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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Sam, your sales are down.” 
 
    “Hey! It’s just temporary!” 
 
    “Let’s look at your history.” 
 
    I was sitting in Morgan Jame’s office. The big boss, and she wasn’t happy.  
 
    Tell the truth, I wasn’t happy, either. As she pointed to the sharply falling lines I cringed. 
 
    Morgan is a knock out. There are rumors she made boss just on her looks, but those rumors are false. Sure, she’s good looking, but it’s the smarts that count in her case. 
 
    Long, blonde hair, red lips, a face to die for. Long legs, tight waist a bosom that would put Dolly Parton to shame. But an IQ over 150, genius, and a bit of drive. 
 
    “Look, Sam, here’s a three year graph.” 
 
    She had charts over three years? Holy patootie! who keeps records that long?  
 
    She did, and that’s what made her an incredibly perceptive boss. 
 
    “Your statistics over January, every year, are up. Look at that line, stellar. January through February, when everybody else’s lines tanked. What are you doing in January? Your other months are up and down, what is it that’s special about January that makes you the best salesman in the company? 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Think, Sam.” She leaned forward, which placed her boobs on the desk, presented her lips as curvy and kissable. And, man, wouldn’t I like to be the one to nibble on those delicate body parts. 
 
    “Well, it’s cold.” 
 
    “Yeah? So what did you do about it? This is after Christmas, nobody buys after Christmas. What did you do?” 
 
    “I’m, uh…” 
 
    “What? I know you’ve got an idea in there. Think.” 
 
    So I thought, but I was afraid to tell her. Tell the truth, the answer scared me, and I wasn’t about to share. Heck, I didn’t think I could stand the humiliation. 
 
    And, after an hour of this, I was dismissed, but with a warning. If I didn’t figure this thing out, January sales or not, I was going to be a gone goose. 
 
    I didn’t want to be a gone goose. I liked selling houses. 
 
    Sighing, I drove home that night, I was in funk city and I knew how to get out. But…did I dare? 
 
      
 
    “How was work, honey?” 
 
    “Not that good,” I answered my wife, heading right for the liquor cabinet.” 
 
    She followed me into the kitchen, observed me mixing a tall bourbon and Coke. “What happened?” 
 
    I sat down and sipped, and told her. 
 
    “So what are you doing that’s different in January?” she asked. 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “Come on. It’s obvious you know. She probably put it on the line because she knows you know.” 
 
    I studied Becky. She was one beautiful woman.  Heck, I had two beautiful women in my life. Morgan to keep my pants poking out during the day, and Becky to take care of my bulging pants at night. 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “Sam?” 
 
    “Uh, well, there’s two thing that come to mind.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    I don’t know how I managed to tell her, maybe it was the bourbon, maybe it was the threat of long my job, but I blurted, “Three years ago it was real cold. Coldest January on record.” 
 
    She blinked. “Why on earth would that drive your sales up?” 
 
    “I was, uh…I…” my face was redder than lipstick on a tomato. 
 
    “Speak!” She said, her brow furrowed in curiosity. 
 
    “I wore your nylons.” 
 
    Another blink, a shake of the head, and she sat back and stared at me. 
 
    Oh, crap. 
 
    “And that’s it?” 
 
    I nodded, my face flaming. 
 
    She frowned, then she chuckled. 
 
    “Okay, so you’re a kinky crossdresser, but…” 
 
    “It was so cold, and men’s trousers aren’t built for warmth, but they’re baggy so I just put on your nylons and it didn’t really make my legs much warmer, maybe a little bit, but…” 
 
    “I remember that day. I laughed, but you were such a sight, stamping around and complaining about the temperature, but how could wearing my nylons for one day improve your sales? 
 
    “It wasn’t just for one day.” 
 
    “Yes, it was. I found out and made fun of you and you didn’t do it ag—you did? You did do it again?” 
 
    “I went out and bought more nylons. I wore them every day while it was cold. I would put them on under my trousers while you were in the shower, and you never noticed. But it was embarrassing, humiliating, and I was always worried that you might find out. When it warmed up, I managed to stop buying them, and…” I shrugged. 
 
    “And you wore nylons every January?” 
 
    “Yes. It was cold.” 
 
    But the look in her eyes was telling me she didn’t buy it. The fact of the matter was that the last two January’s were among the warmest winter months since weather started being recorded. 
 
    “So you’re telling me that wearing nylons was the secret of your success, and the reason you got Salesman of the Month and the extra bonus?” 
 
    I nodded. I felt so ashamed I couldn’t even look at her. 
 
    She sat and her crossed leg bobbed up and down and she contemplated me. 
 
    “So wearing my nylons makes us money.” 
 
    “I guess.” 
 
    “Why didn’t you tell me this before?” 
 
    “Well, because…it’s embarrassing?” 
 
    “So you let a little embarrassment get in the way of a lot of money.” 
 
    “Well, you could put it that way.” 
 
    She frowned, and suddenly got up and left the room. She didn’t act pissed off, it just looked like she wanted to think about what I had told her. 
 
    Fine. I wanted to think about it. I had to bring up my sales. I had to hold on to my job. 
 
    That night I spent a long time going over all the books I had on how to sell. I spent some time practicing lines, re-memorized various methods and procedures. I was determined. 
 
    Becky was out in the TV room. The TV was on low, acted like white noise to me, but I heard her talking on the phone to somebody, but that was about it. 
 
    I came to bed and she was already asleep. She wasn’t snoring, and I had the feeling she was really awake, but I didn’t blame her for ignoring me. 
 
    Man. I had to pull out of this slump.  
 
    Sighing, I slipped under the covers, was super horny, but didn’t even try. 
 
    I drifted off to an uncomfortable sleep, and dreams of people laughing at me, pointing at me, and I was standing in the middle of the company sales offices and everybody was laughing and… 
 
    I awoke. 
 
    Crap. I didn’t feel too rested. How was I supposed to up my sales feeling all tired? 
 
    I rolled over and realized that Becky was already up. I sighed, slid out of bed and looked down. It wasn’t all morning wood. Some of that erection was lust and desire. I absolutely hated it when Becky wasn’t in the mood. 
 
    I headed for my shower and scrub a dubbed, and that helped. 
 
    I stepped out, toweled myself off, and stepped into the bedroom. 
 
    Becky was sitting at her vanity table making herself up. She didn’t look at me. 
 
    I almost said something, but what was there to say? 
 
    Sorry I’m a loser, honey. 
 
    I walked over to the chair where I hung my trousers and stopped. A pair of nylons, sleek and shiny, were draped over my pants. 
 
    I blinked. 
 
    I turned, and Becky was watching me. 
 
    “What’s this?” 
 
    “Put them on.” 
 
    “I’m not going to.” 
 
    “You did in January.” 
 
    “But it’s May now, and it’s getting hotter.” 
 
    “And you’re afraid I’ll think you’re a bit strange, wearing women’s underthings.” 
 
    “Well…” 
 
    “Honey, if being a kinky, little panty boy,” she drove the words into my skull, “makes you money, then you can kink with the best of them.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    We didn’t really argue then, but she bullied me, and I found myself sitting on the bed while she rolled the stockings up my legs. I stared down at my sleek legs. God, it felt good. And my boner started up right away. 
 
    She unrolled and murmured, “We need to shave your legs.” 
 
    My dick was half mast and rising fast. 
 
    She unrolled over my knees and said, “We’re probably going to have to give you a pedicure, too. We don’t want runs in your…holy fuck!” 
 
    Becky stared as my penis got harder and harder. 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    “We didn’t do it last night,” I stammered. 
 
    “Nylons do this to you?”  
 
    My dick was like an iron rod. 
 
    “I’m just really…we haven’t done it for a few days. 
 
    She looked up and grinned at me. “We need to get you panty hose, or maybe a tummy shaper. Something to hide that big dong. How did you manage to hide that thing last January.” 
 
    “I, uh…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I used an ace bandage and strapped it to my leg.” 
 
    “You…” and she started to laugh. “You went to work with your cock tied down!” She slapped her leg and her eyes were bright. Then she stood up. “Wait right here.” 
 
    She went into the bathroom and came out with an ace bandage. She tossed it to me. “Show me.” 
 
    So I did. I pushed my cock down and wrapped a couple of loops around thigh and cock, and fastened the bandage. I stood up, and groaned. 
 
    “Hurts?” 
 
    “Hurts and feels good, all at the same time. But it’s a big distraction. It’s hard to talk to people with…you know.” 
 
    Becky just nodded. “Well, you’re going to work like this. For the rest of the week. if your sales go up then we’re going to be having a long talk. 
 
    I nodded, and was horny and miserable all at the same time. 
 
    “Now finish getting dressed. I’ll put on the eggs and bacon.” 
 
    Fifteen minutes later I was sitting at the table, my face bright red, eating cackleberries and oink strips. Becky was watching me, a small smile on her face. 
 
    “What?” I asked. 
 
    “You’re so red.” 
 
    “It’s not so bad at the office because nobody knows.” 
 
    “Do you think anybody will care if you wear kinky underthings if your statistics are up?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” I shrugged. 
 
    “Do you think Morgan will care?” 
 
    “Morgan wouldn’t care if you pissed on her desk if your sales are up.” 
 
    “Isn’t that a bit unfair?” 
 
    “Probably.” 
 
    She was silent for a moment, then, “Honey, I’ve always known you’ve had a crush on Morgan.” 
 
    Oh, man, talk about double flaming, bright red fire engines. My face  looked like it had been painted red. 
 
    Becky laughed. “Oh, look at you. Your big secret revealed.” 
 
    “But I never…I don’t…” 
 
    “I know. And if you think I’m upset that you appreciate a beautiful woman, then you’re a fool. As long as you don’t initiate any action, lust all you want.” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    “And then bring all that lust home for me.” Her smiled was downright evil then. 
 
    So I went to work, and driving there was no stimulation and my Cock just sat against my thigh and even started to go down. 
 
    But when I got to the office things got hairy. 
 
    First, the nylons Becky had rolled up my leg were slightly longer than the ones I had worn last year. And the top of the nylons was just a touch loose, and it rubbed against the head of my dick. 
 
    Walking in to the building I realized this, and I began to panic. The constant rubbing was making my dick super, extra, phenomenally hard, and I actually stumbled when turning into my office. 
 
    Morgan was waiting. She was sitting in my chair, looking at my calendar. 
 
    “Uh, hi.” 
 
    “Hey, Sam. Have a seat. I’ll make it quick.” 
 
    Nervous now, wondering what she was doing, I sat in one of the chairs facing my swivel. 
 
    She flipped through the calendar, bit her sexy lip, and I was reminded of how Becky had teased me about lusting after Morgan. That added to the red factor in my face. I tried to breath, to control myself. I counted my heartbeats and tried to slow them down. 
 
    Morgan flipped the page and looked at January. I figured she was still trying to figure out why my statistics skyrocketed in January, and almost made up for the rest of the year. 
 
    She pushed the calendar aside and leaned back and considered me. 
 
    “Are you wearing them?” 
 
    My mouth opened and I gasped and couldn’t breath. Morgan jumped up and rounded the desk and pounded on my back. “Breath! Take a breath!” 
 
    The world faded back in and I sat there, totally and utterly mortified. I had never felt such deep embarrassment in my life. 
 
    “Okay, relax. Keep breathing. Deep breaths. Get it under control.” 
 
    Finally, after a minute, I was okay. Be it so fucking red-faced I would have bene mistaken for a Martian. 
 
    “Whew. You had me worried.” Morgan sat in the chair next to me. She was holding my hand and patting my forearm. 
 
    I looked down at her hand, and she grinned. “Got the hots for me, eh?” 
 
    “What…what…?” 
 
    “I talked to your wife last night. And again this morning. We had a wonderful chat.” 
 
    “And you know about me wearing…” 
 
    “Keeping your legs warm. I know. I think it’s cute.” 
 
    “You won’t tell anybody?” 
 
    She got a sly look on her face then, “Not as long as your sales go up.” 
 
    She laughed at the look on my face, then whispered to me, “But if your sales drop I will tell everybody, post it on Facebutt, and run it up the corporate ladder. Wouldn’t that make a great story in Realtor Magazine?” 
 
    Now I wasn’t turning red, I was turning ashen. The blood drained out of my face and I was gasping for breath. 
 
    “Easy…easy…” She rubbed my back and smiled. 
 
    I finally came back to myself a little. 
 
    Morgan was still holding my hand, and she whispered to me, “I know that little boys get crushes. I know, and I’ve used that fact, I’ve used my sex to bully men. And now I know about you. Funny. I always thought you were immune to me, but now I know.” 
 
    “What are you going to do?” 
 
    For answer she lifted my hand, rubbed the back of it against her left tit. “Oh, God. You make me hot.” 
 
    My mouth was open, I couldn’t think, and she laughed and said, “I’m going to tease you, make you horny, and those little sissy nylons you wear are going to drive your sales through the roof. 
 
    Then she placed my hand back on the armrest of my chair, stood up, patted my shoulder. “Get to work, Sam. Do a good job and maybe I’ll let you cop a feel.” 
 
    She left, and I sat, stunned, and my cock was jerking so hard I thought it would lift my leg right off the ground. 
 
    Eventually, I stood up and went around the desk and sat in my swivel. I took long, slow breaths. I thought about calling Becky, but I didn’t. I just sat for about 15 minutes, waiting for my cock to stop roaring, and then, it was still hard but no longer as insistent, I began working. 
 
    There is a saying: ‘The best things in life are free.’ That’s bullshit. 
 
    The best things in life are the things you work your fingers to the bone for. They are the things that you treasure. 
 
    I worked that day. I worked harder than I had ever worked. I went through lists and made cold calls. I took people out to houses and showed them. I prepared contracts and took care of the thousand and one legal details that plague a working man. 
 
    I worked so hard because I was trying to take my attention off my pulsing, throbbing, gigantic boner. 
 
    I worked because if I didn’t take my mind off my condition I would have gone crazy. 
 
    Headline: Man Gets Too Horny and Runs Screaming Down the Street. 
 
    That’s how I felt. I felt like sex was screaming in my head. 
 
    Sure, it was a distraction, but here’s the funny thing. Talking to some bozo from Kansas who is thinking of not being in Kansas anymore and handling the desire to whip out my cock and beat on it actually slowed me down a little, and made me listen extra careful. 
 
    And people thought I was just being thorough!  
 
    Ha! If they only knew. 
 
    But, by the end of the day, my stats were on the rise. Just like they had been in January. 
 
    The nylons hugged my legs, the top of the nylons rubbed the tip of my dick, and I never felt so distracted…and alive. 
 
    At seven o’clock, I had worked late because I was trying to do so much, I stood up and stretched, and groaned at the feeling of my cock head being rubbed. I even pooched my butt a little to try and take the pressure of being in sex off. 
 
    I walked out of my office and headed down the hall, and as I passed Morgan’s office she called to me. 
 
    “Sam! Come talk to me!” 
 
    I entered her office, was immediately red at the knowing look on her face, and sat down opposite her. 
 
    “Still love me, baby?” she pulled no punches, and grinned the whole time. 
 
    I mumbled something and looked down, and she laughed. “Oh, this is going to be fun. Close the door.” 
 
    I blinked. Guys always leave the door open when they are talking to women. Nobody wants to risk a sexual harassment suit. But she was a woman, and everybody would just laugh if I accused her of sexual harassment. 
 
    Not that I would accuse her, just sayin’. 
 
    I got up and closed the door. 
 
    “Come here.” 
 
    I walked around the desk and stood in front of her. 
 
    She put a hand on my thigh and rubbed. “Ooh, feel those sexy nylons. Are you hard?” 
 
    She didn’t wait for an answer, just reach for my groin, and frowned. 
 
    “Where…there it is…what are you wearing?” 
 
    My face was, as usual, redder than a slapped tomato. “I’ve uh, got it tied down.” 
 
    “Tied? With string or something?” 
 
    “I use an Ace bandage.” 
 
    Oh, the smile on her face, growing broader and broader. She still had her hand in my crotch and she placed it against my dick and felt it. 
“Wow.” 
 
    “Uh huh.” 
 
    “You sold two houses today, Sam. That earns you a grope. Would you like to feel my breasts?” 
 
    My head went up and down and I felt like I was going to faint. 
 
    “Then lean forward, bend over me a little and let your hands touch me. 
 
    I couldn’t help myself. What man could? I leaned, and my hands cupped her breasts, and I almost passed out. 
 
    “Easy,” she said, pressing my chest, holding me up, even as her other hand rubbed my trapped penis. 
 
    I moved back and was breathing hard. I stared at her and my chest felt like it was going to bust. 
 
    “Oh,” I said. “Oh.” 
 
    She laughed. “Go home, Sam. And if you have enough sales this week…maybe I’ll let you kiss my tits. Would you like that?” 
 
    I nodded, helpless, stunned. 
 
    “Than sales, baby. Go get those sales. Now, go home.” 
 
    I was dismissed, and I walked out of the office half bent over, my cock feeling like it was breaking off. It felt so good it actually hurt, and I knew I was going to have to do something about it. 
 
      
 
    “How was work, honey?” Becky kissed me and couldn’t keep a grin off her face. She dragged me into the kitchen, poured me a big bourbon and Coke, then sat down to interrogate me. “So?” 
 
    I had a hard time talking. Funny. If I was talking to sell a house I could talk for hours, but talking about sex…I was officially tongue tied. 
 
    “You talked to her,” I accused, though not with much heat. I was still mind shattered over the whole thing. 
 
    “I told her about your nylons,” Becky admitted. 
 
    “Did you know…did you…she touched me,” my voice was low and hoarse. 
 
    “Well, she had to be sure you were in your proper uniform, right?” 
 
    “She touched my cock! Doesn’t that bother you?” 
 
    “Did she fuck you?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Then what does it matter?” 
 
    “But then, after work, she called me into her office and she…she…” 
 
    “Had you touch her tits. I know.” 
 
    I gaped at her. “You know? You don’t care that your husband has…has touched another woman’s…sexual parts?” 
 
    I was almost choking, I was so embarrassed. 
 
    She studied me, her eyes half lidded, then she made up her mind about something. 
 
    “Come with me.” 
 
    I followed her down the hallway. My cock was rubbing, I was horny, and I couldn’t keep my eyes off her gently swaying ass. 
 
    In the bedroom she went to my closet and took down one of my belts. She turned and faced me. “Take your trousers down and lay on the bed, feet on the floor, butt to me.” 
 
    “What are you…what is—“ 
 
    “You obviously feel guilty, and if you are guilty then there is a crime, and crime must be punished. Now, pants down and lay on the bed.” 
 
    Her voice was sharp, determined. 
 
    “I don’t think I need—“ Even as I started a protest I was walking towards the bed, and she pulled my arm, then shoved my back. 
 
    “Take off your pants or I’ll give you ten instead of five.” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    “Off with those pants, or you get nine more.” 
 
    She had the position, if I tried to get up she was just going to push me down, and I didn’t want ten smacks with that belt. That had really hurt! 
 
    “Okay! Okay!” I fumbled with my buckle then pushed my pants down. 
 
    “You’ve had one. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “That’s two!” 
 
    I lurched and tried to put my hands over my ass, but she brushed them away and… 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “Three!” 
 
    I jerked. How the hell had she gotten so strong! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “Four!” 
 
    “Stop!” I whimpered. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “Five!” 
 
    She stepped away from me, went to the closet and hung up my belt.  
 
    When she turned around I was standing and tears were streaming down my cheeks. I wanted to rub my as, but it hurt too much. 
 
    She gave me a sad smile. “Lay down on the bed, I want you naked. 
 
    I took off my shirt and nylons. I still had the Ace bandage holding me down. 
 
    “Take it off.” Becky motioned at the bandage. 
 
    I did, and my cock sprung up harder than ever. 
 
    Becky blinked. She looked at me. Did the spanking…” she saw the look in my eyes and grinned. “It did! You get horny from being spanked!” 
 
    “I don’t! It…it’s just been bound all day and…” 
 
    “You do. You do. God, that’s wonderful.” 
 
    That confused me. Talk about mixed signals. 
 
    “Now lay down and I’ll be right back.” 
 
    I lay down, and my cock poked into the mattress. I stuffed a pillow under me to give me a bit of height, then my cock managed to lay there, sort of bent, but not too bad. 
 
    Becky came out of the bathroom with a bottle of ointment. She came to the bed, climbed on top of me and sat on my thighs and squirted a big glob of ointment into her hands. 
 
    She began to gently rub my ass. 
 
    “Wow,” she said. “I did good. Your ass is redder than your face.” 
 
    It felt good, her massaging my cheeks, rubbing the cool ointment into my buns. Slowly, the pain receded. 
 
    “You realize, of course, hubby of mine, that your life has irrevocably changed?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Well, I was treating you like a manly man, letting myself get fucked at your whim, treating you like the lord of the manor. But that’s all changed.” 
 
    “It has?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. Now that I know you’re panty man…now I know what you really need, and I know how to treat you.” 
 
    “What are you saying?” I was relaxing under her strong fingers. 
 
    “I’ve had all day to research this on the internet, and all I can say is that I wish I had known what kind of a man you are. Our life would have been so different.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything and she continued. “You need guidance. You need a strong woman to keep you moving. We need to cater to your kinks, make you wear women’s underwear, and maybe more. Most of all, we have to limit your sex.” 
 
    “Limit my—“ I started to rise up and look back at her, but she just pushed my head back onto the mattress. 
 
    “Oh, yes. Some men are manly. they are alpha, and you have to make sure you bow down to them and get fucked a lot. But the idea of bowing down to you? A girly man? Ha! Those days are done.” 
 
    “Becky, I don’t understand what you are saying.” 
 
    She slid off me then, put the jar of lube away. I was on my side facing her. 
 
    She came back to the bed and lay on her side, facing me. She traced the path of my tears with one finger. “Honey, you will do what I say.” She kissed me, and my cock, which had never gone down, pulsed. “You will wear what I tell you,” she reached down and stroked me and I groaned. “Now, go ahead and have a cry. I know you want to. She reached around my neck and pulled my head down to her boobs. 
 
    I didn’t want to. I didn’t want to cry. But the spanking, then her showing me tenderness and massaging ointment into my asscheeks, it was too much. My tears started up again. this time they weren’t the result of a spanking and pain, this time they were relief. She had spanked me, and hurt me, and now she was forgiving me. 
 
    And I cried.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    She was right. My life was changed. And it was changed drastically. 
 
    That night I heard her talking on the phone again, and laughing, and I came down the hall and peeked into the room. 
 
    She saw me, smiled, and closed the door. Right in my face. 
 
    Talk about a blinker. She had never shut me out like that before. And there was nothing I could do about it! 
 
      
 
    The following morning she laid out a tummy shaper and nylons. 
 
    “What’s this?” I asked. 
 
    “A better way of keeping your cock down. I think I’d like your cock trained to point up, and not hang down. Maybe it’s just my vanity, but every woman likes to think that her man’s cock is up and erect for her.” She smiled and shrugged. 
 
    I held up the tummy shaper and looked at it. It was small. It had a snap at the bottom for when I needed to unleash the beast for a pee, but it was going to be snug. I knew that the only direction my cock could point would be up. 
 
    “This…this…” 
 
    “Sit down here,” she spoke right over my surprise. She pointed at her vanity chair. 
 
    “What is this?” 
 
    “A chair. Sit.” 
 
    Nothing for it, I sat, and she began preparing my toenails. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “I want to make sure you don’t snag a toe nail and ruin your stockings. I woke you up early, so we’ve got time. After I finish your nails I want you to take a shower.” 
 
    “Oh. Okay.” 
 
    “With Nair.” 
 
    I frowned. “But I don’t want to lose my hair!” 
 
    “Girly men don’t need ugly hair. Besides, your stockings will feel so incredible once your legs are shaved. 
 
    I looked at her dubiously. 
 
    She continued, and I sighed. 
 
    She said, “Lay back. Close your eyes. Catch another wink or two.” 
 
    So I did. I leaned back in the chair, and I actually dozed. I sort of felt her working, and it felt good to be pampered, and I may even have given a light snore. 
 
    “Okay, baby. Time for a shower.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” I straightened up and yawned, and looked down. “What the hell?” 
 
    “Pretty, aren’t they?” 
 
    “You painted them!” And she had. Bright red. 
 
    “This weekend I’m going to work on your hands.” 
 
    I was aghast. 
 
    “And if you’re a good boy and make me happy, then I’ll remove the polish Sunday night.” 
 
    “But I can’t go to work like this!” 
 
    “Why not? Women do.” 
 
    “But women are women!” 
 
    “And you’re a girly man. Now take your shower.” 
 
    “Take these off.” 
 
    “Nope. And I hid my nail polish remover.” 
 
    “But you can’t do this to me!” Tears welled in my eyes. 
 
    She took my hand and pulled me up. “I already did. Now, you can cry about it, throw a fit about toenails that will be under socks and under shoes, or you can take a shower and get used to them. They really are quite pretty.” 
 
    I ended up taking a shower, and I felt weird the whole time. I kept looking down, and, wouldn’t you know it, my boner was at full strength.  
 
    When I stepped out of the shower Becky was waiting, and she grinned at the sight of my erect weenie. “More proof,” she said. “You are the girliest of men.” 
 
    “Not funny,” I snarled as I passed her. 
 
    “Not meant to be.” 
 
    I put on my nylons, pulled up my tummy shaper, and headed for the kitchen. When I got there the stove was cold and there was nothing cooking. 
 
    “What’s this?” 
 
    “What?” asked Becky innocently. 
 
    “Where’s breakfast?” 
 
    “You haven’t made it, yet.” 
 
    “But you always make it!” 
 
    “That was before I knew about you. Now that I know, cooking meals is your job.” 
 
    “But I work all day!” 
 
    “Then you better start cooking, unless you want to go to work hungry.” 
 
    There was nothing I could say. I had to eat, so I started breakfast. 
 
    “You’re going to have to get up early after this,” Becky observed, as she watched me beat some eggs. 
 
    “This is ridiculous,” I returned. 
 
    Becky just smiled. 
 
    I slid a plate of bacon and eggs in front of her and snarled, “There!” 
 
    She looked up at me. She stood up. “Come to the bedroom.” 
 
    I wasn’t going to. I swear I wasn’t. 
 
    But she walked down the hallway and I was left alone. I could eat my eggs, but…but I knew she was waiting for me. 
 
    Slamming down my fork I muttered, “Dammit!” and followed her down the hall. 
 
    “Drop your pants, undo your shaper and lift it.” 
 
    “You’re not going to do this.” 
 
    She grabbed me by my tie and spoke calmly, but right into my face. “Honey, I took a picture of your pretty nails, it’s on the cloud now, but I’ll show it to you if you wish. It is easy to see your face, and your toenails are quite visible and very pretty. Now, if you don’t lay down in the position, and I mean right now, then I will post it on Facebutt.” 
 
    My face showed my shock. “You wouldn’t!” I whispered. 
 
    “Oh, yes I would. Sure, you’d be embarrassed, and everybody would laugh at you, but the storm would pass. But everybody, whenever they looked at you after that, would remember that you are the sissy who had his nails painted.” 
 
    I could breath. My mind was a mess. 
 
    She pulled on my tie and turned me towards the bed. She pushed me. 
 
    “Down with the pants and up with the tummy shaper. NOW!” 
 
    Once again tears began to form in my eyes. I unbuckled and my trousers dropped. I undid the snap at the bottom of the tummy shaper and rolled it up so my ass was fully exposed. I laid down and clenched my fists. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    One. Tears ran. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Two. My body jerked. The pain was already building. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Three. I groaned and whimpered. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Four. It hurt worse than the last spanking. Of course, I hadn’t fully recovered from that first spanking. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Five. 
 
    I lay there, crying, and she said, “Wait.” 
 
    A moment later she was rubbing ointment onto my fanny. “Better take a pillow with you today,” she murmured. 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “And I don’t want you talking back to me or giving me an attitude ever again. Is that clear?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am!” she commanded. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    She pulled the tummy shaper down and buttoned the bottom. “Pull your pants up.” 
 
    I did, and I turned around and faced her. 
 
    She put her arms around me and pulled my head down to her shoulder. 
 
    “It’s okay, honey. You’ll figure it out. You’ll get through this difficult time.” 
 
    I found myself nodding. 
 
    She moved me back with her hands and smiled and said, “Now, you don’t have time to finish your breakfast, so pick up a donut on the way. And make sure you take a pillow.” 
 
    I nodded, and she turned me and pushed me out of the bedroom. 
 
      
 
    I was glad I took a pillow to work. Very glad. 
 
    I shuffled into the offices, a bag with a donut in one hand and the pillow in the other. A couple of the guys looked at the pillow, but didn’t seem to think anything of it. I was prepared with a hemorrhoid story if anybody asked. 
 
    Isn’t that funny? I didn’t mind somebody thinking I had hemorrhoids, but the idea of anybody knowing I wore nylons would have killed me. 
 
    I sat down on the pillow and sighed, and started to open my files. 
 
    Morgan strutted in. 
 
    I sat strutted because that’s how she walked. She walked like she had a pair of tits and liked to show them off. Which, let’s be honest, made me pretty happy. 
 
    “I hear you got a spanking this morning?” 
 
    Bright red. Instantly. This woman could mortify me with a glance, and my wife was giving her plenty of ammunition. 
 
    She looked at my swivel and smiled when she saw the pillow.  
 
    “Maybe we should include that as part of your super sales program. Stats down you get a spanking. Stats up you get…excitement.” She leered at me and hefted one large boob in my direction. 
 
    “What, uh…what did you want?” 
 
    She laughed at my tentative manner of speaking. She leaned on her hands on the desk, giving me a perfect view of her globes. God. So round and inviting. I couldn’t help myself. I licked my lips. Grinning, she said, “I just stopped by for your morning pep talk. What do you say, have I pepped you up?” 
 
    I gulped, loudly, and that was a good enough answer for her. 
 
    She saw my bag with the donut in it. 
 
    She picked up the bag and look into it. I had a vanilla old fashioned in it. 
 
    She reached in and pulled it out. “I should have known.” 
 
    “Known what?” 
 
    “Sissy boys like holes.” She stuck her finger through the center of the donut. I could see her manicured finger, redder than my toes, sticking out the other side. 
 
    I blushed, furiously. It seemed that all my time was being spent with my face flushed and my heart pounding. 
 
    “Maybe you dream of other holes?” 
 
    I was really flushed, and blinking. 
 
    A huge, lop-side grin on her face, she took her finger out of the hole. She held the donut to her mouth, and kissed it. 
 
    Kissed the damn donut! 
 
    She had crumbs on her lips, and she had left a red imprint of her lips on the thing. She licked crumbs off her lips and put the donut back in the bag. “Make sure you eat that donut slowly. Maybe some day you’ll get the real thing.” 
 
    I was frozen. I had no idea how to respond. 
 
    She leaned closer and said, “I really want to suck your cock.” 
 
    Then, chuckling, she stood up and left. 
 
    And, the odd thing…I was now motivated. 
 
    I was a bit put off by my spanking, but now I was raring to go. 
 
    I opened my files, I dug into them, I began making calls, I was working like a fiend. 
 
    It was the promise of a blow job! 
 
    Yet I know she was never going to suck my cock. 
 
    A promise that could never be fulfilled, and yet…I believed it. I wanted it. I was desperate for it. 
 
    And I ate my donut, savored my donut, and dreamed of it. 
 
      
 
    Becky greeted me at the door. She greeted me with a massive, soul sucking kiss, a glass of bourbon and Coke, and her hand inserted into my pant. She flipped the snap, pulled my cock out, and began stroking. 
 
    Oh, God, the heaven of it all! 
 
    In short order my knees were shaking. She kept telling me to keep drinking, and she bent to her knees and began licking and slurping. 
 
    I was about to shoot, I could feel the switch inside staring to flip. My cock started to surge, and she stood up and grinned. “How was work.” 
 
    “Gah!” I said, unable to say anything work. My heart was pounding a big drool of pre-cum hung from my cock. 
 
    “Well, I’ve got dinner ready. Let’s go eat and you can tell me.” 
 
    My legs shaking and shivering, I stumbled after her.  
 
    We ate, and she fixed a stew that was to die for. I told her about the donut and what Morgan has said. 
 
    “Huh,” remarked Becky. I guess if you don’t cum, it’s all right if she sucks your cock.” 
 
    My jaw dropped. I stared at her. 
 
    “Well, your statistics are up, right?” 
 
    “Yeah, but—“ 
 
    “People who are making it work should be rewarded. Of course, marriage and all, your sperm should be reserved for me. That’s my property.” 
 
    “Speaking of which…do you think maybe we could finish what you started when I came home.” 
 
    “Oh, honey! No!” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “If you cum you lose all you motivation. No, if you want to cum you’re going to have to have your Best Ever month.” 
 
    “But…but the month is already half done.” 
 
    “That’s okay. There’s next month.” 
 
    “But…I don’t think that’s going to work!” 
 
    “It will have to. After all, you have nothing to say about it.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “I mean that it’s my pussy and I’ll decide when to use it.” 
 
    “But we’re married!” 
 
    “Where does it say in the marriage vows that I have to have sex whenever you want?” 
 
    “Well, but…” 
 
    She grabbed her iPad, tapped the screen a few times, and read,  
 
    “I,” she said, and whispered, “which is me,” then continued, “take you to be my wife or husband. I promise to be true to you in good times and in bad, in sickness and in health.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Nothing in there about fucking. Just about staying true to each other. Which means not depositing your sperm in Morgan.” 
 
    She pursed her lips and thought about it, gazed into the far and away and said, “I wonder if I gave you to permission to fuck her…” she grinned at me. “But that’s not going to happen.” 
 
    “What happens if I have an accident?” 
 
    “What do you mean ‘an accident?’” 
 
    “What if she’s blowing me and I can’t help it and…have an accident.” 
 
    “Well, you would probably get the worst spanking in your life, but…I would probably forgive you. I mean, I know that men are weak willed creatures who can’t control themselves.” 
 
    I was silent after that. I had leaped onto that train of thought, but I forced myself back to the thing we had been talking about. 
 
    “So you’re saying you don’t have to fuck me anymore.” 
 
    “Well, I am, but…take heart.” 
 
    I shook my head, not understanding what she meant. 
 
    “That whole love and cherish, sickness and health bit…I think that means I’m supposed to be at your side, helping you. By denying you, by making you dress a little kinky, that’s helping you. But, who knows, there may come a time when fucking you, and letting you cum, will be the help you need.” 
 
    “Oh, it is!” 
 
    She patted my cheek. 
 
    “Not yet, it isn’t.” 
 
    Then she stood up, “Come on. I want to try something.” 
 
    She walked down the hallway, and once again I was following her, watching her tight ass and feeling my cock throb and drip. 
 
    She entered the bedroom and went to the bed. There were several shopping bags on the bed. 
 
    “Here you go,” she handed me a bag. Inside it were a dozen pairs of hose, a couple of pantyhose, and several pairs of panties.” 
 
    I looked at them, and, of course, I started turning super red. “I’m not wearing panties. Or, are you letting me out of the tummy shapers?” 
 
    “I’ve been reading some more, and they say the best way to control a man, to teach him a little discipline, especially if he’s a soft man like you, is to get him a chastity belt. 
 
    “A…who?” 
 
    “A belt, a device. So I ordered you a chastity tube. Should be here within a day or two.” 
 
    “I can’t wear one of those!” 
 
    “Why not? We need to keep your cock under control, and aren’t you tired of wearing tummy shapers?” 
 
    “Well, yeah, but…locking my cock up?” 
 
    “Oh, it’s just for a while. I might let you out every once in a while, as long as you promise not to masturbate.” 
 
    I frowned. I had a weakness for masturbation and she knew it. We had talked about my predilection for jacking off many times, but she had never been able to stop me. Now it looked like she would be able to.  
 
    “Now then,” she continued, opening up another bag. “I got you a few other things.” She handed me a negligee.  
 
    “What?” I squeaked. 
 
    “Hey, we’ve got to keep you in the mood all the time. “Take your clothes off and put this on.” 
 
    Well, we had an argument, and she won. But she won the sneaky way. 
 
    No sex, and…get this…no spankings. 
 
    That’s right! She said if I didn’t put it on I wouldn’t receive any more spankings! 
 
    Now, I will always be asking myself why that made me agree. 
 
    I didn’t like spankings! They hurt! But she didn’t threaten to spank me, she threatened not to spank me, and I gave in. 
 
    I tell ya, I used to think I would never understand women. Now I don’t think I’ll ever understand me. 
 
    So I wound up wearing a negligee. It was soft, and clung to my body a bit, and I was once again flaming red, and so humiliated I couldn’t believe it. My cock, of course, loved it. Then she opened the last bag. 
 
    “Here.” She handed me a bra. 
 
    I took it, realized what it was, then simply turned and walked out of the room. I mean…a bra? I’m a man! How could she even think…how…so I walked out. 
 
    Becky seemed to realize that she had gone too far. She followed me out, without the bra, and hugged me.  
 
    I felt lost. I felt like my world was coming undone, and I held on to her and tried to control my tears. 
 
    But I couldn’t. They just started leaking out, and then I was sniffling and holding on and pressing my face into her neck. 
 
    “It’s okay,” she whispered. “We’ll do this another time.” 
 
    I nodded. She patted my back, like she was burping a baby. 
 
    “I know, it’s rough. But we’ll get through it.” 
 
    I had no idea what she was trying to get me through, but I tried to control my tears, and slowly I reduced myself to mere sniffs. 
 
    She reached down and started playing with me. Soft and gentle she stroked me. “It’s okay, honey. I love you, and I’ll help you get through this.” 
 
    Then she took me into the kitchen and mixed me another drink. 
 
      
 
    I got up early and made breakfast. I was wearing my negligee and my cock was turgid because of the slither of the fine material over it. 
 
    Becky came in, smiled, gave my cock a few tugs, then sat down. 
 
    I served, and we ate, and she said, “I’ve put your bra out, but you don’t have to wear it. Not yet. I just want you to think about it.” 
 
    I was about to say something, and I felt my heart thudding dangerously, but she just moved on to another subject. “You’re at three sales for the last two days, what are your chances of having your best month ever.” 
 
    “Not good,” I admitted. 
 
    “Well, it will give you more incentive to work harder next month.” 
 
    I saw what she meant. I wasn’t going to get to fuck her unless I had a Best Ever. 
 
    That was a dismal thought. I liked sex. I was used to getting it once a day. 
 
    Now I was starving, and I hadn’t had it for days, and it looked like I was going to be going a full six weeks without. And that was only if I made Best Ever next month. Not likely. 
 
    And if I didn’t make Best Ever next month, it wold go to ten weeks, and then fourteen. It might be months, maybe even years, before I got to cum again! 
 
    And, if Becky really put me in chastity, I wouldn’t even be able to jack off! 
 
    I was a pretty glum dog when I headed off for work. 
 
    I sat in my office and pondered my fate. No sex. Maybe ever. Yet I was being teased and tantalized like a mofo. 
 
    Morgan entered my office. 
 
    “Are your stats rising faster than a cock in a whorehouse?” She had a lopsided grin. 
 
    “I need to get to work,” I answered, quite spiritless. 
 
    She frowned. Said, “Follow me.” 
 
    I followed her round buns up the stairs and down the corridor to her office. 
 
    Once in the office she locked the door, told her secretary to hold all calls, and told me, “Drop the drawers.” 
 
    I blinked. 
 
    “Or panties, or whatever. You need a reminder.” 
 
    “You’re not going to spank me.” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    Double blink. 
 
    “Take ‘em off. And stand in front of my desk.” 
 
    For a moment I almost didn’t. Then I remembered she was in cahoots with Becky. She had said she wasn’t going to spank me, bit if I didn’t follow her instructions, Becky might spank me. 
 
    Oh, the mess I was caught in! 
 
    I unbuckled and dropped my trousers. 
 
    “Pull your panty hose down. Not all the way.” Just enough so I can see your cock.” 
 
    I did, and stood there, my penis fully erect and pointing at her.  
 
    She started working. Reading reports and signing her signature. At one point she picked up the phone and had a brief conversation. 
 
    My cock started throbbing harder. I was near naked. She was ignoring me. 
 
    I was staring at a beautiful woman. I was on display, and it was working on me. 
 
    I started breathing harder. I felt excitement rising. 
 
    Fifteen minutes passed, and I was breathing hard. 
 
    Suddenly she leaned back, she undid her blouse and I could see her tremendous cleavage. 
 
    She watched me, and suddenly put one hand to her breast and squeezed her own boob. She put the other hand between her legs and moaned. 
 
    Oh, man. I was so excited I thought my cock was going to pop. 
 
    “Okay, you can go back to work.” 
 
    “Uh, but…” 
 
    “You were down. I just brought you back up. Now go make me some money.” 
 
    “But, I need…I…” 
 
    She smiled. “Listen, Sam. You’re my meat. You’ll spend your years here. You might make it to management, there’s a good chance, because you’re smart. I would like to see that. But you’re not going to make it if you wallow in self pity and feel sorry for yourself. You want to make the big bucks? You want to get into your wife’s tight, little snatch? Heck, you want me playing with your balls and cheering you up…you’re going to have to make it happen. Now, you’re not an alpha. No way. But with an alpha wife and an alpha boss…you can do it. So get back to your office and play with yourself or do whatever it is while you’re being all kinky, and make me some money. Go.” 
 
    I went. I went and my legs were weak, and my breathing was labored. I was red, and not just in the face. It felt like my whole body was flushed. 
 
    I entered my office and started working. 
 
    I made two more sales. Five sales in three days. nobody ever did that. 
 
    But I knew that I wasn’t doing it on my own. Becky and Morgan were behind me, pushing me, making me horny enough to succeed. I realized that if I didn’t make Best Ever in sales this month it wouldn’t be their fault. 
 
    It would only be my fault. 
 
    And, having that realization, I finally tumbled to what I needed to do: I needed to follow the advice of the most powerful, successful people in my life. 
 
      
 
    I came home and Becky was waiting for me. I think she and Morgan must have had quite a talk, because she had a firm look in her eye. 
 
    “How was work?” 
 
    No blow job. No bourbon and Coke. No sweet smell of cooked food. 
 
    “We need to talk,” I said, and her eyes opened. 
 
    I didn’t know what she expected, but later she would tell me that she  thought I might be in full revolt. No more girl things. No chastity tube. No nothing but me laying down the law. 
 
    But she should have known better. For I was, as she had so astutely judged, a soft man. 
 
    I wasn’t the high school football captain. I wasn’t the leader of the basketball team. I wasn’t the guy everybody looked up to and said I would be most likely to succeed in the real world. 
 
    What I was was a soft man, a fellow who could produce like a mofo…but I needed help. 
 
    I needed strong hands to guide me, to lift me, to shape me. 
 
    I needed a team. 
 
    And I needed to give in to the softness inside.  
 
    I needed to be a little pinker. 
 
    We went into the kitchen and I poured her a drink.  
 
    Her, not me. 
 
    She was obviously surprised, even a bit confused, but she took the drink and sipped it. 
 
    I sat down opposite her and waited a moment. Then I unloaded what was on my mind. 
 
    “I need your help.” 
 
    She blinked. 
 
    “You’ve been right, Morgan’s been right, and I need somebody to push me, to motivate me, to kick my ass into gear. And, yes. Wearing girly things does it to me.” 
 
    She stared at me, and it felt like something was breaking apart inside her. Her eyes grew softer, love, I could swear it was love, filled her eyes. 
 
    “I’ll wear your bra. My bra. I’ll wear the chastity tube, and I’ll do whatever else you need me to do. 
 
    “I need you to spank me when I let you down. I need to be well and truly deserving before you open your legs for me again. I need this, and if you give it to me, then maybe I can fulfill my vows to you. Maybe I can be deserving of you.” 
 
    She was silent, and I was silent. I was done. 
 
    A glimmer appeared in her eye. 
 
    “Please don’t cry,” I whispered. “I’m not worth your tears.” 
 
    “I can’t help it,” she whispered back. 
 
    She put her hand on mine, I put my hand on top of hers, and tears started streaming from her eyes as we stood up and hugged. 
 
      
 
    I wore the bra to work the next day. It was flat, a training bra, actually. But Becky promised to get me breast forms, and to look into implants. 
 
    She didn’t want to give me hormones, at least not yet. Maybe later, but not yet. 
 
    A couple of months later my fellow workers noticed that my chest was suddenly bigger. I had something called ‘vacation boobs.’ They were temporaries to help me figure out whether I wanted to make it more permanent. 
 
    Of course, none of the other workers said anything to me. I was out producing them, and I was also Morgan’s pet. 
 
    But, back to the first few days after my submission: I began to wear a chastity tube. 
 
    Oh, it was infernal. If I thought I was horny before, I knew nothing! The more I wore it the hornier I got. It was a vicious circle, and my poor penis raged and struggled, and failed. 
 
    Becky, of course, thought it was hilarious. And Morgan couldn’t look at me without laughing. 
 
    So, getting hornier and hornier, getting more and more desperate, suffering harder and more frequent spankings, I worked harder and harder. 
 
    Seven months later I made best sales ever. Seven months, which translated down to 28 weeks of not being allowed to cum, and being teased mercilessly. 
 
    Oh, I was ready for my reward. My reward, however, was not as I imagined it would be. 
 
      
 
    We attended a party in my honor. 
 
    Everybody was there, including a couple of upper management people flown in especially for the affair. 
 
    I wore my best dress, and the hormones were starting to take effect. Of course, I still had the implants in, so my boobs were bigger than ever. 
 
     I stood in front of everybody and received a big, gold trophy, and a $1,000 bonus. 
 
    Not bad. 
 
    And I made everybody laugh when I insisted on passing the money directly to my wife. 
 
    Becky, with good grace, accepted my ‘donation.’ 
 
    Midway through the party Morgan took me up to her office. She locked the door, swept everything off her desk, and spread her legs. 
 
    Being in chastity I couldn’t fuck her, but I could eat her, and I did. And I finally got to kiss those incredible, world class tits. 
 
    When we came downstairs and rejoined the party Becky smiled and took over. 
 
    My cock, of course, was fit to bust, but it couldn't because it was firmly in the grip of my new chastity belt. A more secure one, heavier, and the only key was on a chain around Becky’s neck. 
 
    And, after a wild party, much congratulations, and a bit of bubbly—well, more than a bit—we headed home. 
 
    As we drove into the driveway Becky said, “I guess you want me to fuck you.” 
 
    I checked my lipstick in the mirror and said, “The thought had crossed my mind.” 
 
    “Does your dick still work?” 
 
    My dick. that had been the subject of much discussion. We had decided on a brave course of hormones, one that would eventually leave me with a barely shrunken boner, but at least it wouldn’t lose full function. Too often. But it would go through soft periods on the way. 
 
    I was very still, and I whispered. “I don’t think it’s working too well right now.” 
 
    Becky turned to me and patted my cheek. “Not to worry, honey, I’ll take care of you.” 
 
    We got out of the car and headed into the house. 
 
    In the house Becky took a moment to kiss me. She bent me over, twisted me around, like the sailor that kisses the girl in the old world war 2 picture. Our lipsticks mingled, and though my dick wasn’t feeling too hard, my horniness yet increased. 
 
    She straightened me up and I said, “Woo!” 
 
    She took my hand and led me down the hallway to the bedroom. Once in the bedroom she told me, “Off with the clothes, honey.” 
 
    I took off my dress, my underthings. 
 
    She took off the key to my chastity tube. “We just bought the new and improved model, and now you don’t really need it.” 
 
    I stared at the infernal device. “Don’t lose it,” I said. “When my boner comes back…” 
 
    She smiled. “You can bet I won’t lose it.” 
 
    Naked, I stood before me. I had a women’s body. Thin waist and big boobs. I had a woman’s face, soft curves, and make up. My plumped lips were especially sexy. At least I thought so. 
 
    Of course the amount of time Becky, and Morgan, spent nibbling on them, they thought so, too. 
 
    She went to the dresser drawer and took out a tangle of straps. She straightened out the mess and stepped into it. She screw a cock onto the front plate. 
 
    She looked up at me. 
 
    “Are you ready for this?” 
 
    “I think so.” Yet I was scared. Fascinated, but scared. 
 
    She arranged me on the bed the way she wanted, which was crossways, face up, legs spread. 
 
    She took my limp cock and lifted, and my rear end rose and was exposed. 
 
    She spread lube on my rectum and placed the top of her cock to my hole. 
 
    I was breathing lightly. We had discussed this, and I knew it might hurt a bit, but…I was ready. 
 
    She began to push into me, and my mouth opened in delighted surprise. I felt the shaft slide through my anal ring. It was excruciatingly…pleasurable. 
 
    That’s the thing about anal sex. Do it wrong and it hurts. Take your time, proper preparation, and it is a dream. 
 
    This was a dream, a huge dream. 
 
    I sucked in air as she bottomed out, then I began to breath in harmony with her thrusts. 
 
    In and out she went, and I breathed in and out. 
 
    Back and forth, and I gripped the bed and forced myself to breath. 
 
    I quickly lost control. 
 
    Heck, we knew who was in control. We knew who was calling this dance. 
 
    I became limp, and just felt her cock changing my mind, scouring me of the last dregs of masculinity. 
 
    It had been a rough journey, even after I had realized what I truly needed. But Becky, and Morgan, had helped me through it. 
 
    Joyfully, I gave in to the sawing of her fake penis. I submitted, and never was a joy so great. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    A MONTH LATER 
 
    I was in the den, painting my fingernails a beautiful scarlet color, very shiny, when Becky entered the room. 
 
    “Hey, girlfriend,” I asked, “What’s happening?” 
 
    “Well, I have some news for you.” 
 
    “What’s that?” I looked up at her. The smell of nail polish was rich and thick. 
 
    “Morgan says you’re on track for another Best Ever.”               
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Really.” 
 
    “But you sound like that’s bad news.” 
 
    “Well, there is a hitch.” 
 
    “Tell me.” 
 
    She sat down opposite me, stared into my eyes. Then she stared at my lips, big and red, then her gaze shifted down to my burgeoning chest. I really was going to have to have the implants taken out. My own naturals were really coming alone. 
 
    Of course, I did like having monster boobs, so… 
 
    “Morgan says she has been giving you a lot of attention, working hard to help you make your next Best Ever, and she wants something for her help.” 
 
    I tilted my head and listened. My fingers were shiny and sexy and I held up one hand to dry. 
 
    “What does she want?” 
 
    Becky sighed. “She wants to have a turn at fucking you.” 
 
    I looked at her. She was serious, and she looked like she didn’t like it. 
 
    I smiled. “Well, you could let her, and you could go without.” 
 
    “That would deprive me.” 
 
    “True,” I agreed. “Or, you could tell her no.” 
 
    “But she has worked hard, and she does deserve.” 
 
    “Yes, she does. She has worked just as hard as you, in her own way.” 
 
    Her own way. Blow jobs without me cumming, hand jobs, me kissing her nipples and even getting her off. All of which excited me even as they gave me no relief, and only made me more excited, and harder working, and harder. Harder considering that I couldn’t become erect in the chastity tube. 
 
    “So what are you going to do?” 
 
    “Well, that’s the thing. She got me to agree to leave it up to you.” 
 
    Now I blinked hard. I hadn’t made a real decision, outside of work, in months. Certainly not where sex was concerned. 
 
    “So the question now is…what are you going to do?” 
 
    Wow. Talk about your dilemmas. Becky and Morgan were friends. And they were complicit in my make over, my transition. To be faced with a decision like this I risked losing one or the other. 
 
    I thought, my red lips pursed, my delicately shadowed eyes revealing deep thought. 
 
    “So what are you going to do? Who are you going to choose?” 
 
    “Well, I don’t want to choose Morgan, and lose you…but I don’t want to choose you and lose Morgan.” 
 
    Becky raised her eyebrows and stared hard. 
 
    “So, if…’when’…I get my next Best Ever, there’s only one solution.” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “You’ll both have to fuck me.” 
 
    For a moment Becky said nothing, then she smiled. 
 
      
 
    END 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    A Note from the Author! 
 
      
 
    Hey guys and gals. 
 
    I hope you enjoyed this little tale of Sam and Becky. 
 
    Please take a moment to rate me five stars. 
 
    That helps support my writing, 
 
    and lets me know which direction I should take 
 
    for future books. 
 
      
 
    Thank you 
 
      
 
    Grace

  

 
   
    Hundreds of stories! 
 
    Dozens of collections! 
 
    Dozens of full length novels! 
 
      
 
    Just go to Gropper press at: 
 
      
 
    https://gropperpress.wordpress.com 
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    On the following pages is the complete first section of ‘THE’ classic of Feminization: 
 
      
 
    The Sissy Ride! 
 
      
 
    ALEX TRENTON loves his wife, but he makes a fatal mistake. He becomes ensnared by a ‘Mystery Messenger’ on the internet and dresses up like a girl. That’s not so bad, but then he is caught by his neighbor, and the fun begins. Day after day Alex is blackmailed, pushed further and further down the road to femininity. What’s worse is…his wife is coming home! 
 
      
 
    A SPECIAL NOTE FROM ALYCE THORNDYKE 
 
    I’m Grace’s writIng partner, and I read the sections of this book as soon as they were done, before they ever saw the dubious light of the internet. I just want to say this book totally blew my mind. It is consistent, frantic, and leads to a conclusion I really did not expect. When the final twist hit I actually slapped my head. I couldn’t believe what Gracie had done. It was delightful, and I recommend this book to everybody. ~ Alyce. 
 
      
 
    For the complete book  go to: 
 
      
 
    Sissy Ride: The Book: The Complete Saga 

  

 
   
    Presenting the complete first section of 
 
    ‘THE’ classic of feminization. 
 
      
 
    The Sissy Ride 
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    Grace Mansfield

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    My name is Alex Trenton, and I didn’t mean for it to happen. In fact, even though I took the first step, I am not responsible. I am the victim here. 
 
      
 
    I was sitting at my computer, it was a Tuesday night. I had a bourbon and Coke I was sipping, and enjoying very greatly, and I was surfing porn. 
 
    I know, me bad, but Tanya, my wife, was at a convention for the week. I was all alone, and…and I was sitting there in my bathrobe, stroking my hog, getting all excited over the babes I was looking at.  
 
    Big breasts heaving, while some big-dicked stud plowed them. 
 
    Some cock tunneling between big breasts and shooting cream all over delightful flesh. 
 
    Or, my favorite, big breasted woman on all fours, jerking back and forth, facing the camera so I could see those enormous hooters and those red, red lips. 
 
    Money shot after money shot, squirting over buttocks, boobs, gorgeous faces, and I was ready to shoot my own load. 
 
    DING! The box flashed up on my screen. I had a message. 
 
    I started to delete it and stopped. It was from…Mistress Mandy? 
 
    Mistress Mandy? Who the hell was that? 
 
    I didn’t recognize the name, but there was this little round picture of, get this, red lips, on the message. 
 
    I love red lips. And I know I shouldn’t have done it, you’re not supposed to open anything you don’t know on the web, I opened it. 
 
    The message read: 
 
      
 
    I saw you the other day and knew. 
 
    You are the perfect man. 
 
    I’ve been stalking you. 
 
    I want you to do something for me. 
 
      
 
    I blinked. Stalking? Out of the blue?  
 
    I went over all the women I had met over the past few weeks. 
 
    There were women at work. There were women on the street and in stores. But who, what woman, would pick a guy out at random and stalk him? 
 
    DING! 
 
    Please do something for me. 
 
    You have to. 
 
    I’ll die if you don’t. 
 
      
 
    She’d die? What the heck?  
 
    Merely a figure of speech. No intention. 
 
    But it was powerful, made me notice, made me not delete and block. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    Who is this? 
 
      
 
    I sat back, sipped a bit of bourbon, and wondered. 
 
    Was it Marsha? That secretary at the office? I had flirted with her, but she knew I was married. 
 
    Or maybe some clerk at the grocery store. Maybe some young thing bagged for me, and now wanted to…’bag’ me. 
 
    My thoughts and fantasies were interrupted by… 
 
    DING! 
 
    It doesn’t matter. 
 
    I just know that you like porn, 
 
    and that we have the same tastes. 
 
      
 
    She knew my tastes? Maybe it was just a random porn advertisement, searching for a sucker. 
 
    No. There had been request for money. The internet always wants your money. 
 
    I typed: 
 
      
 
    What do you know about me? 
 
      
 
    I sure hoped some Russian hairball wasn’t sitting over in Moscow, drinking vodka and chuckling and thinking, ‘I got a bite!’ 
 
    DING! 
 
    I know you like big titted girls getting it doggy style. 
 
    I know you’re fascinated by men with breasts. 
 
    I know you look at all the sites  
 
    where men are dominated by woman. 
 
    I know you’ve had a deep interest 
 
    in meeting a mistress 
 
    who will take you where you want to go. 
 
      
 
    It was off the internet. Only somebody on the internet would know what I liked to surf. 
 
    DING! 
 
    Watch this! 
 
      
 
    A simple link. Did I dare click on it? What could it hurt? I wouldn’t get a virus unless I clicked on something on the site, just looking at something wasn’t going to hurt. 
 
    I clicked on the link. 
 
    A window opened, a title page, and I just about dropped my jaw all the way to the floor. 
 
    Mommy Compilation part four! 
 
    Casca and Ryan and…and all the other big titted mothers I had seen again and again. It was one of my favorites, but how had this ‘mystery messenger’, this ‘Mistress Mandy,’ known? 
 
    And I knew she, I hoped it was a she, was into my computer history. 
 
    And she wouldn’t even have to crack my computer. All she had to do was hack into my Google history, or some other source. 
 
    I was actually sweating at this point. 
 
    DING! 
 
    I need you to do something for me. 
 
    You’ll like it. 
 
      
 
    I’d like it? I’d like what? 
 
    And I was scared, but I was also so mind fucked that I didn’t know what to do. 
 
    I was being stalked. 
 
    But it was sex. 
 
    And I was drunk and horny. 
 
    I hadn’t gotten any for a week. My wife was away. 
 
    I stared as some cock exploded the white stuff all over Casca’s titties on the screen. Possibly the most perfect tits in the history of the world. 
 
    I looked down at my lap. I was stroking myself. I had stopped when the messages started, but somewhere along the road I had started stroking again. Probably when the Mommy Compilation opened up. 
 
    And I knew, it was the idea of the secret stalker. It was somebody, who I didn’t know at all, sending me sexy messages. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    What do you want me to do? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Put on your wife’s clothes. 
 
      
 
    What!? 
 
    I typed: 
 
    You’re kidding. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    She’ll have a bra. Put it on. 
 
    Do you have condoms? 
 
      
 
    I didn’t want to answer, but I was compelled. This was getting too weird. 
 
    But it was a fantasy I had always had. Putting on a woman’s clothes. I had read every entry on Literotica about cross dressers.  
 
    Just the thought was making my boner even more erect. 
 
    I looked down at my lap. There was a drop of pre-cum sliding out of the head of my cock. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    I have condoms. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Do it. 
 
    Now. 
 
    Please. 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t bring myself to move. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    This is too weird. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    I’m not asking you to cheat. 
 
    I just want you to enjoy yourself. 
 
    To do what you want to do. 
 
    Where’s the harm? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Who are you? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    You’ll never know if you don’t 
 
    put on that bra. 
 
    Put water in the condoms. 
 
    Place the condoms in the bra. 
 
      
 
    I sat there. I sipped. My dick was getting harder. I was close to cumming, but I didn’t want to cum. If I came I would lose my sexual urgency, and I wanted to keep it high. 
 
    I wanted to put that damned bra on. 
 
    I wanted to have tits, no matter how fake. 
 
    DING! 
 
    Please. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    What do you get out of it? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    When I know that you are wearing that bra I will Jill off. 
 
    that is my reward for helping you. 
 
      
 
    It was a woman. She had said ‘Jill off’ instead of ‘Jack off.’ 
 
    But her reward was for helping me? 
 
    I typed: 
 
    Helping me? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Helping you find the truth of yourself. 
 
    Helping you give in to your secret urges. 
 
    Helping you realize that it’s okay… 
 
    to be a woman. 
 
      
 
    I stared at the words on the screen. I felt like I was apart from my body, and there was a faint scream way back in the basement of my skull. 
 
    I had never thought about being a woman. 
 
    But seeing these words on the computer, putting that together with the things I watched on the internet, the porn I read…did I want to try it? 
 
    Did this ‘phantom messenger’ know something about me that I didn’t know? That I needed to know? 
 
    I typed: 
 
    I’ll do it. 
 
      
 
    Before I was out of the swivel chair my screen dinged: 
 
    HURRY! 
 
      
 
    Fuck! I thought. What was I doing? What would Tanya think? I knew this was definitely beyond the limits of our relationship. 
 
    But it wasn’t like I was cheating. I was just…a little horny. 
 
    I’d do this, wack off, and see if I liked it. 
 
    I didn’t think about what would happen if I did like it. 
 
    I walked down the hall to my bedroom. I opened my wife’s drawer, then closed it. She would notice if I used something all folded and neat. 
 
    I went into the bathroom and looked in the hamper. 
 
    Bingo. A pink bra, and it looked like it was well worn, a little stretched. 
 
    I tried to put it on and couldn’t. Damned thing was weird. And I couldn’t reach up behind myself and fasten the clasps like I had seen Tanya do so easily. 
 
    Then I remembered. I had seen her method. I pulled it around my stomach and fastened it and then pulled it so the cups were in front and…cripes! The thing was inside out or something. 
 
    Of course. I mentally figured out the proper procedure, put the cups the right way, fastened it, pulled it around, and bingo. I was wearing her bra. 
 
    It was a little tight. She was more narrow than I. But not that tight. 
 
    And the boobs, thank God, were big. I’m one of those lucky guys that had a wife with big boobs. 
 
    I went into the bathroom and looked in a mirror. 
 
    A guy with a bra. Not sexy. But then why was my peter bouncing like a puppet on strings? 
 
    I returned to the bedroom and got out two condoms. The nozzle in the bathroom wouldn’t work, so I had to walk through the house. The curtains were closed, but it felt so weird, and kinky, and my dick was really enjoying this. I actually dripped some pre-cum on the hallway floor. 
 
    The kitchen sink wouldn’t work. 
 
    I went into the garage, and the laundry sink worked. I put the condoms over the nozzle and watched while they grew bigger. 
 
    How big is a boob? Especially when it is fake and about to be put into a bra like the one I was wearing? 
 
    I liked big boobs, so I let the water build up, and the condom grew bigger and hung down, and I stopped and tied it off. 
 
    I filled the other condom, trying to make sure they were the same size. 
 
    I put them in my bra. 
 
    ‘My’ bra. Not Tanya’s. In some weird way I had fashioned ownership over her lingerie. 
 
    I walked back through the house, now bouncing and jiggling. 
 
    God, it felt good, and I left more pre-cum splatters on the floor. I was really leaking now. 
 
    I looked into the mirror. 
 
    A man with boobs. Fuck! 
 
    I went back to the computer. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    I did it. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    What’s it like? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Weird. Sexy. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Are you hard? 
 
      
 
    I didn’t even think about how bizarre this was. I was now officially too horny to think straight. 
 
    I typed. 
 
    I’m really fucking hard. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Good. 
 
    Don’t jack off, yet. 
 
      
 
    I typed. 
 
    Why not? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    I want you to do something else. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    What? 
 
      
 
    Now I realized that I was into the game. Heysoos! What was happening to me? But I was too horny to stop. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Put on a blouse, or sweater, or something 
 
    that will really show your boobs off. 
 
     
 
    I typed: 
 
    I‘ll do it. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    HURRY! 
 
      
 
    I got up and went back to the bedroom. I went through my wife’s closet. Blouses were so thin my bra would be too visible, the fakery would be too easily seen. 
 
    Sweaters were too tight. I was afraid I would stretch them out. 
 
    A jacket? I had visions of myself, stacked, showing cleavage through the open front. But, no. 
 
    Then I saw the dress. 
 
    Fuck! A dress? The Mystery Messenger had said a shirt, but I didn’t think she would complain if I put on a dress. 
 
    It was purple. Just a little loose at the neck. Stretchy. It wouldn’t get all pulled out of shape.  
 
    I took it off the hanger and held it up. 
 
    Right size. 
 
    I put it on. 
 
    Oh, God! I thought I was going to cum right there! Then I realized something. I was dripping so much I was going to leave stains. 
 
    Quickly, I lifted up the dress and looked around. 
 
    Damn! What would a woman do it she had a cock that was dripping…then I laughed. A hard bark. I was imagining really strange things. 
 
    Then I realized the solution. 
 
    Still holding my dress up I went to the hamper and pulled out undies. Panties. A match for the bra I had on. 
 
    I put the panties on, then opened a drawer under the sink and pulled out a Kotex. 
 
    I put it in the panties where my dick would drip, and pulled the panties up. I let my dress down. 
 
    ‘My’ dress. 
 
    And realized I had gone too far. The Mystery Messenger, Mistress Mandy, ‘MM’ I would think of her from here on out, had only said a shirt. But now I had on a dress and panties. And…a Kotex. 
 
    Which thought made my dick surge so hard I was afraid I was going to cum in my panties.  
 
    Could the panty liner catch a load of sperm? I didn’t think so. 
 
    I quickly fumbled up the dress, reached into my panties and squeezed my cock. Hard. I waited, and slowly the urge to squirt faded. 
 
    Sighing, I went to the kitchen, poured another drink, then went back to the computer. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    Couldn’t find a blouse. 
 
      
 
    No response. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    I put on a dress. 
 
    Is that okay? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Wow! 
 
    Perfect. 
 
    How do you feel? 
 
      
 
    Truthfully, I typed: 
 
    I almost came in my panties. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    You’re wearing panties? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    I had to. 
 
    I was dripping. 
 
    I needed a panty liner. 
 
      
 
    Nothing for a while. I started the Mommy Compilation video over again. 
 
    I watched those big breasts bounce and sway as men ground into women, and I felt…proud? Happy?  
 
    I had my own set of tits! 
 
    Whoever this MM was…she had called me rightly. There was something so horny and intoxicating as wearing woman’s clothes. 
 
    DING! 
 
    Lipstick. 
 
      
 
    My mind just sort of popped. The only thing that kept me from passing out was the fact that I was sedated by whiskey. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    What? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    You know you want to. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    No. 
 
    I don’t. 
 
    I can’t do that. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    I can see you in my mind’s eye. 
 
    Sitting there so sexy. 
 
    Your big boobs overflowing. 
 
    I can see you with long hair, 
 
    all curled and wavy. 
 
    I can see your face, 
 
    perfectly made up. 
 
    But, 
 
    most of all, 
 
    I can see your lips. 
 
    Your red, red lips. 
 
    Does your wife have red lipstick? 
 
    Really red lipstick? 
 
      
 
    I didn’t sip now, I gulped. I needed the liquid courage. 
 
    Putting on lipstick? That would be like the final line to cross! 
 
    That was so far out there I didn’t think I could do it! 
 
    I gulped again. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    For me? 
 
    Please? 
 
    I need to see you in my mind’s eye. 
 
    I need to know your lips are sexy red. 
 
    Blow job red. 
 
    Red enough for me to kiss and kiss. 
 
    Can you imagine me kissing your red lips? 
 
    Can you? 
 
      
 
    I could. Oh, my God, I could. I could see my lips, round and red and waiting to be kissed. 
 
    The drinks hitting me harder, I typed: 
 
    I’ll do it. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    HURRY! 
 
      
 
    I ran, actually ran, to the bedroom, to the back bathroom. I opened the medicine cabinet. Nothing there. 
 
    Then I realized I was drunk and not thinking. My wife wouldn’t leave her lipstick in the medicine cabinet, especially when she had a make up table. 
 
    I went to her table, and there, sitting to the side, all by itself, almost like it wanted to be noticed, was a thin, gold tube. 
 
    I sat down and opened the tube. It wasn’t the roll on stuff, but a little applicator. 
 
    I puckered my lips at the mirror and began painting. 
 
    One coat made them red. Two coats filled in the cracks. Three coats. I wanted this to be perfect. 
 
    They were. Beautiful, luscious red. A light metallic sheen to them. And they looked plumper. I looked at the tube. 
 
      
 
    BUXOM 
 
    Lip stain and plumper 
 
      
 
    Lip stain? A dull thought shot through me. What was the difference between lip stain and lipstick? 
 
    Still, nothing connected. 
 
    I stared in the mirror for a long time. My lips were larger, so that was what the plumper was. And I was so-o-o sexy. 
 
    Big boobs. Red lips. 
 
    I stood up. 
 
    I wasn’t big boned, but I could use a corset or something. Still, though I was a bit angular, I was so fucking turned on I couldn’t believe it. 
 
    I picked up my glass and took a sip. There was only the lightest trace of lipstick on the glass. It must have dried fast. 
 
    I went back to the computer room. I sashayed through the house. I sauntered through the rooms. 
 
    My chest swayed, and I tried to put some sway into my ass. And I got an idea. Heels. 
 
    I had often admired how my wife’s ass swayed when she wore heels. 
 
    I returned to the bedroom and searched my wife’s closet. 
 
    In the back, a pair of three inch stiletto heels. She never wore them anymore. They had open toes and a sling on the heel. 
 
    I put them on, and barely fit. My toes stretched the front strap, and the heel strap, but I managed to stand in them. 
 
    I was shaky, had to work to keep my balance, especially with all the liquor I had been drinking. 
 
    I stood for a long moment, just practicing standing, and I saw it. On the top shelf, in the back of the closet, was a box. My wife’s wig. She hadn’t worn it for ages. Had only bought it for one occasion, a bad hair cut. 
 
    I took the box down and opened it. A blonde wig. Long and curly. 
 
    I tried to remember how she had put it on, and fitted it to my head. It took a while, but I managed. 
 
    I walked out of the closet. Red lips, big tits, long hair, and my ass swaying like it was a hammock. 
 
    Fuck! 
 
    And my dick was pushing my panties out and spoiling the look of the dress. 
 
    I returned to the computer room. 
 
    MM had left another message. 
 
    Where are you? 
 
      
 
    I sat down and typed: 
 
    I couldn’t help it. 
 
    I couldn’t stop myself. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    What did you do? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    I put on the lipstick, then I put on high heels. 
 
    I even put on my wife’s wig. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Oh, God! 
 
    My pussy is throbbing! 
 
    I want to see you! 
 
      
 
    Even drunk, I thought, no way! 
 
    I typed: 
 
    No way! 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Well, 
 
    take a picture for yourself. 
 
    Take a few pictures. 
 
    You’re going to want to remember this always. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    I will. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    I need to cum now. 
 
      
 
    I thought about this. In my addled state I wondered. Is jacking off at the same time cheating? Did I dare? 
 
    Of course I dare. I was drunk and horny and I needed to squirt in the worst possible way. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    Me, too. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    We need to cum at the same time. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    How do we work this? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Stroke yourself, 
 
    at the end of one minute cum. 
 
    I will do the same. 
 
      
 
    The idea of cumming together, separately, was erotic, and I lifted my dress out of the way and grabbed my cock. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Look at your computer. 
 
    Computers have the same time. 
 
    Get your message ready, 
 
    just say ‘now!’ 
 
    send it when your minute changes. 
 
    When the minute changes again we cum. 
 
      
 
    I took a quick sip, prepared my message, and watched the digital clock on my computer. 
 
    The numbers changed. I sent the message, and began stroking. 
 
    Oh, God! It felt good, within ten seconds I was holding myself back. 
 
    I could imagine her, whoever she was, diddling her pussy. Maybe using a dildo, definitely a vibrator. 
 
    She would be playing with her tits, maybe even sucking a nipple. 
 
    I wanted to suck my own nipples. 
 
    I fondled my balls.  
 
    I stroked. 
 
    Time passed, I was on the edge…on the edge… 
 
    The number changed. 
 
    “OH…OHHHH! Oh! Oh!” 
 
    Semen spurted across the room. A long rope of sticky, white fluid. My hips locked up and I couldn’t move, white heat filled my mind and everything got dim. I had never experienced such an explosive cum in my life! 
 
    Then it was done. 
 
    I sat for a minute, drained and not wanting to move, but I had to send a message. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    Was it good? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    God! 
 
    Massive! 
 
    I’m still feeling little earthquakes inside. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Thank you. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Talk to you later. 
 
    Don’t forget to take pictures. 
 
      
 
    I blinked It was like a lifeline had been cut. My whole world had been invested in that messaging. And now it was…over? 
 
    I typed: 
 
    Wait! 
 
    When will we talk again? 
 
      
 
    No response, and the message window disappeared. She had officially cut the line. 
 
      
 
    Stunned, satisfied, mystified, I knew I had to take pictures. 
 
    I reached into a drawer and took out my good camera. No stupid cell phone for this babe. 
 
    I put it on a tripod and set it up in the living room. I used the timer and took a series of pictures. I posed. I kissed at the lens. I flaunted my tits. I never felt so sexy. 
 
    And the nice thing, my bump was gone. My boner down, the dress was smooth and not showing any hint of my package. 
 
    And then, finally, it was over. 
 
    It was time to get undressed and be a man again. 
 
    Truth, after I had cum I was ready to change back. I guess that was a good thing. It meant that I just wanted the sex, I didn’t want to remain a woman. which shows how people can delude themselves. 
 
    Still, I stalled just a bit longer. 
 
    I uploaded the pictures to my computer and put them in a file, and I hid the file. 
 
    I smiled. Nobody was going to find these puppies. 
 
    Then I washed my glass out, odd, the lipstick stain, as light as it was, was very stubborn. Didn’t want to come off. 
 
    Then I washed a bunch of glasses. They were just sort of dusty, and I imagined myself a woman, just sitting around and doing housework. 
 
    Then I washed the cupboards off, cleaned a few more things, and realized the time. 
 
    It was two in the morning! And I had been prancing around like a woman for hours! Hunh! Maybe there was a part of me that did want to be a woman. 
 
    Then I talked myself out of it. 
 
    It was just a one time thing. 
 
    I went to the bedroom, thought about sleeping as a woman, then decided against it. I wasn’t that horny anymore, though I did have an inner buzz of excitement running through me. 
 
    I took off the wig and put it away. I took off the dress and hung it up. I took the water condoms out of the bra and put them in the sink. I didn’t pop them, I wanted to wear them again. I probably wouldn’t, but…I just left them in the sink. 
 
    I took off my panties, and the liner was soaked from the pre cum I had emitted earlier. I smiled at the thought of how much juice I had shot. God, what a night! 
 
    Finally, I looked in the mirror at my lipstick. Lip stain. My lips were still plump. This stuff really worked. 
 
    I decided to just hop into the shower and wash the stuff off. 
 
    I turned the water on hot, hopped in and soaped up. 
 
    I rubbed my lips, soaped them good, rubbed them some more, and grinned. I would be clean now. 
 
    I got out of the shower, dried myself off, and looked in the mirror. 
 
    Oh, no! The lipstick was still there. 
 
    I grabbed a washcloth and soaped it up and scrubbed my lips some more. 
 
    They stayed red. In fact, because of all the rubbing they were a little redder. 
 
    A little worried, I went back to the computer and powered up. I researched lip stain. 
 
    Long lasting than lipstick. It doesn’t just apply a color over the lips, it stains the skin. 
 
    My jaw dropped and I stared at the screen. The site I was on had dozens of red lips on it. Lips on women. Red lips where they should be. Not on a man. 
 
    What had I done? 
 
    I researched some more. Most stains came off within a day. I looked up the particular brand I had used. Three days. One day to lose most of the color, but three days to lose all the color. 
 
    Three days. 
 
    It was Wednesday night. That meant Thursday, Friday, and Tanya was due home on Saturday. Saturday afternoon. 
 
    Yes. It would work, though there might be a little redness left, but I could talk fast and cross my fingers…it was workable. 
 
    But, first, I was going to have to call in sick. I couldn’t be seen at work with lips like these. 
 
    So I set my alarm and went to sleep. 
 
    And woke up late. And my head hurt. 
 
    I groaned, rolled over and picked up my cell. 
 
    There was a message on it, from Tanya. 
 
     
 
    Tried to reach you last night. 
 
    Where were you? 
 
     
 
    I was dressing up in your clothes, my love. Why do you ask? I giggled. 
 
    I called up work and put on my best fake cough. It was pretty easy, and they bought it. Heck, in this day of COVID the slightest wheeze was an excuse to lock down and quarantine. 
 
    I called Tanya then.  
 
    “Hey, babe! How you doing?” she greeted me. 
 
    “I’m good, but I miss you!” At least I missed you until last night, and then I was a bad boy. 
 
    “Oh, I miss you, too. I can’t wait to feel your big dick in me.” 
 
    “Whoa! I like that! Tell me more.” 
 
    “I couldn’t help myself,” she giggled. I masturbated last night.” 
 
    What!? She never did such things. She was the original Miss Goody Two Shoes. 
 
    “I can’t believe it.” 
 
    “Believe.” 
 
    “Well, how was it?” 
 
    This talk was turning me on. And I was already turned on by having dressed up the night before, and by looking at my red, red lips this morning. 
 
    “Oh, I had a big bang. The kind that just sort of takes your breath away and leave you dazed and confused.” 
 
    “Geez, hearing you talk like that has given me a boner. I’m going to have to jack off.” 
 
    “Don’t you dare! You save it for me! When I get home I’m going to jump your bone seven ways from go.” 
 
    “Oh, so you can beat off, but I can’t?” 
 
    “No. You’re a man.” 
 
    “And I have a man’s needs.” 
 
    “You’ve had your needs filled too often, and you’re going to get your needs really filled when I get home. So no jacking off!” 
 
    DING! 
 
    I stared at the computer screen. MM had sent me a message? Right while I was talking to my wife! 
 
    I clicked on the message box. 
 
    “Honey? Are you there?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah!” My mind was caught between two conversations, I was fumbling the ball. 
 
    On the screen: 
 
    Hi, lover. 
 
    You ready for tonight? 
 
      
 
    Oh, no! 
 
    “Yeah I can’t wait to fuck you,” I said.  
 
    “You sound kind of funny. Is everything all right?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah…” 
 
    I typed: 
 
    Yes. 
 
      
 
    I said: “I’m just looking forward to making love to you.” 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    We’re really going to go crazy tonight. 
 
    Are you ready? 
 
      
 
    “I’m ready,” I said. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “What?” I was getting confused. 
 
    DING! 
 
    We’re going to paint your nails 
 
    and dress you all the way up. 
 
      
 
    “You just said you were looking forward to making love, and then you asked ‘what.’ What’s going on?” 
 
    DING! 
 
    Then you’re going to walk around. 
 
    Outside. 
 
    You’re going to be so brave. 
 
      
 
    I tried to separate the conversations in my head. I pushed the MM aside in my mind, turned my swivel away from the screen, and said. 
 
    “Sorry honey, I just cut my finger. Paper cut.” 
 
    “Are you all right?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. No big deal. And I can’t wait to see you.” 
 
    DING! 
 
    I ignored the bell. “I’m going to go crazy on you.” 
 
    She giggled. “That sounds like fun. But can you handle a real woman?” 
 
    As opposed to a computer message woman? “Oh, yeah. I feel like real woman right now.” I blinked. Was there something revealing about what I had said? 
 
    DING! 
 
    “Like the Shania Twain song,” she said. 
 
    I searched my mind. I didn’t want to read messages. Oh, yeah. I remembered the song. I hummed a bit of it. 
 
    Tanya sang: “Man, I feel like a woman.” 
 
    DING! 
 
    But now I was successfully in the groove. I put aside the thoughts of the constant messages and focused on my wife. 
 
    For a long minute we talked, and even talked dirty, to each other. then it was time to hang up. 
 
    DING! DING! DING! 
 
    Her last words were, “Well, take care of yourself. You do sound a little strange.” 
 
    “I’m fine. And I look forward to this weekend so much.” 
 
    “Me, too. Bye, lover.” 
 
    I hung up, and I was aware that MM had opened up by calling me ‘lover,’ and that my wife had hung up calling me ‘lover.’ 
 
    What a tangled web I was in. 
 
    I turned to the computer and opened looked at the messages. 
 
      
 
    I want you to tell me what you want. 
 
      
 
    I want to Jill off with you again. 
 
      
 
    Would you like to put on eye shadow? 
 
      
 
    In my mind I am kissing you right now. 
 
      
 
    I’m playing with my pussy, it’s hot and wet for you. 
 
      
 
    I’ll talk to you tonight. 
 
      
 
    END

  

 
   
    This has been the first section of ‘THE’ classic of Feminization: 
 
      
 
    The Sissy Ride! 
 
      
 
    Click the above link and order the whole book on Amazon!

  

 
   
      
 
    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! 
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    Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time. 
 
    I Changed My Husband into a Woman 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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    Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy. 
 
    Then he made a mistake. He took on the wrong … woman. 
 
    This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people are. 
 
      
 
    Too Tough to Feminize 
 
      
 
    Carol said: Ms Mansfield certainly understands the full force of female superiority and empowerment ! 
 
    I felt myself surrendering to the 'woman in me', and wanting to be a part of a dynamic woman's world.

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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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 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    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 
 
    

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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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. 
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A delightful novel of total power exchange!
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