

A Billionaire Feminized Me!

How a boy was forced to become a girl!

Grace Mansfield


Copyright © 2022

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

[image: sisridebook cov use.jpg]

THE classic of feminization.

Sissy Ride: The Book!


PART ONE

I was 18 when I began working for Jeff Epstine. At first, I didn’t know who I was working for. And when I did learn, I didn’t really know who he was.

I thought he was just some rich guy who needed a delivery driver. I was making good money, it was easy work, and…but let me tell you how it started.

“Hey, Lonnie! How’s it going?”

Lonnie Barkins was a long time friend. We had gone to school together, fought each other, became friends and fought other kids, and there was much argument as to which one of us, in the yearbook, would be labeled, ‘Least likely to succeed.’ Or maybe ‘Most likely to end up in jail.’

“Man, it’s great. Let’s get a drink!”

We sauntered down 4th avenue, hogging the cement and making people go around us. Hey, it’s that way when you’re 19 and just getting started. Hell, I was a bad boy. The baddest of boys.

We entered a bar called The Fuck.

No, that wasn’t the real name. The real name was The Fire Truck, but somebody had taken a slingshot to the ‘ire Tr,’ and what was left was The Fuck. And we usually drew out the space between the F and the uck, so it sounded like The F-u-u-uck!

Cool, eh?

Anyway, we sat down at the last booth on the right and some skanky babe asks what we want and Lonnie says, “Gimme some of that Woodford Reserve shit. And give Jimbo here the same. You still like to ruin it with Coke?”

I nodded and said to the girl, “Coke High.”

She nodded and took off.

“So whacha been doin’?”

Lonnie grins, sits with his back to the wall and his feet out the bench. “Man, I got the sweetest gig.” I work for one of the fat cats. I drive for him. He’s got a damn Rolls Royce. You hear me?”

We walked for a while, I asked him what kind of a ride an RR was, and he told me how slick it was, and that ball bearings were all made of oak, and all sorts of other stuff.

Oak ball bearings? Man, what a gas.

And he asked me how I was doing and I said I was between jobs, which meant I had burgled a house last night, and I intended to burgle a house tonight.

He laughed, and said, “Why don’t I put in a word with my boss? He was saying he needed a special driver, and I told him I was willing—more money, you know—so maybe my gig will be open.

So we spent the afternoon sipping that Woodford stuff, and it was fuckin’ good, and then I said good bye and thought I probably wouldn’t see him again. Less we ran into each other like by accident.

But, shock of shocks, he called me up the very next day.

“Hey, Jimbo. You want that job we was talking about? Driving a Rolls every once in a while? Good green, dude.”

And I said, sure. I had a feeling the cops were giving me the once over, maybe thinking about busting my chops, so it behooved me to take a steady job for a while, get back on the down low.

And the day after that Lonnie picked me up at my crib—in a damned Rolls Royce! Fucker wasn’t kidding—and he drove me  over to Jersey and out to some boat place called Liberty Landing.

It was a cool place. Breezy with the smell of the ocean, couple of guys ran around with brushes and buckets and cleaned the seagull shit off everything, and off to the side a big, fucking yacht.

As he drove in I gave it the looksee and said, “Man, now that’s a set of wheels.”

Lonnie grinned. “That’s where we’re going.”

Man, knock me over with a feather. But he parked the car in a special reserved place and we sauntered along this wooden walkway right out to the yacht.

Man, it was big. It was bigger than an 18 wheeler, And it had a couple of scrawny masts, one of which was supposed to be for radio broadcasting or something. We went up this little gangway and stepped onto a deck made of the shiniest, coolest wood I ever seen. There was all these portholes and guys and gals running around in white uniforms. And the place was like a floating church or something. I mean, it was clean!

Lonnie takes me up to a deck at the rear of the boat, a place called the stern or something. There’s a guy sitting in a lounge chair reading a book. A damned book! And Lonnie motions me to be quiet, and he stands quiet, and waits to be noticed. And the guy noticed him pretty fast. He didn’t make him wait around or anything.

“Hi, Lonnie. Is this Jimbo?”

“Yes, sir.” Lonnie motions me to step up and I do. And I’m standing there looking at this guy. He’s dressed in a boating type of suit. White pants, blue blazer, white ballcap.

He shades his eyes and takes a while to study me, and all the while I’m studying him.

Thin face, little mustache, pinched eyes.

But friendly. He didn’t make no mean face at me, like some rich guys do. Or especially some mean guys do.

“Lonnie says you live just outside the law.”

I figured that out and said, “Yes, sir.”

I wanted to lie, but Lonnie said to just play it cool with the guy.

“Excellent. We like people who’s morals are, shall we say…liquid. You’ll drive the Rolls. Usually a couple of times a week. But once a month the week will get busy. You’ll be on call at all times. If you have any problem, at all, you come here and see me. He handed me a card with a phone number on it. The card said, ‘Myron McMasters.’ And it had his phone number on it. “And if the boat is out call me at this number. But don’t call me unless the boat really is out. Other than that, just open the doors for your passengers, don’t speak unless spoken to, and…that’s it.”

He turned to Lonnie. “You’ll show him procedures for gas, parking, maintenance and all that, correct?”
“Yes, sir.”

Myron grinned. He had nice teeth, but they looked sort of sharp. “Okay. Then we’ll see you tonight.” To me: “A pleasure, Jimbo. I’m sure we’ll get along.”

And that was that.

Man, I wish every job was that easy to score.

And, as the days and weeks passed, I wished every job was that easy.

I made sure the car was gassed, I took it in for maintenance once a month. I washed and cleaned it every day and waxed it once a month. I had a cell phone and I was instructed to use it only for company business. Which was fine, they were paying me enough I could afford a dozen cell phones. Once I had a flat tire. I was instructed to call a tow and Ubered home. They gave me a $100 bonus for following instructions on that one. Can you dig it?

I mostly delivered people to the boat. Once a month I had a flurry of calls, and I drove like crazy, and nobody cared that they all shoved into the Rolls.

And the people I delivered: rich, fancy, powerful and a range of polite. By that I mean I was either ignored, treated like dirt, or patted on the back like an old friend.

I had instructions to report anybody who treated me like dirt, so I did. They treated me nice after that, if I ever saw them again, and a couple of them even apologized to me. And one gave me another $100. Zowie!

The only guy who made use of the Rolls on a more regular basis was this blonde guy with a big jaw. He dressed sort of regular mostly, but once or twice a week he would wear a tux. And he was always with sweet, young girls. Real young girls. Girls too young to be out with an older guy like him.

But, hey. I’ve got liquid morals, right?

So life was cool, I was racking up the bucks, and I even went to Myron and asked him what was the best way to save money.

Myron was always cool to me. He sent me to a broker guy and I wound up with something called a portfolio. Not bad for a guy who ditched the last year of high school.

And, for the first year I saw Lonnie a couple of times a week. We’d high five and jive in passing, and a couple of times we went out for drinks.

But after a year I got a call. “Jimbo, come see me.”

I said yes and got out of bed and brushed my teeth and beat feet for the dock.

Myron was sitting in his chair reading some sort of financial column. I stood and waited to be noticed, and he sighed at the newspaper a couple of times, but noticed me within a half a minute.

“Have a seat, Jimbo.”

Now that was new. He’d joke with me, and he’d stand up and walk a bit while he talked to me, but he never invited me to sit down.

I sat, perched on the edge of the lounge chair.

He chuckled, “Oh, relax.”

I sat back and a guy in a white suit appeared and handed me a bourbon. Hey, I didn’t even know he knew I liked bourbon. And it was good stuff, better than that Woodford Reserve stuff even.

“Jimbo, you’ve been with us for a year. Any complaints?”

“No, sir.”

“Excellent. We’ve been happy with you, too. Now, Lonnie has moved on…would you like to fill his position?”

I didn’t even hesitate. “Yes, sir.”

“Excellent. It will still be driving. But the trips will longer. No more of the putting up with the stiffs in town.” He laughed, and I chuckled because it sounded like I was supposed.

He told me how much money I was going to be making and I gulped. I was putting the bucks away, and now I was going to be putting a lot of bucks away!

So I entered the second tier of wage earners, but it was a weird job, and I thought about quitting it. Yeah, in spite of all the bread, and even though my morals were liquid, I thought about going back to burglary.

What stopped me? The paychecks were amazing. I figured if I could work for just a year or two I’d be set for life.

The job was simple. I was called, and I either picked up a. limo and drove people around town, and once a month I picked up a truck at a yard. The truck was the same one every time, and, let me tell you, it was a doozy of a truck. It was just a truck in the front, bouncy shocks and an engine.

The back, though, was 8 beds. They were in racks, four to a side, and they all had handcuffs hanging off the side bars.

Well, I knew what that was for, and I didn’t like it. I’m liquid, but not that liquid.

But, hey…a year and I could quit.

My first ride I went to a warehouse just off of Hell’s kitchen. I backed up to a dock and the one guy, blonde with a square jaw, met me. “Pick up some coffee and a dozen donuts. He handed me a hundred and winked. “Keep the change.”

Zowie! So I picked up the order and brought it back, and when I got back the truck was loaded. I never seen any of the people who got in. I never heard any yells or screams for help. I figured, I hoped, that the handcuffs were just for decoration.

The blonde guy took the donuts into the back, then came up to ride with me with a big bearclaw in his hand. “Let’s go, Jimbo,” he grinned.

I put the truck in gear and I headed out. “Where to?”

“Liberty Landing.”

I turned a few corners and headed for Jersey.

“Don’t break any laws, Jimbo. Say, you ever thought of higher education?”

That made me blink. Ain’t nobody ever asked me something like that.

For the next half hour he told me how education made a better man. He was pretty cool, for a trafficker. And I asked him if there was a name I should call him by, or not was fine with me.

He grinned and actually held out his hand. “Jeff. Call me Jeff.”

And that was how I met my real boss. He’s bouncing along, riding shotgun in a truck that (I presumed) was filled with young girls, eating a donut and talking like a regular guy.

That first time I just sat in the truck while they unloaded the girls.

Oh, I could see them plain as day. Really good looking women, with nice boobs, good bodies, and looking drunker than my aunt.

Guys just came down to the truck, we were parked next to the gang way, and took up the girls, one by one. It didn’t take long, and the girls were taken below decks on the ship and then the ship sailed.

Before it left Jeff came down and gave me a thousand dollar bill. Yeah! A fucking thousand dollar bill! And the advice, laughingly given, not to spend it all in one place.

Man, I was his boy from then on. I’d tote a thousand unwilling girls for him if he wanted.

Of course, I never really saw them as unwilling. Just drunk. Or drugged. Staggering. And sometimes one would say something like, “I wanna go home.” But they slurred their speech and they were whisked up the gangway like real quick, and that was that.

Anyway, I was living the good life. I was driving regular, with an occasional trip up to Canada, usually to take somebody named Gee home. She had some sort of a spread, deep in the Canadian woods, and she liked it there.

Hey, it was a fun drive, and sometimes I’d drive a regular car—I mean fancy, but regular—and she’d even talk to me. Like Jeff, she was happy and cheerful.

After a while I began helping take the girls up the gangway. There was one girl, she staggered off the back of the truck and started walking away and I just linked arms with her and steered her back.

“Please,” she said. “Please.” She wasn’t all that frightened though, and I wanted to make sure that I kept my job. I think, thinking back on it, that she might have been a set up, a girl set loose just to see what I would do.

So I started helping walk the girls to the ship, and then, a couple of months later, I started helping load the girls onto the truck.

Hey. It was that or go get donuts and stand around. And I figured if I put out a little extra then I would get a little extra. Extra bread, that is.

And life went on, fine and dandy, sweet as candy, and I was happy and makin’ the bucks.

Until the day Lonnie showed up.

I had just pulled up to the dock and hopped out of the truck. The rolling door went up and a girl popped out and started running.

Man, I grabbed that bitch quick, just grabbed her by her cheap fake and fuzzy fur coat and wheeled her around.

“Come on, sister,” I says.

And she freezes, stares at me, and says, “Jimbo?”

My fuckin’ heart about dropped into my shoes. My jaw opened.

The girl was Lonnie’s height. She was skinnier than Lonny, but had big boobs. Those really big, fake boobs that stand up high and never bounce.

But she had a girl’s version of Lonnie’s face. The check bones were softer, the nose had been straightened but, but was still small. It was the eyes, though, that got to me. Lonnie was one of those weird guys that had different colored eyes. One brown and one blue. And this girl had the exact same eyes..

“Jimbo…get me out of here.”

The fuck! I stood and stared, and held her.

“Let’s go Jimbo!” called Jeff from the back of the truck.

“Please…they…they…”

Yet she was drugged. Or should I say ‘he’ was drugged?

Yet, it wasn’t Lonnie.

I heard footsteps, and knew I better move it.

I swung the girl around and made her walk towards the boat. She staggered, and it felt like she didn’t know how to walk in heels.

“You okay?” asked Jeff.

“Yeah.”

But he had seen it in my eyes. Something was wrong. Something was making me think.

“I put the girl up the gangway, she was taken off my hands, and that was it. Or so I thought.

That girl had looked like Lonnie’s twin sister. And she had asked me for help.

Hey, Lonnie and I weren’t best buds, but we were okay. He had turned me on to this job and I was making money, so I couldn’t not think about him. Or her. And here I made a mistake. A big one.

If I had just forgotten about it, or even just not talked about it, I probably would have been fine. But I couldn’t let it go, and I started looking around on the internet.

I’m not real savvy on the internet. I mean, I use it to look at porn, mostly, and i bought a couple of books by some babe named Grace Mansfield, but now I started googling things like ‘can a man be made into a woman.’

I mean, I knew they could, but…but I wanted to know more.

I read about hormones and surgeries. I saw pictures of girls that you would never, in a million fucking years, believe were originally guys.

Even porn was loaded with them, now that I knew where to look.

But the transgender people I was reading about wanted the hormones and the surgeries. I even eavesdropped on a couple of chat rooms. Throat shaving, implants, butt implants, lip surgery…there was a huge industry designed solely for the purpose of making guys into girls.

I started staring at people when I was walking down the street.

Was that guy going to be a girl some day?

Was that girl once a guy?”

I tell ya, it was weird And it made me a little nervous meeting girls. I mean, you could never be sure if you were talking to a girl or a guy.

So I was getting an education, but I was also being checked on.

Later, I would find out that Jeff had had my internet checked on.

And, I was followed, and wire tapped, and everything.

Oh, I never knew a thing, these guys are slick, but…I was on a short leash.

And I noticed that Myron became more careful when he was talking to me. Nothing obvious, just a hesitation here, a subtle shift of the eyes there, he was watching me.

On a Friday night I was doing a run. I hit the warehouse, picked up a bunch of girls, and was about to hop into the truck when Jeff came up to me.

“Hey, Jimbo.”

I turned, “Yeah?”

“I was going to ask you—“

Somebody pushed me o the side and somebody else shoved a needle into my neck. Next thing I know I’m laying on the ground. The world is happening, but I’m just watching it. I can’t move. I can’t object. It was hard to even wonder what had happened.

“Into the warehouse,” Jeff commanded.

The two guys picked me up, draped my arms over their shoulders, and walked me back to the warehouse. They dragged me up a three step ladder to the dock, and through the big, rolling door.

I had never been back there. I had worked for almost two years doing the runs, but I had never seen past a simple, large room with a bunch of chairs in it.

They took me to the back door and into a long hallway. At the end of the hallway was a u turn and a flight of steps.

I was out of it. My feet were dragging as much as they were stepping, and I watched dirty walls slide by.

A long hallway, and there were ten doors. Five on a side.

The first door on the right was an office. Looked more like a hang out place, a long couch and a big screen. A refrigerator and a trash can filled with empty beer bottles.

I glanced to the left and saw a door. Never did find out what was in there.

The third door, on the right, was closed, but I could see through a little window…nothing.

The fourth door, on the left was open and somebody was cleaning it. There was a padded table, a bunch of medical machines, and a guy in a white smock filling out some paperwork on a clipboard.

The fifth and sixth doors were closed.

The seven and eighth doors likewise.

The ninth door was closed, but they opened the tenth door, on the left, and dragged me in.

There was one of those padded table things, and some cabinets that looked like they held medicine.

“Come on, sweetheart. Help us out.”

I was lifted, and found myself trying to comply with the suggestion that I ‘help out.’

On the table I lay on my back and stared up at a big, round light. A really bright light, and wondered what the hell was going on.

Straps were put over me. Leather straps with padding. They held my body down, my arms and my legs.

The guys who had toted me up here left. They left the door open, and I could see it by tilting my head back a little.

I listened to their feet clomping away. Work boots.

Five minutes passed, or a day, time was sort of messed up in my head.

I heard feet coming. Not a clomp clomp, but a tap tap. Not a women’s high heels click click, but a guy in hard shoes. Tap tap.

I could see the top of his head by tilting my eyes back. It was bald. Shiny. I glimpsed his face, square. Glasses.

He walked around the table, was out of my sight for a moment, then he was leaning over me. He was breathing on me, and he lifted my eye lids and looked into them with an eye scope.

“Hey,” I sort of breathed out. My voice wasn’t working too well, and my word was slurred, but he ignored it anyway.

He looked in my ears. He said, “Open your mouth and say ahh!”

Happy, though there was something that was telling me I shouldn’t be, I opened my mouth.

Ahhh…haaaa…haaaa.”

He smiled at my humor.

He took out a knife and began cutting my clothes off my body.

Snip, snip, and I felt cool air where once had been cotton.

Shirt gone, pants gone, and he took a moment to handle my junk.

“Hee-e-ey, I wheezed.

He ignored me some more.

Somebody else came into the room and the doctor guy said, “Get his shoes off. I need some measurements.”

Somebody started taking my shoes off. then I hear the click click in the hallway. A woman was coming.

Oddly, I wanted to put my clothes on. Embarrassed? Me? Weird.

Gee walked into the room. She looked down into my face.

“Hi-i-i…”

“Hello, Jimbo.” Her voice was quick, or maybe it was the drugs that were making me slow.

She turned to the doctor. “Okay?”

“Perfect. Give me a week.”

“Excellent.” She left.

The doctor held up a scalpel. He peered down at me. “It’s always comforting to know what is happening. So I’m going to remove your lower ribs. You’ll have a nice tight waist. We’re going to shave your Adam’s apple, give you a whole ton of hormones, and, oh, yes. Big boobs. Men like women with big boobs. Were you a big boob man?”

I tried to say something but he just patted my arm.

“Well, don’t worry, you’ll have some very big boobs when we get done.” To his helper, “Are you ready?”

“Yes, doctor.”

The doctor moved a big, plastic cup thing over my face. “Nighty night, see you in a week.” The cup lowered and the world faded away.

I often wonder why we can’t be awake while we’re asleep. I mean, just because the body is snoring away…why can’t our eyes be open, and our body be capable of more than just a hard on. Right?”

But, that aside, I slept the week away. I didn’t have dreams. The drugs they gave me were too good for that.

I became aware that I was lying on a table. I became aware it was the same table I had gone to sleep on.

I remember the doctor as if he was a dream. It actually made me laugh, and I had the thought that I must have drank too much. then I thought I better get up and check my cell phone. I didn’t want to miss any of those runs.

Heck, this was a sweet gig, and I needed to…now that was funny, I couldn’t move.

Why couldn’t I move? I had straps on my body, holding me down, like in a dream I had once had.

I was blinking, and wondering if maybe it wasn’t a dream.

“He’s coming out of it.”

The doctor looked down at me. He lifted my lids and used the eye scope thing again.

“Good morning, Jamie.”

“Jim…Jim…” My voice was hoarse, felt like there was a hairy turd down it.

“Don’t try to talk. Get her some water.”

“Wa…wa…” I felt so funny. My body felt weird. I felt like I was going to cry.

A straw was pushed between my lips, and my lips even felt funny. They felt puffy and fat.

“Take it easy now. We’re just waiting for the anesthetic to wear off. We’ll put you on some other drugs then, and you’ll be quite happy.”

I swallowed, and the turd in my throat lost its hair, but I was still feeling really weird in the throat. “I…” My eyes flew open. Drugs were wearing off, and my voice was high pitched! Like a girl’s!”

“Please don’t struggle. You could injure yourself.”

“What…what is…” My voice!

“There, there. It’s okay. You’ve just had a little operation. But you’re fine. Everything is fine.”

“What did you do to me?” My voice was feminine, and every word I spoke brought horror to my senses.

“We shaved your Adam’s apple and feminized your voice. You’ll get used to it But you shouldn’t speak right now. You are still in the healing stage.”

“But…why?”

“Because you are more useful to the organization as a woman than a man.”

That shut me the hell up.

More useful? To who? I liked being a man!

The doctor went to the door, left, and there was only some faceless assistant lurking about.

I listened to the clomps away, and within seconds the clomps away became clomps towards, accompanied by some high heel clicking.

Gee came into the room and looked down at me.

“Hi, Jamie, how are you feeing. Jut nod yes or no.”

“What…what…”

Gee’s face went away. I heard her say, “Excellent, Doc. Go ahead and put her under.

This time he didn’t put a big plastic cup over my face. This time he held up a syringe and squirted it into the air.

Without a smile he pushed it into my arm.

“Hey…hey…Please don’t…don…do…uhhh.”

I didn’t go completely out. I just lost the initiative to move.

I think I could have moved, but I didn’t want to. I just wanted to float on that big cotton candy cloud and watch the world go by.

I lay there and time passed in the most delightful way.

I was high, and…what’s wrong with that, eh?


PART Two

There’s an old saying somewhere, a question, really. Are you a butterfly dreaming that you’re a man? Or a man dreaming that you’re a butterfly?

Or something like that.

I know. Weird, eh?

But that’s what life was like. I knew I was on drugs, but I didn’t care. The drugs made me not care.

I was untied and led out of the room. I was a little dizzy, but not too bad, and the dizziness went away pretty fast.

I was led down the hallway, and realized that it was Gee that was leading me. She wasn’t picking on me, or bullying me, she was just saying, ‘this way,’ or, ‘that way.’ And I did what she said.

It was like I didn’t have much in the way of thought. I could observe what was happening to me, but I couldn’t resist. All I wanted to do was go along with Gee.

She was like the ram and I was just a stupid sheep, yet she acted just like a regular woman.

I went up some stairs, and I realized that all I was wearing was a white robe. And I looked down at one point, something was bouncing on my chest, and I saw breasts.

Tits.

Boobs.

I had them.

But not even that alarmed me. I just wanted to go along. I felt so golden and happy. Whatever that shot was…it really fucking worked. I was as high as a kite but with no bad effects.

We walked down a short hallway and into a large room. There was a keypad next to the door and Gee pressed a sequence of numbers to make the door open. I had no idea what she had pressed, and she motioned me to go into the room.

It was a big room probably 80 by 80, and it had modern lighting and was real bright.

On one side of the room was a row of beds. Eight of them. They were nicely made up with pink sheets and fluffy pillows and each one of them had a big stuffed animal on it. There was a bear, an elephant, a hippo, and five other animals. It was only because I was assigned a big panda bear that I could remember which bed was mine.

On the other side of the room were a bunch of couches and a really big big screen TV.

At the far wall were eight vanity tables. At various spaces on the front wall were racks of clothes. All sorts of clothes Night gowns, underwear, everything.

Gee said, “Jamie, go watch TV.”

So I did. What else was I going to do? Heck, she had said what to do, and it was like that was the only thing in my mind. So I did it.

I sat on a couch and watched TV.

It was a program about make up. It explained how to clean the face, then how to prime it. Then foundation. And on and on through 13 individual steps. And it was really thorough. It included what kinds of make ups there were, how to apply them, what kind of brushes to use. When to use sponges or fingers, and on and on.

The program lasted a long time, but it was really interesting. I mean, I didn’t have anything to do, and it just kept going on, and…and I watched.

Gee had told me to, right?

Somewhere in there a girl came in and sat down next to me. She was naked, like me, and she had big tits, like me, and she looked really confused, but…but she must have been told to watch TV. Like me.

We watched, and then the TV went off and we just sat there.

“Girls!” It was Gee. “Suppertime.”

The girl and I stood up, looked at each other, then went to the door where Gee was standing. We walked out the door, ten feet down the hallway, and into another room. This one was set up like a kitchen, and we each got a tray with a salad on it. And a lot of pills. And a big, delicious strawberry shake.

I didn’t know I was hungry, the TV hadn’t told me that, but I really wanted to drink that milkshake.

We were directed to a bunch of couches that were facing another big TV screen, and we sat down and nibbled at our salads, took our pills, and drank our milkshakes.

This TV was talking about clothes. How to put on a bra, how to size a bra, how to put on a corset, how to tighten a corset, how to size high heels, how to put on nylons, everything. Everything I could ever want to learn about female clothing, it was on the TV.

After dinner we went back to the room and sat down and watched some more TV. And another girl was there.

That was good. I had friends. We didn’t talk. We just sort of looked at each other, and…and at least I wasn’t alone.

The make up show was shown again and again.

And, finally, Gee took me to a bed, the Panda bed, and I was told to get under the covers and stay there until Gee called me a gain.

Shortly the other two girls were in beds. One had a pink Teddy and one had a brown elephant. We all lay there, silent, and waiting, and the lights went out.

Sometimes I wonder why I can’t be awake while I’m sleeping. Why can’t I be awake? Thinking about algebra, or physics, or why I didn’t have a penis anymore.

In the middle of the night I woke myself up. Crying for my lost penis. But nobody cared, and the other girls were sleeping, and then I saw the door open and a man carried a girl in and put her in the hippo bed.

Good, I had another friend. I needed friends. It was so lonely without my penis.

I used to be able to play with my penis. I could stroke it until everything turned white and it spit out semen. I wondered where my penis had gone.

I slept.

The lights were on, bright, and I woke up and sat up. I was aware that my tits were sticking out. They were beautiful tits, big, with erect nipples on them. They looked like the nipples I used to have as a man, but they were bigger, and more erecter, if that makes sense.

“Let’s go, girls!” Gee strode through the room clapping her hands. “Exercise time!”

We all got up and stood there, confused.

There were five of us now. Another girl must have come in during the night.

Gee gathered us on a big mat in the center of the room and we began doing yoga.

I was stiff, all of us were, but I sort of knew that that was because under this girl’s body I had a male musculature, male fat, male bones and ligaments and stuff. And it would eventually all go away, but that would take a little time.

Still, I was having fun. Compared to watching TV all day, which I knew somebody had told me to enjoy.

We went through downward dog, and upward dog. We did something called ‘Cow’s lips,’ and all sorts of other poses.

After an hour we were told to go eat. More salads, and pills, a shake, and a hard boiled egg with a bit of salt. And the movie was a yoga movie. All the things we had just done were being done on the screen, and we all learned the right ways to move into a posture, the right angles to hold.

Another girl joined us. Six. Then another. Seven.

I knew there would be eight. There were eight beds, and they went eight to a truck, so there would be eight girls. Had to be.

We returned to the big room and started watching TV.

Make up. The same one. We would watch it again and again, and when we were finally told to put make up on we knew all the steps, what brush to use, what color to use, how to do everything to make our faces pretty.

Lunch. A delicious salad and a shake and a little square sandwich with the crust cut off.

More TV.

As the week progressed the rhythm was easy to fall into. We were on drugs, and we knew it, but the drugs said not to be alarmed about anything, and we just went along with whoever was giving us commands.

And the make up show started showing less and less, and other programs made their appearance. We learned how to behave at a big dinner. We learned about manners. We were impressed by how men were always right and we were lucky to be women.

‘Not everybody can be a woman,’ one TV program said, and the hierarchy for the human race was presented.

White men are on the bottom, then asians, then blacks. After that women were superior, and white women were on the bottom. That made me sad because I was a white woman. Still, at least I wasn’t a man.

Then there were Asian women and black women.

And other races were sprinkled about, with explanations as to why one individual might be superior to another.

It was very interesting, once you got past the sad part.

And all of us were sad, because we were all white women.

The most important part of that training was that people with money were always better than us, and we should always be respectful and do things for them. Open the door, get back in line, give them our money.

It was at that point that I realized that some of the girls were unhappy. They had been smiling in the beginning—there were eight of us by now, and I wasn’t sure how that had happened—but now they were mostly frowning.

And I realized that I was unhappy. But I wasn’t sure why.

Maybe it was because I had been a boy once, and now I wasn’t. Or maybe it was because I couldn't be awake while I was sleeping. Or maybe it was the sex lessons we were learning. Or maybe it was something else entirely.

One night, about three weeks in, I awoke. Somebody was getting into my bed with me.

Thus far we girls all knew each other. We didn’t know much, maybe a name or two, but we recognized faces and we always smiled because in a world of TV programs we were friends.

“What?” I whispered.

It was the stuffed elephant girl. She crawled in and hugged me and started crying. And, I don’t know why, I started crying. We cried, and hugged each other. Then the tears faded and we were just…alone. With each other.

Timidly, she reached up and pulled my face to her and kissed me.

I knew she was a man under the girl’s body. But I also knew that I was a girl over a man’s body. And we were friends. We were the only friends we had, and what do friends do?

I lowered my hand and felt her breast, and she moaned. Her tits were big, like mine, and extra sensitive, as were mine.

She put her hand between my legs.

No. I had no cock. Not anymore.

But I did had a slit, and I had never explored it. I was just so busy following commands that I hadn’t, but now I was, through her hands.

I felt her hand clutching my pubes, and I felt my snatch getting moist and slick. I lowered my head and kissed her nipples, sucked on them, they were big and nice.

Then she was even lower, actually kissing my pussy. Oh! It felt wonderful! It felt like liquid fireworks between my legs.

She spun all the way around and we ate each out. I remembered eating girls out as a man, but now I was watching sex programs on the proper way to give head, to blow dicks, to cause as much sexual excitement as I could.

It wasn’t long until I began to cum. I moaned and groaned and thrust my pussy into her mouth, and, contact high, she began to cum. And cum and cum.

After several cums, finally exhausted, we held each other and went to sleep.

The next day Gee didn’t say anything about finding the elephant girl in my bed. She just smiled and continued with business.

Yoga. Breakfast. Putting on make up. Trying on dresses. Classes on how to walk in high heels. The proper care for long hair…everything connected to being female…we learned it.

We even had a big class devoted to learning how to speak without any slang or accent!

Past that point we were frequently in each other’s bed. Sometimes we got in each other’s bed before the lights even went off. And we loved each other. And we learned names, but we preferred our stuffed animal labels.

Sometimes I wish I could be awake while I was asleep. And, in a way I was. Or maybe I was asleep while I was awake. Hard to figure out what this means.

One night we were told to stay in our own beds, and a couple of hours after going to sleep we all felt somebody sliding under the covers with us.

We smiled. We loved our friends. But it wasn’t our friends. It was men. We didn’t scream because we had drugs, and drugs don’t let you scream. Drugs just make you happy to go along with the program.

The man in my bed, I never saw his face, touched me gently. He lay on his side, and he made me lay on my side, facing him. He kissed me, and kissing a man was different than kissing a woman.

I would have preferred kissing a woman, but a man was okay. He was sort of forceful and pushy, but then that’s how men are. They are the pursuers, and I am one of the pursued.

After kissing me for a while he sucked on my nipples and felt my breasts. I did what they told me in the TV program, and it was easy. When to moan, when to place your hand on his penis. How to suck.

The odd thing was that I was a man in a woman’s body, but it didn’t matter. But I think that was just the drugs.

Finally, moving very gently, he separate my thighs and crawled between them. He held my legs apart with his knees and he scooted further in, until his penis was actually touching my hole.

Somewhere in my mind I remembered doing the same thing to women, but that had been a long time ago, before time got all messed up and I started being awake in dreams.

He pushed forward and I gasped. I felt his large dick forcing its way into me. I felt veins, and the head, then his balls slapping me in the ass.

And I remembered the TV program.

“Ummm,” I moaned. “You’re big!”

I could feel him smiling as he lay on me, pumped into me. One hand was supporting himself, and the other was feeling my breasts, and he was kissing me.

Oh, it made me hot. I felt like my hole was on fire. I felt like I was complete.

Sometimes I wonder if I was really complete, or if that was just the TV telling me I was.

He came in me. I could feel him. I could feel his cock spurting fluid into me, and it was wonderful. I think. Or maybe that was just me dreaming I was awake.

The training intensified once we had been broken in. The TV showed us endless hours of porn. Sometimes real porn, but usually interspersed with instructions.

How to accomplish different positions. What signs to look for before choosing a position, and so on.

Sometimes I wonder if I will ever be awake.

They were using less drugs on us. We had learned our lessons, and there was no possibility that the man in us would resist the women that we had become.

I was programmed. I did what I was told not so much because of the drugs, but because I was supposed to.

Late one night we were told to make ourselves up and put on our favorite clothes from the racks.

We liked doing this, and within an hour we were all dressed and giggling and wondering what was going to happen.

What was going to happen was that we walked down the stairs and out to the dock. The door rolled up and there was my truck.

Some of the girls were real. unhappy now, because they wanted to stay and watch TV and go to bed with each other and whatever man the night happened to bring.

I was sort of ambivalent. But then I knew we were going to the boat. And we did.

The back door of the truck rolled up and a nice man came and undid our cuffs and pushed us toward the door. One by one we were helped out of the truck and escorted up the gangway.

Oh, some of the girls cried, but…I simply wondered where the ocean would lead us.

It lead us to a small room in the bottom of the boat, and we were told to be quiet.

For the most part we were. We just talked amongst ourselves, and waited, and a couple of days passed.

We could feel the drugs wearing off, and some of the girls cried. I think they missed their penises. But I had already gone through that. I just waited.

Finally, the door was open and Gee was there. We all crowded around her and smiled and kissed her, and she led us up to the deck.

We were at a dock, and the weather was different.

We had left New Jersey, but this was warmer, and tropical.

“Are we in Mexico?” asked one of the girls.

“We’re in Epstineland. Come along now. Down to the dock.”

We filed down the gangway, and the captain of the ship came to the rail and looked down on us. He had a funny smile on his face, like somebody had just told him something moderately funny.

We walked along the dock, then up some cement stairs to a large house. I should say ‘houses.’ The island was a series of connected structures, a pretty white and blue for the most part, and everything was super clean. Boys in white uniforms worked everywhere, cleaning buildings, landscaping, taking care of the 75 acres of Epstine Island.

We were shone to a big building in the center of the island and told to take seats. We perched on couches and in chairs and looked out an open wall at a million miles of clear, blue ocean. It wasn’t long before Jeff walked in.

Jeffrey Epstine! I jumped up and yelled, “Jeff!”

He looked at me and grinned, then came over and gave me a hug. He asked, “How’s it going Jim…Jaime?”

“Oh, it’s wonderful! And everything is so pretty here!”

“Excellent. Maybe I’ll talk to you later. Let me welcome the girls.”             

He walked to the head of the room and faced us.

“Girls! This is a party island! Are you ready to have a good time?”

There were mixed responses, some were and some were confused, but Jeff went right on.

“Now, girls, the people you will meet on this island are very rich and very important.”

We oohed and aahed because the TV had told us how important rich people were.

“Now, we don’t tell them that you were once men. We save that for a surprise later on.” He chuckled and said, “So don’t tell them, don’t ruin the surprise.” He grinned and put a finger to his lips.

We all nodded and and took his words seriously.

“So, are you ready to party?”

We cheered, and even the less than happy of us perked up. Jeff steppe back and Gee brought in a line of men of men and women. Some of them were already being escorted by women who had come to the island in the past. Some of them had nobody, and they sought us out.

We could tell, by their satisfied smiles that they were rich, and we were properly impressed.

The party commenced, and I will always remember that night.

Oh, the people I met. Bill Clinton, Kevin Spacey, Prince Andrew, Bill Gates. Actors and politicians. Leaders of industry and giant tech companies. It was amazing.

If course, the TV program had told me how to behave, and I never asked important questions. I simply asked if I could get them drinks, danced with them, and…waited to be picked.

To be picked.

Ah, yes.

If you were picked you got to have a private party with one of the important people, and this often meant extra money. Sometimes they would drop a thousand bucks on you, sometimes, if Jeff heard good things, he would drop a few hundred on you.

The first time I was picked it was by a Baron and a very rich man. I’m not kidding! I tootled up to them and asked if they wanted drinks, and the Baron, who had a name that had been famous for hundreds of years and rhymes with shotwild, grabbed my wrist and said, “I know something better than whiskey!”

I giggled, as I had been taught. And the other man, whose name rhymes with clockaseller, grabbed my other hand. “I saw her first!”

They argued then, and the Baron slapped my ass with his hand at one point, and the other man reached into his pants and adjusted his cock.

Finally, I said, “Let’s have a contest!”

They liked that, and they stood up and escorted me across the island, one on each side of me, holding my arms and leaning to speak into my ear.

“”Baby, I’m going to show you a white man’s dick.”

I giggled. I had been told there were going to be racists at the party, so I wasn’t surprised.

The Baron leaned in and whispered, “He’s a midget. Now I’ve got the cock of the ages.”

We entered a small cabana, open on one side, and there was a big bed in it. Like real big. I didn’t know they made ten foot beds, but it was that big.

I didn’t waste time, I was getting horny, so I stripped off my clothes and hefted my tits with my hands.

“Hurry up, slowpokes!”

They hurried. They stripped off their clothes, and a funnier sight I have never seen.

The Baron had spindle legs and a skinny, little cock. The other man had a fat, little chub, and it didn’t want to get hard!

The Baron grabbed me and threw me on the bed.

I laughed and spun around and grabbed the chub and pulled it to my mouth.

The Baron scrambled across the bed and pointed his cock into my hole.In a second he was pushed in. No real foreplay, just lust and zowie, and he was in.

They fucked me, and they weren’t really coordinated. Of course that was my first time, and I didn’t know how to make horny men work together to give me pleasure. So one jabbed his skinny cock into my pussy, and I sucked on the other one’s limp rag like it was big.

Oh, it was good. And not just for me. I had been trained, so I pulled out my tricks and brought the chub up to its full size. Which was short and stocky, but adequate.

As for the Baron, it didn’t matter. He was huffing and puffing and driving into me like tomorrow would never come.

Hey, skinny dick or fat, short or long, a pussy has nerves and delivers sensations. In a short while I was groaning around a mouthful of stubby cock, and my juices were squirting out around a skinny cock.

For long minutes they pumped me, and that was good. I didn’t want to have to deal with a premature ejaculators. And I was too find out, as time went on, that there were a lot of premature ejaculators on Epstine’s island, and there were a lot of guys who just couldn’t get it up.

And I got so good that when somebody was having a problem getting one of the rich guys up they would call me.

Isn’t that funny? I had barely got out of high school. I had liquid morals and no problem with bonking some guy on the head, or holding up a liquor store, but my real talent was in being a pussy. A real pussy.

Anyway, after a while I got the Baron and the other guy to cum, and I think that by that time they had sobered up enough to realize that they should be circumspect about who they got in a fucking contest with. But first the Baron came in my pussy. Loaded me up with thin liquid, and I was glad I had taken the other guy in my mouth. His sperm was’t slimy, like so many of the guys on the islands were.

So I gobbled down his load, went ‘Yummy!’ then wiped my mouth and my pussy clean and prepared to go back to the party. Before I could leave, however, the Baron said, “Wait a minute! Who won?”

Now I was stuck. If there’s a winner, then there has to be a loser, and I was going to make one of them happy, and get a tip, and the other one would tell Jeff I was a cunt.

Oh, crap!

The other guy sat up, “Yeah! Who’s the better fucker?”

I sauntered back to the bed and put my hands on my hips, and I said the only thing I could. “Honey, there’s only one winner here…”

They waited, actually leaned forward.

“And that’s me!” And I sauntered out of the room while they laughed in delight.

Wow. Did I skate on that one.

Back in the main house the party went on, and it was getting wilder and wilder. Alcohol was pouring like Viagra Falls…uh, Niagra Falls…and clothes were flying off all over the place.

I got in twosomes and threesomes. I fucked some of my girlfriends, because the elites wanted me to. I did the dog with Jeff on one end and Gee on the other. Gee used a giant strap on, and it fair took my breath away. I was fucked in all holes and had a merry time of it. And the party went on and on and on. Tell the truth, I just sort of lost track of time, and the number of important people that boffed me, and woke up the next day.

I didn’t pass out from drink…I passed out from partying! Now that’s a party.

Sometimes I wish I would never wake up.

The next two years were a party a month. Once a month Jeff would come down and important people would go crazy, and…I stayed with it.

And it was important, and good, that I stayed with it.

I found out that Lonnie had been bought by an Arab Prince and now lived in a castle in the middle of a desert. Lord nows how he’s liking that. Of course he’s getting all the Arab cock he wants, so it must be okay, right?

And other girls came and went. I became one of a dozen girls that just stayed and stayed. Jeff wouldn’t let us go. We were too good. We fucked crazy, kept the party going, and, like I stay, I had talents.

But it was all bound to come to an end.

The parties had slowed down, and Jeff wasn’t coming down hardly at all. Then there was a rumor that he had died.

We were shocked. We all loved the man.

Then Gee disappeared, and we were truly lost. Living day to day with no party to occupy oneself is pretty dismal.

Then, on August 13 of 2019 we woke up to the sound of planes and helicopters. We looked out into the waters surrounding the island and saw warships.

To say we were frightened would be an understatement. It was like somebody had just declared war on us!

We were rounded up and people started taking our names. Then we were left alone, except for a couple of agents who interviewed everybody. Fifty girls and two agents, it took a while. And while we were being interviewed we saw FBI agents finding all of Jeff’s camera equipment, computers, and boxes of videos and pictures.

We all knew what that was, and it wasn’t long before the agents were asking us what we knew about the pictures and videos.

We all agreed to say as little as possible, so we would say, “I don’t remember that person. I must have been drunk.” Or, when somebody really famous and powerful was in a picture we would simply say, “Who’s that?”

It was a good strategy, and it saved us all from going to jail. As time went on the pictures and videos all disappeared. I always chuckle when a newspaper talks about all the important people who went to Epstine’s island and are about to be arrested.

Heck, those pictures, that evidence, but disappeared. And the few things that are left are of no consequence.

The FBI, you see, is owned by the important people, and they take care of the important people. And they would have taken care of us girls if we had said anything. If you get what I mean.

As for Jeffrey, I always feel sorry that he died. He was a happy man. On top of the world, and for him to be murdered, in such an obvious way…that’s a tragedy.

And Gee, to be in jail? Ridiculous.

Yes, there were a lot of us that went to Epstine’s island against our will, but once there, making money by partying, well, it wasn’t bad, and we all had a good time.

Of course, there are a few that didn’t have a good time, and I feel sorry for them.

But I suppose they’ll get part of Jeff’s estate when all the legal dust settles.

As for me?

As one of the girls who had lasted a long time on Esptine’s island I know a lot of things. But I wisely don’t say a thing.

Eventually I was offered witness protection and I took it. I live in a small town in Montana, and I even have a horse! I loved to go riding and I even have a boyfriend. He’s got a smile that won’t quit and a cock that would put a horse to shame.

But when I am out on the range, or doing a little dancing in a honky tonk, I think back to the days when I was a party girl on Epstine’s island, and I wish I could do it all again.

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.

Sissy Ride: The Book!
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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

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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Many of them are five star,

all of them are hot and steamy!
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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!


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

there are new books and stories coming out almost every day!
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The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘A Billionaire 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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