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PART ONE

I thought I was a big stud. I partied hearty, I was handsome, a jock with lots of muscles, BMOC, the whole bit. And I had the chickies at my feet. They all wanted a piece of me. Ah, paradise. Except, man in paradise is out of place. He is, and I speak from my own personal experience, too stupid to be in paradise.

For instance, I was seeing Kelly, a buxom beauty. We were rocking and socking and doing the dirty, and then along came Josie. And I snuck around with her a bit, and wetted my dipstick. And then there was…you get the idea.

Then, one day, Kelly came up to me. She had been crying, she still had dark shadows on her cheeks from where it had run. Her face was somber, no smile.

“Hey! Kell, how are you?”

“I know why you broke it off with me.”

Uh oh. Time to do a little damage repair. “Look, I’m sorry. It’s just that I met Josie, and my feelings were stronger. I certainly didn’t want to hurt your feelings.

“But you were doing us at the same time!”

“Uh, yeah, I was pretty confused. I mean, I loved you, I thought I did, and then Josie comes along, and…I’m sorry…”

“And at the same time you were doing Mia and Rhonda and Shirley. And before you met me, and pulled me into your little ‘harem,’” Oh, the bitterness dripped out of that fine babe, “you were doing Roxanne and Deborah.”

Now there was nothing I could say. Any apology would have been insincere, which my apologies always were, and…there was no way out.

I turned around and walked away.

Fuck. I had been getting all the nookie I ever wanted. I guess it was only a matter of time until a couple of my babes put their heads together and figured out what a Lothario I was.

“You haven’t heard the end of this, Rex. Not by a long shot.”

Ha. As if I hadn’t heard that before.

Hey, I’m not a bad guy, I’m just a little over-sexed. A horndog, you know? And if the market is there and the babes are willing…why not? Right?

But five babes finding out about each other, maybe seven…that was bad luck. But I didn’t believe in Karma, so I went to my next class and put it all out of my mind. I mean, there’s always another fish or ten in the ocean, right?

A month passed. I had a couple of girls in mind, but, surprisingly, there were no bites. Lots of nibbles, but I was starting to wonder if those stupid girls had outed me. Maybe I should check out the bulletin board, make sure my name and picture wasn’t up there.

I could see it now. A picture of handsome me under the legend…

NOT WANTED
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Rex Fielding is guilty of

INDISCRIMINATE FUCKING

Ladies are warned to be on the look out for…

I snickered. Yeah. Right. Wouldn’t that be a laugh?

KNOCK KNOCK.

Ah, cripes. I was about done studying. I wanted to game a little, then hit the hay. I certainly didn’t want to some bozo, or worse, some gal, busting my ear.

I sighed and stood up, stretched, and walked to the door.

“Hi, Rex.”

My eyes opened and my jaw dropped.

She was blonde, easily eight feet tall. and absolutely gorgeous. I mean, I guess a normal gal would be something like 36 by 24 by 36. Or maybe 36 by 24 by 40. Triple Ds or whatever. Or maybe 36 by 24 by 44.  quadruple Fs, or whatever. I mean, why not? Right?

But she was a perfectly proportioned 48 by 36 by 48. I stared at her body, I mean, I checked her out, seriously.  I studied her sexy calves, noted the way her dress hugged her curves, I wanted to reach out and touch those amazing breasts. I mean, the nipples were huge, and they poked through material and looked like giant thimbles. And that was just her body.

I looked up at the face. Stunning. Made Marilyn Monroe look dowdy. Large lips, shiny red with lipstick. Eyes shadowed to give her a mysterious look. Her eyes were greenish, and mesmerizing. I looked at those eyes and I felt like I had seen the mysteries of the universe.

BOING! I had an instant boner.

“Going to invite me in?” And she didn’t wait. She just ducked her head and sauntered in. She passed within inches of me and I swear, I could smell a sweetness overpowering.

“What…who…”

“Don’t blather, Rex, dear. Have a seat and let’s talk. And close the door. And your mouth, too.”

I snapped my jaw shut, closed the door—and locked it—and turned to her.

She sat on the bed, no chair would hold her large, buxom frame, and even the bed looked a little shaky under her weight. I mean, she must have weighed over three hundred pounds, and all of it superpowered sexy.

“Come, sit here,” she patted the bed next to her.

Happily, like a puppy, I trotted across the room and sat down next to her.

She turned to me, she put an arm around my shoulders and held me. Our eyes were inches apart.

“Dear Rex. My name is Silithia. Perhaps you’ve heard of me?”

I shook my head. Tell the truth, my mind was pretty gobsmacked.

“Well, I have heard of you. I have heard of you from Kelly, and Josie, and Mia, and Rhonda, and Shirley, and Roxanne, and Deborah, and…” She named a few more girls.

“How did you ever expect to keep them straight in your mind? Let alone stop them from figuring out what you were doing?”

“Uh, I…”

“Go on, tell m. I am most curious.”

There was this feel to her, this…this ‘magic,’ that inspired me to talk. Not compelled, that would mean she forced me. But, no, I wanted to talk, to toot my own horn. She was my kind of woman. She would understand, and then…then maybe I’d make her my girlfriend.

She suddenly laughed, a merry laugh, a chuckle that was deeper and fulfilling. “Oh, Rex, I am your girlfriend, forever and ever. Now tell me how you did it.”

“Well, I’m pretty handsome, and I’m on the football team and the baseball team, I’ve got some real muscles, you want to feel?” I held up my arm and flexed the biceps.

I admit, I was blathering, but I couldn’t help it. This girl, this woman…she was just…overpowering!

But she didn’t laugh or make fun of me, she just felt my muscle and said, “Oh, my. You are a handsome brute, aren’t you. Go on.”

“And the chicks dig me, and I dig sex, I like sex, and they were willing, and nobody really asked me, so I just…started collecting girlfriends.”

She smiled. “Collected girlfriends. I like that. You are quite the stud, Rex.”

“Uh, yeah. I’m a catch. Say, maybe you’d like to…”

“Oh, I would.” Her big hand moved up and held the back of my head, my whole head, I mean, she was big, and she moved my head into her lips.

Her lips were big, bigger than mine, and soft, and I could taste this delicious aroma. It must be her lipstick, I thought, as I swooned.

“You see, the girls told me all about you. And they were all crying, and you really hurt them, Rex.”

“Yeah, I’m sorry about that. I sure didn’t mean to hurt anybody’s feelings. It’s just that—“

“You’re lying now, Rex.”

I frowned. “Yeah. I guess I am.”

“The truth is that it was all a game, and you didn’t care who you hurt, and you even laughed about it. Right?”

“Man, you must be reading my mind. You—“

She kissed me again. And her tongue, large and soft, entered my mouth. I felt warmth popping in my chest. I felt dizzy. I was sinking into a pit of hot quicksand, and my boner was threatening to explode.

She moved away, pulled my head back with that big hand of hers. “So the girls sent me to you. I’m your little present. What do you think about that?”

“They did that?”

“Oh, yes.”

“They must really love me!”

“Or something,” Silithia smiled. There was something I didn’t understand in her smile. There were lights dancing in her magical eyes. something was going down, and I didn’t…I didn’t—

She kissed me, and this time she didn’t stop. She soul scoured me. She blew my mind to Pluto. She turned and began ripping my clothes off.

And I mean ripping.

She grabbed my shirt with one hand and pulled it right off my body. Buttons flew through the air and seams popped and material ripped.

I was naked from the waist up, and I realized she had pulled my tee shirt apart, too.

Then she grabbed my ankles and lifted me, upside down, and pulled off my jeans.

I was on the bed now, and she reached down and with one big hand she grabbed the waist band of my underpants and yanked.

“Yikes!” I yelped. I had never been so manhandled in my life. Heck, I wish I could have handled my girlfriends this easily.

She grabbed my penis.

I have a pretty good-sized penis. It’s maybe eight inches long…okay, it’s 8.3 inches long, I measure that sucker daily, and it’s as big around as my wrist (I don’t have small wrists), and the head, ah…the head. My pride and joy, it is as big as a tennis ball. My dick…it was dripping. Funny, I didn’t remember my dick dripping so hard before, but it was dripping now, in fact, it was spewing pre-cum. I had never seen it spew like that. I mean, I dripped, but this…this was making the floor wet! And my bed. And…and it looked so small in her hand.

“Oh, Rex,” she whispered, nibbling on my ear with her large lips, “We’re going to have so much fun.”

Then she threw me on my back and mounted me.

She was rough, moving me around like I was a feather, but gentle, because she didn’t squash me.

She lowered herself, and I had a glimpse of that big vagina.

I mean, it was big, larger than a normal woman’s, but when it touched my dripping dick, when it slithered down over my cock, it was tight. And it gripped me, tight. And it felt so…so…so heavenly.

I had never felt a pussy so soft and wonderful. And I had the feeling, a quick vision in my head, that my whole body was a penis, and that my whole body was being swallowed, my whole body, and my mind…and my soul.

She went up and down, and I could feel muscles inside her gripping me, twisting me, wringing my dick out.

“Oh, God!” I groaned. “Oh, God…”

“That’s ‘Oh, Goddess, baby.” Her voice was rumbling now, like thunder.

I couldn’t last. She had just gotten onto me, and yet I was feeling my balls roil, the fluid inside swirling, searching for a way out. Then the semen began moving up my shaft. Swelling it, making me feel like a giant dick inside her.

“That’s it, baby, give it to me. Give me everything. Be a man.”

I began to squirt, deep in her pussy. Well, as deep as an eight inch dick could be. My whole body began to spasm, the gism kept erupting and erupting.

Silithia on top of me, holding me, watching me. “Yes, get it out, get it all out. Get all that nasty man stuff out of you.

“Oh…oh…oh…”

Then it felt like I was empty, but stuff still kept coming out. It felt like her snatch was squeezing me, pulling me, pulling more than gism out of me. It felt…it felt like she was turning me inside out.

“I am, baby.”

“Oh…oh…” I was getting dizzy, I felt the world spinning away.

The last thing I remember, she leaned down and kissed me. “Don’t worry, Rexaline, when you wake up the girls will take care of you.”

Then her face drifted away, those marvelous lips left, and…I slept.

I awoke, and couldn’t figure anything out. I remembered…and I felt this heavenly swelling in my chest…Silithia. Ah, Silithia. Why hadn’t I ever met her before. I—I realized something was wrong.

I was stretched out, askew, like I had been tossed on my bed in a heap, the covers all messed up and…I sat up, looked down, and screamed.

“EEE!”

Oh, my God! My voice was shrill! It was…girly!

I heard chatter outside, footsteps in the hallway, and the door burst open. Half a dozen guys crowded in and stared at me.

I was, I measured myself later, I was five foot two, eyes of blue, with a huge set of mammaries.

And I was naked.

And a half a dozen men were staring at me, some of them wearing just underwear, and all were rubbing their crotches. And staring at me.

“Looks like Rex got a little,” growled Ben. He was on the football team with me, and his dick was actually sprouting through the slit in his boxers.

“And he didn’t call us in to share.” That was Tom. He played tennis, but his dick was bigger than mine.

“Maybe it’s not too late?” Sam. A linebacker. Big and black and with one of those African cocks that went all the way to his knees. And he didn’t have short legs.

“How about it, baby? You want to share a little?”

Guys moved forward, more guys were trying to get into the room, trying to get a look, jumping up to see over the shoulders of those taller than them.

“Hey!” My voice was high, like a girl’s. I pushed back and tried to pull sheets around myself.

“All right, out of the way, knock it off!”

Guys started objecting, but then they started moving back. Into the room, shoving ahead of everybody, was Kelly and Josie and Rhonda. And it sounded like there were more girls in the hallway, pushing and shoving the guys around.

“Hey, we didn’t mean anything!”

“Ow! That’s my dick!”

“Well get it out of the way!”

More girls crowded into the room. All the girls I had used and cheated on. They stood in front of me and made a wall. They stared at the guys, and a couple of the girls pushed and shoved the guys out of the room. And closed the door. And turned and stared at me.

“I don’t…please…I don’t…” I was blubbering. Like a girl. Not even crying like a man. The tears just poured out and I looked up at them…and I was so confused.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to hurt you,” and I was starting to feel sorry, sincerely and real sorry, “but something has happened to me! I’m…I’ve changed into a girl. I don’t know what to do.”

For a long moment the girls just looked at me, then Kelly said, “Jeez, when she said she was going to fix him, I didn’t know…”

Then the girls started talking.

“Wow.”

“What do we do with him?”

“Don’t you mean ‘her?’”

“It looks like we’re going to have to save her.”

“Why not let the guys back in and let them do her?”

“No! No!” I cried. This was terrifying.

“That would be cruel. That would be like we were Rex.”

“Yeah.”

“So what do we do?”

Finally, silence. Them staring down at me. Me huddled on the bed, sobbing, scared out of my wits.

“Well,” said Kelly, “It looks like we’re stuck with her. We wanted revenge, but we can’t just turn her over to the guys.”

“Then…then you’ll help me?”

One of the girls giggled. “It’s sort of funny, you know?”

The others looked at her.

“He…she…we have to make her into a woman, and then he…she, will find out what it’s like.”

Heads turned back to me. Some were tilted, all were quizzical.

“It is the best revenge,” said Josie.

“And it’ll be fun. He’s so stupid, can we make him into a smart girl?”

“If she ever does turn back…she won’t be so cruel.”

Then they were chuckling, and little mini conversations started up as they discussed me. Then Shirley took my arm, helped me to stand up.

I saw myself in the mirror over my desk. I was built. I was, in a way, like a miniature Silithia. I had a body that wouldn’t quit, with large boobs, and my face, it was still mine, but a female mine.

“You’ll help me?” My voice was quivering and I was blubbering.

“Come on, girlfriend.” Roxanne wrapped the sheet around me. “We’ll take you home and help you learn to be a girl.”

They walked me out of the room.

Past the leering boys, many of whom had their hands in the pants and were jacking.

Down the stairs, out the door and across the campus to Delta Zeta.

Delta Zeta. Die-zies. The worst sorority, with the worst reputation (they all actually peed on a statue of the college’s founder! And one of them, no one knows who, smeared poop on his nose!) in the country.

And it was my stomping grounds. I always chose girls from Delta Zeta. Heck, with the worst reputation, where else would I hunt?

And, I suddenly figured it out, of course they all found out about each other. If I had chosen girls from different sororities they never would have.

Crap. Me bad.

They took me into the house, up the stairs, and deposited me in the attic.

“There’s trunks up here,” said Mia. “Find some clothes and get dressed, and come down for breakfast. You get to do the dishes today, so you’d better hurry.”

Deborah chimed in, “And I wouldn’t think about leaving. You saw what those guys were like.”

Kelly: “Man, whatever Silithia did to him…her.”

“Just call her her from now on,” interjected Shirley.

“What she did, she made you a babe, like you’re a meat magnet.”

“A meat magnet?” Being on the other side of the skirt now, I didn’t completely understand.”

“A dick draw. A peter puller.”

I was blank.

“Men want to fuck you.”

“Oh!”

They left.

I stood in the middle of the old attic. Decades of stuff were up here. Clothes left by former Die-Zies. Props from plays. Signs advertising dances, beauty tips, every sort of thing a sorority could get involved in.

I went to the window and took advantage of the light to inspect my body.

Jeez, I was so built…I would have made myself hard. If I had a dick.

But I didn’t.

I did, however, have a snatch. And tits.

I felt myself. My boobs were big and plump, and the nipples…I touched one.

“OH!” A shock ran through me. Sexuality stirred my innards. It was worse than horny…it was my whole body heating up and wanting…wanting…

“Heysoos Xristo!” A voice blurted from behind me. I whirled around. It was Kelly.

“We leave you alone for one minute and you start groping yourself.”

I looked down. I had one hand on my tit and the other hand was inserting a finger into my snatch. I hadn’t even known it. I had just…I was… “I’m sorry,” I whined. “I just don’t understand.”

For a second I thought Kelly was going to yell at me some more. Then her face softened, and she came to me. She pulled my hand away from my breast and out of my pussy. “Okay. I understand. You’re in a state of shock. But you can’t go around playing with yourself all the time. I mean, get a life, right?”

I nodded. Tears were streaming down my face.

“Come here.” She took me to a rack of clothes. She grabbed a handkerchief and dried my eyes. “Now stop blubbering and let’s see if we can get you fixed up, okay?”

“Okay.”

She moved through the rack quickly, selected a skirt and a blouse, handed them to me, then moved to a trunk.

“All right, I knew we had underwear up here.” She pulled out a thong and a bra. She smiled.

“Sexy. You’ll like that.”

“I will?”

“All girls like sexy. Even the ones that don’t like sex like sexy. It’s just the way we’re built.

She helped me into the thong.

“This feels funny.”

“Why?”

“My…my ass is out. And it feels like a string is rubbing my asshole.”

“It is and it is.” Your ass will sway, most provocatively, and that little rub a dub dub on your button is going to make you horny.”

“I don’t…I don’t want…”

“You don’t want to be horny? Nonsense. Every girl loves that warm feeling that just sort of swarms over us. Wait until the first time some guy diddles your fiddle. You’re going to be a worse sex addict than, well, than Rex.”

“Than me?”

She laughed. “Why do you think we girls were such easy pickings? It’s because we want a little.”

“Oh.”

She helped me put on a bra. “Man, we need to do your nails, and your hair. You’re a mess.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Yes, you are.” She pulled the skirt up my legs and buttoned my blouse. She stood back. “Now, I’m going to go down, breakfast is being served. You find yourself a pair of shoes and hurry down.”

She left.

Again, I stood alone.

But now I had direction. Shoes.

I found some tennis shoes in a box, tied them on, then left the attic.

I crept down the stairs and towards the sound of noise. The noise resolved into voices, and I came to the dining room.

All noise stopped. All heads looked at me.

I choked and made a sobbing sound, then turned and ran.

Except I ran into Josie.

“Hey, where you going?” She caught me by the arms.

I was blubbering, crying, didn’t know what to say.

“Come on, come on. It’s okay.” She walked me back into the dining room.

The girls made a point of not looking at me, and forced conversations moved into easier conversations. Josie took me to a seat. “Sit here. Girls, a little help?”

Deborah was sitting next to me. “A little mush, girlfriend?” She plopped a glob of the stuff into a bowl and shoved it in front of me.

I sat, my shoulders slumped, and wanted to hide in myself.

“Hey, Rexaline…”

I looked up.

Kelly and Shirley were looking at me.

“So are you like going to class?”

“I don’t…I mean…”

“You have to keep your grades up.”

“Besides, nobody will notice. Professors never take roll, they just pass you or fail you according to test. They don’t care if you come or not.”

“Boy, that’s true. I had this prof in Lit that never even looked at us. He just sat at his desk and talked and talked, then closed the book and…”

“That’s nothing. I had a lady prof in…”

The conversation swirled around me, and I risked putting a spoon into the oatmeal and taking a bite.

“Ack!” I spit it out.

Everybody stopped talking, then they started grinning. “Want a big, old steak? How about ten pizzas with everything.”

I looked at the small glop of bland stuff. It sat on the table in front of me and didn’t do anything.

Deborah elbowed me. “Guys can eat anything. You ever eat oatmeal? As a guy?”

“Yeah. But with lots of butter and sugar and stuff.”

“Ha. We do that. But we still have to watch figures.”

She put a slice of butter on my oatmeal and sprinkled some sugar. Try that. It will still be like cardboard, but it will be palatable.”

I tried it, and she was right.

“What do you usually eat for breakfast?”

“A steak. Eggs. Hash browns if I can’t get pancakes.”

The girls around me were silent. “Wow,” said Shirley. “If only.”

“Just one day I’d like to do that. Stuff myself. But I would spend the rest of my life on weight watchers.”

“You could always exercise, you slut.”

Jibes. It wasn’t that much different than a guy table, except the insults were different.

“Being a slut is a kind of exercise.”

Little cheers. Yep. Not different.

“So what’s your first class?”

I looked at Kelly. “I usually work out until eight. Nine o’clock and I have Peterson for Latin.”

“Latin? For a jock?”

“Well, I’m not all muscles.”

“Could have fooled me,” and Deborah felt my biceps.

Felt my biceps, like Silithia had the night before. What had happened?

“Okay, who’s got Peterson?”

Nobody. But Roxanne had a class next to mine, so she volunteered to walk me over and pick me up afterwards.

And the rest of my classes were parceled out.

“Good,” said Kelly, at the end. “We have time to fix her up.”

“Fix me up?”

“Girlfriend, you are drab. Your clothes are passable, but your hair looks like a pig nested in it, and your face…your face…blech!” She stuck a finger down her throat.

I was a little frightened by this. “What…what’s wrong with my face?”

“Nothing,” said Deborah. “You just need a little color. Don’t worry.”

“What happened?” I blurted.

They all looked at me.

“How did this happen? What happened last night?”

I was hurt and confused, and the girls got guilty looks on their faces.

“I called Silithia,” admitted Kelly.

“But…who…”

“Shush. I’ll tell you.”

Then she was silent, all the girls were silent, as she formed her words.

“I heard of Silithia a couple of years ago. My mother had a problem and Silithia helped her. Then I called my mother, after you…dumped me.”

“Oh,” I sounded small.

She waved her hand dismissively. What had happened to me…in her mind it canceled out what I had done to her.

“Silithia is a legend. Legend has it she was a normal woman, and somehow became transformed. Now she grows, but never old. She just gets bigger, and she’s a master of witchcraft and mysterious energies.”

“But how did she…” I indicated my body.

“She helps girls. That’s it.”

“She helps you.”

“I told mother, and Silithia showed up and talked to me. It’s hard to remember everything, I was sort of struck dumb by her presence…”

I knew about that.

“…but she said she would help me. I didn’t know what that help entailed…what she would do. Believe me, I’m just as shocked as you. But she told us that we had to show up at your fraternity and take you in hand. She said, ‘If I help you, then you have to help me. And the help I require will be for that boy.’”

Silence.

“Anyway, you don’t have to worry about nails, so it’s your turn to do the dishes.”

With that the breakfast broke up. The girls deposited their dishes in the kitchen sink, then went upstairs to get ready for their classes. I was left to wipe the table and do the dishes.

I normally hate dishes. I equate them with the ‘eat your vegetables’ chant, which every mother seems to browbeat their children with. But, oddly, I felt a sort of comfort in doing them. I stacked the dirty ones to one side, then soaped them, then rinsed them, then dried and stacked them on the other side.

It was comforting, to have a routine. To have a duty to do while the mind went crazy. Or, rather, while I tried to straighten out the craziness in my mind.

I washed, rinsed, stacked, and I found that now that I wasn’t resisting, it was sort of…cool.

I had never felt that way about work before, and I realized something: my mind was changed.

Oh, I still knew who I was, but I was responding in a more feminine fashion. Usually I grab and throw. Now I picked up and placed. And I never cried. I had broken bones and never cried, but now I was constantly on edge, the tears threatening to spill.

This was a girl thing, and I was reminded of an old saw my grandmother told me, which I had forgotten, but which had suddenly come to mind and seemed appropriate. A man curses so he won’t cry, a girl cries so she won’t curse.

Then the dishes were done, and I wiped down the drainboard, then the dining room table.

“Hey, Rexaline! Are you going to be a waitress your whole life.”

Shirley took me by the arm, grabbed my rag and tossed it on the table, and walked me upstairs.

She took me to her room and Josie and Kelly were waiting.

“Chop chop, girl. We don’t have all day.”

They sat me down in a chair and began working over me.

Kelly started combing out my hair. Shortly she was making a snip here and a snip there. I didn’t remember having so much hair, but apparently Silithia had given me some extra.

“I love his natural wave. I’d die for a wave like that.”

“You need to give him highlights.”

“Tonight. Right now we just have to get him to class.”

“God, he needs nails.”

“Just paint them. Tonight we’ll get down and dirty.”

Josie began painting my nails. Red. “Oh, I feel so dirty,” she quipped. “Working with these stubby, little things.”

Chuckles.

Shirley began smoothing my face with a rag.

“What are you doing?”

“Cleaning your pores, moisturizing, getting you ready for the serious paint.”

“You’re going to put make up on me.”

She stood back and stared at me. “Girl, are you daft? You can’t go into the world looking like a pale pansy. We need some color!”

“Oh.”

She went back to work.

For a half hour they snipped and coated and painted and chatted, and it was the most intimate time I have ever experience.

I had fucked them, and I realized how brutal and crass I was. These girls were gentle, and they moved around me, and their breasts brushed up against me, and it was…fun.

I had never thought about what a girl does. The way she fixes herself, the make up…it was fun!

Finally, I was done, and the girls marched me out of the room and to the stairs.

The rest of the girls were downstairs, waiting, and they began cheering.

Oh, how I blushed. Yet it felt good. And I realized: I had fucked them, and never complimented them.

‘Oh, baby, you’re so fine.’ That’s not a compliment.

“I think you’re beautiful. Your hair is so pretty.” That’s a compliment, and I had never, in all the fucking I had done, complimented any of the girls.

It was a sobering realization.

The cheers died down and girls started grabbing books and leaving. Finally, it was just me and Roxanne. We sat on a sofa and I looked around. There was a clock ticking. There was a glass cupboard with some trophies in it. The wood on the bannister was shiny.

“Geez, will you lighten up?”

“I’m sorry.”

More silence.

She sighed.

“Well, what do girls talk about.”

She giggled. “Boys, mostly. Classes. Family. Anything and everything. What do boys talk about?”

“Sports. Sometimes classes, if we have to. Other things.”

“Well, I know nothing about sports.”

“You should?”

“Why?”

“Because then you’ll have something to talk about with—“ I stopped, my mouth gaping.

“What?”

“I just realized I could have been talking about myself. I’ve been with girls…”

“You fucked them,” she said sourly.

“Well, yeah. But the point is I did all that and never knew what interested them. I never asked them, I never…how did you learn so much about make up and things?”

She looked at me suspiciously. I was a girl, but I was still a boy in her mind. “Why?”

“Because I don’t know anything, and I have to start somewhere.”

“God,” she stared at me.

“What?”

“You just admitted you don’t know everything. That’s the first time I ever heard a boy, sorry, a girl, admit that.”

“Yeah, I guess…I guess things are happening to me.” I spoke ruefully, then I brightened up. “So how did you learn about make up?”

“I don’t know. We just talk about it in school, and read fashion magazines, and we experiment.”

“Experiment?”

“Yeah, like we did on you.”

“You were experimenting on me when you colored my eyes and put lipstick on me?”

“Of course. Skin colors are different, different hues and shadows, that sort of thing, whether we should tint your lips or use lipstick…we just figured all that out on the spot. But we’ve got lots of experience.”

“God, you were like a well oiled team. I wish I could get the football team to work that well together.”

She giggled. “Put make up on them. They’ll come around.”

We both laughed, and we chatted, and it was the first time in my life that I actually ever talked to a girl. Talked, like without boasting or trying to sell myself or…get into her pants.

Then it was time for class, and a whole new situation happened.

The girls were right. Peterson didn’t care if I lived or breathed, but the guys in the class did. I walked into that class, scared and a little shaky, and every male head in that room turned and stared Like one. Like osmosis through the herd.

Then the girls , picking up on the scent, followed.

I was the center of attention, and it was absolutely unnerving.

I mean, when you have the ball and you’re running, you’re in your own world. Everybody is yelling in your ear, but you are too busy to pay attention.

Now it was like everybody was yelling at me, and I couldn’t not notice.

I went to my normal seat, which, fortunately, was in the back of the class, and three boys leaned towards me.

“Hey, good looking.”

“You in this class?”

“I haven’t seen you before.”

My face turned red and I turned into myself and just stared straight ahead.

Then a girl turned and looked daggers at me.

What? Why? But I knew why. I was a threat to her, I threatened to take boys away from her.

Fortunately, Peterson came in and started lecturing. I took out pen and notebook and began taking notes, and it was weird. I was watching my red tipped fingers scribble so intently I missed what he was saying. Still, Managed to figure things out, and before I knew it, the class was over.

How did that happen? Class was always boring! Now I had a full page of notes, and was even thinking about some of the things he had said.

I stood up, and was immediately beset by the three boys.

“Hey, babe. What’s your next class?”

They had such big bodies, and I was hemmed in. I tried to slide around them, but it was hard. I was afraid to touch them.

“Hey, get the fuck out!” Roxanne to the rescue. She pushed her way through the three boys and collected my arm.

“Oh, thank you.”

“Who the fuck are you?”

Now, I don’t know, but I can suspect, but I think Silithia gave me a little extra something. Yes, I was good looking, but these boys were too pushy. They wanted to be near me a little too hard. Silithia must have given me an extra dose of…sex appeal.

These boys, the way they pressed on me, I felt like a skunk in a perfume factory.

Roxanne looked up at the lug who had challenged her. “I’m your worst enemy. Now make way.”

But they didn’t. They just stood there, and they eyed me like I was meat. I suddenly got worried.

“Well?”

“We don’t move for bitches.”

Uh oh. The pack had formed.

“Well you’d better…”

The guy reached forward and moved her aside with one arm.

Roxanne was shocked, and I was surprised, and even the other two boys were surprised.

“Now then, beautiful.”

And it happened. The male in me rose up. I had been a football star. I was used to the rough and tumble. And I had survived many a locker room verbal joust. And…maybe I was feeling protective, but I came to Roxanne’s aid.

I mean, I was weak, and scared, but he was picking on my friend!

“You short dick.”

People trying to get out of the classroom suddenly stopped and stared.

“What did you say to me?”

“I said that only a guy with a short dick has to pick on two girls. What do you outweigh me by? A hundred pounds? And you have no manners, you stink, and you obviously have a short dick.”

He blinked, and his mouth opened, and he didn’t know what to say. One second he had been a bully boy, and the next second a little, pint of pussy was standing in his face and upbraiding him.

Hell, I had no fear I knew about locker room bullies.

“Now get the fuck out of the way before I tell the world what a short dick you have.”

“You can’t…”

But he was alone now. His friends had stepped back and were actually smirking, and glad they weren’t on the line of fire.

“Hey! Everybody!” I yelled. “Bozo brain here has a dick that’s only one inch long!”

He suddenly turned and bolted. His face was red, he was ashamed, and I had won.

I looked at the other two boys.

One of them put his hands up, “Hey, sorry. Didn’t mean to be out of line.” They both backed up, and they had big grins on their faces.

Roxanne stepped to my side. “Holy shit! Girl! You are a terror.”

“Well, I did use to have a big dick,” I whispered to her. She laughed, and we left the hall.

That night I was more accepted by the girls of Die-Zie. Roxanne told everybody, there were rumors on campus, and I had suddenly gone from being a stupid cheat to a defender of the innocent.

I liked it. It felt good to be on the right side. I realized that I had been on my own side so long that I had come to accept my side as the right side, and it was really the wrong side.

They took me upstairs and took off my make up, I didn’t need it to study, and did my nails up proper. Even my toenails.

“Now you have claws,” Josie giggled, making a clawing motion. “Meow!”

“Fsss!” I made the sound and clawed back at her, and we giggled.

Giggled. I giggled. It was the first time in my life that I ever giggled. Boys never giggle. And suddenly I understood the joy of the cheerful, little smirky thing.

A month passed, and there were lots of things I was enjoying about being a girl.

I enjoyed just walking, feeling my boobs move back and forth. I enjoyed the feel of cloth on my nipples. I enjoyed swaying my butt. And here’s the thing…these were things I appreciated in women, but had never experienced.

I liked the feeling of my hair flowing over my shoulders. I loved the feel of lipstick, and smacking my lips. I especially loved the clothes.

I loved the feeling of a bra, even when the day was long and my boulders grew heavy. I loved the feeling of snugging a thong up, and feeling my little asshole sing. I liked stuffing myself into a dress and posing in front of a mirror.

Most of all…I enjoyed make up. To just sit and feel your face, to watch it morph into something a little better, a little brighter, it was wonderful. It was heady and intoxicating.

I loved rolling the lipstick on, shadowing the eyes so I looked exotic and mysterious.

Truth? I was a better girl than a boy.

And, my grades were going up.

I was always a C student. Now I was a B student, and rising.

The girls always studied together, and we re-enforced our study habits, making sure everybody paid attention and did the work. And if we passed in a paper a friend would read, edit, critique, and my papers were getting higher and higher marks.

My room in the fraternity house…I never went there. Oh, for a credit card, in the beginning, but I made sure several of the girls went with me. Guys came out and stared, but nobody did anything. It was almost like I was a general and my troops were shielding me.

I moved into the sorority house. I was an unofficial Zie-Die. I took a spare room, moved some furniture and clothes down from the attic, and not a night passed, after studies were over, that several girls didn’t gather and have a hen party.

We wore PJs, we scarfed an occasional bag of cookies and moaned about our weight. We whispered and gossiped and had a grand old time.

The persona known as Rex was fast disappearing. Football season was just over when I had changed, but baseball was fast approaching, and I wondered what I was going to do about that.

“You could play as a girl?” suggested Kelly.

I shook my mane. “I’m coordinated enough, and I know the game, but I don’t have the muscle anymore. Besides…”

“Besides what?”

“Besides…I feel more like…I have the mentality of…”

“What? Spit it out!”

“A cheerleader.”

Oh, the hoots and gibes. But it was all in fun. I knew I could make it as a cheerleader, and I knew the girls would support me in any endeavor, but…things were about to change.

I was walking across campus, Kelly and Shirley with me, and I felt something. A pull, a magnetism, something that drew me, made my head turn.

A man.

“What?” asked Kelly, noting that I had slowed down.

“Who’s that?”

A man was sitting on a bench on the quad. He was feeding pigeons popcorn out of a sack, but he was watching us.

Me. He was watching me. And he had a cheerful, knowing expression on his face.

“I don’t know.”

“Handsome, though.”

I agreed, but I didn’t feel the warmth that a good looking boy generated in my belly. My groin.

I felt scared.

I think, under the fear, maybe warmth, but the fear was bigger.

We continued walking, and I glanced behind us. He had stood up, tossed the bag of popcorn into a trash receptacle, and followeed us.

We turned down the street Die-Zie was on and he was fifty yards behind us. Just sauntering. We ascended to the Zie-Die porch where several girls were sitting and sunning. They stood up and stared at the man following us.

“Hey!” yelled Kelly. “What do you want?”

He just smiled and leaned against a light pole and watched the sorority house.

“Well, I’m not putting up with this shit…”

“Better call Campus Security.”

We chatted about that for a while, then Roxanne went down the stairs and approached him. She talked, and he appeared amiable in his answers, then he turned and walked down the street. Roxanne came back up to the porch.

“Who was he?” We all gathered around her.

“His name is Judd.” Then she looked at me. “He says that Silithia sent him.”

We all looked at each other.

Silithia.

And that meant he was likely here for…me.

“What do you want to do?” asked Kelly.

The other girls clustered around me like they wanted to protect me.

Roxanne said, “That’s not all.”

They turned back to her.

“He wants a steak for dinner.”

A few mouths opened in surprise.

“He’ll be back at seven. And potatoes. Lots of butter. And a Coke and bourbon.”

Nobody said anything. We didn’t even look at each other.

Then they looked at me. I don’t know why. Osmosis or something.

But I didn’t have anything to say.

“Who does he think he is?” asked some one.

“He’s from Silithia,” somebody else said.

“So what do we do?”

I knew what to do. I felt the fear inside, I was actually shaking a little, but I said, “Fix him dinner.”

Roxanne prepared the steak. She was the best cook amongst us, and she pulled out all the stops. Salted and peppered, hammered it, onions and…and the smell filled the house, and I almost swooned.

I had been eating salads for a month. I had almost forgotten that delicious, mouth watering aroma.

Kelly prepared the potatoes. “I hope he likes baked.” There was an attitude in her voice, but she was, also pulling out the stops.

Roxanne went out for the bourbon and Coke.

At seven o’clock we were all sitting around the big table. The table was set, the clock ticked, and we waited.

Seven oh one.

KNOCK KNOCK!

We all jumped, then a few of us giggled, and I went to get the door.

He was bigger than I thought. Bigger than me when I was a studly man.

He smiled, reached forward and took my hand and kissed the back of it. He looked up with a grin. I used to be shorter, but I’ve been helping Silithia.” He straightened up.

Heysoos! He was reading my mind! “Won’t you come in?”

I was nervous. Butterflies held a war in my belly, but I led him into the dining room.

The girls stared at him.

He was well over six feet, closer to seven than six, and he was well shaped. His shoulders were broad, his physique was proportionate, and I realized: he’s like Silithia.

“Thank you for the compliment,” he murmured to me. And, “Hello, ladies. It is my pleasure to finally meet you.”

The girls melted, and I realized: he’s like Silithia. He has a…presence. An ambience. Girls like him.

He sat down at the head of the table and, without any conversation, dug in.

We watched as he sliced and forked. He made the Coke and bourbon looked like nectar of the Gods, slurping and smacking his lips appreciatively.

Finally, Kelly: “Who are you?”

Judd smiled. His face was a semi-square and his teeth were white and even. “I work with Silithia. I do pretty much what she says. And she sent me to check on you girls. Say, could I have that bottle?” he indicated the bourbon on a side table.

Shirley handed it to him.

He looked at us, “Anybody? I’ll share….”

“We have studies tonight.”

“Excellent,” he grinned and tilted the bottle. He drank it straight down, a quarter of the bottle, and he acted like it was a soft drink. He placed it on the table and said, “Woo!” He looked at us. “You had more questions?”

“Who is Silithia?”

“She’s a witch. More than that I can’t say. She speaks for herself…when she has something to say. And I believe she said something to you a month ago.”

Kelly ignored his comment. “What are you here for?”

He said, “Silithia said you had a problem a month ago. She didn’t tell me what it was, just told me to do a follow up.”

Everybody looked at everybody, and especially at me.

Judd looked at me. “I thought so. You have a pleasant feeling to you. You feel like you’ve been,…like Silithia adjusted you. Tell me about it.”

Roxanne tried, “You can’t come in here and…we don’t really know who you are.”

We were a confused bunch of girls. On one hand, Judd was an unknown, a potential threat, and he had just moved in and taken over.

On the other hand…I felt him.

“No, it’s okay. He’s here for me.”

Judd sat back, his dinner finished, and asked, “And why am I here for you?”

“Silithia made me into a girl.”

“So you were a boy,” not a question, just an affirmation.

“I was a rude boy. I treated girls like shit. Silithia was called—“

“I called her,” said Kelly, challengingly.

I went on. “Silithia…she made love to me and…I woke up the next morning as a girl.”

Judd chuckled. “Well, that sounds like Silithia.”

“What do you know about her? Silithia, I mean,” asked Shirley.

Judd contemplated, then he nodded. “I guess you should know a little bit. But, like I said, I don’t speak for Silithia.”

He looked up, framed words, then looked back at us. “Silithia was abused by mankind. By a lot of men. But she realized that not all men were bad. When she came into her…powers…she decided to help mankind. Not men specifically, except for those who showed potential, but women. She empowers women, comes to their aid, and—“

“What about men?”

This was a pregnant moment. Only I, of all present, hadn’t been abused by a man. Every girl at the table had suffered snide comments, called bitches, been insulted, fucked and talked about.

I, having been one of their tormentors, knew this truth on a most intimate level. I was one of the worst when it came to abusing women.

“Men are encouraged to be kind, and some men, as I said, if they show potential, are raised up.”

“What do you mean ‘raised up?’”

He leaned forward then, placed his elbows on the table, and said to me, “Rexaline has potential. Look at him. Not her…but him. He’s strong and handsome, he’s a star athlete, he gets good grades…but what’s he going to do with his life?”

I was suddenly ashamed. “I insulted women.”

“Yes, you did. And have you learned anything?”

“Yes.” That was the most heartfelt ‘yes’ in my life.

He nodded. He looked at the girls.

Silithia doesn’t make men into girls before their time. They must earn the right to be the superior species. Sometimes this takes lifetimes, but in Rex’s case he has at least earned the right to see where he’s going.

“He hasn’t earned the right to be a woman. Not yet. But with this little adventure he’s been on, this glimpse of how superior a species can be, he has deserved Silithia’s help.”

“What are you going to do?” asked somebody, but I don’t know who. I was engrossed in looking at Judd. He was focused on me, and his eyes were mesmerizing. I could feel the goodness of him. I could feel…

“You understand, don’t you.”

I nodded.

“Understand what?”

“Tell them, Rex.”

“I have to go back to being a man.”

There were gasps and exclamations around the table.

“No!”

“You can’t!”

“He not only can…he must,” Judd addressed the objection. “Tell them why.”

They all looked at me. I began to cry. “Because I was born a man. there’s a balance here…and I must keep the balance.”

Judd sat back. He nodded. “Silithia was wise to help you. I can see the potential.”

“But you can’t take her from us!”

Judd turned to Josie. “I don’t take him, I return him, to himself…and to you in better shape. In Rex you will always have a friend, and he will never abuse you again. And his life will be lived, moral and upstanding, and in his actions, without even planning, he will assist Silithia in reshaping the world. In putting the world back in balance.”

We all sat glumly then.

Kelly, “When are you going to do this?”

“Rex?”

“Can I have an hour to be with my friends?”

“Of course. It’s a little before eight now. “I’ll come back at ten.” He smiled, bowed to the ladies, and left.

I sat, stunned and shocked and saddened beyond belief.

“Oh, my god,” somebody breathed.

“Heck,” I quipped, “You were getting tired of me, anyway.”             

A few held in sobs, then it started.

“I won’t miss your fat ass.”

“Ha!”

“His tits are too big, anyway.”

And the insults flew, the roast, and soon we were laughing, even as we cried on the inside.

Judd came back at ten. On the dot. He didn’t knock, just opened the door and walked into the living room.

A couple of the girls had gone upstairs. They couldn’t handle the parting. A lot of them were still there. A bottle of bourbon had appeared and, breaking all their own rules, the girls were actually taking shots straight from the bottle.

I wasn’t. I was waiting.

Judd came to me and put out his hand. I took it and he helped me up. “Any particular place?”

“Upstairs?” I looked at the girls, and a few of them nodded. The rest just looked glum.

Judd turned to the girls. “You might want to get him some of his own clothes, and he’ll probably be a little confused tomorrow morning, or at least all weepy.”

There were nods. One of the girls started crying.

Judd looked at me. “Lead on.”

I took him up the stairs to my room.

“You made some fine friends,” he observed, inspecting nicknacks in the room.

“I love them. I love them all.”

“I know what you mean. I once belonged to a great organization. I loved thousands of women, and they loved me.”

“But you gave them up for Silithia?”

“I did.”

We didn’t say anything then. I took off my dress and hung it over a chair. I took off my bra and thong. Judd watched me silently.

I felt cold, goose pimply, and I was scared. I had been a woman for a month, but had never kissed a boy, let alone…be with them.

I turned around.

“You want a drink?”

“No.”

He nodded. He came to me.

He kissed me, and my fears evaporated. As I said, he had an ambience that was not unlike Silithia’s. He had a magnetism, and a softness and sweetness to him. His muscles were like nothing I’d ever felt. Hard as rock, yet yielding to the touch, very gentle.

He held me, and he was so much bigger and stronger than I. He held me and lowered me to the bed. He began to kiss my breasts. Loving kisses that ended with soft but insistent lips pulling my nipples.

Oh, I had missed out. The feelings of sexual heat slammed into me and took my breath away.

His hand found my pussy and he inserted gentle fingers. He began to scratch my itch.

“OH!” I blurted, arching my back.

“Take your time,” he whispered. “Enjoy it.”

“Oh, I am!”

He slithered down and began to eat my pussy. I could feel his tongue laving my labia, his lips pulling at the clitoris. He worked his fingers, rimming me, bringing floods of sensation into my groin.

“Oh! God!” I whispered. I could hardly think for the feel of his strength taking me and shaping me.

“That’s Goddess,” he chuckled.

“Oh! Goddess!” I blurted, and we both laughed.

Then he was on top of me, pushing my knees apart with his strong legs. He looked down on me, and I could see nothing but care and concern.

I was moist, ready, and trembling like a bride on her wedding night. He slid his cock into me. Easy, smooth, adapting to my contours, opening me up.

“Oh!” I cried, amazed, my mind trying to grasp the immensity of being fucked.

He tilted his hips and drove into me, then untilted them and pulled out. He wiggled and squirmed and his cock felt huge inside of me.

He began to drive in and out, stopping here and there, slowing down and speeding up, and always watching me, loving me.

I felt it. Not like the quick ignition a male has, but a slow building, like waves coming into the shore.

“Oh…oh…” I mumbled. I began to cum. Hard surges that froze me, and made my body jerk.

“Yes,” he said, and he began to cum. His body jerked, and I could actually feel his dick throbbing, stiffening, and spewing.

I began to cry. It was so good, and I wanted it so much.

He kept spurting, and my orgasm waned, but he wasn’t done.

“Take it. Take my maleness. I have an unending supply. Take all you need.”

I did. I took all that sperm, I used my hips, my pussy, and I kept pulling and pulling, and he kept spewing and spewing. Long minutes passed, and still he came, and then I felt it…I was…filled. I was topped off. He had filled me with his maleness.

He kissed me and whispered into my happiness… “Sleep.” And I did.

I woke up in my own bed. In my own body. I opened my eyes, and I knew that I was back to being studly Rex the football star.

And I sorrowed.

But I rejoiced. I knew that Judd was right. Sometimes you have to earn being a woman.

Then I was surprised. I was in my own bed! I wasn’t in the bed at the sorority! But I was…I was supposed to wake up there!

I stood up, put on my clothes, and opened my door.

“Hey! He’s awake!”

It was Ben. And guys started coming out of their rooms. They were cheering and congratulating me and tousling my hair.

I was glad, and I hugged and shook hands, but I was also confused.

“Hey, Ben,” I asked when the hub bub de-bubbed. “What’s going on?”

“You don’t know?”

I shook my head.

“We couldn’t believe it. About midnight the girls brought you back. I mean, they marched across campus, carrying you on their shoulders. They brought you up here and tucked you in, and all they would say was that you had done your deed and you deserved to wake up in your own bed. Man, I tell you…you are the most envied man on campus.”

“Wow,” I said, and I grinned.

Yet, I missed my body. My girl body. Well, I would just have to spend more time with the the girls, and treat them like ladies this time. No more of that horn dog cheating stuff.

“When’s baseball try outs?” I asked.

“Tomorrow. You just made it. Where you been, anyway? I see your name on the Dean’s List, but I haven’t seen hide nor hair of you for a month.”

“You wouldn’t believe me if I told you.”

“I might.”

“Naw.” And I laughed.

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!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: tough cover use copy.jpg]

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!
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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.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Alex has to live in an old, decrepit mansion for the summer. Worse, he’s supposed to follow the directions of an old biddy who, right off the bat, makes him wear girl clothes!

Alex is in for a surprise, however, because the house is haunted, and wearing girl clothes is the least of what is going to happen to him!

Feminized by a Ghost


There are MORE full length novels at:

GROPPER PRESS

BUT…

if you want save money

check out the following link…

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

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!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Quivering Buns


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN sexy stories

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

The Shivering Bone!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

A nephew changed into a girl…emasculating a cheating husband…a feminized cop…sentenced to feminization…and a LOT More!

Stories to Pump your Heart


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

His penis grows longer when he cheats!…mad scientist changes man into woman!…a man has to learnto be a female model…and much, MUCH more!

The Whisper of Flesh


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with FIVE erotic stories

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

Skin Games!


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press.

Many of them are five star,

all of them are hot and steamy!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


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

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


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

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


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

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

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


CHECK IT OUT!

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

Gropper Press!

The Bank Robber Became a Lady

I Gave My Man Boobs

The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into Girls

The Lactating Man

The Sexual Edge

My Neighbor Feminized Me

COVID Feminized My Husband

Revenge of the Lactating Babes

The Were-Fem

I Was Feminized by the FBI

The Feminist Experiment

We Made Him Our Fem Boy

A Witch Feminized Me

9 to 5 Feminism

The Half and Half Man

The Feminine Vaccination

The Great Gender Revolt

Big Femme

League of Lactators

The Sexual Matrix

I Changed My Nephew into a Girl

How to Emasculate Your Cheating Husband

Feminized for Granny

Feminized in 100 Days

Feminized Cop

The Sissy Ride

Sentenced to Feminization

Feminization is in My DNA

Feminization Resources

Body Swapping with Chastity

I’ve Got to Have It

Feminized by My Sister

Feminization of a Salesman

Feminization By Act of Congress

A Man Caught

The Lactating Woman

Listening to Sex

The Feminization Curse

The Man Who Would Be Woman

Feminized by Neuralink

My Wife Dominated Me

Dominated By a Gang of Women

My Wife Made Me Worship Her

He Wanted a Real Chest

Forced to be a Crossdresser

Cheating is Forbidden

The Feminization of Jackson

How to Make Your Husband into a Sissy Slave

Feminization Makes a Whole Man

A Woman Again

I Rule My Man

A Month of Feminization

A Sorority Feminized Me

Being a Woman

Made into a Woman

National Lipstick Day

Sexual Borders

The Intersex Man

Self Respect Through Feminization

The Pinocchio Condition

Racing for a Woman

The Great Gender Transformation Conspiracy

To Sacrifice for Love

Feminized by a Neighbor Lady

My Husband the Model

The Party in the Bedroom

The Cure for Limp

I Inherited Being a Woman

Jessie’s Boobs

He Wanted It Tighter

She Wanted It Bigger

Subliminal Feminization

Boob Maximizer

He Was a Female Model

The Politics of Feminization

My Husband Became a Pole Dancer

Mystery Boobs

More Woman Than Man

The Feminization Corps

She Transgendered Me

The Sex Games

Feminization 101

Feminizing the Horn Dog

My Husband is a Sissy

My Husband the Girl

Satan’s Panties

The Picture of Femian Grey

My Mother’s Panties

The Ladies’ Sissy Society

We Feminized a Burglar

Horn Dog Comeuppance

The Ultimate Erotic Fantasy

The Church of Feminization

Oops!

I Feminized a Reporter

The Gender Transformation Club

Emergency Transition

I Made Him My Sissy Slave

Emasculation Made Easy


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

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

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘A Sorority Feminized Me!’

you will really love…

‘I Changed My Husband into a Woman’

A full length novel by Grace Mansfield

Here is an excerpt…

“What the fuck!”

I roused myself from a deep and very deserved sleep, only to see Roscoe standing next to the bed, looking down at his feet and cursing.

“Wha…” I mumbled, pulling the covers over me and trying to look like I was still asleep. In truth, though I was tired, I was as awake as I had ever been.

“Did you do this?” His voice was going up. “Is this your idea of a joke?”

“Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!”

“No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?”

“Do what?” and I finally rolled over and made my eyes sleepy and tired.

Oh, baby, was I acting. And I was acting in front of the fellow who had created a half a dozen Best Actor Oscar winners. This was going to take all my prowess to pull off.

“My toes! Look at my toes.”

I blinked, and edged towards the side of the bed so I could look down to where he was pointing. And I exulted. He had felt he had to explain that it was his toes, so he was just working off emotion and blaming whoever was closest. He didn’t have any clue as to why his toes were red.

“What the fuck!” I opened my eyes wide and stared at his tootsies.

“Why’d you do this?”

I looked up at him and put a tiny edge of anger in my voice. “I didn’t do that! Why the hell would I paint my sissy husband’s toes red?” Very important to get the word sissy into the conversation as quickly as possible. “Do I look like I’m the kind of girl who’d marry a sissy?”

He kept trying to look fierce, but I could tell that my arrows had hit the mark. In some odd, almost invisible way he shriveled. He withdrew slightly into himself. I had met the challenge and acted my way out of being the culprit.

“Okay, okay,” then he tried again. “You did this because I jacked off on you the other day.”

“First, I just said I didn’t do that!” I pointed at his toes. “And, I already got you back, and, husband of mine, practical jokes aren’t my forte.” At least they usually weren’t. I was enjoying this; I was thinking of a career change. Sandy Tannenbaum, Practical Joker Extraordinaire!

“So who did this?”

Now I looked at him suspiciously. “There’s only two people in this room.”

He sputtered in outrage, so I kept up the attack. “So why did you paint your toe nails red?”

“I didn’t!”

“There’s nobody else here!” I was pushing him now. I had been accused unfairly (he thought) so I had to act the outrage. I narrowed my eyes. “Are you going pervert on me?”

“I didn’t do this!” he wailed.

“Well I didn’t, and I didn’t figure on waking up next to Bruce Jenner.”

Oh, Jesus!” he almost ran to my make up station and started looking for polish remover. “Where is it!?”

I got out of bed, and went to him. I didn’t want him making a mess, so I handed him a bottle of polish remover. He grabbed at it like a sailor grabs a life preserver after jumping off the Titanic. He sat down and lifted his foot up to the edge of the chair.

“Hold on,” I said. I took the remover out of his hands. “I don’t want you making a mess. Come here.”

I led him into the bathroom. “Put your foot here,” I pointed to the john. He placed his foot on the toilet and I sat cross legged in front of it. I giggled.

“What?” he groused.

“It is sort of cute. Hubbie gives himself a peddie. Make a good TV series.”

He let his breath out in disgust. “I’m a man’s man, not a girly man.”              

Yeah, that’s right, you like to get young girl’s pregnant. how manly. But I didn’t say that, I just thought it, and kept manipulating him.

“Well, you might say so, but Roscoe Junior says otherwise.”

Now, truth, he wasn’t really all that hard, just sort of a morning half woodie, but I reached up and grabbed his meat and in a second he was throbbing in my hand.

“Hey!” he said. But he wasn’t really protesting. What man would object to a pair of sexy hands fondling his man pole? “Take the polish off.”

“Oh, okay.” but the damage was done. He was now erect, and associating that erection with nail polish. Manly man. Huh!

So I hummed a tune and stripped the polish off and returned his toes to their ‘manly’ state.

“Okay,” he said. Standing and looking down at his repaired manhood, uh, nails.

“Not even a thanks?”

“Thank you,” and he did sound abashed. “But I have no idea how…somebody must have broken in and done it.”

“While you slept? They painted your nails and you didn’t even wake up?”

“Well, I was pretty drunk.”

I’ll say.

“Not that drunk,” I lied. “You never get that drunk.”

“Well, yeah. But somebody did it.” We left the bathroom then and re-entered the bedroom. He walked over to the double windows, which led out to a small patio. He tried the doors. “See! they’re open!”

“We’re on the second floor.”

“He had a ladder.”

“He?”

“Well, you don’t think a woman did this?”

“Those nails were done pretty well. Men don’t know how to apply polish that well.” Then I cocked my head and it was obvious what I was thinking.

“Don’t look at me that way! I didn’t polish my own nails.”

I shrugged. “Okay. So Spiderman left off fighting crime for one day so he could paint your nails.”

He made a grimace.

“Or maybe somebody just walked in because our door is unlocked.” I swung the bedroom door opened.

“Well, I don’t…”

“Forget it, Roscoe.” I use his name when I am angry with him, or irritated, and he took notice of that. “just admit that you did some sleep walking.” Then I giggled, “Or sleep toenail painting.”

“Oh, shut up.” he brushed past me and headed down the stairs. It was a mark of how irritated and upset he was that he had forgotten to get dressed.

“Ahem!” I cleared my throat.

He turned at the top of the stairs and looked at me. Oh, the look on his face. Irritated, confused. Priceless.

I looked at his groin, placed an elbow in a palm and wiggled my index finger in the air.

He looked down at himself, mumbled a curse word I dasn’t dare repeat, and stomped back into the bedroom.

This has been an excerpt from

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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I CHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO A WOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!

GRACE MANSFIELD
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