitchen and made myself a bourbon and Coke. And I thought: Go along with her delusion. Don’t judge, don’t have an opinion, just go along with it. Weird.

The weeks passed slowly, and things returned to normal. We talked and laughed, ate dinner, had drinks, saw friends, and life was as it should be.

It was almost like we had forgotten the whole thing, then, one day, I had just turned on a hockey game and gotten out my beer and a giant cigar, and she said, “I think I’ll go to the mall.”

I thought nothing of it, bid her good bye, and, as soon as her car backed out of the driveway, I had a thought.

She was going to have an episode I don’t know why I thought that. But I did. I put the beer and cigar away, turned off the TV, and headed for the mall. I was just in time.

I saw her car in the parking and parked next to it. It was a short walk, only a quarter mile or so, to JC Pennys, so I strolled towards that entrance.

The mall was a big place, and I wondered how I was going to find Sandy. I was thinking about just calling her cell when I heard the disturbance. It was in the men’s section.

“But it’s dressed wrong! We’ve got to change it’s clothes!”

That was Sandy’s voice. I heard the murmur of other voices protesting, and I hurried.

Sandy had started stripping a mannequin and a clerk was arguing with her. Sandy had a bra in one hand and the woman was trying to get it away with her.

“Hey, hey!” I interjected myself.

Sandy calmed a little at my presence, and I managed to get her to let go of the bra.

“What’s the problem?” I asked the clerk.

“I’m going to call security,” the woman said.

“Is there any harm done?” I asked.

“She was trying to put female clothes on the dummy!”

“But she didn’t succeed, and she’s going home now, so…” I shrugged my shoulders.

The woman stared after us as I walked Sandy down the aisle. She even followed us and watched us cross the parking lot.

I drove, and I watched Sandy carefully. She was making little gulping sounds and looking around in a confused manner. She didn’t look at me.

“Sandy?”

She looked away.

“Sandy?”

She jerked her head around and looked at me. Her eyes were feral and she mumbled, “You’re wrong. You’re all wrong.”

I pulled into the driveway, got out of the car and rounded to her door. As she got out she looked at me and frowned. “Why are you dressed like that?”

“Come on, honey.”

I walked her into the house, and she stopped, and looked around.

“Come on, dear. Let’s get you to bed. You can rest for a while and I’ll call the doctor.”

I walked her down the hallway and, though she went willingly enough, her head turned this way and that.

“I’ve been here before…but it’s so different.”

“Here we go, babe.  Why don’t you just hop in bed and I’ll get you an aspirin.”

She walked into the closet.

I followed her. “Sandy?”

She turned to me, she looked at me. She said, “I want to make love.”

I loved my wife, and our loving had been all to infrequent these last weeks, but I did love making love to her. But…she wasn’t well!

She reached up and undid a button.

“Honey?” I tried to get her hands off me, but she got another button undone, and another. Finally she started pulling my clothes off.

“Hey!”

And she began to cry. Deep sobs that racked the body.

“Hey, don’t!”

Then she was struggling with my belt, and she got it unbuckled. The zipper ripped open and she began pulling my pants down.

And I finally sighed and let her. Heck, I couldn’t make love if I didn’t have an erection, and I certainly didn’t have one now, not with her acting so…so nuts!

She pulled my tee shirt off, then gripped my underwear, my tighty whiteys, and pulled them down.

My dick hung, maybe three inches long, flaccid.

She stopped, stared, and grinned.

She stood up, and she said, “You’re dressed all wrong, you know. If you have a cock you must wear a dress.”

“Men wear pants. Women wear dresses.”

She knelt and faced my cock. She didn’t touch it. She just whispered to it, “If you want to wear a dress…get hard.”

Nothing. I sighed.

“A nice pair of panties and a bra.”

Nothing.

“Some hose. Garters.”

Nothing.

“Lipstick.”

Something.

I stared down in horror as my cock started to rise.

“Ah, ha! She likes lipstick.”

Then, having gotten a reaction from my cock, she grabbed it and began to suck.

I started getting frantic. Just because I had gotten a hard on when she said a word didn’t mean that my cock was….that I was…

I tried to get my penis out of her hands, but I couldn’t. I could pry a finger up, but then she just went to the other hand, and she sucked. And she slapped my balls, all of which caused my cock to get even harder!

“Let me alone!” I cried.

She just kept sucking and squeezing and palpating, then, abruptly, she let go and stood up. I was naked, and she was fully clothed, and she said, “I know what you want.”

“I want you to go to bed. I want to get out of this closet.” I wanted my erection, which was poking her in the thigh, to go down.

But my dick had different ideas. As if it had been ignited and now had a mind of its own.

But, ask any man, when has a dick not had a mind of its own?

But to get erect from a single word? Nonsense!

“Now, come on,” I tried to turn her, but she moved, and she grabbed a bra off a coat hanger and started putting it on me.

“Hey!” I used a little muscle and forced her back.

She grabbed my penis and squeezed, and lifted. Suddenly I was gasping and up on tip toe. “Let go!”

But she wouldn’t. She pulled me out of the closet with one hand, pushed the bra into my hands with the other.

“Put it on!” she snarled.

“Get your hands—AH!”

She pulled down, and so hard that I was afraid my cock would separate at the root. That she would rip my penis right off me.

“Okay!” My voice was a frantic, little yelp.

She held my cock with one hand and my balls with the other. “Put it on.”

I slipped an arm through a strap, then another arm. Somehow I managed to get it right, and I struggled to get my shoulder right.

She smiled. “That’s a good boy. Good boys wear bras. They keep their pillows high and tight.”

“Gurk,” I gulped.

She let go of my package and wrapped her arms around me. I was shaky in the knee, quivering from the pain, and she quickly fastened the back.

“Yes, yes,” she crooned, a wild but pleased look in her eyes. “Needs puberty, she does.”

She grabbed my chin with one hand and turned my face so I was looking directly at her. “Puberty brings joy. Puberty brings love. When the penis falls off you will grow breasts and be a woman. Clothes are just the start.”

“Oh, God,” I staggered to the bed, half collapsed and caught myself with one arm to the mattress. I stood there breathing hard, and felt her lifting one of my legs.

“What?”

She slipped panties over my foot, let that leg fall and lifted the other.

“Hey, what—“

She punched me in the gonads. I fell to my knees, my head a white hot mess, and she went ahead and pulled panties on me. I was feeling like I was going to puke, and she pulled the panties tight. My nuts were caught, and after having been punched so recently, they hurt.

“Ow!” I fell forward, laid on the floor, and she let me. I realized that tears were coming out of my eyes.

“She has to get dressed. She has to have puberty. He’s changing and he’s got to hurry up.” She muttered and moved around the room, and suddenly she rolled me over.               I was recovering, but I still had not much strength and I didn’t resist.

Then I felt a sensation on my legs and looked down in horror.

She was slathering my legs with shaving cream with one hand, and shaving my legs with the other.

“Hey!” I protested, but I was weak, and, let’s face it, how do you fight somebody with a razor in their hand?

So I laid there breathing, gathering strength, and she shaved my legs, both legs, and even pulled my panties down and began scraping away hair around my junction.

Now I was terrified. She was talking about me being a woman, about changes, about puberty, and…what if she decided to help matters along by shaving my stump off?

Then it was done. I was shaved, nude below the waist, and I hoped it was done.

It wasn’t.

“Got to hurry. Change starting. Got to puberty. He’s gonna be big…” She sat on me, and my cock, which had gone soft after she had punched me, got hard again.

It was scrunched inside the panties, and it was squashed under her weight, but she ignored it and spread shaving cream on my body and shaved all my hair off.

“Hey,” I said weakly.

“Got to…what?”

“You’re making a mess. Let me shave myself.”

It was the only thing I could do.

But she didn’t want to let me shave myself. I think she didn’t trust me. Her, the woman having delusions, didn’t trust the man who wasn’t.

“Then take me into the shower, do it there.”

Mind you, I didn’t want to shave my body, but I figured if I could get my feet under me, maybe I could find a way to get away from her grasping hands. I hadn’t planned on her methods.

She stopped shaving me, frowned, then stood up, snaked a hand under my panties, and lifted me by the dick. I gave a small scream at the pain, and then she was pulling me up, moving me towards the bathroom.

She pulled me into the shower, turned the hot water on, and waited while it warmed up. She waited. I was already in the shower. She had finally taken her hand off my package, but she still held the razor and I was stuck in a phone booth sized room and shivering.

The water warmed up and she stepped in.

As she moved the razor over me again, doing a better job, making the skin smooth and babylike, I could have escaped. But it would have involved pushing her, and she would have fallen and likely cracked her noggin. I couldn’t do that.

And there was always that sharp razor.

So I stood there, gazing through the shower door longingly, and terrified when she shaved my penis.

God, one quick move and I would be a eunuch!

She finished, and I was bald. I thought I would have a chance to escape, but she grabbed my penis again, and now she held the razor over it, threatening me. She must have picked up on my fears.

“Come. We must hurry!” Her eyes were focused on me, and quite determined.

We left the shower, and she suddenly reached up and cut the bra off me. One quick whisk with the razor, and the sopping wet article of female clothing was on the ground. And she had her hand on my package again, and looked ready to do the slice and dice if I even sneezed.

She pulled me to her dresser drawer and said, “Get a bra out.”

I opened the drawer that contained bras and picked one out.

“Not that one. The baby bra.”

The baby bra. It was a bra with flaps on the front. One of her friends had given that to her as a joke. She had big tits, and there was some sort of humor involved, and I found it.”

“Put it on.”

I struggled into the thing, and thank God this one had clasps on the front.

Mind you, I was dripping wet, but she didn’t care.

Then she made me pick out a tummy shaper. It had an open bottom and was more like a corset, it was certainly tight enough to be a corset, and she made me put it on.

I wound up laying on the floor, tugging on the thing, but I got it on.

“Nylons.”

I was pulled over to another drawer and picked up a new pair of hose. She pulled me by the pecker to the bed, and she pushed me back With one hand she managed to unroll each stockings on each leg.

Several times I saw opportunities to get away, to run for it, but as soon as I had the idea she would move, shift her position, regrip my dick, and the opportunities passed me by.

“Honey,” I tried reasoning with her. “This is silly. You’ve got to let me go. Let’s call up the doctor and we can get this all straightened out.”

She gave a snort and handed me a bundle of nylons. “Fill your bra.”

I almost laughed, it was so bizarre, it was like an old western where the villain and the hero are in a showdown and one of them says, ‘Fill yore hand!’ Except this was not a western.

I stuffed hose into my cups until they were filled and pointing.

She handed me a dress. “Put it on.”

Her hand firmly on my manhood, I raised my arms and wiggled into the dress and pulled it down over my hips.

She smiled. “Good. We need to hurry though. Puberty coming. You change.”

“Honey, can’t you let me go?” I had been crying from being struck in the nuts earlier, and I was starting to cry again.

“Ha!” she muttered. “Come here.”

She pushed me towards her vanity and made me sit down. She frowned, then told me to put my hands behind my back. I did, and she hugged me. Her weight was on me, I couldn’t get up, and she did what she did next with one hand still holding the razor. She wrapped dental floss around my wrists, again and again, loop after loop. She must have used a whole roll of the stuff, and there was no way I could hope to break  it, so I was trussed, tied up in her vanity chair.

She smiled and stood up. She looked down at my cock. She frowned. “Too bad, but it’s got to go.”

I was afraid she was going to cut it off, but she just shook her head and placed the razor on the table.

I sat there and she turned to the table and fiddled with her creams and potions and brushes and stuff.

“What are you doing?” I asked. Tell the truth, now that she was no longer holding my weenie, with a razor in her other hand, I felt a little relief.

“You’ve got to change. They told me. Puberty is coming. Got to get you ready.” She mumbled in a low voice, and it sounded like she was some sort of weird record, just repeating things.

She picked up some things and walked behind me. She tugged on my ‘restraints’ and then sat down. I could feel her as she straightened out a finger and began doing something to it. It felt like she was filing it, then pressing something onto it. Was it…could she be putting nails on me?”

“Are you putting nails on me?”

“Yep.”

“But…why?” But I knew why. She had to change me. Puberty was coming.

“Got to change you. Puberty. Got to hurry.”

She began to hum as she did my other fingers. File and prepare, press and wait, and if it wasn’t for the fact that the dental floss was cutting into my flesh it would have been pleasant.

Finally, she finished. She stood up and came around to the front. I could barely feel my hands, the nails on them. I didn’t have much strength in my hands, the circulation being cut off, but I could wiggle them and feel the nails.

She frowned at me feet. “Should have done feet.”

“It’s okay,” I said.

“No, it’s not.”

She picked up a tiny pair of scissors, bent down and cut the tip of my hose. Shortly she was sitting cross legged at my feet, painting my tiny toes a bright red.

“Don’t move.” She dried my toes with a hair drier. I sat and felt the numbness of my hands.

She got off the floor turned me and the chair sideways, and sat on my lap.

“Ooh, hard on,” she whispered, as she washed my face with a tiny sponge. “Enjoy it while you can.”

Again, the fear: was she going to cut it off?

She began humming again as she put primer on my face, then she brushed on blush and foundation. She worked slowly, but intently. I had seen her put her own make up on in five minutes, on the run, in the tiny car mirror. But she was treating me like I was Michelangelo’s canvas. She dabbed and smoothed and brushed, sometimes using a brush, sometimes a cloth, sometimes her fingers.

My penis was going wild with all this kinky attention. She smiled and wiggled and ground her ass down, and my cock tried to stand up even straighter.

She began working on my eyes, and it was frightening when she held that sharp pencil to my eyes and outlined them. Then she brushed a very fine charcoal color onto my lids.

She smiled. “You’re beautiful.”

“I want to get up.”

“Soon.”

“My hands hurt.”

“That’s okay. Puberty is coming.”

She finished the eyes and selected a pink plumper. She dabbed and smoothed the stuff on my lips, and I swear I could feel it working. I found out later that the stuff had a lot of cinnamon and menthol in it. It worked by irritating the skin and causing a reaction.

“I don’t like this.”

“You’ll love your new, full lips.” She painted my lips a bright, sexy red.

She leaned back and inspected me. “You need eyelashes.”

She put a pair of long lashes on me, and it was weird, looking out at the world under the fringes.

“I’m saving your life, you know,” she muttered at one point.

Saving my life? By putting make up on me?

“I don’t understand.”

“Whole world is going to change. Puberty coming to everybody. If you’re ready, if you can accept, then you live. You’ll be ready. You see yourself as a woman…you can be a woman.”

I said, and I don’t know why, “I’d rather have a hamburger.”

She started laughing. She put her head on my shoulder and laughed and laughed…until she cried. Then she just held on to me and sobbed.

Finally, she straightened up and felt my hair. Her eyes were glistening with tears, but she was over her crying jag.

“You want long hair or short?”

“I want my own hair.”

“You’ll have your own hair, but you want it long or short?”

“I don’t care.”

She nodded. “We can always cut long, so long it is.”

The way she said it, ‘so long,’ like she was saying good by.

She went into the closet and brought back her wig. It was long all right. she placed it on my head, fastened it in place, and the locks hung down over my shoulders.

She looked at me again, and grinned. “Almost ready.”

“What else is left?”

“Wait.”

So we waited. Her sitting on my lap.

The hours passed, and I complained about my wrists again, but she paid me no mind.

At one point she said, “I love you, you know. That’s why I’m doing this.”

“Yeah. I know.”

She frowned. “You shouldn’t be sad. Puberty is coming.”

“Yeah, and my dick is going to fall off and I’ll turn into a woman.”

She nodded solemnly. “I’ll miss you as a man. I like your dick.”

“Yeah, well…” and I was going to say something funny like, ‘Suck my dick.’

But she got the thought.

She lifted my dress, pulled down my panties, and there it was. Mr. Happy. In spite of the fact that I wasn’t happy, he was. Very happy. Stand up and shout happy.

She bent down and took my penis in her mouth. She was always good at oral sex, and it felt so good, after the hours of being tied up, to have my cock pleasured. I groaned with the pleasure, and I could feel her smiling around my cock.

Then she stopped, and I wanted more, but she stood up and shucked her shorts and pulled down her panties. She sat on me, and it was heaven when I entered into her. I cold feel her moist heat gobble my shaft, I could feel the slither of flesh against flesh, and the ripple of veins passing over veins.

I gasped.

She kissed me. She ground down, twisted her butt on my lap, and sucked on my mouth.

It made me harder. I never would have imagined, but a little slap and tickle, and being tied up for hours definitely qualifies as a little slap and tickle, made the dick harder, and I wanted her more, and I tried to move my hips up, to lurch into her.

She rocked back and forth, holding my head, smiling, kissing me, and I felt the little click of ignition way down in my groin.

“Oh, fuck,” I whispered. “I’m going to cum.”

“Last cum with a dick, honey,” she smiled at me.

It was odd, it was weird, and it was scary. Having a knife held to your manhood, and being told it was the last cum of your life…your male life…but it just made it all the sweeter, all the more powerful.

I jerked and writhed and semen shot up the shaft. My balls tightened and my head became ultra sensitive. I could feel all my flesh, glowing like it had been electrocuted, then the semen began to spurt. I could feel it deep inside her, splattering, sending those little wigglies looking for eggs.

I groaned and put my teeth on her shoulder, but I managed not to bite.

Squirt…squirt…squirt. Each bundle of droplets an emptying of my vital essence. And it felt so good. So good.

I sagged. And my dick sagged, shriveled, and started to ooze out of her snatch.

She smiled. “Was it good, honey?”

“Oh, God,” I whispered. “It was good.”

I rested my head on her shoulder, and she held me and…and I felt something. I was relaxed, and I could feel something, deep inside. A vibration. Low but heady, shaking not my bones or muscles, but…but my corpuscles.

What the fuck?
And the vibration built and built, became tangible, and I raised my head. Sandy moved her head back, and we were face to face, and she saw me gasping, and shaking, and she said… “Puberty is here!”


PART TWO

I felt my body shaking, not the muscles, but a vibration within that grew and grew. It felt like all my cells were shimmying. It wasn’t painful…at first.

At first it was just a little nauseating, like I wanted to be sick…but couldn’t. Then the vibration grew more intense. It was like my cells were actually moving back and forth inside my body.

Sandy fell off my lap. Fell right on her butt and looked up in surprise. “Ow!”

But her ‘Ow’ was nothing like mine. The slightly nauseating feeling suddenly felt like my stomach was turning inside out.

“Loose…loose…” I moaned.

She went in back of me, picked up the razor blade and sliced through the dental strands.

I fell on the floor, just keeled over and lay on my side. I was jerking and twitching, spasming, and it was getting worse.

I felt like I was being ejected from my head. I rolled over and tried to puke. Couldn’t.

“George! George!” Sandy tried to hold me, but my inner struggles were getting greater and greater. My arms and legs started whipping around. My neck cracked. My spine felt like it was a whip and somebody was cracking it. From the coccyx up the backbone, a ripple, a wave, again and again, as if they were trying to snap my head right off.

“George!”

She tried to lay on me, to hold me motionless, to stop me from hurting myself.

I was yelling something, but I sure didn’t know what.

I had a moment of clarity, a clairvoyant moment, and I looked at the town from a hundred yards up. I could see inside houses where other men were going through the same things I was going through.

A few of them were dressed as women. Sandy hadn’t been alone in her delusion, if that was what it was. Right then, if I had been able to think clearly, I would have guessed that it wasn’t a delusion. The pains in my body were too great for that.

Briefly, as if I was somebody else, I wondered if the men dressed like women would fare better than the men who were wearing regular male clothes.

Probably, then I was back in my body, writhing and groaning. And the pain localized.

It felt like when Sandy had punched me in the nuts, but about a hundred times worse. My manhood simply exploded in pain, and I had a feeling like somebody was putting hundred pound weights on my pectorals.

I screamed.

My scalp was on fire, but I couldn’t touch it. All I could do was lay there and moan and cry and wish the terrible torment would end.

Sandy kept trying to hold me, and slowly, slowly, the pain began to reside.

But it wasn’t disappearing, it was becoming more than I could bear, and my mind was just sort of canceling out that part of reality.

I rolled on to my back, and observed the pain, as if from afar.

My testicles, my penis, I couldn’t distinguish them from the pain. My chest was erupting in agony.

“You’re changing,” Sandy grunted, and she pulled the top of my dress down and reached in. She grabbed the hose I had packed my bra with and ripped it out, tossed it aside. What intuition drove her I don’t know, but I think she was doing the right thing. I immediately felt a susurration deep within my chest and it felt like somebody was grabbing nipples and pulling them, and my chest was expanding.

And my cock…what was happening to it?

“Sandy…my penis…what…”

She finished emptying the cups of my bra and reached down and pulled my panties down. She gasped.

“You’re smaller…you’re shrinking…it’s…it’s disappearing.”

The odd thing was that as she said this my mind accepted it, and the pain became less. It was like the smaller my package the smaller the pain. Then it became more intense, and it was like somebody was stabbing up through my pubis with a sharp knife. I couldn’t hide from this pain, but it wasn’t bad. It was more like a a sliver under the nail than the bone vibrating pain I had first dealt with.

I reached up and felt my chest. I felt the cups, and they were filling. With flesh. I looked down and pulled the cups out, and I could see my pectorals changing into breasts.

Puberty? I don’t know. But development…yes.

I stopped moving completely. I lay there and groaned and felt the changes ripping my body, changing it.

“Your hair…your hair,” Sandy was crying, frightened by my pain, happy for my…puberty. She grabbed my hair and pulled, and it was no longer a wig. In some strange way the fibers of the wig and my own hair had merged, blended, whatever you want to call it.

“Your lips!”

I felt my mouth, and those lips weren’t mine. They were round and full and soft.

I felt my chest. My cups were full now, but my tits were still growing, overflowing the cups, the material of the bra becoming the ultimate confinement, actually cutting into my flesh.

“The bra!” I gasped. “Take it off!”

Sandy ripped at the dress, but she couldn’t separate the material. She pulled up on the material, the dress shifted up on my torso and she reached her hands down my back and undid the bra.

“Oh, God!” I groaned. The relief was immeasurable. I tore at the front of the dress and it came down. I clutched my tits and held them. They grew a little more, but the end of the confinement signaled the end of their growth.

I lay there, crying, and felt the last throbs and pains of my groin transforming.

My dick was gone. My balls were shoved up into my pubic cavity. It hurt, but the hurt was just a light slithering of nerves, and then it was over.

I lay there, gasping, and Sandy held me, and we waited for me to recover.

It didn’t take long for me to recover. Maybe an hour. At any rate, it was only mid-afternoon and I managed, with Sandy’s help, to stand up. I struggled to my feet, stood up and wavered, and the world stopped spinning.

I was changed. I was a woman. I had lost six inches, from six foot to five foot six, and 60 pounds. From 180 to 120. I had very large breasts, which made Sandy happy.

“In my dreams they told me if I wanted big breasts on you I should apply pressure, that the boobs would resist the pressure and grow larger.”

“They were right,” I observed, as I looked in the mirror. Even my voice was higher pitched, very girl like.

As noted, my hair was my own, long and luxurious and flowing over my shoulders. And my face was soft and colorful. The make up must have been absorbed, became part of me, for my lips were quite full and red. My eyes were large and scintillating.

All in all, Sandy had done an incredible job of not just going along with the change, but of encouraging me to be the most woman I could be.

We were very sweaty from the change. Losing 60 pounds, not to mention six inches, causes a bit of perspiration, to put it lightly.

Sandy helped me undress and get into the shower. She joined me and scrubbed me clean.

Her hands worked me over, and she took a moment to feel my breasts, which made me near faint. then she examined my pussy. There was no sign of my cock, except for a slightly larger clitoris. When she touched that I almost came.

She giggled, helped me out of the shower, dried me off and helped me get dressed.

And I needed help.

Before, she had dressed me by force. Clothing had been ripped and wrinkled and not a good fit.

Now I was more female sized, and her clothes fit me perfectly…except for the bra.

“Wow! I didn’t know you were going to get this big!” She held my melons. “Well, first stop is a lingerie store. Or maybe…do you know anybody with big tits?”

“Aunt Matthilda left a box of clothes in the garage,” I said.

In a moment Sandy was back, toting the box, and we pulled out a big, industrial strength bra.

And I needed one!

My boobs barely fit into even that big over the shoulder boulder holder, and they bulged up to give me an expanse of cleavage that was sort of mashed.

I pulled on panties, no more need for underwear with a pouch for the goodies in them. Then she helped me into a dress, nylons, and…high heels.

“I can’t wear these! I can’t walk in these!”

She just laughed. “Every woman can walk in heels. It’s in their DNA.”

The funny thing was…she was right. Sure, it was awkward, but I quickly gained the hang of it. Faster than I could have if I was still male.

Still male. How odd that sounded.

Finally, dressed, we went to the kitchen for a quick lunch, and watched the television. The television was filled with news about The Great Feminization, as the newsies were calling it.

Ninety per cent of the males had transformed. The only ones who hadn’t had unusually big penises; they seemed, just looking at a few examples on the tube, very big and manly. They all grinned knowingly. Knowingly as if they knew they were going to fuck the world and the world was going to love it.

There were interviews of men who had transformed into woman.

Even children had transformed.

Then there was a special announcement from…Womanland.

Sandy and I looked at each other in surprise. Yes, the doctor had told us this was a real place, but delusions…we thought her delusions were just dreams. Made up things.

But there was actually a place called Womanland.

A tall woman with large breasts came onto the screen. She smiled, didn’t read from a script, and said, “We of Womanland wish to welcome you to the new world.

“Many have not survived this change, and crews will be traveling through your area. If your husband has died from the change simply let them know. They will remove the body with respect and give counseling if it is needed.

“For those of you who have survived, as I said, welcome to the new world. You are now a woman, and you have inherited a world badly in need of a make over. You will be expected to come to grips with your change, and to offer your services to help us fix this poor planet.

“There will be no more poverty, no more crime. Governments will cease to be corrupt and nations will get along for the betterment of all. War is hereby abolished. Rape, of course, does not exist anymore.

“For you newbies who have survived, take a moment, take a breath, accept yourself as you are. When you are ready a woman will appear who will help you take the final steps in this wonderful metamorphosis you are experiencing.

“From Womanland, have a great day…have a female day.”

She smiled, the camera cut, and the newsies took over.

But not just the newsies, only the female newsies.

And in businesses around the world men came back to work…as female.

In Congress women controlled everything, and they left the Democrat and Republican parties as one and started their own party, The Female Party. And their symbol was not a donkey, or an elephant. It was a pose by Marilyn Monroe, standing on a grate and letting the wind blow up her dress.

And the burial trucks rolled, and women ruled the streets, and the only men left were the big, strong breeders. Men who had survived The Puberty because they had dicks too big to be shrunk, and they became the perfect impregnators for the new civilization.

We poured ourselves a bourbon and Coke, and I went out on the streets. I talked to neighbors whose husbands had passed, victims to puberty, and to other men like myself, who had survived.

A few of these new men had been prepared by their wives of The Puberty. Most had just gutted it out, and these were often, unfortunately, drab creatures. They had no one to help prepare them, to show them what they could be as women, and so their chests were small and their faces lackluster.

I had been very fortunate, indeed.

But I wasn’t done.

Sandy and I returned to the house, arm in arm, and built another drink, and toasted the new civilization.

And she told me that if a man is prepared to be a woman the change goes much easier. But though I was prepared, the final change, the glue to cement the deal, the final act, was a hard pill to swallow.

“So what is this last thing that you must guide me through? I asked as we sat, the television on low, enjoying our bourbon and Coke.

She told me, and I started to shake. “I can’t…I can’t do that.”

“But you must! Sandy said. “If you don’t you will wither on the vine, the wonderful things we’ve done, they will fade, and you will be like those who had no wives to help prepare them.”

“But I can’t make love to a man! I am too close to being a man! the idea…” I shivered.

She smiled and touched my cheek. “Not to worry, my love. I’ve been instructed on how to handle that.”

“You have?” I was hopeful.

“I have. Come along.” She stood up and extended her hand. I took it, and let her lead me from the living room to the bedroom.

In the bedroom she bade me sit on the bed, and she opened a dresser drawer and took out a box. Curious, I stared as she opened it, and when she showed me the contents I gaped.

It was a strap on harness with a big dildo. A lifelike representation of a cock.

“Honey, you’ll learn. You’ll overcome your aversion to men, and you will crave them. You will certainly be glad that ten percent of the population was spared for breeder duty. But ten percent of the men still men…that’s not enough to help cement the change in the new women of the world.”

“What are you…” But I knew.

She stepped into the strap on and snugged it up. She buckled the straps and tugged on it to make sure it fit right.

“I got you a big dick for the first time because, well, let’s face it, that’s the kind of guy you are. Or were.

She placed the dildo in the socket and pressed and twisted.

CLICK! She had a dick. A nice, big one, with lifelike veins and balls and everything.

“If you squeeze the balls a semen like fluid will shoot out of the head.”

“Wow!”

And here was the thing. Yes, I had an aversion to men. Like I said, I had just been one, and the idea of making love to a man was just too much for my newly adjusting mind.

But I could make love to a woman with a dick.

And The Great Puberty, to stick, didn’t require a real dick. A fake dick was perfectly fine to make sure I stayed beautiful and voluptuous, and didn’t slide down into the mediocrity of those who were not prepared by their mates to be women.

“Would you like it face up or doggy style?” Sandy asked.

“Face up, I think.”

“Face up it is. Lay back on the bed. Scootch over and get ready.”

I lay on the bed, crossways, my legs up and spread, and Sandy moved in.

“Baby, this is going to be so much fun,” and she diddled my pussy with her finger.

I felt her finger go into me and I gasped. The touch down there was a hundred times more intimate than if somebody had just touched my cock. It was inside of me, and the nerves were so much more sensitive.

She grinned, and pushed two fingers into me. “You’re already wet. You’ve got women’s intuition now, and you now what is coming.”

I nodded, not really understanding what I was agreeing with.

She moved forward. She placed the tip of her dick into my snatch and just held her position.

I felt the warmth explode from the gentle touch.

She reached up and put her hands over my tits.

“Wow. These are big. I’m jealous.”

I smiled. I liked my big tits.

She pushed forward, and the monster slid into me.

Every woman remembers the first time she was fucked. She remembers the confusion of the mind, the chaos of giving herself up to somebody, and the joy of realizing that in the submission she now owns something: the man who is attached to the penis that is pleasuring her.

It was like that for me. I felt it, I submitted, and I knew that though Sandy had just become dominant in our relationship, though she was the fucker, in a strange, feminine way I owned her.

She pulled back, and it felt like I was being turned inside out, and in the most pleasurable way.

She slid in and my whole body reacted, wanted more, and I made strange sounds.

Back and forth she sawed me.

Oh, the joy of the vagina, and I then felt sorry for the me I used to be. Walking around like a swinging dick and not understanding.

And I felt sorry for every man who thought the penis was in charge.

How wrong. How very, very wrong they were.

The universe is a pussy. It is a female, and it is the females who own it.

In and out she went, grinning at me, knowing the new experience I was loving.

“Oh, fuck!” I said. “I never knew!”

“No, you didn’t. But you do now.”

And I started to cum, and it was more different than anything I had ever felt or imagine. It wasn’t like a gun shooting, like a man’s, it was like being in an ocean, and the waves lifted me up and crashed me, washed through me, turned me every which way but loose, and then left me, panting, exhausted, and wondering where everything had gone.

Sandy pulled her penis out of me, and I lay there, dazed, marveling, and wondering.

Why hadn’t men gone through this before? Why had they had to wait for The Great Puberty?

But of course, the simple truth was…they hadn’t understood.

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.

Too Tough to Feminize

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.

The Feminization Games
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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.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts
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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.
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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.
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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 Electric Groin!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Quivering Buns
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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!
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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
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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
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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!
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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.
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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!
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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!
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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 was Forcibly Feminized!’

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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