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PART ONE

Jackson was about the meanest boss in the world. Never a kind word. Never a please or thank you. Nothing but frowns and barked orders. And the day he took away Christmas bonuses was the topper.

“Wow. the company must really be in trouble.” Ann shook her head sadly. She was thirty, had dark brown eyes and black hair. Her white complexion really made her eyes pop, and the dress code really made her boobs pop. She was Jackson Rand’s personal secretary.

Rand Enterprises had a very strict dress code. All women must be made up, wear tight fitting pencil skirts and white blouses. Nylons and high heels a must.

“The company’s not in trouble at all,” scoffed June. She was a blonde, curvy red lips, a bigger chest than even Ann, and worked in accounting.

“What do you mean?” asked Mia. Mia was a petite knock out. A redhead with a splatter of sexy freckles, green eyes and a body to die for. she worked in tech.

June leaned across the table conspiratorially, which placed her rather large boobs on the table. “You girls want to know the real reason the Grinch stole Christmas?”

The other two girls leaned forward, and June explained in a very low voice.

“He’s going to the Islands. He’s meeting his mistress. And he needed a little extra money for that.”

Ann and Mia stared at her. Their mouths were open.

“He had a late lunch last week, forgot his cellphone, he always does that, and I peeked at it. I saw his calendar for the week, I saw his plane reservations, and I saw texts where he told his lover, with much ‘LOLs’, how he was going to take away our Christmas bonuses to be with her.

The other two girls sat in shock, and their shoulders slowly slumped. They had worked hard all year. They had put out, and put up with his domineering personality, and this is what they got.

For a long minute they sat and stared at their salads, then Mia looked up. There was fire in her green eyes, and a set to her jaw that boded trouble for someone.

“You say he left his cell in his office.”

Ann: “He gets in a hurry and just walks out without it. If I see it I remind him, but I don’t always see it. Why?”

“Can you get me that phone for 15 minutes?”

“Sure. But I repeat…why?”

“Because I’m pissed off and I want to know more. Get me that phone.”

Ann blinked. “Okay.”

That very afternoon Jackson took a two hour lunch. He wined and dined a lady rep from the state, who didn’t turn out to be from the state after all, but was really a high priced escort. Jackson didn’t want to be interrupted, so he deliberately left his cell phone. Ann immediately ran it across the hall to tech.

Mia was working alone, everybody else had gone to lunch. She was hoping Ann would bring the phone.

Quickly, she hooked the device up to her big mainframe. First she downloaded everything. Then she popped a little spyware app into the thing. Finally, less than fifteen minutes had passed, she handed it back to Ann.

Ann returned it to Jackson’s charger.

Two days later Jackson was due to fly out to the islands. Ann took him to the airport, an excruciating two hour trip during which he made rude comments, fired people on the phone, and generally conducted himself like a louse.

Ann got no extra pay, nor even a simple ‘thank you’ for driving long past quitting time.

She was about to pull away from the curb when she saw a tall brunette, very severe make up, hair tied back tightly in a bun, stride through the crowd.

Curious, she watched the woman. She watched her turn into the very terminal she had dropped Jackson at, walk through the crowd and right up to him, and slap him in the face.

Slap him in the face? Her boss? The original Grinch?

Then a cop tapped Ann’s hood and she had to move on. But as she drove home she couldn’t stop wondering.

Slapped him in the face. And it didn’t look like a soft slap. Right in the middle of a crowded airport terminal.

WTF?

Suddenly her phone rang. She ran it through the car speaker. “Hi, Mia. What’s up?”

“What’s up is I need you back here pronto.”

“What? I just did the long drive to the airport and—“

“Never mind that, I have discovered the pot of gold.”

“What?”

“The stuff dreams are made of.”

“What are you talking about?”

“I am talking about Christmas all year round. Now get your sexy ass back here. Pronto.”

Mia hung up, leaving Ann in a state of double WTF. First some mean looking bitch slaps Jackson in the face, then Mia lays some mystery on her. Well, it had better be good. And she took the next exit, got turned around, and headed for the office.

June was already at the office when Ann arrived. She had a puzzled expression on her face as she greeted Ann.

“Okay, bitches,” chortled Mia, “Come with me.”

They entered tech and Mia led them to a small room in the back. In it was a big computer. Mia sat them down, turned on the computer, and began typing.

“First off, there is this.” She pulled up a spread sheet. It listed a couple of years of expenditures. There were a lot, and quite a few of the squares had been outlined in red.

“The red squares are off the books. Hard to find, but easy if you’re me.” She grinned.

“So what…wait a minute.” June leaned forward, examined the entries. “These are…this is weird. I can see how he did it. He’s running it right through the company, but…”

“But it’s illegal.”

“According to the IRS,” June’s breath caught.

“Do we have to worry that Mr. Asshole is going to get us shut down?”

“Oh, no. No way anybody can find this. Only a highly trained and savvy tech person like myself,” she puffed on her knuckles and rubbed them against her chest, “can find this stuff.”

“But we have something to use against him,” Ann stated.

Mia smiled. In all the smiles Ann had ever seen, that was the most insidious, nefarious, secretive smile of all.

“We don’t want to do that.”

“We don’t?” June asked. “Doesn’t that make us complicit?”

Mia ignored that statement. “You see, then there is this.” She clicked a button and the screen opened up, June’s and Ann’s eyes opened up, and then, slowly, the future opened up.

A woman. Severe make up. Hair back in a bun. Looking like the bitch from Hell. Standing. With a whip coiled over her shoulders, wearing a black, leather outfit that showed off her tits. Sitting, legs spread, sneering into the camera. On a bed, no clothes.

“I saw her at the airport,” Ann blurted.

“And well you should. She is the focus of all these expenditures that are so illegal and which eventually robbed us of our Christmas.”

Ann and June were shocked, and still puzzled, then Mia tapped the keyboard again. “And then there’ s this.

The pictures on the screen were taken by the woman with the whip. Pictures of Jackson Rand. Naked, on his knees. Eating the severe woman’s pussy. Wearing a dress. His junk locked up in a strange device…

“What’s that?”

“A chastity tube,” breathed Mia.

…tied to a bed with red stripes on his buttocks and back. In a maid’s outfit with full make up. Taking a strap on up his…

“Wow!” June and Ann both blurted at that last picture. Jackson was on all fours, and there were several angles. The rear, showing the big dildo slamming into his rectum. The side, showing his back arching downward as he was ruthlessly penetrated. The front, showing his eyes, all made up with mascara and eye shadow, rolled back in his sockets. His lipstick was very red and sexy, too.

Stunned, Ann and June sat back in their chairs. Mia was already sitting back, and with a Cheshire grin wide enough to eat the moon.

“Do we have what we think we have?” Ann asked.

“Complete control of Jackson Rand enterprises,” Mia said.

“Oh. My. God.” June muttered.

Ann said, “We can write checks, pay ourselves as we wish, make that asshole get down on his hands and knees and lick our tootsies.

“My pussy,” blurted Ann.

“My asshole,” sighed Mia. Then Mia sighed again, and she said, “But, there are problems, and, there is more.”

Ann and June cocked their heads. Another shoe was about to be dropped, and they couldn’t imagine it being bigger than what they already had.

“First, we can’t just write ourselves checks. Jackson has driven this company to the breaking point, and we need to put it back together. There’s 500 employees depending on us.

“Oh, God.”

“We couldn’t hurt the people here.”

Mia: “But, while we spend the next few days resurrecting Rand Enterprises, and while Jackson Rand is getting his submissive, little ass whipped to a frothy red, there is one more little item that we will be able to use against him.

June and Ann watched the smaller woman.

Mia smiled. It was a tight smile, the corners of her mouth going up and leaving her full lips in a beautiful little crescent shape.

She reached forward and tapped the keyboard.

The screen was black. Nothing there. Ann and June looked at each other  in puzzlement.

“This, my dear bitches, is the feed from Jackson Rand’s cell phone.”

“But it’s black!” Ann protested.

“Because it’s in his pocket. When he takes it out we will have a real time feed on anything and everything our perverted little boss does.”

“No!”

“Yes. Yes. And double yes.”

“Now, I’m going to go home, have some ice cream, and come back tomorrow and see what we have captured.”

“But what if he just lays it down somewhere?”

“Then he does. But, I researched the resort he’s staying at, and told them to have one charger placed on the dresser in the bed room. I even told them which way I wanted it facing. The odds are in our favor.”

And that was it for the impromptu ‘briefing,’ and the girls went home, to ice cream and vibrators and dreams in the night.

The next day they all reported for work, even though it was the weekend. They all trundled into the same, little office as the night before, and they all sat down and watched the computer screen. They all had big cups of Starbucks, they were all wearing loose clothes that would NEVER come close to the company dress code. And Mia clicked the keyboard.

Blackness. And disappointment.

“We just have to scroll to real time,” explained Mia.

So they watched several hours of blackness pass in a couple of minutes, then a jiggly picture appeared.

A back walking away. A bare back. Throwing himself onto the bed, his arms and legs spread.

The woman, wearing the tight, leather mistress outfit, tied scarves around his wrists. She tied them tight.

Then she sat on the side of the bed and said something to Jackson.

“Sound?” I asked.

“Sorry,” muttered Mia, and she tapped the keyboard.

“…issed me?”

“With all my heart.” Jackson’s voice was no longer proud and haughty. It was like a school boy’s begging not to be flunked.

“And have you jacked off?”

“No, ma’am.”

“Good, because you know what the punishment is for illegal cums.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Excellent. Are you ready for what is about to befall you?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

The woman got up, moved around the bed, picked something up from off screen, then leaned over Jackson’s ass. It was a butt plug. It was big, and had Barack Obama’s likeness on it.

She sucked on it for a moment, then pushed it into his ass.

Jackson grunted and arched up. “Oh!” His voice came loud and clear.

“And this is all recorded,” June said, absorbed by what she was watching.

“Every dirty pixel,” Mia said.

The woman unlocked the chastity tube and placed it aside.

“Does he wear that all the time?” asked Ann.

“He will now,” laughed Mia.

The woman began to work him over. She pressed on the butt plug, stroked him until he was big and red and dripping, then whipped him, with a real whip, until his ass was red, he was sobbing, and his dick was near spurting.

Then she backed off, had herself a drink, and exchanged a little small talk with Jackson.

It was so odd, to see him all tied up and crying, trying to maintain a conversation with the woman who was whipping his ass.

After a couple of hours of this the woman slapped his balls until he was soft and put the chastity tube back on him. Then she let him up and told him to get ready for lunch.

Jackson got ready all right. He picked up a bottle of Nair and headed for the bathroom. He came out hairless, and pulled on panties and a bra…

“He’s got tits!”

And he did. Mia explained, “One of the expenditures were for hormones. Our big, bad boss is trying to grow a pair. And I don’t mean balls.”

They all laughed, and Mia slowed the picture on the computer so they could study his growing, little mounds. They were cute. Easily disguised with a compression shirt. And they looked like they had the potential to get bigger. A lot bigger.

…and a corset which made his figure quite slender, and emphasized his boobs, he was wearing a shelf bra and the nipples would plop right through a blouse.

And he rolled up nylons and fastened them to the straps hanging from the corset.

And high heels.

And then, the piece de resistance…make up.

Mr. Big, Bad, Studly Boss was accomplished at the application of cosmetics. He cleaned and moisturized, he put on foundation and light blush. He curled his eye lashes and applied mascara. Then his lips became all kissy as he put on a thick coat of lip stain.

Not lipstick, but the longer lasting stuff. Stain.

And gloss.

The woman came back into the room. She was wearing a dress which showed her boobs. It was very stylish and looked extra fine with her long legs and heels. And her hair was now undone. She had thick, gorgeous hair, and it spread over her creamy shoulders in a gentle wave.

No trace of the harsh mistress who slapped his face and beat his ass. Now she was a kind looking, gorgeous babe.

He pulled on a dress, slipped into his heels, and she put a wig on him.

Ready to go.

They walked out of the room all ready to crack crabs and eat caviar. And drink champagne. And get drunk and do it all again.

On the company dime.

The girl’s dime.

The employee’s Christmas bonus.

The girls all sat and were immersed in heavy thoughts.

Jackson Rand. Under their thumb. A big man with a big secret. An asshole if ever there was one.

And in that moment of reflection, waiting for the next chapter in their sexy, little soap opera, each of the girls made up their minds. They were going to bring Jackson down. And save the company. And there was nothing Jackson could do about it.

Ann picked up Jackson at the airport. There was no trace of make up on his face. There was no unsightly bulge in his slacks. He looked relaxed, and ready to go, and mean as ever.

“I see my calendar needs a little work.”

“Yes, sir,” Ann replied, watching him in the rear view mirror.

“You really should clean this car better.”

“I will, sir.”

“I need to call a meeting. Things are getting slack and we need to tighten things down. This is a professional company.”

“Yes, sir.”

Jackson gave orders and complained all the way to the offices. Ann let him out, parked the car, and rode the elevator up to the 20th floor.

“How was he?” June asked.

“Same old same old. Are you ready?”

“Yes. We just need Mia to…here she is.”

Mia strode down the hallway. She was wearing pants and a sweat shirt. The sweat shirt read ‘Tax the Rich.’ She was carrying a keyboard and a mouse. The keyboard and the mouse were already hooked up to Jackson’s big wall monitor.

“Ready, bitches?”

“Lead on, head bitch,” June said, and they all giggled. Then, marching in step, they entered the back corridor, walked down to Jackson’s office and pushed the doors open.

Jackson was sitting at his desk, his hand between his legs, a drink to one side, and he looked up in shock. “What the hell!” He rapidly pulled his hand up. It looked a little tense. Like he had been doing something to himself below the desk.

“Jackson, we’ve come to talk.”

The girls moved chairs in front of the desk and sat down.

Jackson goggled, then said into the phone, “I’ll have to get back to you.” Then he turned red, and he whispered into the phone, “Yes, my love.” Which was apparently not loud enough, for a moment later he repeated, in a louder voice, “Yes, my love.”

He hung up the phone and glared at us.

“What the hell is going on? And you, why are you wearing that…that stupid sweat shirt? There’s a dress code here! And you two, why aren’t you—“

“Shut up,” Ann yelled.

Jackson’s face froze, was stunned, then started to turn red. He was about to ratchet up and start screaming. The girls had all heard him scream before. They had heard him yell at a secretary for eating a donut at her desk. He had yelled at a mail boy for being ten minutes late with the mail. He had yelled at salespeople, and technicians, and even strangers on the street.

And he had gotten away with it. He was big and bullying, and…no more.

Mia tapped on the keyboard and the screen on the wall on the right side of the room lit up.

Jackson couldn’t help himself. He turned and looked, and his mouth dropped open.

There he was, on the screen, looking into the camera. Full make up. Charcoal eyes and red lips, very feminine looking. Eye lashes curled, long hair hanging down the sides of his face.

“I…what…I don’t…?” He stuttered helplessly. Caught by his own visage. Damned by his own make up.

The picture was a still, and Mia tapped a key. A cartoon speech balloon appeared. It said:

My name is Randy.

I’ve been a bad girl.

Please spank me.

He turned to the girls, his face the deepest shade of purple they have ever seen. But it wasn’t anger, it was embarrassment. ‘Please,’ he mouthed, but no sound came out.

“Watch,” Ann admonished. He turned his attention back to the wall monitor.

Another picture. Him on a bed. Naked. A woman caught uncoiling a whip across his back. His back was criss crossed with red stripes.

Another picture. Him wearing a bra and a corset, sitting on a bed rolling up nylons.

Another picture. Him putting mascara on his eyes, his mouth open in an O as he stretched his face in concentration.

Another picture. And another. And another.

And then the video. Scenes of the woman with the whip on vacation.

Scenes of her lashing him mercilessly, playing with his cock. Teasing him, making him cry, putting on the chastity tube, screaming at him to eat her pussy better.

And on and on and on.

The clip finished. Jackson sat down, a totally crushed man. He was like that final scene in King Kong. The giant ape is laying dead on the street, and Carl Denham says, ‘It was beauty killed the beast.’

Except, in this case, it was three beauties.

A whisper: “What do you want.”

Mia said, “First of all, we want you to speak up.”

He looked up, a crushed, despondent, hopeless man. “What do you want?”

June said, “I’d like a manicure. I would die for nails as pretty as Randy’s.” She positioned her face coyly and made a brushing motion with her slender hand.

Ann and Mia giggled. Ann said, “I’d like a Maserati. A convertible. With a built in bar.”

More giggles.

“Please,” begged Jackson, forever after to be known as Randy, “Tell me what you want?”

Mia, always the more practical one, took the reins.

“Several items come to mind. Let’s start with the most obvious. Call that woman and tell her her services are no longer required.”

“But she’s got pictures! She might…”

“Tut tut. Don’t bother us with details. Now call.”

Broken, he reached for his cell phone.

“Put it on speaker.”

Staring at Mia, looking like a dog about to be hung, he hit a contact, then put the phone on speaker.

“How’s my little Jerk Off?”

Her pet name for him, and the girls almost lost it right there. They had heard her call him that, but to hear it all again, in real time…they placed hands over their mouths and stifled their mirth.

“Uh, I can’t see you anymore.”

Silence. Then: “You dare speak to me that way? Do you know what I will do to you?” Her voice lost that pleasant banter and became a hiss. A woman scorned. Or maybe a woman’s pocket book scorned.

“I can’t see you anymore. I’m going to hang up.”

“I’ve got pictures, videos, receipts. I’m going to put them on the internet.”

One thing about Randy, he wasn’t stupid, and he managed to come up with a counter. “The IRS would love to talk to you about all those very expensive gifts I’ve given you.”

Silence. Then: “You fuck.”

“Good bye.”

“Fuck you  you fucking fu—“

He hung up.

The girls smiled as one. Three Cheshire cats, all in a row.

“Next item. Read this over the loud speaker.”

Mia tapped a key and the wall monitor filled up with a memo.

“I can’t do that!”

“Oh?”

“We don’t have the money!”

And it was true. The company had the money, but Randy had used it to have a vacation, and now the company didn’t have the money.

“Randy, Randy,” June smiled at him. “The company doesn’t have any money, but you do.”

“What?”

“It was very nice of you to take out a loan on your house.”

“What! I didn’t…you can’t…that house is paid off!”

“Not any more,” three girls smiling.

Mia: “Read.”

“I’m not going to.” He revolted. Which the girls had expected.

“The recordings you have seen are in the cloud, planted in unsuspecting computers everywhere, and even addressed to your grandmother.”

His mouth opened.

“What do you think mama would think if she saw you having such fun?”

Short revolt. He hung his head and pulled his desk mike forward. He turned to the wall and read, and his voice could be heard throughout the building.

“The subject of Christmas bonuses has come up again. I am pleased to say that everybody will be getting double the bonus. Checks will be cut this Thursday by six o’clock. Please pick up your checks at that time and take Friday off. Thank you for being a wonderful company, and Merry Christmas.”

They could hear the cheers erupt all through the building. We could hear people yelling at each other,  screaming congratulations and holiday happiness.

Ann, June and Mia smiled.

“Is that all?”

“Oh, Lordy no. We’re just getting started.”

His face was ashen.

Mia tapped a key and another memo appeared on the wall.

He didn’t try to revolt this time, he simply picked up the mike and keyed it. “Will the following people please report to my office. Marsha Black, Sandra Cummings, Trisha…” he called a dozen women’s names, then pushed the mike away.

They waited.

The ladies came in, all. twelve of them. they looked a little crestfallen, a little afraid.

Randy said, “I realize the company has been remiss. It’s all my fault, and I’d like to make amends. Marsha and Sandra, you now have extended maternity leaves. Please take six months to be with your newborns. Your checks will be mailed to you every week, and  your jobs will be waiting, at increased pay, when you return.

“You other ladies, I have been remiss in assisting you with parenting. We are going to open a daycare within two weeks. It will be free, and you will be given whatever time you need to make sure it meets your expectations, and to visit your children during the day. My apologies for this mistake, and there will be an extra bonus in your next paycheck.”

The ladies couldn’t believe their ears. They cried, and they hugged each other, and they even forgot that Randy was the meanest man in the world and they thanked him. Two of them even hugged him, which brought forth big grins from Ann, June and Mia. Watching their boss meet his comeuppance in hugs was more delicious than could be imagined.

The ladies filed out, and Mia put another message on the wall.  Randy pulled the mike to him and called a half a dozen men’s names. Shortly, the half a dozen men, looking puzzled, filed into the office.

“Gentlemen. You are fired for being sexually abusive. You will get no severance, you will receive no recommendation for future employment. Get out of here.”

That brought forth stunned silence, then some nasty remarks, and then a sad troupe of unemployed idiots.

Randy looked at the three women. Surprisingly, his eyes were clear. He actually looked calm. The fact was, doing the right thing had actually brought him a little bit of spiritual relief.

People know when they are being bad, and he had known, and now he wasn’t. It was making deep changes in his psyche.

“Okay, Randy, well done on your progress, but the changes are just starting. Here’s how it’s going to go. We are in charge of this company. We will tell you what to do, what to sign, everything. You will not put your signature to a piece of paper, or even make a verbal agreement, until we okay it. All three of us. We will have daily meetings to discuss this procedure.”

“Is that all,” his voice was low, his situation was starting to effect him again. He had done a momentary good deed in helping abused ladies and firing sexual harassers, but he was still a pervert who had stolen from his company and betrayed the 500 people who worked there.

“Not a chance, Randy, baby.” Ann smiled. “Now, you already know that we have the goods on you, and you know everything is being held back. But you do have one possible hope.”

“I do?” And that actually confused him.

“Absolutely,” said Mia. “You see, if we reveal you, we lose our club. If everybody knows, then you have nothing more to fear. So we are in a stand off, be it with us girls having the upper hand. So, you will do what we say. In everything. No protests. No complaints. No trickery. If you don’t, we will send your little sex file to your grandmother.”

He opened his mouth to object but Mia held a palm up to stop him,

“If you refuse to follow our instructions again, we will send it to other immediate family members. And then to the family at large. And then to the company. And then to your business competitors. And then to the world at large.”

He looked like a fish then, opening and closing his mouth, stunned by the girl’s perfidy.

“But…I…you…”

June, Ann and Mia watched, and waited and smiled, and enjoyed his predicament.

Randy hung his head. His mind raced frantically. But there was no hope for him.

“Now that we all understand each other,” Ann said, “There’s one last thing. At least for today.”

“What?”

“Stand up.”

“But…I…” now he was embarrassed all over again.

“Stand up,” steel in her voice.

He stood up, and his dick sprouted from his pants. He had been jacking off when they had entered, and he was still hard.

The girls grinned.

Ann, “I thought so. I can’t tell you how many times I have suspected…”

He started to put his penis away.

“No, no,” blurted June. “Finish yourself off.”

“But…me…now?”

“Now and here. And be quick about it,” Mia snarled.

Randy placed his hand on his penis and began stroking. His face was a mess of distraction. He really didn’t want to do this.

“Play with your nipples,” Ann commanded.

Dutifully, he reached up and began rubbing a nipple.

Remove your shirt, open your compression shirt and show us your titties, then keep rubbing.

His face stunned by what they knew, he followed directions.

For long minutes he stroked and played with his chubby nipple, but nothing was happening. “I…I can’t…not with you three sitting there!”

“But you can when the woman with the whip tells you to? When you have full make up on and she has her finger up your butt?”

“But…I…”

“Take down your pants.”

He tried to move slowly, but we wouldn’t let him.

“Now, bend over the desk.”

He did.

“Keep jacking off.”

He did.

Mia walked behind him. On his desk was a tray with cigars. She took one out and inserted it up his rectum.

He grunted and his eyes got a very far away look.

Then she started spanking him.

“When we say cum…we mean cum!”

Spank. Spank. Spank.

His face was red, but June and Ann could tell that Mia was turning the trick.

He started lurching. His eyes rolled a little, and he began to spasm. His upper body jerked, and behind him Mia smiled. “That’s a good bitch,” she said.

Randy stood up. His dick was leaking all over his desk.  Mia said, “Lick it up.”

He bent and licked. He was used to such things.

“Now, put this on.”

June held out a small, black bag.

He pulled out a chastity tube. Oh, the look on his face. Caught, gutted and ready for the grilling.

“And hurry, before you get hard again.”

He put on the tube and Mia locked a very secure padlock on it.

“We each have keys. We will have a board meeting whenever you wish to bring up the subject of getting your cock loose.”

“A board meeting?”

“Yes. You’re a company asset, and we wish to make sure you are not used frivolously.”

And, oddly, his face didn’t look terrified. There was something he liked about being in chastity, and the girls made quick note of it.

“Now, pull your pants up and go home. Report for work tomorrow, eight o’clock—“

“But I don’t need to be here until ten!”

“And you like to leave early, but a real boss should show up early and leave late. Got it?”

He nodded.

“Say ‘Yes, ma’am.’”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Good. Get out of here. And make sure you smoke that cigar on your way home.”

The ladies all giggled happily.

Beaten, destroyed, a ruined man, Jackson Rand, now know as ‘’Randy,’ pulled up his pants and left the building.

The odd thing, the girls were watching him on the security feed as he left, was that people kept coming up to him and thanking him.

And, at one point, though confused, he actually showed a smile.

Was there hope for the meanest man in the world?


PART TWO

Tuesday morning arrived. Sunshine and cupcakes, everybody came to work, and were greeted with this missive.

‘As comfort makes for a happy company, and since a happy company has better production, the dress code is hereby canceled. As long as you are clean and tidy, wear what you wish.’

Ann walked through the building and listened to the comments.

“Oh my God! Is this real?”

“Thank God! I am so tired of heels and pencil skirts.

“I’m going home. I’ll be back in a half.”

She smiled.

Upstairs she made her way into tech and found Mia.

“Hey, girl, any news on the Randy front?”

“He’s been digging into the net all night. He’s looking for loopholes, but what’s he got? ‘My secretaries are blackmailing me, how do I stop them?’ Google hasn’t been very helpful.”

They laughed, and then saw him on the security cam. It was five minutes before eight and he was taking the private elevator up to his office.

They smiled at each other. The private elevator was at the end of the hall. Everybody should have had access to it. Well, they would now. Memo time.

June entered the building. She was wearing a blue linen dress with red leggings. An eyesore that somehow worked. She greeted her friends cheerfully, and, “How’s the big, bad boss?”

“We’re going to see him right now. Want to come?”

“Does a chicken want to lay eggs?”

They left tech, crossed the hall, and entered Randy’s office.

He had just put his cell phone on the charger, and he turned and looked at the three. The look on his face told them how badly he didn’t want to see them.

“Hey, Randy. How’s it hanging?”

June answered for him: “Long loose and full of juice?”

Mia quipped, “Real short and ready to abort?” Which caused the other girls to break out in hysterics.

Randy kept a stone face. He sat down. He didn’t say anything, just waited.

“We’re making your elevator employee friendly.” Ann said. He frowned.

June said, “We’ve changed the dress code. Everybody can wear what they want, except for you.”

“What?” Now he was worried.

June had a paper sack, and she put it on his desk. “Get dressed, and be quick about it.”

Randy looked into the sack, and his face got pale.

Nylons. A garter belt. A bra.

“I…please don’t make me…”

“Sorry, buddy boy, but you’re made. Now, chop chop.”

He picked up the bag and, head down, he rounded the desk and headed for the door.

“Where are you going?”

He stopped and looked at the three women. He was confused. “To put this stuff on.”

“Right here,” commanded Mia.

They directed stern looks at him, and he sighed. And he was terribly embarrassed, his face was bright pink as he took off his clothes and put on the sexy underthings.

“Really…I don’t…” he mumbled and the girls couldn’t make out what he was saying.

“Speak up, Randy Boy.”

Instead, he stopped mumbling. Shortly he stood in his glory. Panties and garter. Nylons. A bra, somewhat frilly, and his chest bulged slightly.

He looked down, and looked ready to cry. Then he began putting his clothes on.

Finally he was dressed, and he sat down behind his desk. He looked so manly, his specially ordered Burberry double breasted, his extra long, red power tie. His Italian loafers.

But underneath it they knew he was a sissy. And he knew that they knew. The knowledge in their eyes was delicious, and he stayed nice and red in the face.

“Okay, time to take apart these staff reports.”

Ann brought out a sheaf of papers and the meat of the meeting began.

Randy wasn’t a very good boss. He had taken over the company when his grandfather died a couple of years previous. His grandmother had tasked him to care for the family business, and he had driven it near into the ground.

Ann educated him about treatment of employees. June schooled him on simple ‘School of Common Sense’ principles. Mia jumped in whenever tech was involved.

And, after the meeting, which had gone all morning, the girls sat back.

“Randy Boy. We girls have private matters to discuss. Go buy yourself some high heels. Five inchers. Spikes. Boots are okay, but you will get brownie points for the kind that have straps that criss cross up. Shoo.”

“But where am I supposed to get heels?”

“At a heel store. You’re a heel, right? You should feel right at home.” Mia tossed the instruction to him nonchalantly, and the other two girls laughed.

“But I usually get these…these kinds of things off the internet!”

“Now where’s the fun in that? I’ll tell you what. Go to Playmates, I know it’s on the 6400 block of Hollywood Blvd. I’ll call and tell them you’re coming. Now get going. Find some shoes, then take a long lunch, then report here for afternoon instruction.”

Hang dog, Randy walked across the room.

Mia blurted, “And don’t take the elevator. Use the stairs.”

He turned and his mouth opened and he looked so delightfully upset.

“Oh, I’m kidding. You can use the elevator, but just this once.”

He shut his mouth, went back to being a hang dog, and walked out.

June and Ann giggled, and Mia looked thoughtful. “You know, we’re going to have to up the game.”

“What do you mean?”

“He’s used to being abused. It won’t be long until he’s bored.”

“And you care if he’s bored?”

“I care if he doesn’t learn. Keeping him interested is going to keep him aware, and if he is aware he might actually become somebody.”

That was an interesting thought. And it would not only fix the company, but might make him into something resembling a human.

“Now, let me make that call, and try something.”

Mia hit a number on her phone, and: “Talia! How are you? Uh huh. Oh, I loved that. Now, listen, a big burly man is going to come into your story in about, oh, say fifteen minutes. He’s our boss, and he likes to be embarrassed. So this is what I want you to do.”

She explained the plan, then finished up with, “Say, can I hook into your security feed so we can watch the fun?”

A minute later the wall monitor lit up with the insides of Playmates. The girls could see long rows of lingerie, tons of shoes. Feather boas, hats, and gimcracks and doodads.

Nineteen minutes later Randy walked into the store. It wasn’t color, but the girls didn’t need color to see his embarrassment. His body language was jerky, a sad attempt at being cool and not obvious at the same time.

“That’s Talia.”

A skinny girl wearing a tee shirt and leggings came up to Randy. There was no audio, but it was obvious she was asking him what he wanted.

Then she looked at him with disgust. She was upbraiding him for being a man in an underwear shop.

Mia picked up her phone and called Talia. On the screen Talia glanced at her phone, realized who it was, and answered.

Talia half turned, grinned at the security camera, which meant she was big-faced and grinning on the huge wall monitor. She looked like she was hanging up, then she turned and faced Randy. And she was holding her phone so the girls could listen.

“You expect me to believe that? That you want a present for your girlfriend? Sheesh! Of all the perverts. Okay, tell me the shoe size of this so called girl friend.”

“Well, uh, she’s a big girl, and, uh…”

“Oh, no. You’re going to tell me she’s the same size as you?”

“Uh, yeah. Yes.”

Talia led Randy to the back of the shop. There was a row of tubular chairs on a dirty, grey carpet. She sat him in one and folded her arms and looked at him. “Okay, so this make believe girl friend, what kind of shoes does she want?”

“High heels. With straps.”

“So her pretty painted toes can show?”

June, Ann and Mia looked at each other in shock. Painted nails. Of course!

Back on the screen Talia went into a store room, then returned with several boxes.

“Okay, slick, let’s see the tootsies.”

In the office the girls laughed.

Randy put his foot on a little stand and just sat there. He was conflicted about something. Then Talia pulled his pant leg up and it was obvious what he was conflicted about.

Nylons.

“I know,” groaned Talia. “You wore nylons to better approximate your girl friend’s feet. Right?”

“Uh, yeah.”

Randy couldn’t look at anything. He was mumbling.

“Speak up, sissy boy.”

Randy’s head shot up like he had been slapped.

Ann, June and Mia howled. Sissy boy. Now they had to include it in their own conversations, but without letting him know they were spying on him.

Talia kept trying shoes on poor Randy. She chose shoes that were too tight, or too pink, or otherwise abusive to his poor, tortured soul. Randy kept mumbling his answers, and Talia kept calling him on it. “Speak up! Sissy boy!”

A couple of employees moved closer. They were grinning as they checked stock and listened to Talia let loose.

Finally, he stood up, tall in a pair of spikes with the requisite straps. His toes peeked out the bottom and Talia shook her head. “Don’t you know anything?”

“Can I pay now?” He was actually asking if he could do something! Not demanding it like a cocksure boss. Could anything be better?

And, the answer, of course it could.

Just as Randy put his wallet back in his jacket Talia came around the counter. She glanced up at the security camera with a vicious grin. “Hold it.”

Randy held it. He froze. He thought he was done and out, but the worst was just starting.

“If you’re going to be a sissy, then you have to act like one.”

She picked up a tube of lipstick off the counter. She grabbed his tie and pulled him down to her level.

Randy started to struggle, but she snapped, “Don’t make me call Mia!”

Randy looked like he was crying, but the camera didn’t give enough resolution to be sure.

Talia painted his lips a bright red. Even on the black and white the girls could tell his lips were now a bright red.

The two employees started cheering and making comments.

“Now, I’m calling Mia, and if you don’t walk into her office with this lipstick still in place…I’m sure she’ll be a bit upset.”

June and Ann high fived Mia.

Then Randy started to leave the store, and Mia stopped him again.

“Don’t you want to wear your new shoes home?”

“Uh, no. I’ll carry them.”

“Nonsense. Everybody likes new things. Kick those loafers over here and put on your high heels.”

Randy moved like he was suddenly old. He removed his shoes and slid them along the floor to Talia. Talia nodded at his shoe box.

Randy took the shoes out and put them on. He laced the straps properly and straightened up.

Six inches taller, and feeling like he was about an inch tall.

Finally, he was allowed to leave, to the accompaniment of cheers and laughter.

“What do you think he’ll do?” asked June.

Ann: “He’ll either carry the shoes back here, or just slink out and try to fake it. His pants are long enough that he’ll just look a little long-legged.”

The girls settled in to wait. They changed the computer feed to the building security, and focused on the camera showing Randy’s parking spot.

Suddenly Ann jumped up and ran out of the room.

June and Mia exchanged glances and shrugged, and went back to watching the security feed.

Five minutes later a car pulled into Randy’s parking space. It was Ann, and she got out and, with a big smile on her face, flipped the security cam off.

She was back in the office four minutes later, and sitting down.

“I realized he could pull in, jump into the elevator, and jump out right next to the office. This will make it a little more difficult.”

Twenty minutes later Randy’s car drove into the garage and headed for his spot. The car slowed down, and the girls could see him striking his steering wheel, then it shot past, went down three different rows, and two levels, before he found a parking space.

All the time the girls were making remarks.

“Come on, Randy!”

“It’s just a short walk of shame.”

“Next time I’m going to disconnect the back elevator. Can you see him walking through the lobby like that?”

The girls watched him walk through the garage. He move quickly, and it was obvious that he was afraid. Suddenly he stopped and hid behind a car. Two ladies walked past, oblivious of their boss hiding from them.

The girls laughed uproariously.

Another level, more hiding and people passing, then he was at the elevator.

“Oh, excellent, look at this!”

June and Ann looked at the patch of screen. Janie Hackins was getting on the elevator. Janie and Randy were going to be face to face in seconds.

The girls leaned forward and studied the screen raptly.

The elevator door opened and Randy half spun away and covered his lipstick clad face with one hand.

Janie gave him the strangest look, then she was past and he was getting on. A minute later the girls saw him get off the elevator and scamper to his office. Nobody was there and he made it. He opened the door, stepped in, and was met by a trio of grinning faces.

He was blushing, had probably been blushing since the shoe store. “I got them.”

And here was the weird thing. There was an underlying happiness to him. Could it be that he actually liked the embarrassment, and almost being caught?

Or was it just being able to look like a woman? Finally, after all his years and fantasies and whippings?

“Okay,” Mia brought the room to order. “Let’s talk about how to read sales statistics.”

They spent the afternoon discussing how statistics could be read, what kind of incentives sales people needed, and various other things.

Finally, five o’clock, the girls stood up and stretched. “You know,” said June, “If you had applied yourself to all this sooner this might not have all happened.”

“Oh, heck,” said Ann. “It would have happened. He’s a sissy boy. Always has been and always will be.”

Randy mumbled something, probably a protest, but the girls ignored him.

“One last thing, Randy Baby…take off your clothes.”

“Everything?”

“No, just your male clothes. Leave the good stuff on.”

“But I have to go home!”

“The sooner you give us your male clothes…”

He started stripping. In a minute the girls had his slacks and suit. His loafers were back at Playmates and he stood tall in his heels.

“Okay, boss, see you tomorrow.” the three ladies headed for the outer door.

“But wait! How am I going to get home?”

“Drive your car?” asked Mia of the other two, and they all chortled.

“But I need to get to my car, and…and these heels…and these…this underwear!”

“Oh, yeah. About that. Make sure you hand wash your duds, and paint your toenails red, and come back to work the way you’re leaving right now. We’ll put your suit in here early tomorrow morning. You can get it then.”

Then they cheerfully went home.

The building opened up at six the next morning, and the girls were waiting at the gate. Randy took his place in line behind them. When it opened they entered the garage, and this time Mia parked in Randy’s space.

Randy didn’t stop and pound the wheel, he zoomed past, found the closest space to the elevator and ran back to it.

The girls hopped on the elevator quickly, pressed the buttons, and giggled. They knew he had to wait for the elevator to return, he would be easy for anybody to see. They could imagine him watching the light that indicated floors and pounding on the ‘up’ button. Terrified.

They reached the top floor, tossed his suit, all wrinkled, onto his chair, then went back out to the hall to watch him.

The elevator door opened and he jumped out and ran for the door to his office. Then he stopped. June Ann and Mia filed out of his office.

“Oh,” he groaned in disappointment.

“You aren’t glad to see us?”

“Randy boy, how disappointing.”

And, Mia: “You left here with lipstick. Where is it?”

But that isn’t…it’s not clothes!”

“You were supposed to show up like you left. Where’s the lipstick.”

“But I don’t have any!”

“Then you’d better get some.”

Voices out in the big office. People were arriving.

“But I don’t…please…can you…can you give me some? Do any of you have lipstick?”

“I do,” chirped June brightly. “But I don’t want your cooties on it.”

“I’ll buy you some more! Please! Please!” Voices were approaching the hallway.

The girls looked at each other, faces twisted in amusement. Then June reached into her purse. “Oh, all right. But you’re going to have to get me some new lipstick at lunch.”

“Okay! All right! Anything. Just please…please.”

June handed him the gold tube and he frantically turned the base and started applying it to his lips.

“Mia! Is that you?” A voice drifted down the hallway. “I need to see you about…”             

Randy shrunk into himself, and, just in time, the three girls moved, keeping a tight line, and he squirted into the office. Seconds later he was pulling on his suit, and hoping that nobody was coming in to see him.

Mia talked to the chubby girl from downstairs for a minute, then the girl left and the three ladies turned to each other. They were grinning.

“I tell you, he likes it.”

“He likes being a woman, and he wants to get caught.”

Yes, he was frantic, desperate, but they could see the excitement in his eyes. And they could see his cock cage dripping.

“Then we need to keep doing this, and we need to get better, get more creative. As long as we keep him like this he’ll follow directions. If we don’t, he’ll have time to think, to protest, and we don’t want that.”

With much to think about, the girls went to work. And, as the day before, they spent the time teaching Randy how to run his company, something he should have known, but which he had been too busy getting whipped and beaten to take the time for.

And the days passed. And as the days passed Randy started getting a little belligerent. They were having him do embarrassing errands, and he frequently had to run through the garage in bra and panties, or stay late at work, afraid that somebody would discover him in his office, all made with nowhere to go.

After two weeks the girls knew they had to up the stakes.

“Randy,” June tossed him a bag. “Put these on.”

He pulled out a pair of breast forms. He was already walking through the building hunched over and in fear of his own tits being discovered. But these breast forms were bigger. Much bigger.

“Oh, no,” he muttered, but his eyes were shining. He was becoming a literal adrenaline junkie. Excited by having to run through the garage or go buy cosmetics or whatever.

He took off his jacket and put the new forms over his breasts.

Now hunching wasn’t enough. Now if somebody saw him they would see bulges.

And he didn’t complain. His eyes just lit up, and though he said how unhappy he was, he wasn’t. He was getting off on this game.

They gave him errands, and somehow he managed to navigate the building without being caught. He drank at the water fountain, turned into a room just before somebody could catch him, and slid by without notice.

And the gleam in his eyes was getting bigger.

“We’ve created a monster,” muttered June. She was actually getting tired of constantly watching Randy. He was figuring out how to run the company. How to read statistics, how to work spreadsheets, and he was getting good at it.

Well, of course. He was the founder’s grandchild, there had to be some DNA in him.

He started complaining, almost daring the girls to do something, and his biggest complaint was his chastity tube.

“I’m dripping constantly. I need some relief.”

And he was dripping. His pants would spot up in the front and the girls would catch him stuffing toilet paper in the front of his panties.

Which led to his next exciting adventure. But it wasn’t an adventure which would risk him being exposed, it was an adventure that risked changing his whole personality.

Two months in and things came to a head. “Get in here,” Mia snarled. “We’ve had enough of your silliness. Get up on the desk.”

Puzzled, but not really alarmed, after all, they hadn’t beaten him like his whip woman did, he climbed up on his desk.

Ann pulled his pants down. No big deal. That had been done plenty of times.

He knelt on all fours, his bra hanging low, his chastised dick tight between his legs.

“What is this?”

“Don’t talk,” and Mia slapped his ass. Hard.

He grunted, but, again, it wasn’t bad.

Then June stepped behind him and began putting lubricant on his asshole.

“Hey! What are you—“

“Shut!” Another slap on the ass.

Then June showed him the prostate massager. It was like a big thumb, and designed to press on his prostate.

He grunted when they put it in, and now his eyes were wide and uncertain.

They took turns pushing it in and swirling it around. They located his prostate, and began massaging it.

Randy’s eyes got even wider. It was pleasurable. He actually liked it. He never thought he would like something up his butt, but he didn’t know what was good for him.

“Oh,” he said. “I’m going to pee.”

And he did. But not urine…he let out a stream of semen. It came out and felt good and he closed his eyes. No orgasm, but now he was empty.

“Get down. And the next time you talk about having to cum…this is what you’ll get.

Unfortunately, that was what he wanted. The very next week he complained of being horny, of being hornier than he had ever been. So the girls massaged his prostate. And the next week, and the next.

“We’ve got to do something about this,” Mia complained. “He’s like a big baby. We’re always coming up with new things, and it’s not punishment, it’s pleasure.”

Ann said, “I got tired of his whining the other day, so I made him wear a butt plug. All day. And when I told him to take it out he actually looked disappointed.

The girls sat around and bemoaned their fate for a while, and then Randy came in and had to be played with. And they knew…he was definitely leading from the bottom.

Fortunately for them, though they didn’t know it, a rescue was at hand.

It was a Monday and the girls were explaining the facts of life to the smirky Randy, and they heard a commotion at the front of the office.

Not a big thing, just more of a raised whisper, a hub bub, and they looked at each other. What now?

But they were busy spanking Randy and they were too busy to be interrupted, so they continued, and, suddenly, the door opened.

Mathilda Rand walked into the room. The wife of the founder of the company. Randy’s grandmother. The old dame herself. She had stories of starting the company up, of staying up all night to stamp envelopes, of working side by side, tirelessly, with her husband.

She stopped and took in the scene.

Randy with his pants off, bent over the desk, unaware of who had walked in.

Three women taking turns with a ping pong paddle.

And she said: “This ought to be good.”

Randy jumped up and spun, and his face dropped. In his mind this was the end. He was fired. Disowned. Out on his red, striped ass.

The girls jumped back, crestfallen. All their plans were now over. They would be fired.

Mathilda walked across the room, around the desk, and sat down. She leaned back and said one word: “Explain.”

“Well, uh, we, uh…” They all talked at the same time and said the same nothing.

“Stop,” Mathilda commanded, and hers was the voice of iron. She looked at Randy. “Explain.”

Randy looked down at the ground. His pants were still down, and his chastity tube was easy to see.

“Well, uh, these girls were helping me learn about…uh, company discipline. We’re exploring ideas about, uh…”

The three girls stared at each other in shock. He wasn’t throwing them under the bus? Why?

“That is the biggest load of horse shit I have ever heard in my life.” She pointed at Mia. “You, computer girl, talk.”

“Well, uh, I…like he says…”

“Why do I see strange computer programs running on company computers?”

“Well, uh…”

“And what is all that porn doing?” She looked at Randy. “And why are you in the porn?”

Talk ran out at that point. There was nothing more to be said.

But Mathilda had plenty to say. “I’ll tell you what those strange programs and the porn is doing…” she glared at Randy. “My numbnuts grandson got caught getting his ass whipped by a dominatrix.

Jaws started to drop.

“Then you three idiots found out about it and moved in. It’s obvious from the pictures and videos you’ve saved that you’ve been trying to outdo the dominatrix. Now, the only question is…what are we going to do about it.”

“Grandmother,” Randy spoke up, and his voice was suddenly surprisingly strong. “It’s all my fault. I got caught, and they tried to teach me how to run a company. Their advice has been invaluable, and they deserve raises.”

Ann, June and Mia stared in shock. He was actually going to bat for them!

“Not only that, they’ve taught me something about humility. They’ve showed me how to treat my people and get the best out of them.”

“Oh, they have, eh?” Her eyes were thin and snappy, her voice was like the growl of a pitbull.

“Yes, ma’am. And I insist they get rewarded, not fired or disrespected in any manner. No matter what you do to me.”

The room grew silent. The girls were nonplussed and didn’t know what to say.

Randy was done with his speech, and he was actually standing up like a man. A man with his dick in a device and his ass red and raw, but a man.

Mathilda clasped her hands in front of herself and began rocking. Her no nonsense eyes dissected the quartet. Finally, she said: “I wondered what the hell was going on down here. Your statistics for the last couple of months have been a rocket. Not even Hiram and I had statistics like those, and I used to whip his damn ass bloody! And I never let him cum! And when he wasn’t working he was down on his knees and sucking my pussy.

Jaws dropped, all the way to the floor. Eyes opened wide. The atmosphere in the office was as if somebody had dropped a bomb.

“Oh, don’t look so surprised. The real question now is what do we do about this mess.”

“Then you’re not going to fire us?” bubbled Ann.

“Lord no. I’m giving you all a raise. You’ll be Chief Fanny Spankers in charge of bozo brain here. If his stats don’t go up then your salaries will go down. You are tasked with whipping, spanking, putting cherry bombs up his butt if you need to, but his stats will continue to go up if you do what you’ve been doing. So continue. Forget all your current jobs and focus on running him.”

She jerked her chin at her grandson.

“But, grandmother.”

“Oh, shut. You’re just like your grandfather. Without a little slap and tickle you just don’t get the job done. These girls have your ass now, and they’ll do a good job, right?” the old lady glared at the three younger girls. “So you do whatever they say, if they give me a bad report I’ll cut you out of the will. Now, I’m out of here.”

With that the old lady stood up and walked out of the room.

The three girls stared at each other, then at Randy.

“Randy. You didn’t throw us to the dogs,” Ann stated.

Randy looked at the ground, then up at the three girls. “I know I’m not a very nice person. But you’ve taught me something these past few months. When I walk through the office and people come up to me and thank me for a raise, or helping them with child care, or whatever, it feels good. I never felt that kind of good feeling, and I like it.” He shrugged.

“So a little spanking has gone a long way.”

“I hate to say it, but…yes.

Mia said, “then prepare to go a longer way. Bend over that desk.”

Smiling, Randy so bent.

SMACK!

END


Story too short?

Didn’t want it to end?

Then check out these

FULL LENGTH NOVELS!

on the following pages.

And if you want to stick with the shorts,

scroll past the novels

and you will find BIG collections

of the finest erotica in the world!

SCROLL DOWN

⇣

⇣

⇣


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: Changed cov use.jpg]

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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THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.
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The ultimate feminine power is discovered…a woman will die, a man will go insane…and the battle between men and women will be decided once and for all! HOT AND STEAMY FEMDOM AT ITS BEST!
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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.
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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 !
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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.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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This is the second book in the Stepforth Series. The first book is ‘The Stepforth Husband.’

Judd is the product of the Amazons. the Amazons are an ancient race of women who are working for the betterment of mankind.

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

Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands

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


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

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

Feminized by a Ghost


There are MORE full length novels at:

GROPPER PRESS

BUT…

if you want save money

check out the following link…

Big Erotic Collections!

You’ll find massive collections

of the finest erotica in the world!

Just like the ones on the following pages.


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money

SEVEN sexy stories

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

The Electric Groin!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Quivering Buns


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN sexy stories

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

The Shivering Bone!


BIG COLLECTIONS!

[image: ]

Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

Stories to Pump your Heart


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

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

The Whisper of Flesh


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with FIVE erotic stories

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

Skin Games!


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press.

Many of them are five star,

all of them are hot and steamy!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


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

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


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

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


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

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

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


CHECK IT OUT!

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

Gropper Press!

The Bank Robber Became a Lady

I Gave My Man Boobs

The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into Girls

The Lactating Man

The Sexual Edge

My Neighbor Feminized Me

COVID Feminized My Husband

Revenge of the Lactating Babes

The Were-Fem

I Was Feminized by the FBI

The Feminist Experiment

We Made Him Our Fem Boy

A Witch Feminized Me

9 to 5 Feminism

The Half and Half Man

The Feminine Vaccination

The Great Gender Revolt

Big Femme

League of Lactators

The Sexual Matrix

I Changed My Nephew into a Girl

How to Emasculate Your Cheating Husband

Feminized for Granny

Feminized in 100 Days

Feminized Cop

The Sissy Ride

Sentenced to Feminization

Feminization is in My DNA

Feminization Resources

Body Swapping with Chastity

I’ve Got to Have It

Feminized by My Sister

Feminization of a Salesman

Feminization By Act of Congress

A Man Caught

The Lactating Woman

Listening to Sex

The Feminization Curse

The Man Who Would Be Woman

Feminized by Neuralink

My Wife Dominated Me

Dominated By a Gang of Women

My Wife Made Me Worship Her

He Wanted a Real Chest

Forced to be a Crossdresser

Cheating is Forbidden

The Feminization of Jackson

How to Make Your Husband into a Sissy Slave

Feminization Makes a Whole Man

A Woman Again

I Rule My Man

A Month of Feminization

A Sorority Feminized Me

Being a Woman

Made into a Woman

National Lipstick Day

Sexual Borders

The Intersex Man

Self Respect Through Feminization

The Pinocchio Condition

Racing for a Woman

The Great Gender Transformation Conspiracy

To Sacrifice for Love

Feminized by a Neighbor Lady

My Husband the Model

The Party in the Bedroom

The Cure for Limp

I Inherited Being a Woman

Jessie’s Boobs

He Wanted It Tighter

She Wanted It Bigger

Subliminal Feminization

Boob Maximizer

He Was a Female Model

The Politics of Feminization

My Husband Became a Pole Dancer

Mystery Boobs

More Woman Than Man

The Feminization Corps

She Transgendered Me

The Sex Games

Feminization 101

Feminizing the Horn Dog

My Husband is a Sissy

My Husband the Girl

Satan’s Panties

The Picture of Femian Grey

My Mother’s Panties

The Ladies’ Sissy Society

We Feminized a Burglar

Horn Dog Comeuppance

The Ultimate Erotic Fantasy

The Church of Feminization

Oops!

I Feminized a Reporter

The Gender Transformation Club

Emergency Transition

I Made Him My Sissy Slave

Emasculation Made Easy


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

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

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘We Feminized Our Boss!’

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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