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PART ONE

“Ed Swanson?”

I looked up at the old biddy. I recognized her immediately. HR. Human Resources. Heysoos Xristo, what hell the was she bugging me for?
“Yes?”

“June Haver, HR. You missed an appointment with me.”

I studied her closely. She wasn’t too bad looking. For an HR worm. I wondered who had complained about me now.

I began my obligatory excuses. “Sorry about that, but I’m the number one salesman, and I have a lot to do, and…” yada yada, I made my excuses.

She waited, a gimlet eye on me, and when I was done she dropped the bomb, “There have been complaints of sexual harassment. Would you like to discuss it here in front of everybody?” She swept a chubby arm around to indicate the half dozen other salesmen. They all had their heads down, but I knew they were laughing.

“Oh, hell. Let’s go.” I closed the newspaper I had been reading and followed her out of the office.

Down to the elevator, up, down the hall, turn left, and I was in her stupid office.

And so was Rhonda Hemmings. Rhonda was co-owner of the company and we went wa-a-y back. Rhonda of the fine thigh and juicy boob. Rhonda, who I had spent many late nights over the copier with…making copies of her fine ass just before I plowed it.

“Rhonda! How you doing?” I gave a genuine smile. She had gone to the top, and I was always her number one boy, so I knew this couldn’t be too serious.

I had no idea how wrong I could be.

“Ed!” She stood up and did a light hug.

“Heck, if Id known you were here I would have put work aside.”

June, meanwhile, was rounding her desk. I noted her fine ass, and she did have big boobs. Pity she was a couple of years older than me, I would have liked to have done a little prospecting on her tight frame.

“So what’s the haps here?” I started the ball rolling. Always get ahead of the other guy, I always say. Even if the other guy is a woman.

“Well, Ed, we’ve had some complaints about your attitude, things you’ve said, that sort of thing. Since we go way back I asked if I could sit in. and June agreed. So let me jump into the background and…June?”

June cleared her throat. I gave her my full attention, turned on the nice smile, and prepared to wait it out.

“Mr. Swanson…”

“Call me Ed.”

“Ed, we’ve had a number of complaints concerning things you’ve said. Did you actually call Janet, down in receiving, ‘cow tits?’”

“Uh…” Oops, forgot about that. “It was a disagreement, and I might have misspoken.” Fuck.

“And Sally, in the front offices, complains that somebody has been masturbating in her pumps.”

Oh, shit! I had forgotten about that! It was only once, a party, and I had been drunk. Heck, all the guys had been drunk, and we all laughed hysterically as I shot my load in her spare set of shoes.

“Well, uh…”

“No need to answer. We’ve got security footage. And did you refer to Miss Chandler as, I quote: ‘a stuck up cunt no man would willingly fuck, even with another man’s dick?’”

I lowered my head. How the hell had…I know I…fuck!

“Ha ha ha!” June and I swiveled our heads to Rhonda.

Rhonda was laughing.

June’s face showed a little surprise, but it need not have. Rhonda looked at me, “Ed, you’ve always been my favorite asshole. But there’s no way I can cover this up, I can’t even start to back you up. Did you really call that girl in receiving  ‘cow tits?’”

I gave a rueful smile. “I’m sorry. I was…it was a frustrating day and…” I shrugged.

I had called Rhonda ‘cow tits’ many times. It was a joke of appreciation for her rather large ta tas.

“Well, it’s your job, and you can tell Alice I’m sorry.”

Alice was my wife, and she hadn’t been too happy with me lately, either.

“What do you mean.”

“Look, Ed. It’s not rock and roll times, like when we started. People could sue the company. And if the public ever heard of one of our people being so crassly insensitive, we would lose sales, clients, even vendors.”

Now I was starting to panic. This wasn’t going well at all. “So what are you saying?”

“We’re saying we’re going to can your ass,” June spoke with satisfaction.

I looked between the two ladies. June smug. Rhonda rueful. Smiling, she appreciated a good joke, but she had to do what she had to do.

“Wait…wait!” My mind was whirling desperately.

“Wait for what?” asked Rhonda.

“Look, I’m sorry, I can change. Alice and I…we just bought a house, by the time I get another job my credit will be ruined, the house will be in foreclosure. There’s got to be something.”

“You should have thought about that before you mistreated women,” June snapped.

“I know! I know! But I’ve been the top salesman! I make a lot of money for the company…there’s got to be something you can do?”

“You haven’t been the top salesman for many months now,” pointed out June. Seems like every woman is turning in better stats than you.”

Oh, fuck. Okay, maybe I had been a little lax lately, but I could fix that. Just dig in my heels, nose to the grindstone, and all that.

“I just need to use a little more discipline. And you know I can do that! I can be the top again, easy, I just need a chance!”

“Well…” Rhonda pondered.

An opening, a chance to redeem myself, a chance to keep the best paying, most fun job I had ever had. I leaped. “Tell me what to do! I’ll apologize to everybody, I’ll take any kind of training, learn how to be a better person. Please…there’s got to be something you can do!”

I was directing my speech to Rhonda, with side glances to June.

“Well…”

June cleared her throat. “You’re not going to let him—“

“There is that new training program.”

“But that’s designed for women!”

“And he’s offended women. So maybe.”

“You can’t…”

But she could.

And, in the end, June signed me up for a class in ‘comportment training.’

“Comportment?” I asked. “Like how I conduct myself? My bearing?”

June gave a grunting sort of snarl. Clearly unhappy about this turn of affairs.

Rhonda: “It’s a new program, but results have been stellar for all companies that have implemented it.”

“Okay, okay!” I gushed. “I’ll do it.”

June, unhappy, snapped, “The class lasts nine months. If you miss even one minute, I will can your ass!”

“I won’t…and thank you. Thank you Miss Havers. Thank you Rhonda. I’ll make this work.”

A short time later, a bit of paperwork filled out, my promise to complete the company ‘comportment class,’ I walked back down the hallway. Heysoos, that had been close! I really was going to have to toe the line, at least for a while.

“Ed?”

I turned, Rhonda was walking towards me.

“Thanks, Rhonda, for going to bat for me.”

“We’re friends, Ed. And I still have fond memories of you and I, late at night…” she chuckled.

I laughed. “I still have a copy of your ass.”

“You don’t!”

“Want to sign it?”

We laughed, then Rhonda grew serious. “You know, Ed, this is going to be the hardest thing you ever did.”

“Learn to be polite? I’m in sales, I can be polite no problem.”

Rhonda gazed at me, and small smile seemed to tug at her lips. “You don’t understand what comportment training is, do you?”

“I learn to be polite, to walk around and…and be polite.”

She laughed. “Oh, Ed. You always did leap before looking.”

“What do you mean?”

“It’s for women, to train them how to best present themselves for this company.”

“Well, yeah.”

“You don’t understand.”

“What don’t I understand?”

“It teaches women how to dress, what clothes to select, what make up to wear.”

“I can learn that stuff.” I was a little bit put off, but what the hey, eh?

“It’s a hand on class, Ed. You learn by doing.”

I blinked. Something wasn’t making sense. I shook my head slightly and was confused.

“Ed, you’re going to have to learn to be a woman.”

“What…but…”

Rhonda walked away, shaking her head and laughing.

“Rhonda called,” were the first words out of Alice’s mouth when I arrived at home.

“Oh, heysoos!” I stated, and I headed for the liquor cabinet.

“Did you really call a girl ‘cow tits?’ my wife asked as she followed me into the kitchen.

I took down a bottle of bourbon and poured a big slug down my throat.

“Heysoos Xristo, Ed…you can’t be doing things like that!”

“Tell me about it.”

She waited while I made myself an official drink. Coke and bourbon, half and half, ice to cool the burn in my throat.

I sat down at the kitchen table. She sat down opposite me.

“You know, we joke a lot, and I was never offended when you called me ‘cow tits.’ After all, you claimed it was a term of endearment, because I’ve got the ‘best breasts in the world.’ Your words. But now to find out it’s an insult you toss around when you’re feeling a little inadequate…”

“Inadequate? I’m not inadequate!”

“Bullies are bullies, they pick on people, because they are scared. If you’ve been a bully, it’s because there is something you’re scared of.”

“The bull shat!” I snapped, and guzzled a little more whiskey.

“What is it that frightens you, Ed?”

“Nothing.” I was morose, staring into my drink. I was supposed to dress like a woman?

“So you insult people because…because why? I repeat my question…what is it that is so scary.”

“I’ll tell you what’s scary…having to dress like a woman!”

She blinked. “Oh, my God!”

I looked up.

“That’s it!”

“What’s it?”

“You’re scared because the new salespeople, all those women, they’re out doing you!”

“Oh, nonsense.”

“No, I don’t think it is.”

“I am not scared by any woman!” I spat out the last word.

“Then why do you insult and belittle women?”

“I don’t insult and belittle you!”

“I think this training program is going to be good for you.”

“I’m thinking about quitting. Telling them to take their stupid job and shove it.”

“Stupid job? You just were telling me the other day how much you love it.”

“That’s before it became stupid.”

“That’s before you were faced with having to dress like a woman.”

“I repeat…the bull shat.”

My glass was suddenly empty. I stood up and reached for the bottle, but Alice grabbed it. “No.”

“No, what? Give me that bottle.”

“No…you’re not going to quit your job. And, yes, you are going to learn how to dress like a woman.”

“Do I have to repeat myself? The bull—“

“Shut up.”

I blinked. Alice never spoke to me like that.

“Ed Swanson. I married you, and I figured you are the brave man that I wanted to spend my life with. Now I find that you’re scared of women, that you aren’t man enough to be a woman.”

“What are you saying?”

“I’m saying that before you quit your job, before you burn your bridges and lose this house and destroy our credit…I’ll leave you.”

“Alice!” I was shocked.

“Or you can man up and be a woman, and I will help you. I will help you deal with it, and I’ll be right next to you, fighting. But I’m not going to fight for a bully who is just a scared, little boy.”

“Alice,” I whispered. “You can’t be serious!”

“Oh, I am dead serious. So make up your mind…are you a man…or a mouse?!”

That weekend was probably the worst weekend of my life. Alice and I talked until our lips were sore, but there was no changing her mind.

She did give me back my bottle, however, and I did have drunkenness as solace, which wasn’t much.

But the bottom line, when Monday morning rolled around, was that I showed up in room 112c, with blood shot eyes and desperation in my heart. I needed to do this.

“Good morning class, my name is Miss Benton. I will be your instructor.”

We all mumbled a greeting. We ‘all’ being half a dozen ladies and…myself.

“Now then, first things first, the elephant in the room.”

A few titters, and the ladies all turned their heads and glanced at me.

“I want to welcome Mr. Swanson, Ed, because he is doing a brave thing. Ed is in sales, and the enlightened sales person is going to want to know not just how the man’s mind works, but the woman’s mind. After all, with women taking over the world, and with over half of sales being to women, it is imperative for every person to understand the things that make a woman tick. Welcome, Ed.”

I gave a wave and tried to smile.

“Now then, this company prides itself on our professionalism, and professionalism begins with your attire. What does the well dressed woman wear in today’s work force? Ed? Can you start the ball rolling with your thoughts?”

Oh, shit! “Uh, well, I would think that a woman would wear a professional looking dress…uh, skirt, blouse and—“

“Oh, my, you are so right…but so wrong.”

She turned to the class. “Yes, Ed is right, but can you all feel his dowdy approach? No offense, Ed.”

“No,” I was a little dazed at how fast I had been shot down.

“A woman is a flower. And that flower must walk the line between professional and clothes that enhance her beauty. If you’ll open your books to page 10 we will go over some examples…”

The class ended at 12, which gave me a quick lunch, then I had to work until 9. Just because I was getting special training didn’t mean I could slack off on my job. In fact, June had said, with much glee, that they would be keeping a close watch on my statistics.

What a bitch.

So I worked, and I was properly cowed. I had to study fashion for a week, and pick out a dress to wear on the following Monday. Heysoos Xristo in a submarine with screen doors!

When I arrived at home, 15 minutes after 9, I was beat. I had just pulled a 13 hour day, and I still had homework to do. Dresses to look at.

Alice found it funny.

She poured me a light whiskey and we sat at the dining table and she helped me do my homework.

“This is a culotte, it is acceptable, but not for every situation. It’s more for casual or sports.”

“But it looks like a dress!”

“You’re just trying to stay in trousers, lover boy. Give it up.”

I growled, and sipped, and wanted to sip more.

“You can offset the severity of this ensemble with a scarf, or even a different hairstyle. See, a French bun would—“

“What’s a French bun?”

She typed in ‘French bun’ on her ipad and shortly I was looking at a sexy hairstyle, the hair wrapped back, like it was combed, but with strands flowing here and there.

And so the night went. Finally, we went to bed, and I found myself tossing and turning.

“Will you stop that?”asked Alice. “You’re like a big, old water buffalo!”

“I can’t help it.”

She turned to me, hugged me. “I know, it’s difficult learning all this stuff. Stuff I grew up with and—uh oh. I see the problem.”

“What?” I sighed.

“Eddie has a boner!” she chanted.

“Well, so?” I turned to her and began nose diving for her breasts.

She hugged me to her. “Eddie’s getting all hot and horny because he likes women’s clothes.”

“Heysoos!” I snapped, sitting up. “What the hell is it with you women?”

“Well, I’m sorry, Mr Thin Skin. But you having been immersed in sexy clothes all night, and forgive me if you have a little boner.”

She turned away from me, and I knew I had been too rough.

“Hey, I’m sorry. I’m just going through some stuff.”

“Doesn’t give you the right to pick on me.”

I lay back down. I touched her, hoped she would turn over, I still had the boner, but she wouldn’t touch me.

“Honey, we need to talk about this.”

“Sure. When I say that you laugh at me. But you say that and I’m supposed to flip over and suck your little dick!”

Little fick? Grrr.

“Honey, I’m sorry.”

“Well, you can be sorry.”

“Please.”

She sighed, then turned over. She took my cock in her hand and started stroking.

“Ed, you are a pig, and I’m tired of it. I spend all evening trying to help you, and you treat me like this.”

“Oh…” Her hands felt so good. My cock was pulsing. I couldn’t wait to cum.

“So your punishment, for being a pig, is no more of this.”

She let go of my cock and turned over.

“Honey! Alice!”

“Go to sleep, Ed. And think about what a true oinker you are. I’m not going to fuck you until you aren’t a pig!”

She suddenly turned over and grabbed my dick. She started stroking it again.

“I want this, but not bad enough to put up with your abuse. Maybe when you get through this class, maybe when you’ve actually learned something…maybe then I’ll let you put your little penis in my sacred cave. But until then…”

She let go of me and flipped over.

I groaned. God, I was horny! Why did she have to be such a bitch!

Suddenly she turned back over and took me in hand once again. She squeezed me, circled the head with her hands, used her fingernails. Immediately I was throbbing. I tried to push my hips forward, but she wouldn’t let me fuck her hand.

“But I am going to tease you. I’m going to make sure you don’t forget what pussy feels like. Furthermore, I don’t want you jacking off.”

“Honey!”

“Maybe I’ll even get you one of those chastity things, one of those tubes that fits over your cock. In fact, yes. I’m going to do that! No, go to sleep, Mr. Pig Face!”

She turned over, and she didn’t turn back.

I lay awake and felt my dick surging, wanting to get a relief. But there was no joy in Mudville that night.

“Good morning, class!”

“Good morning, Miss Benton,” we chorused.

“Let’s talk shoes today. Ed? What kind of shoes should a woman wear to work?”

Oh, crap. Never a break. “Well, athletic shoes are out, and so are hiking boots, so are the ones with flat soles…”

The girls all smiled at my inadequate descriptions of shoes. Finally, I decided on heels. It seemed safe enough, because most of the women in the office wore heels. Even that cow tits in receiving had a pair of heels stashed under the order desk.

“Excellent, Ed. Now what kind of a vamp should the shoe have?”

She had directed her question to one of the ‘other’ girls, but my hand shot up.

“Yes, Ed?”

“What’s a vamp?”

She smiled. “Betsy, can you name the parts of your normal high heel?”

“The vamp is the top of the toe, then there’s the counter, at the heel, the topline, the heel breast, the pitch…” Betsy named off the parts of a shoe quickly and easily. Didn’t even have to think. My jaw sort of dropped.

Miss Benton smiled at me. “A little confusing, Ed?”

“It’s like another language!” I blurted.

The girls all giggled. Funny, it wasn’t mean, but it was sort of embarrassing. I thought about all the times I had delivered such laughter.

“Now, ladies, don’t laugh at Ed. Betsy, what are the parts of a car?”

Betsy blinked. “Well, uh…the thing you put the gas in…and then there’s tires… and…”

Miss Benton interrupted her. “That’s fine.” She turned to me. “Different upbringings. Different matters of importance. Let me ask you, Ed…which is more important? Knowing the parts of a car, or knowing how to dress well?

I figured out the trap. “For men’s it one, for women the other.”

“Exactly, but not for all cases. Betsy, what kind of shoes should you wear to work on a car?”

“With all that yucky grease and stuff?”

Miss Benton smiled.

I had twice the homework that night. Miss Benton had given me a book listing all the parts of clothes that women should know. Alice sat up with me again, and quizzed me.

“What are the parts of a purse?”

“Handle, zipper, strap, binding, tab…” I tried to remember everything.

“What are the styles of a dress?

“Waistline, skirt, flounce, pep…pep…”

“Peplum, here’s the definition…” she pushed her ipad at me and I read… “a short flared, gathered, or pleated strip of fabric attached at the waist of a woman's jacket, dress, or blouse to create a hanging frill or flounce.”

“Exactly. Now go on…”

“Peplum, bodice…”

“What are some summer hats?”

“Straw, wide-brimmed…” I went on.

Finally, it was late and I was super tired, we were getting ready for bed, and I turned to her.

“Honey. I did well tonight.”

“Yes, you did. For a pig you have a very fast mind.”

I opened my mouth and closed it. She giggled.

“I know what you want, and you can forget it. This will inspire you do to a good job, to graduate with honors.”

I groaned.

We got into bed and she cuddled up against me. She took me in hand, massaged my balls, and kissed me passionately.

“Oh, honey, this is so delicious. I wish I had thought of this before. Are you aware that you are already more polite?”

“Polite enough to make love?”

“Not a chance. But I’ll tell you what you can do…”

“What?” I asked eagerly.

“Well, you know you’re not supposed to cum, but it’s not very polite to make your wife do without.”

“What? But if you cum I should cum!”

“But I’m not the little piggy. I’m not the one who insulted women and got in trouble. I’m not the one who’s wife has to stay up late and make sure he learns his lessons.”

“Oh, jeez.”

“So, if you could get down there and show your appreciation…”

And…I hate to admit it, but she was right. She was helping me, and it was all my fault. I slithered under the blankets and crawled between her legs.

Oh, she smelled good. She had that musky odor that gets me aroused in quick snap time. Not that I wasn’t already aroused. In fact, I was harder than a baseball bat covered with steel.

I began with light licks to her snatch, rubbing along the line of the labia with my tongue. I found myself at the clitoris. I put my lips over it and began licking and sucking.

Alice moaned and held my head. It was obvious that me not fucking her had made her a wee bit horny, too.

“Use your fingers…” she groaned, thrusting her hips into my face.

I slid back a fraction and inserted a finger, then two fingers. Alice especially like it when I hooked my fingers and rubbed. I suppose this stimulated her G-spot. Whatever that was. And then it hit me. It hit me so hard I froze.

Alice, needless to say, noticed. “What? Why’d you stop?”

“What are the parts of a pussy?” I blurted.

She started laughing. Belly laughing. It was so odd, so incongruous, and yet…logical, considering what I had been doing.

Finally, she managed to blurt out, “Clitoris, inner labia, vaginal opening, clitoral hood, urethral opening, outer labia.”

I raised my head up under the covers and stared at her. “Really?”

“You men are so stupid. You don’t even know what you’re putting your dicks into.” She began laughing again. Then: “Now get back to work and finish me off.”

I lowered my head and and began licking, and now I was thinking of each part as I used my mouth. Clitoris. Labia. Clitoral hood.

Shortly Alice was gasping and bucking, and she had the most wonderful orgasm.

We lay there then. Me on my back, my dick pointing at the moon. Her on her side, hugging me.

She said, “I ordered you one of those chastity thingies.”

“No.”

“Yes, and you know what?”

“What?”

“I like you like this.”

Funny thing, I was actually enjoying it, too. Not getting my rocks off was leaving me with surpluses of energy. And I had something to look forward to.

“Now spoon me.”

She rolled over on her other side, facing away from me.

I turned and moved close to her. I fitted my front to her back. My cock poked against her ass crack. She giggled and wiggled her butt, and I groaned.

“Good, little piggy,” she murmured, then she went to sleep.

It was an hour before I finally drifted off.

Wednesday.

“Good morning, class!”

“Good morning Miss Benton.”

“Today we are going to talk nails. “Ed, how long should a woman’s nails be?”

I was used to getting the short end of the stick by now. I said. “Short enough to be functional. To be able to type and stuff, and yet long enough to…uh…to…”

Miss Benton grinned. “Long enough to what?” She obviously knew what I was having trouble with.

“Well, uh,” I actually blushed, “To be sexy.”

A couple of the girls smiled at my discomfit.

“Tell me, Ed, does the word ‘sexy’ embarrass you?”

“Uh, yeah. Sort of.”

“Why?”

“Well, it’s something women do…”

“Hmm. Women do…but men don’t?”

“Well, uh, I…”

“What Ed is trying to focus on, ladies, is that men can whistle at women, and even make crude comments, when surrounded by their own kind, of course, but they have a hard time actually dealing with the subject.”

I didn’t want to say a word. This was like a mine field for me. Miss Benton, however, liked to do the fox trot in a mine field.

“Tell me, Ed, do you look at women and make judgements as to whether they are sexy or not?”

“Uh, yeah.” In a way, that’s why I was in this class.

“Do you think women don’t?”

This actually stopped me. I simply blinked and thought stopped. I was blank.

The girls in the class all turned and looked at me.

I opened my mouth, but nothing came out.

“It seems that Mr. Swanson is having a, pardon the phrase, a ‘brain fart.’”

Everybody laughed.

Oddly, I was so brain farted that their laughter didn’t phase me. I finally managed to say, “Uhhh.”

“Mr. Swanson. Ed. Let me break the news to you. Everything a man does, judgments as to what is sexy and what is not, getting horny, telling dirty jokes…women do it too, and they do it better.”

I blinked. My mind was starting to focus on what she was saying.

“Do you talk to your wife?”

“Yes.”

“And do you ever discuss matters of sex?”

“Yes.”

“And…”

“I think I understand.”

“Excellent. Of course we all know that sometimes it is inappropriate to talk of certain things, but there are also times when it is very appropriate. For instance, what we just talked about, outside the parameters of this class, you would rarely discuss. In this class, however, since you are the white elephant, we can occasionally discuss them. Just be careful Very careful.”

“Yes, ma’am.” And there was something in my voice that made the girls consider me thoughtfully.

I had the feeling that my universe had just shifted.

“Okay, ladies, about nails. What are the parts of the nails? Ed? Do you want to try?”

Something in me had lifted, and I grinned. “There’s the point and the head. There’s nine penny and ten penny…”

Miss Benton blinked, then smiled. “Well done, Ed. One of you ladies wish to give it a try?”

One of the girls chanted, “The free edge is the part beyond the finger. The nail plate sits over the finger. The lunula is the white crescent at the back of the nail…”

“Excellent, now, blessed are we for our white elephants, for we have a person in this room who has never had his nails done. At least I don’t think he has. And we can practice our nail techniques on him.”

My mouth opened, and, once again, nothing came out. Then I was surrounded by the girls, moved to a chair in front of the class, and they began working on my hands.

Miss Benton: “Push those cuticles back. Betsy, what shape should we use for Ed?”

“Well, I’d love to put long stilettos on him, but we should probably put him in simple ovals.”

“Good choice, but I think to make his fat hands—pardon me, Ed—look more slender we should go for almond.”

Soon my fingernails were prepared, and I watched in fascination as my fingernails grew instantly longer. And…I hate to say it, my dick started getting longer.

Heysoos Xristo! Why would I get erect over this? Then I pushed it aside, tried to ignore it, tried to focus on learning about what was happening.

“We’re using hard gel nails, Ed. They will last longer. You will have to take care of them, but you shouldn’t have any trouble with that, right?”

I shook my head.

Then, disaster, one of the girls was handling a bottle of polish, and she dropped it…right on my lap.

I stifled a groan.

She picked up the bottle, looked at me, and our eyes met. She was grinning. She knew I had a bulge in my pants. She nudged one of the other girls, and before I knew it, everybody was glancing at my lap and giggling.

Another bottle was ‘accidentally’ dropped on my lap. And the girl who picked it up pushed down before she lifted the bottle up.

My eyes were wide. And here was the weird thing. I had groped, on occasion, but I had never been groped myself.

It was an invasion, an intrusion, yet, as a guy, I didn’t complain. I enjoyed, and turned red, and felt my dick get hard and throb.

Miss Benton: “Betsy, Ed looks a little freaked out. Why don’t you put a damp cloth over his eyes. Ed, you can just relax. Take a nap if you want.”

Betsy put a cloth over my face and I closed my eyes and tried to relax. I was so aware of  how my dick was pulsing. Yet, there was nothing I could do. I tried to think of baseball, and wound up imagining naked women frolicking around the diamond. Fuck!

Finally, my nails were done. But I was drowsing. I was barely aware of little giggles, then Miss Benton shook me awake.

“What?” I was still under the damp cloth, and slightly confused. I could feel that the girls had left the room.

“Ed?”

“Yes?”

I realized that Mis Benton was leaning her weight on my wrists, keeping my hands in place.

“Getting your nails done made you horny, didn’t it?”

I didn’t say anything.

“No need to speak, the evidence is in your lap.”

Heysoos, I was erect!

“Are you ready to see your nails?”

“Sure.”

She released my hands and stepped back.

I took off the wet cloth, and felt my fingers, so long, so…oh, shit! They were bright red!

“But I thought they were just going to be a little pinkish, flesh colored, whatever!”

They were a quarter inch longer than my real nails, and they weren’t oval, they were extended oval, VERY feminine.

Miss Benton pulled up a chair and sat down. She was amused, a smile on her face, as she contemplated me.

“We need to talk.”

Oh, no! That phrase again!

I stared at her.

“I know why you’re here, Ed. Furthermore, I’m close friends with some of the ladies in the company. In particular, I’m more than close friends with some. Cow Tits is my niece.”

“Oh, God. I’m sorry.”

“So you can imagine my surprise, and delight, when I discovered who HR had sent down to me. And I immediately went up to talk to June, and…well, I guess you can imagine what was said.”

“I’m sorry for what I said. I never should have called your niece ‘cow tits.’”

“That’s all right. You’re getting your lesson. We’ll be able to get past it…eventually. After I’m done with you.”

“Oh.”

She suddenly leaned forward and placed her hand on my crotch. Right on my bulge. “I also called your wife. I wanted to make sure that it was okay with her. We women, you see, are sort of a sisterhood. Sometimes we have our little arguments, but underneath it all…we are sisters. Do you know what your wife said when I explained what I was going to do to you?”

“No.”

“She said…‘It will be good for him.’”

And I knew that was the truth. Alice had been enjoying this from the get go. Heck, if last night was any indication, she was even getting wet over it all. She liked pushing me around. And after her telling me about bullies.

And then I had another thought. Had I really been that much of a bully to my wife? And the conclusion…yes. And in that moment I was really, really sorry.

“So, Mr. Swanson, Edwina, enjoy your new nails, and know this…it’s only going to get worse.”

She pushed down on my dick and rose up. She sauntered out of the room chuckling.

I worked that afternoon. At first I tried to hide my hands, but the other fellows and gals kept finding excuses to come by my booth and stare at my nails.

“Hey, Eddie, baby.” Chuck chuckled.

“Nice color, Ed,” one of the girls observed.

“Meow!” was a common comment, along with a scratching motion of the hand.

My face, of course, was redder than red. It could have passed for a fire engine.

And the guys and gals wouldn’t let up. In fact, I was so disturbed that my eyes filled with tears several times. Oh, I didn’t overflow, but it was a close thing.

I arrived home shortly after nine. I walked into the house like a condemned man on the way to his gallows.

“Oh, my,” said Alice, admiringly. “They really did a number on you.”

“Yes. They did. Can I have a drink?”

“I’d like to say no, make you suffer, but you look like you need a little unconsciousness.” She handed me a drink.

“You talked to Miss Benton,” I said, taking the drink.

“I did. she was nice enough to call me up and prepare me.”

“And you talked with her last week. When this all started.”

“Guilty.”

I sat down, took a big slug, and looked at how my long, red nails were wrapped around the glass.

Alice sat next to me and looked at my other hand. “Oh, my. What a professional job. And these are going to be long lasting. Of course, when they do start to wear off I’ll help you fix them, and you might want to try a few other colors.”

“You’re enjoying this, aren’t you.”

“You have no idea. Furthermore…you have another ‘no idea’ in store for you.”

“What?”

Don’t you just love Amazon overnight?”

I was blank, then I got it.

“That’s right, love of my life. Your personal penis prison has arrived. Would you mind if I sucked on you for a while? Right now? I want to embed the memory of your penis in my mind before we lose it for the next nine months.”

“Oh, God.”

“Just think. You won’t be able to masturbate, to even touch it. And you’ll have to sit down to pee, just like a girl. Only I’ll be able to touch it. I’ll have the only keys, and I’ll let you out every couple of days just to clean you, to wash you, and maybe to give you a little suckee suck, to remind you of what a penis feels like. Or should feel like, if it wasn’t locked away.”

Alice slowly unzipped me, watched me, grinned at me. I took a long drink, then watched as her red nails took out my penis and stroked it. Then she moved her head down and took me in mouth. I could feel her tongue licked at the underside of the head. I was horny already, and this was torture of the most extreme kind. Within a minute I felt myself start to throb, and knew I was going to shoot my load. So she stopped, and laughed at me, and even kissed me. Then she poured me another drink and waited for my dick to go down.

It took a while, but my dick did finally shrink, and she brought out the gift that keeps on giving.

She pulled my balls through a ring.

“Ow! Take it easy!”

“Take it easy yourself, Cow Tits.” She pushed a tube over my cock, then attached the ring to the tube. Finally, she picked up a small padlock, held it up for me to look at, giggled, and inserted the lock into the ring.

CLICK!

Had that little piece of metal really sounded that loud?

“Okay, lover. What’s for homework tonight? I want to get it done so we can go to bed. I’m feeling a wee bit horny.”

“Good morning, Miss Benton!”

I was still blushing, very red in the face.

She smiled at me and said, “Today we are going to go into make up.”

I felt myself sinking. Deeper and deeper. Into despair. I wish I’d never thought of the name ‘Cow Tits.’

“Mr. Swanson has been so easy to work with, let’s continue with our little transformation.

The girls all clapped their hands, moved me to the chair in front of the classroom, and surrounded me.

I sat, my face feeling like a fire was burning on it, and the girls cleansed me, moisturized me, and began transforming me.

Every once in a while one of them would hold a mirror up so I could see their progress.

I watched as my skin grew pale, then showed blush, and became a seamless new skin.

They worked on my eyes. They put light grey around them, made them smokey and, I hate to say it, alluring. Finally, the piece de resistance…lip stain.

Not short lasting lip stick, but long lasting lip stain. That’s right, they actually stained my skin. I was going to have red, juicy lips for several days.

And gloss, to top it off, to give me that sheen of sexiness that looks so good on women, but men…but men…was I even a man anymore?

And while I was being made up Miss Benton sat in front of me, commented, gave instructions, and she was not gentle.

“Doesn’t he have wonderful skin? Really, Ed, you should consider transitioning all they way. We’ll get you some breast forms, but you really need your own set of knockers.”

I took it all stoically. I had to do this. my job was at stake. And…I was erect.

I was blushing ten shades of red, but underneath it all, my penis was singing. It was hard and pulsing

The girls could see it. Miss Benton could definitely see it. And the game of ‘drop something in his lap and pick it up’ was commenced.

A can of cream. A tube of lipstick. A bottle of lotion. Item after item was dropped in my lap, and my dick responded with fresh pulsings, and the girls slowly picked up the dropped items.

I groaned, and Miss Benton laughed.

One of the girls took Miss Benton aside and whispered to her, and I heard Miss Benton tell the girl, in a voice loud enough for everybody to hear: “He’s got a chastity tube on. His wife must not trust him. Feel it if you want. He’s harmless.”

And they did feel it. And I grew hornier and hornier. My dick was desperate to grow to its fullness, but all it could do was feel the frustration of being trapped, of surging against unmovable plastic.

Work, that day, was beyond beyond. I don’t even know if I was thinking, the way everybody stared at me.

Nobody said a word. They just stared. It was one thing to make fun of me for having nails, and it was another thing to see my face in full femme.

Then, about six l’clock, after dinner, something odd happened. I stopped caring.

I think I just used up my quotient of embarrassment. I ran out of humiliation.

I started working.

I made calls, talked to people, and just flat out ignored the stares. And things got easier after that. And I realized something: I had been playing for laughs, to be the big dude in the office, and I had lost the discipline that had made me the top salesman in the office.

Suddenly, I had it back. I think I made more sales that evening than I had made all week.

I felt like I was in an electrical groove. Charged up and set on the track and told to let it all out.

And I was horny, my dick was struggling eternally in my tube, but even that frustration fed me.

I felt like I had a bolt of lightening running right up the center of my body, and everything was crystal clear. I understood what customers were saying before they said them.

It was a rush I had never felt before in my life.

I went home, and couldn’t keep my eyes off my face in the rear view mirror, or my fingernails on the steering wheel.

There was a part of me that was horrified; there was a part of me that was steeped in pure joy.

I walked into the house and Alice’s face dropped. She stared at me and her mouth opened in shock. “Oh…my…sweet…heysoos!”

Yet, for a change, I wasn’t embarrassed. If anything, and I know this sounds odd, I was proud.

I couldn’t have articulated this pride, but I could feel the sensation welling within.

She walked around me. She touched my face. She had a drink ready for me, I saw it on the table, but she had forgotten about it. I walked over to the table, her in trail, picked up the drink and sipped.

Not guzzled, for that would not be ladylike. And over the past few days I had been educated as to what ‘ladylike’ really meant.

“Sit down,” Alice whispered.

I sat, and enjoyed her sitting right on my lap and examining my make up.

“You make a more beautiful woman than me.”

“I doubt that.” but I was good looking. And, courtesy of my natural looks, I didn’t look like a man with make up on. I looked more like a girl with a man’s body.

She placed her arms over my shoulders and just sat there for a long moment, staring at me.

At my lips, my eyes, the smooth blend of my skin.

She leaned forward and touched her lips to mine, and I understood why there are air kisses. There was a part of me that didn’t want my make up mussed.

But there was also a part of me that wanted to rip off my cock cage, throw Alice on the floor and sink my dick to the hilt.

But now I was a lady, and I had discipline, so I just sat there and we kissed lightly. And hungrily.

And she said: “God, I love you like this. I don’t want a woman…but I do. I want you as a woman. I want you to put your penis in my pussy and wiggle it around…while wearing make up.”

“And a dress,” I offered.

“And a dress,” she nodded.

“And lingerie and tits and everything.”

“Everything,” she breathed me in, ground upon my caged cock. “Now let’s got to bed. I hate to say it, but your make up is about to be destroyed by my pussy.”

We went to bed, and she undressed me. She held my cock in her hands and stared at me. I knew she wanted to take it out and use it, but women have discipline. She just settled for a few kisses, then we climbed into bed.

“Do me, Cow Tits.”

I didn’t mind being called that, and I went to work. I fucked her with my face. I stuck my fingers in her. I gobbled her snatch like it was the last one in the world.

She moaned and held me, and I have never felt her so hungry, so insistent, so wet.

Hell, she was a gusher, soaking my face with her juices.

“Oh, baby…oh, baby,” she kept chanting.

I fucked her with my tongue. I finger banged her, and she began to climb for the stars.

“Oh…oh!” She was out of her mind with lust. If you had asked her her name at that moment she wouldn’t have understood, let alone remember who she was.

And, when she was done, she lay dazed, as if she was the one exhausted by a 13 hour day. And she wrapped herself around me, her tits pressed up against me, her hand on my cage.

Neither of us slept much, we were just too wired by my appearance. We were happy. Sublimely happy.

“Good morning, class!”

We greeted Miss Benton. She came and inspected me.

“Wonderful, Edwina. Your wife helped you?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Excellent.” She turned to the class. “Okay, we have a test on Monday, which means today will be a dry run. You will model clothes, we will discuss make up and nails, and we will work on your comportment, how to walk and act like a woman.

“Ed, I have a special surprise for you.”

“Ma’am?”

She picked up a bag that was near the chair at the front of the class. She pulled out a brassiere and breast forms.

The girls all applauded, and giggled, and glanced at me.

“You are doing so well, and it would be odd if you had a flat chest, so we have decided to help you out. I want to make sure everything is the right size, so if you could come get undressed?”

I didn’t want to. I had been feeling so good the night before, but I was a little down now. Not depressed, just…down.

“Come on, Edwina.”

The girls all looked at me and started a low chant.

“Ed-win-a! Ed-win-a! Ed-win-a!”

I finally stood up, to their cheers and applause, and went to the front of the class. I took off my shirt, showing a growing dexterity with my long fingernails. I unbuckled my pants and let them drop. I kicked off my shoes and pants and then, nothing else for it, I dropped my drawers.

The girls all gasped when they saw my chastity tube.

“It’s a simple device to curb his desires, ladies.”

They had felt it, but now to see it…

“He won’t be able to stand and pee, he’ll have to sit, but at least we’ll have no more of that unsightly bulge.”

The girls tittered. Then one raised a hand. “Miss Benton, can we…feel it?”

“Of course. Edwina?”

I was about to put on panties, but I stopped.

The girls all clustered around and began feeling my package.

“Oh, feel his testicles!”

“They’re so hot!”

“Look at his peeny struggling to get out!”

Finally, the show was over, and Miss Benton told me to put on my underwear.

“See how his penis sort of disappears?”

It was true, my front was flat.

Then the bra. I figured out how to put it on, then Miss Benton slipped the forms into the cups.

“Men have wider chests than women, so we had to get him extra large forms to make it natural appearing.”

I stood there and one of the girls held up a small mirror. I was able to see my reflection. My body was slender, I always was a thin fellow, but my boobs were gigantic.

“Oh, my.” I whispered.

“Okay, let’s dress Miss Edwina and see how she looks.”

That afternoon I worked totally en femme. I walked past the gawping guys and gals, sat down, and began to work.

And, like the day before, I was focused, like a laser.

And the feeling in my chest, the rising lightening bolt of heat, it was almost overwhelming.

At dinner time one of the fellows, Charles, came to my booth. I had given up going to the cafeteria and just nibbled at hard boiled eggs and granola bars in my booth.

“Hey, Ed. How’s it going.”

“Pretty good, Charles. Hows it going with you?”

“Pretty good. Eh…Ed?”

“Yep?”

“How long is this…uh…dress thing going to go on?”

“I’m in a class to make me a better man. I think it’s working. I sure feel better.”

“Oh, okay.” And the conversation went nowhere else.

Charles and I had been good buddies. He had laughed the hardest when I jacked off in that woman’s shoe. Now we were different. I was glowing, and different. Alive in a ways he couldn’t understand.

He was just an office schmuck. A drone making a wage.

I was driven. Disciplined…like a woman.

Sure gave me pause to think. I had resisted this program…and now, look at me.

I went home, full femme, and Alice was waiting for me. She literally jumped into my arms, giggled at the feeling of my tits pressing into her, and kissed me voraciously. Then she pulled me to the floor, wiggled out of her dress, and made me eat her to a frothy squirt.

“Oh, my,” she said, when she was sated. “I never knew it could be like this.”

“Could I have a drink?” I quipped.

She giggled and slapped me on the arm. “Oh, you. Acting like it was nothing.” Then she stopped and frowned. “Is it? Nothing?”

I took her in my arms and kissed her. Hard. Not caring about my make up. “It’s something. It’s really something. I’ve never felt like this before. It’s like I’ve got a charge of electricity exploding in my chest. And life…life seems so much fun.”

To Alice’s delight, I spent that weekend as a woman. We worked on the way I walked, mannerisms, that sort of thing. I learned more about repairing make up, how to walk in high heels, and it was fun.

It was especially fun having to service my wife.

Alice had always been okay with sex, but her drive was definitely less than mine. Now the shoe was on the other foot. Now she was so damned horny, and I, though I was hornier, was able to stand back and act more reticent.

The truth was I wanted sex so much, I was so erect and horny that I was actually dripping, that I loved being horny and dripping more than I wanted to fuck.

So I would act aloof, and she would beg me, or get tough with me, or otherwise play the game, and I ate her out probably a half a dozen times that weekend. And always to a thunderous orgasm.

She liked me as a man; she loved me as a woman.

Sunday night we went over what I was to wear, things I needed to know, tips on fixing my face, then we went to bed. Where she attacked me without mercy.

I was actually a little tired when I awoke on Monday morning, but the energy from not cumming quickly brought me up to speed. By the time I arrived at work I had that humming electricity filling my chest. I was brighter and chipper than I had ever been.

I walked through the building, greeting people cheerfully, and ignored their stares, they still weren’t used to the female me. I made my way to the warehouse.

I walked up to Janet, in receiving, and greeted her.

She looked at me and was blank.

“I’m Ed Swanson.”

Her eyes lit up, and shut down.

Lit up because she realized I was a man. Shut down because, well, because I had called her ‘Cow Tits.”

“I just wanted to apologize. I‘ve been taking a class to teach me more about respect for women, and…I called you a name once, and I know it hurt your feelings, and I just wanted to say that I’m sorry. From the bottom of my heart…I’m sorry. And I’ll never say such a thing again. To anyone.”

Her face was sort of slack, then, slowly, she came to herself. “My aunt…she told me…are you the one?”

“I am. And your aunt is a marvelous woman and I have truly seen the error of my ways.”

“Wow. Well, I don’t know what to say. I do accept your apology, and…wow.”

I smiled and told her thanks, then continued back to the training room.

Because I had taken the time to apologize I was a couple of minutes late, but nobody seemed to care. In fact, it wasn’t a class, it was a party. Everybody was standing around, chatting, and even drinking champagne.

I went to Miss Benton and said: “I apologize for being tardy, but I went to the warehouse. I had to apologize to your niece.”

Her eyes opened a bit, then she smiled and air kissed me. “I think you may be our greatest success.”

“I hope so. I think that what you’ve done is spectacular, and there are a lot of people who could benefit from this kind of training.”

I accepted a glass of champagne then, and just in time. June Haver and Rhonda walked in.

They gave short speeches, then sat down to critique our choices in appearance.

Girl after girl stood up and was applauded, and congratulated, and complimented.

Finally, it was my turn.

I walked to the front of the class, trying to appear smooth in my heels. I pirouetted, smiled, and said, “I’d like to thank June and Rhonda for giving me this chance. I will try never to let them down.

For the next 9 months I attended weekly classes, classes designed to improve my already heightened knowledge and appearance.

I learned all manner of things, and my sales statistics started to go through the roof.

I outdid the guys easily, and I even outdid the girls. Simply, I had my discipline back, and my joy of life, and I outworked everybody.

And I didn’t waste my time bullying or making insulting jokes.

In fact, after 9 months I was promoted, in charge of all sales. And the first thing I did was talk to the guys, tell them the secret of my success, and encourage them to take Miss Benton’s class.

“Charles, you’re standing where I stood 9 months ago. You’re adequate, but no shining light bulb. You’re probably starting to think this is a dead end job, that you’re not being paid enough, but let me tell you something: The world is changing, and men are pretty stupid.

“You look at the young men of today, they spend all their time playing video games, and fall behind in school. They don’t develop the discipline it takes to make it in this world. They don’t have much of a sense of self worth, and they certainly aren’t much to look at.

“You can change that. You can change it for yourself, and you can change it for others. Simply look at the group that is winning, that is outdoing men, and copy them. It’s not bad to do what is working for others. In fact, it’s smart.

“Now, Miss Benton’s class is a tough one, it will change your attitudes, your opinion of yourself, and a lot of other things. So I have only one question for you: are you man enough to be a woman?”

The response to little speeches like that one was marvelous. Guys were going through the course, and their sales statistics were going up, and they were much happier.

Many of them tell me how much more sex they are getting.

And, speaking of sex…

I arrived home on a Friday evening. I was wearing a pencil skirt and heels, blouse and short jacket, and was made up to the nines. My eyes were scintillating, my lipstick looked luscious, and I was the picture of the successful woman.

I stepped into the kitchen and Alice was waiting for me. She a drink in her hand, pushed it into mine, and said, “You know what today is?”

“I believe I do.”

“You get to get out of prison. You get to get into me.”

I grinned, and then I sobered.

“What?”

“Honey. I’ve been thinking.”

“About?”

“What a good thing we’ve got going. And I don’t want to mess it up.”

Her face became solemn. “Spell it out for me.”

“Well, if I get out of my chastity device, and squirt my seed in you, then the edge will be gone. Oh, I am sure we could build it up again, but…why fix what isn’t broken?”

“So you’re saying you don’t want to get out of jail…you don’t want to plunge your dick into me…you want to…?”

“I want to stay a woman. In fact, I was just talking to June, and she was telling me that insurance might cover breast augmentation.”

“Augmentation means making bigger. But you don’t have any at all.”

“But I’d like to have some. Big ones, like these fakes.”

“What’s in it for me?”

“Well, I know you’ve been using a dildo since I…uh, the program started. And I think that’s good, and maybe you could get another dildo, and, uh…”

“Uh, what?”

“Maybe you could use one on me?”

She stood with furrowed brow for a long minute.

“A guy does need to be relieved every once in a while, and there’s this milking thing I read about, and…

She grabbed my hand. “Honey?” She led me back to the bathroom. “There’s only one thing to do.”

“What’s that?” I was actually a little fearful. I had thought over this little speech for weeks, months, and now that push was come to shove…

In the bathroom she reached up to her necklace. The key to my chastity device was on it. She took it off, dropped it in the toilet, and flushed it.

“Are you ready for your milking?”

We both smiled.

END
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I Changed My Husband into a Woman ~ (31,000 words) 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.

This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, breast growth, pegging and erotic humiliation.
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The Classic Tale 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.

This book has forced feminization, forced crossdressing, gender transformation, sissy, teasing and denial, erotic spanking, pegging.

Sissy Ride: The Book!
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The Stepforth Husband ~ (46,000 words) 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!

This book has female domination, feminization, cross dressing, hormones, gender transformation, forced transgender and pegging.
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The Feminization Games ~ (35,000 words) 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.

This story has female domination, forced feminization, cross dressing, chastity belts, pegging, shrunken manhood and orgasm denial.
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My Husband’s Funny Breasts ~ (34,000 words) 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.

This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, gender transformation, pegging and breast growth.
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Feminized by a Ghost ~ Alex has to live in an old, decrepit mansion for the summer. Worse, he’s supposed to follow the directions of an good 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! man look like a small thing.

This story has power exchange, feminization, cross dressing, sex spells, gender transformation, shrunken manhood, sensual mind control.
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No digital crash…yours forever.

click on the following link…

Big Erotic Collections!

The BEST Erotic collections in the World!


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 sexy stories

Covid vaccination changes man into woman…government regulations require man to be feminized…man wears chastity belt, then gets body swapped with wife!…and more, more, more!

Quivering Buns


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN sexy stories

Gender transformation, forced feminization, male chastity, female domination, male submission, orgasm denial, breast growth and more, more, more.

The Electric Groin!


BIG COLLECTIONS!

[image: ]

Save money with SEVEN sexy stories

wife can’t milk so hubbie has to get breasts…man given implants and forced to smuggle drugs…lactating babes take revenge on intolerant man…and more, more, more!

The Big Book of Male Boobs


Want more collections

Head on over to

GROPPER PRESS

Check out the massive set of collections!

All your favorite stories in big volumes!

click on the following link…

Big Erotic Collections!

The BEST Erotic collections in the World!


Five Star Stories from Gropper Press!
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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?

This book contains forced transgender, forced feminization, power exchange, gender transformation, bisexual, lesbian, breast growth.


Five Star Stories from Gropper Press!
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The Lactating Man ~ Jessica is about to have a bay, the only problem is she can’t produce enough milk to nurse. Solution? Her husband, Robert, is about to go on the wildest trip any man has ever gone on.

This book has feminization, cross dressing, hormones, breast growth, lactation, small penis, pegging.


Five Star Stories from Gropper Press!

[image: were-fem short.jpg]

The Were-Fem ~ Rodney is a hard working lad who stumbles upon a beautiful girl in the forest. The girl turns out to be a demon, and Rodney is cursed. By day an honorable man, by night a man sucking demon.

This book contains supernatural sex book, erotic punishment, gender transformation short story, forced transgender, demon sex, blackmail, deals with the devil.


Five Star Stories from Gropper Press!
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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?

This story has female domination, forced feminization, crossdressing, submissive male story, erotic sissy, brassiered, humiliation.


Five Star Stories from Gropper Press!
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My Neighbor Feminized Me ~ Jerry has a problem. He likes bras. One night his neighbor catches him stealing a bra, and, uh, doing something in his pants.

Now she’s taking Jerry on a trip. They are going to spend a weekend in the mountains and get to the bottom of his ‘problem.’

This story has female domination, forced feminization, crossdressing, submissive male story, erotic sissy, brassiered, humiliation.


Five Star Stories from Gropper Press!
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I Gave my Man Boobs ~ Henry and Dawn lived a good life, but Dawn wanted a little more. Unknown to her, so did Henry. Dawn was determined to get what she wanted, but what would Henry get?

This story has feminization, breast growth, hormones, transgender, pegging, chastity and cross dressing.


Five Star Stories from Gropper Press!
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I Changed My Nephew into a Girl ~ In this hot and horny tale, 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!

So starts a steamy tale of lust and perversion that ends with the greatest sexual experience in the history of erotica.

This story has feminization, female domination, cross dressing, gender change, transvestites, teasing and denial, sybian


Five Star Stories from Gropper Press!
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The Feminine Vaccination ~ Bob decides to get the COVID vaccination. Barb decides not to. What they don’t know is that something is hiding in the vaccine, and Bob is about to start turning into a woman. Will Bob find happiness as a woman? And will Barb stay sane after she finds the truth about the vaccine?”

This book contains forced gender transition, feminization, submission, shrunken penis, pegging, breast growth, dominant wives.


Five Star Stories from Gropper Press!
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The Feminization Curse: Don’t Mess with the Witch! ~ Tommy and Jenny are living the good life, until one day Tommy grows a chest and loses his package. This sets them off on a collision course with a dreadful witch from their past. Mrs. Morrison cursed Tommy 20 years previously, but the curse is not what Tommy expects. He is about to get the shock of his life, a shock that makes him turning into a woman look like a small thing.

This story has power exchange, feminization, cross dressing, sex spells, gender transformation, shrunken manhood, sensual mind control


Five Star Stories from Gropper Press!
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We Made Him Our Fem Boy ~ Jason is working his way through college when a trio of women make him an offer: ‘Do what we want for the summer, and we will pay your way.’ At first Jason thinks it’s weird, then he thinks it’s great, then they put boobs in his chest and everything gets weirder. Will Jason make it through the summer? Just how fem are the women going to make him?

This book contains forced feminization, male chastity, crossdressing, orgasm denial, teasing and denial, dominant wives, pegging.


Five Star Stories from Gropper Press!
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A Witch Feminized Me ~ Liam is a nice guy, who helps a witch, who helps him. Now Liam is changing into a woman, it’s going to to happen in ten days. Will Liam be able to fight the curse? Or does he want to?

This book contains feminization, gender transformation, crossdressing, small penis, breast growth, forced-bi, shrunken manhood.


Five Star Stories from Gropper Press!
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Big Femme ~ He doubles in size overnight, the women of the local church want him, the men hate him, he’s going to turn into a woman, and he’s about to start a new religion; The Church of the Big …. This is the wildest, wackiest story of manhood and transformation and the ultimate religion there ever was. But don’t believe me. Just come on in and start worshipping what really matters.

This story contains big penis, gender transformation, forced femme, cross dressing, dominant wives, female domination, sex change operation.


Want More Five Star Stories?

Head on over to

GROPPER PRESS

We have a TON of these high quality stories!

click on the following link…

Big Erotic Collections!

The BEST Erotic collections in the World!


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections, novelettes…

Men and women dealing with that nastiest of all things…

SEX!

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

Click on the following link and subscribe to…

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotic novels in the World!


If you liked

‘Feminization of a Salesman!’

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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