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Author’s Note

Slavery is one of the most fascinating subjects in the history of the world. That’s because, for the history of the world, almost everyone has had slaves.

Up to forty per cent of Rome may have been slaves!

So why didn’t the slaves revolt?

Well, sometimes they did, but not that often.

Usually, and this may be hard for some to swallow, a slave had a better life than if he was a non-slave.

He was property, and his owner wanted him to last, and that meant he was fed regularly.

That’s something that everybody likes!

This doesn’t mean that I am promoting slavery, only just pointing out things to make you think.

Except for sexual slavery.

I tell ya, if those old slavemasters included a heaping helping of sex with their slaves there would be NO revolts!

At least, there wouldn’t be any revolts if I was in charge!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


I was a Sex Slave for a Year!

Domination, feminization, chastity,

spanking…and more!

Part One

“We’ve got to talk.” Shannon sat at the dining table. She was wearing a pencil skirt with a high hem. Her nylon clad legs were crossed at the thigh. Her arms were folded under her ample chest, making her boobs look bigger, but somehow off limits. Her face, normally a sweet orchestra of beauty, was showing no emotion.

Roger stood in the doorway. He had just got home and he was in a good mood. Had been in a good mood. The atmosphere was now quite chilly.

“Honey? What’s wrong?” He wasn’t faking it because he was sure he was safe. He had covered his tracks. No one had caught him. He was okay.

Her full bottom lip quivered slightly, and she commanded him, “Sit down.”

Now Roger was starting to worry. What the hell could be going on? “Did you get in an accident? Are you all right?” He dropped his brief case on the chair just inside the big doorway and crossed the room to her. “Honey?”

“Sit.” Her voice was so cold she could have frozen a polar bear.

Roger sat, and suddenly he was sweating. But she didn't know anything! She couldn’t…she didn’t…she—

She tossed a manila envelope on the table.

He looked at it. For a plain thing, not an address or a mark on it, it was…scary. He suddenly felt like he was about to read his own death certificate.

He picked up the envelope, looked at her with the most innocent look he could muster—she can’t know!—and ran a finger under the flap and opened it.

There was a sheaf of pictures in the envelope, and a bunch of papers that looked like…receipts.

His heart started to sink. She couldn’t know! but…he lifted out the papers and photos and started thumbing through them. His heart began pounding heavily. His eyes glazed over, but saw what was on the pictures.

A woman. And him. At a motel. Kissing. As they entered through a doorway.

A woman. And him. At a restaurant. Drinking and laughing.

A woman. Him kissing her. His hands under her dress and her moaning.

A woman. On her knees. With him…and the look on his face.

“I…” he muttered softly. “Don’t…” barely audible. “You…” a whisper.

“In your own words, Roger. How long has this been going on?What’s her name? Start talking. And be honest, for a change, because if I have these pictures then I already know.”

He didn’t know what she knew. She might know everything. She might know almost nothing. But…the pictures. And…he was going to have to be honest.

“I…uh…a year.” His voice was about as loud as a whisper in a church. An embarrassed whisper.

“Her name is Celia. I…uh…we met…she was a client…I’m sorry…I didn’t mean—“

“How is she in bed?”

Though it was just words, it was like a slap in his face, a hard slap, and he felt it all the way to the ground.

“I…I’m sorry.”

“I asked…how was she in bed?” Her voice was like air conditioning in an igloo.

“But, honey! I didn’t—“

“I asked,” she cut into him, emphasizing her words, “How was she in bed.”

He didn’t know how to answer, but the words found their way out of him. “I…I guess she was good.”

“You guess? Was she better than me?”

“No! No!”

“Then why did you do it?”

His voice shrank even more. “It was exciting. I thought…it was…exciting.”

“So you cheated on me for a cheap thrill.”

“I didn’t mean to,” his eyes were now getting moist. All the times he had screwed Celia he had felt so good, and what was the harm? As long as Shannon didn’t know there was no harm, right?

But…”How did you…”

“How did I find out?”

She ignored his question. “I have video tapes of you two in the bedroom. I hear you telling her how much you love her. I hear her grunting and slobbering when she blows you. How do you think that makes me feel?”

Her voice was freezing, but there were glimmers of tears leaking out the corners.

“Honey, I’ll make it up to you!”

“The first thing I thought, when I discovered all this, was that I was going to make you pay. I was going to divorce you. I was going to own the house, take the cars, leave you with nothing but underpants. I was going to take the stocks, the bonds, the house at Big Bear. Then I realized something terrible.”

She paused.

He waited.

“I still love you.”

“Honey!” he leaped to his feet as if to come around the table and hug her.

She put up her hand and stopped him. “Then I realized that if I did all those things to you it wasn’t much. You could just make a bunch of money, rebuild your empire. In the end, it wasn’t going to hurt. And a person who cheats needs to learn what hurt is. He has to feel the pain. Otherwise there is no lesson.”

“Then you aren’t going to leave me?”

“No. But you’re going to wish I had. I’m going to make you my slave for a year. Your’e going to do anything and everything I tell you. And if you don’t then not only will I take you for everything, I’ll release the photos, the videos, everything…to Facebutt and the media. How do you think your company stock will fare after that? How many investors are going to be willing to invest in your companies, your new projects, if I do that?”

“I…but…”

“Shut up, Roger. Just shut up.”

Roger shut.

He was pale, and sweating, and scared.

He had never seen Shannon so mad. And he knew that if she did do what she had said…he was done for. His life would be over.

His only chance was to placate her. To do what she said until he could find a way out of this mess.

“One year, you son of a bitch. After that…maybe we’ll divorce, maybe you can run off with your bitch girlfriend…that’s up to you. But for one year I’m going to be taking my pound of flesh. And it’s going to be a pretty fucking big pound.”

He stared at her. There was nothing he could say, and he was afraid that if he did say anything then she would go through with her threats. So he just sat there.

She stood up, a gorgeous woman with sexy legs and an amazing chest. who he loved to fuck. Who gave good head. but was now not in the mood for any of those things.

“You’ll be sleeping in the guest room tonight. Tomorrow we’ll move you out to the tool shed. Tomorrow you will start your new life, your life for a year. Good night.”

She walked out of the room, down the hallway. He heard her high heels click on the wood floor, and on the shallow steps that led up to the master bedroom.

He was going to be outside? In the tool shed? But…surely she couldn’t mean…he couldn’t.

BANG! The bedroom door slammed and Roger jumped.

Shannon had left the photos on the table and he looked down at them, then started leafing through them.

He remembered the times in those photos. He remembered the motels, the dinners out, the way she treated his cock like it was God’s gift to horny women.

All done now.

Every thing was over.

His life was over.

Tears began to fall on the photos.

It was January.

He woke up in the guest bedroom. The bed was smaller than he was used to and he felt a little cramped. He hadn’t showered the night before, and he felt a little grimy. His hair was messed up and his mouth tasted foul.

He shouldn’t have had those two drinks before he went to bed, but after what had happened he really felt like he needed those drinks.

He stood up, and stretched, yawned, thought about how he felt. Bad.

He decided to take a shower in the mud room on the other side of the house. Naked, he walked through the house and into the room. He stepped into the shower and his spirits rose a little.

Shannon would get over it. She’d come to her senses. All he had to do was—

“What are you doing in there?” Shannon pulled the door open and glared at him. She was holding one of his belts.

“Taking…a shower. I—“

“Did I give you permission to take a shower?”

“Well, no, but—“

She stepped back. “Get out.”

He did. He dripped on the tile floor.

“Outside!”

She held the door to the backyard open.

“But it’s cold!”

She slapped his ass with the belt.

“Ow!”

“I said get out!”

He was wet and naked. She was clothed and holding a belt. He tried to stay away from her as he scooted through the door, but she strapped him again.

“Ow! Stop it!”

She followed him out the door.

It was cold. He could see his breath. His skin was already goose pimply and his hair was standing up.

“You will not shower in the house,” she stated, uncoiling the garden hose from the holder next to the garage.

“What are you doing? Stop this! You—“

“You can jump in the pool if you wish, or use the sink in the tool shed, or this…”

She sprayed him with the garden hose. The water was cold and cutting and suddenly he was having a hard time breathing.

“Stop! Stop!” he cried. The stream of water was focused to a point and it hurt. the coldness hurt. She was aiming for his ass, his face, his groin, and she wouldn't stop.

He tried to dance away, but she followed him.

He tried to go around the pool, slipped, and fell in.

SPLASH!

But he came out of the pool like he was fired from a pistol! The water had to be near freezing! In fact, it was freezing! A pot with a bit of water in it had frozen over!

“Stop!” he begged.

She turned the water off and tossed the hose on the ground.

“Clear everything out of the tool shed. There’s a blanket in there if you want to dry off. I’ll feed you later.”

She walked back into the house and he stood and shivered. And, the weirdest thing, he had an erection.

The tool shed was more than a shed. It was used for storage, for tools, and it even had a slop sink in it and a toilet. Originally it had been a small room, a guest house, but they decided it was archaic, too shabby, and just stored stuff in there.

Roger entered the tool shed and searched for the blanket. It was on a bottom shelf, and some varmint had bitten off pieces of it for its nest. It was filthy with rat hair and turds, and had big holes in it.

Still, it was all he had. He took it out and shook it off. Then he tried to dry himself and wrap himself in it.

It was scratchy. It was short, too. Probably a horse blanket. It didn’t offer much in the way of warmth.

He went back into the tool shed and looked around. Rakes, hoes, shovels, clippers, edgers, an old push lawn mower.

On the shelves next to a filthy, opaque piece of glass that was a window were hammers, saws, drills, boxes of nails, and so on.

He remembered getting married and needing those tools. then he had built his company up and didn’t need them. He could hire people to do the things that he had once enjoyed.

The toilet was crusty. Some varmint had apparently been pushing the toilet seat up and sticking its snout in to drink.

The sink was caked with dirt and rusty water.

He began to move the tools and things aside. He made himself a space in the corner under the work bench. It was too small, and the cement floor was hard underneath it, but it was the only semblance of furniture in the place.

He crawled under the bench, wrapped the holy blanket around himself, and tried to stop shivering.

Bang! The door slammed back against the wall and Shannon stood in the doorway. She placed a dish on the floor and looked around. She saw him coming out from under the bench and a thin smile turned the corners of her mouth up.

“I want everything out of here. Put it in a pile in the driveway by the mail box. Any tool go in the garage.Wash your plate and leave it outside the mud room.”

He mumbled, “Can I have some clothes?”

“Did you need clothes when you were fucking your bitch?”

“But it’s cold!”

“Wrap your hands around your ding dong. That looks hot enough.”

He was aware that he had a boner. It had been hard when she kicked him out, and it was getting harder. What the fuck?

She walked out, leaving the door open.

He listened to her heels clicking around the pool. He heard the door slam.

He straightened up, felt stiff, but went to the bowl she had brought him his breakfast in.

It was the old dog dish!

And it was filled with…slop.

Then he blinked. No. Not slop.

He reached down and picked it up. He sniffed it. Goop!

Oh, my God! My favorite food!

There was a moment there that he thought she was taking pity on him, that she didn’t mean it, that…no. She meant it.

But…goop?

Goop was his favorite dish of all time. It was an odd dish. Easy to make, very filling, stuck to the ribs.

It was hamburger, rice, onion, celery, all mixed into a can of Cream of Chicken soup, and salt. That was all.

Yet he loved it. He would eat it over steak! Any day of the week!

Then he frowned. What nefarious plot was Shannon hatching?

But, whatever the plot, the goop was real.

He looked around for a fork, realized there wasn’t one, and stared at the goop.

He was supposed to eat like a dog.

Nasty of her.

Yet, he would. For goop. And that was the nefariousness she had planned. He was going to be broken down one piece at a time.

Well, for goop…he sat down and used his fingers. He scooped the warm stuff with his fingers and fed himself.

He finished moving everything out of the tool shed. He used a broom to sweep away cobwebs. He used a bucket of water and old newspaper to clean the darkened window.

He was freezing the whole time he cleaned. And his penis was hard. But there was nothing else to do.

A little past noon Shannon called to him from the mud room. “Go get the paint!”

Paint?

Blanket wrapped around him, he walked through the side yard to the driveway.

The driveway was long and curved, and no neighbors could see past the hedges. Semi naked, he saw several cans of pink paint, and a brush.

Pink? WTF?

He took the paint into the backyard and placed it next to the mud room.

Tap, tap!

He looked at the kitchen window. Shannon was motioning him to take the paint to the shed.

But why was he…and he got it. He was supposed to paint the shed pink. All of it. Inside and out!

He hated pink!

He painted the structure all afternoon, and since it wasn’t large he was done by dinner. That took his mind off the lunch he hadn’t had.

But dinner…goop. That was fine with him. He could eat goop all three meals.

He was just finishing eating when Shannon came out to see him. She watched him for a moment, then remarked. “I would try to fill in the cracks with pink paint, stop the wind. And I notice you’ve got a hard on. Dreaming of Celia, no doubt.”

“No,” he muttered, knowing that she would ignore him.

“Well, if you plan on masturbating I would do it quick.

With that enigmatic remark she returned to the house.

It was cold that night, and he slept in short spurts. by the time dawn arrived he felt like his toes were little blocks of ice, and even his boner had gone down.

When dawn came he sat up and rubbed his body and tried to get circulation going.

Then, trying to hold the blanket around him, he tried to do some jumping jacks. The motion warmed him, but he was so damned cold it didn’t matter. He wondered if he was going to get frostbite.

“I want the lawn cut and the windows washed. Get the things you’ll need out of the garage, and be quick. I lock the house up now.”

“Why do you lock the house up?”

“To keep you out when I go on errands, she snapped. “Did you jack off?”

“It’s too cold!” he whined.

“Too bad.”

She turned and went back into the house.

And so it went for several days.

He ate goop for breakfast and dinner, slept in a holy horse blanket, and did labor.

It was a time for reflection. Past the resentment, he thought about running away. But where would he go?

He thought about breaking into the house and having it out with his wife.

But she had the pictures.

And the belt.

And he was starting to wonder if she had other things. Maybe she had the pistol he had bought to defend herself against intruders?

Probably not.

But…she was proving capable of things he had never imagined her to be capable of.

After dinner.

“Want some clothes?”

“Yes?” he burst out.

“Put this on.”

She held out a chastity device.

He stared at it.

“No.”

“Good bye.”

“Wait!” he yelped.

She turned back to him. She held it out. He took it.

“I can’t get it on,” he muttered. His cock was standing out.

“When you get it on I’ll give you clothes. Beat it, freeze it, I don’t care. But no clothes until you are contained.”

“But why?”

“You’ll be in chastity even past the year,” she announced. “Your dick will never be free to spread its seed willy nilly ever again.”

That was a stark statement and he stared at her.

“Now, hurry up. Knock on the kitchen window when you have it on.”

Putting a chastity belt on a hard dick is an impossibility. It just won’t fit. The only solution is to make the dick soft.

He got a plant pot, filled it with ice water, and squatted over it, his dingus dangling into the freezing water.

It just made him harder.

He tried jacking off. He didn’t feel like it, hard dick notwithstanding. So he stroked and stroked, and tried to think sexy thoughts, and…he started to feel the urge.

He stroked harder.

He was excited, but he still couldn’t get there.

He did the one thing that was guaranteed to make him squirt. He stuck a finger in his ass.

“AH!” he grunted. “Oh…fuck!”

It was a cum. Not a particularly enjoyable one as he was too cold to enjoy it.

But it did the trick. He now had a soft dinger, and he quickly put the chastity tube on it.

He stood up and sighed. fucking kinky, to have this thing on his thing.

He trotted across the yard to the window. Oh, God! Clothes! He tapped on the window.

Shannon appeared at the window, looked down at his imprisoned cock and smiled. She gave him a thumbs up—that was the first signal of approval she had given him since this whole thing started—then disappeared. A moment later a small bag was shoved out the dogie door at the mud room.

Roger stared at the bag. It was small. Too small. He wanted pants, a shirt, a jacket!

He walked to the bag, his brow furrowed, and opened it.

Panties and a bra. And…lipstick?

What the fuck?

He went back to the window and tapped.

Shannon appeared. She was holding a cell phone.

“I need clothes! You said clothes! Not this…this…stuff!”

She held up the phone and placed it against the window.

He blinked and stared. It was somebody crouching…the picture a little dark…then it lightened up.

It was him! Standing in the shed! And he was…Oh, my God!…he was jacking off! And his finger was up his butt!

His head jerked up and he stared at her.

She was grinning.

“And leave it there!” she yelled through the glass.

He knew exactly what she meant. The camera.

He ran to the shed and looked up at the high corner. A little, red, light. A camera! She had videoed him beating off!

He ran back to the window.

“Erase it! Delete it!”

She shook her head. She had a white piece of paper and was writing something on it on the counter.

“You have to get rid of that! If somebody saw it…”

She folded the paper in half and set it on the window ledge. He read.

Open!

She turned it on the ledge.

Closed!

Tears leaked out of his eyes. “I need clothes!”

She looked at the sack in his hands, then up at him, then she simply walked away. the light in the kitchen went off.

Closed!

The tears were flowing now, but there was nothing he could do.

He turned and walked back to the shed. He could hardly see as he entered the shed. It was dark and gloomy, his eyes were filled with water. He was freezing.

And only panties and a bra.

He shivered.

Made a resolution not to wear the panties and bra.

Then he realized that Shannon would just figure some way to force him to wear them.

Besides, maybe the little wisps of material would afford him at least a tid bit of warmth.

Maybe.

But…he couldn’t bring himself to wear them.

He woke up. Freezing. It had been two weeks and he had never felt so miserable.

He spent his nights shivering, and was actually looking forward to some kind of work so he could take his mind off his situation.

Shannon called out, “Breakfast.”

He hurried out to the mud room. She was holding his goop and a box was on the ground next to her.

He was naked but for the blanket. He still wasn’t wearing the panties and bra.

His cock looked very small in the little cage.

She grinned as it bobbed up and down.

“Cute,” she said.

She placed the dish on the ground and waited.

He knelt down and picked it up.

She placed a hand on his head and held him down.

“What?” he asked.

He was stunned that he couldn’t stand up. He must be getting weaker.

He was losing weight on the two meals a day, and he just felt…weak. He was working, but he figured he wasn’t getting enough protein to stay strong.

Or he was just shivering his strength away.

She said, “Eat on all fours. When you’re done washing your dish I want you to do what’s in the box.”

“What’s in the box?”

“Instructions.”

With that she went back into the house.

Roger stood up. She saw him, but didn’t bother reprimanding him. she just continued into the main part of the house.

Roger ate. He loved goop, but he was eating nothing but goop. It was probably healthy enough, he could probably live a long time on the stuff, but he was now gulping it down like he normally did. Now it was just food, and he ingested it, and that was all the joy he was getting.

He finished, washed his dish, and opened the box.

Four J bolts.

A piece of paper detailing where they should be in the shed.

A large wrench.

He screwed the J bolts in. Two in the thick four by four at the top of the shed wall, and two into the thick four by four at the bottom of the wall.

He was curious, but he was pretty sure he would find out what they were four soon.

He finished and tapped on the kitchen window.

He didn’t need to. She could see him in the little corner camera. But he wanted to look into the kitchen. Maybe see a bit of her. A glimpse of her passing even.

She might be mean, but she was his only source of human contact.

He used to meet with dozens of people a day. Now there was only her.

She might hate him, and he might resent his situation, but she was all he had.

The door to the mud room opened and she came out. She was holding four hand cuffs and four lengths of chain.

“Come along,” she said briskly.

She led him into the tool shed, his house, or home now, and directed him to stand against the wall.

He did.

“Face to the wall,” she said.

He turned around. She fastened the chains to the J bolts and used a big channel lock plier to squeeze the Js into a hard circle.

She put the cuffs through a link, then around an ankle, and ankle, a wrist, and a wrist.

He was fastened to the wall.

Naked.

“Not bad,” she mused, standing back. “Don’t go away.” And she walked out.

She returned ten minutes later, and she was…different.

First, she was wearing a black corset and no bra. Her tits were pushed up and poking out.

Her hips flared under the corset, and her pussy was quite visible.

She was wearing stockings with big mesh, and tall heels.

Her hair was done up in a top pony tail, and her make up was severe. Her eyes were dark and her lips a red, but full, slash.

She had his belt around her neck and the two ends were draped down over her boobs.

“Hello, dear,” she smiled.

He stood, his neck bent so he could watch her. His dick was trying desperately to get erect. “What is this?”

“Just part of your punishment. How many times do you think you made love to Celia over the year?”

“I…I don’t know. I don’t…it didn’t…count.”

Her nonchalant attitude, her appearance, the way she asked the question…he was confused.

“Did you meet with her once a week? Remember, I’ve got receipts. I’ll know if you’re lying.”

“I…twice a week.”

“Twice a week! My, my! Aren’t you the stud. You’re fucking her twice a week, and then me…but you were falling off with me a bit, weren’t you. You used to fuck me three times a week, but then you only did me once a week, and she was getting the rest of you. Twice a week. Double what I was getting. Is that right?”

“I don’t know! I—“

CRACK! She struck him with the belt across the butt.

He jumped and cried out. It wasn’t a hard strike, just enough to wake him up, to remind him of who was in charge.

“Yes! Yes! Twice a week!”

She leaned against him and he felt the hot tops of her tits poking into his back. His cock struggled. He whimpered.

“Twice a week. Oh, my manly man. That’s a hundred times you betrayed me. How many strokes should you get for that?”

“None! I’m not an animal! You can’t—“

CRACK!

“Ow!”

The secret to a good whipping…” she began to explain.

CRACK!

“Ow!”

“Is to hit you hard enough to hurt, not so hard that I can’t whip you again tomorrow. I suggest you count.”

CRACK!

“Ow!”

“Because I’m not going to count.”

CRACK!

“Please!”

“Better count. I think you’re at five now.”

“Five! Yes. Please! Don’t—“

CRACK!

“Lord have mercy!” he cried out.

“Nope.”

CRACK!

She was up to ten before he realized that nobody was counting. He began counting.

CRACK!

“Ten!”

CRACK!

“Eleven!”

Each number was accompanied with tears and whimpers and guttural sounds.

She stopped at twenty, pressed against him, reached around him and felt his weenie in the cage.

“Hey, it’s doing pretty good. Feel it trying to get hard?”

He was sore. His back was pink, but not bloodied. She was doing a consummate job of punishing him, and exciting him.

She cupped his cheeks and humped him.

He cried out because it hurt.

She kissed his neck. “God, I love you,” she whispered.

“Then let me loose!”

“Not a chance. You need this. You betrayed me, and you need to learn.

“I’ve learned.

“Not for a year you haven’t.”

“You’re going to do this to me for a year?” he sounded incredulous.

“But I already told you that. Why are you so surprised?”

“But…”

“Let me ask you a question.”

Now she waited.

“What?”

“Do you deserve this?”

It was a fair question, an honest question, and everything stopped for Roger.

She knew everything; she had all the answers.

He knew she knew this one.

There was only one answer.

“Come on, Roger. Do you deserve this?”

She was shaking his caged cock, and it felt so good. His balls were bouncing underneath and he almost felt like he could cum.

“Roger?”

“Yes!” he broke.

And it was like something clean had just run through him.


Part Two

Roger had put down some bricks and planks under the work bench. He was off the ground, but still shivering with the cold.

But, oddly, he felt good.

He had finally admitted his cheating in enough detail that he felt cleansed.

They say that confession is good for the man, and now Roger understood that.

He lay, trembling with cold, trying to huddle into the worn and tattered blanket, and thought about what he had done.

He had cheated on his wife.

And…why?

He had lied to her, betrayed her, and for what?

A roll in the hay. He had told Celia, among other things, that he was going to leave his wife, that his wife hadn’t treated him right. He had even hinted that it was his wife that was cheating.

He had said he was going to leave his wife, and would she be patient while he figured things out.

All lies.

So not just lies to his wife, but to his girlfriend.

Laying, huddled, cold, his penis trying to get hard—seemed that was all it did these days—he started to understand what a cad he was.

It was just so unfortunate that he had to hit rock bottom before he realized it.

The door to the shed opened and a blast of cold wind entered.

He moaned. Painting over the cracks in the structure, sealing it with pink paint, had actually enabled him to raise the temperature in the building an almost imperceptible degree or two.

Now that advantage whistled out the door.

“Shut…shut the door,” his teeth chattered.

She did, but chuckled.

She was carrying a camping lantern, a bright one that lit the hovel up.

The shed actually had electricity, but it had gone out a couple of years before. It still had a light hanging by a thin chain from the center of the ceiling and she hooked the lantern over the cord.

She looked around the shed and grunted. “Really, I don’t see how you can live like this. Stand up.”

He unfolded himself from his ‘bed’ and stood up. He moved gingerly as the strapping had left him quite sore.

Shannon was wearing jeans and a thick jacket. Her cheeks were flush with the brisk hair and her eyes were sparkling with the novelty of feeling the cold weather.

Normally she was in a nice, warm house.

“Bend over the bench.”

Afraid that she was going to pull out the belt again, he yet had to. He might be scared, but he was also beaten. There wasn’t much left in him to resist.

But she didn’t abuse him. She pulled a small squeeze tube out of a pocket, squeezed a glob of ointment on her fingers, and began massaging his ass.

“Oh, fuck!” he wheezed, tears coming to his eyes from the mix of pain and pleasure.

But it was much more pleasure than pain. In fact, he was startled to find that the spanking, which had hurt so much, was now affording him such pleasure. Who would have thought?

“Wow,” I really whaled the tar out of you, didn’t I?” Her voice was soft, even caring, and his breath slowly escaped him.

“Oh, you’re shivering. It must be cold.”

“I need clothes.”

“Now how can you wear clothes if you can’t even put on your underwear?”

That stopped him. That made him turn his head and look over his shoulder. “If I put on the panties and bra you’ll give me some clothes?”

She smiled wanly. “One can never tell. It wouldn’t hurt to find out.”

She reached around and played with his package. Her fingers massaged his testicles and she pulled on his cage.

“Oh, feel it wiggling and jumping around in there?”

“How long are you going to keep me like this?”

“Oh, I don’t know. Until you stop resisting. Until you start complying.”

She slapped his butt lightly and he jumped, and it felt good.

She stepped back and he straightened up and turned around.

He stood, huddled in on himself, balling his fists and shivering to get warm.

She observed him from the warm, wrapped in a coat viewpoint.

“I believe it was you that told me that war happens when politics fail. You then told me how politics was actually how people compromised, how they made adjustments and learned to live with each other. Consider that you need to be more politic.”

Then she changed tactics slightly. “You know, it wasn’t until this last couple of weeks, sleeping alone in that big, warm bed, that I realized what a bully you’ve been to me. And you weren’t always a bully. It only started a year ago, when you started keeping secrets from me. When you lived a life outside our married life. Well, those days are over. Karma, baby. Life is going to swing the other way for a year. It’s going to make up for the damage you’ve done. But, one way or another, you’ll never bully me again as long as you live.”

She turned to leave and he blurted. “I’ll put the panties and bra on!”

She smiled at him over her shoulder, “Show me in the morning. I’m tired now, and I want to go to sleep.” She closed the door and he heard her moving around the pool.

He stood for a couple of seconds, then he reached for the bag, which he had placed on the end of the bench. He shook the panties and bra out on the wood surface. They were black, more sexy than supportive, but…it was what he had.

He let the blanket drop and pulled panties up over his legs. They felt slick, going over his goose bumps. They felt uncomfortable—he had to push his chastity tube back between his legs—but only for a moment. He was so desperate for clothes he actually imagined he was getting warmer just from being encased in the thin material.

The bra took longer. He had to figure it out. Finally he remembered how his wife fastened it in front, then turned it around her waist and lifted it up to her boobs, and then the straps over the shoulders.

The bra had no real cups. Still, it felt good to have something holding him, even though he didn’t have much to hold.

He picked up the blanket and wrapped himself as tight as he could, and crawled back into the cubby under the bench.

Tomorrow he might get clothes!

He awoke to the sound of her calling him. Well, she didn’t call him, she just whistled, and he heard the door slam.

He crawled out from under the bench, pulled his blanket tight, was aware of his bra and panties holding him, and he headed for the mudroom door.

Goop.

Delicious, but more because he was desperate for sustenance.

He picked it up and started eating, then remembered. He got down on his hands and knees and used one hand to scoop it into his mouth.

His head was over the bowl so anything that spilled would land in the bowl. He couldn’t afford to waste anything.

He ate quickly, then stumbled, his feet so cold, to the kitchen window.

The sign said open, so he tapped.

She came into the kitchen and his eye lit up. He stood back, opened his blanket and showed his form.

In the reflection in the window he could see how the panties molded around his butt, how the bra fit his pectorals perfectly.

She had sized him right.

Shannon smiled and gave him a thumbs up, and walked away.

For a second he didn’t know what to do.

He wanted clothes, she had said, and he wanted to tap on the window and ask her where the clothes were.

But he remembered her talk of the night before.

Politics. He had to be politic, and this meant patience.

Oddly, he didn’t really understand how he had realized this, it was just sort of an intuitive next step for him.

He turned and went back to the pink shed.

He lay under the bench and realized that he smelled.

He needed a bath, a hot shower.

Oddly, if he could hold on to this thought he felt a little warmer.

Imagination is the only weapon in the war against reality. The thought burst into his mind. He had read it once, and the author…the author was Jules Gaultier.

Now, how had he remembered that?

But he knew how.

He had nothing to do and his mind was reaching out, trying to find some new kind of order for his new life.

So he imagined he was warm, and…it helped.

Huh! Was this meditation?

And he thought that maybe it was.

At any rate, he decided to focus his mind on imagining himself warm, and clothed, and…and he lay under the bench and tried to conquer his condition through the power of the mind.

It helped.

That afternoon she gave a whistle.

He crawled out and dashed to the mud room door. He found a box and a piece of paper.

Inside the box was…a dress!

A fucking dress? A thin piece of stretchy material? That was all he got?

Tears slid down his cheeks and dropped to the pavement.

He sensed her then and looked up. She was standing on the other side of the door, looking through the window at him. She was just observing him.

He felt his emotions rising.

Anger, which he dared not show.

It took a. long moment, but he finally managed to stutter, “Thank you.”

He took the box and the piece of paper and returned to his home.

He dropped the blanket and wiggled into the dress. Black. Stretchy and shiny. It went down to his knees and up enough to just cover his bra.

He suddenly felt the hair on the back of his neck. Somebody was looking at him. He raised his eyes to the little red light. The light was green. She was watching him.

He looked down to the piece of paper which he had placed on the bench. He had been in such a hurry to get dressed that he had not read it.

Well done, my love.

You stink.

And I want you to use Nair on your body.

Don’t get it on your scalp,

but use it on your whiskers.

Make sure you do your groin and butt.

Inside the box he found a bar of soap and a bottle of Nair.

He was supposed to wash himself, depilate his body, but…he had no water!

Well, to be more accurate, he had no hot shower.

He did have a garden hose and a swimming pool.

But it was freezing out there!

He didn’t want to. Lord, he really didn’t want to.

He might have clothes, but they were no way warming. And he was supposed to get wet? There was still ice in the flower pot!

But, what choice did he have?

He did have body odor. He didn’t want to smell himself.

And, like the old saying said, Cleanliness is next to Godliness.

Shivering, his body trembling uncontrollably, he took off his new dress, then his panties and bra.

He went out to the house and unrolled the garden hose. He turned it on and it didn’t work.

Oh. Ice.

He tapped along the length of the hose and he could feel the hose becoming more supple as the ice broke inside.

He tried it again, turned the spigot, and the water, with splinters of ice, began to flow.

He stood and shivered and the hose cleared out.

He placed the hose next to the pool so the water would drain into the pool. He spread the Nair all over his body, including his groin and face and butt. He tried to reach the small of his back and was successful.

He stood, shivering, and waited.

Then, a minute passed, he got his dinner bowl and poured water in it. He placed the soap next to it at the edge of the pool, and waited some more.

He figured he could rinse quickly, just handfuls of water, and he waited.

The minutes ticked, and he wished he was back in the shed, dreaming of being warm.

Then he smiled, the meditation thing was really working! His whole body was feeling warm.

Then it grew warmer, and warmer, and became uncomfortably hot, then he realized: Oh, my God! The Nair!

He splashed water from the bowl under his arms, over his chest and groin. Not enough water. He scooped it out of the pool and poured himself, and that wasn’t enough! The Nair had turned into a gel and had to be scrubbed off!

He had no choice, he didn’t even think about it, he just jumped into the pool.

The water shocked him. He thought he was cold, but he had had no idea!

But even the cold water didn’t stop the burning! He had to get the Nair off his body!

He was in the shallow end and he stood and used his hands to scrub himself. He was gasping and crying out. He scrubbed and brushed the gel off. He scrubbed his face with his palms. He used his fingers to dig the gel out of his groin, to scrape it off his back.

And, slowly, the burning eased off, and he was reduced to cringing, shivering icy cold.

He climbed up the steps, hardly able to move he was so frozen, and saw Shannon watching from the kitchen window. She was laughing. Her face was contorted with humor and she held a hand to her mouth.

Frozen, his body now starting to get numb, he could hardly walk.

He staggered across the pool area to his dirty blanket and dried off.

Then, his muscles barely working, he put on his panties.

The thought made him a degree warmer. Only a hundred degrees to go.

He put on his bra. Another degree of warmth.

And, finally, his dress.

He wrapped himself tight and entered the shack.

Back under the bench, he shivered until there was nothing left, then passed out.

A week passed, and he started sniffling. Well, it was inevitable. Living like he was he was going to catch a cold.

The goop was proving sufficient nutritionally, but the cold…he couldn’t beat the cold.

He tapped on the window and waited.

Shannon came, looked out, and he sneezed.

She nodded, almost as if she expected this.

She turned the folded piece of paper around and it said ‘closed,’ then she left. He heard the sound of her car starting up, and he returned to the pink shed.

An hour later she opened the door. She spaced a floor heater on floor along with a coil of extension cord, a blanket and a small packet.

“As soon as you’re well I want you to fix the electricity in this building. I’ll draw up some specifications.”

He stared at her.

“I really expected you to get sick before this, but you’re pretty healthy. But, whenever. This is going to be a good lesson.”

“A lesson?” his teeth were clicking frantically.

“A lesson in how much you need me.”

She left.

Sick, sniffling and sneezing, he got up and ran the cord to the outlet next to the mudroom door. He hooked it to the heater and turned it on, and—Oh, God!—blessed heat!

He wrapped his new blanket around himself, it was thick and big and he could finally completely cover himself. He was still cold and shivering, but it was like there was hope. He started to wrap his old blanket around the new blanket, then stopped.

The packet.

What was that?

He picked it up and looked at it and his eyes opened wide. Then his mind started blasting thoughts out at him.

Metal! Oh, my God! Tinfoil! oh, shit!

His fingers hardly able to move, and from excitement and not just cold, he picked the packet apart and unfolded the metal blanket.

It was thin, but sturdy.

He placed the old, worn blanket on the pallet he had created for himself, then folded the new blanket and put that on the pallet. He now had a mattress.

He wrapped himself in the shiny, silvery metal and lay on the blanket.

He was cold, he had a cold, but the warmth was immediate. Within minutes, wrapped as he was, the air felt stuffy.

He arranged the metal blanket so he had a little breathing hole, and snuggled into himself.

He was warm. For the first time in weeks.

He lay there. He didn’t hear the whistle, actually sleeping.

His cold raged, and waned.

He woke up and Shannon was crouched and looking down at hm.

“How you doing?”

“Thank you,” he whispered. And sneezed. “Sorry.”

“That’s okay. Take these pills. Vitamin C, and other stuff.”

He took the pills and she handed him a glass of whiskey. It had honey in it, and there was just enough to swallow the pills.

She fiddled with the blanket, then with his groin.

“What are you doing?” Everything was hazy, dreamlike. It was like he was in a stupor.

“Giving you a break.”

She took his chastity cage off and his cock popped right up.

She smiled. “The gift that keeps on giving.”

She stroked him, and he sighed, and he dreamed of what life used to be like. And he cried. And she stroked him for a long time.

He couldn’t cum. He was too sick for that, but the human touch was incredible. He could feel himself reviving.

It wasn’t just being cold, it was being lonely.

“Dry your tears, honey. Only eleven months to go.”

“Eleven…it’s been a month since…since…?”

“Yes. And I want you to get well. I’ve got a lot of surprises for you.”

“I’m sorry,” he apologized, sobbing. “I’ just want to be back with you.”

“You make it through the year and maybe you will be.”

He stared, and through his stupor he discerned the one word. ‘maybe.’

And he resolved that he had to do whatever he had to to get his wife back.

Now she was just holding him, feeling his throbbing dick.

“Don’t jack off.”

“I can’t.”

“Good. Being horny is good for you. It will allow you to learn your lessons. Okay?”

He nodded.

“Good. Now go back to sleep.”

The cold lasted three days, and a fourth day of being woozy. Then he was back to normal. Sort of.

He had lost strength. And his body was, in spite of just the goop and ice cold water, showing odd signs of fat.

His hips felt rounder. Sort of pudgy, in a way.

And his pectorals were slack. They were actually fatty enough to press out on the training bra that he was wearing.

His waist was thin.

But the strangest thing was how his face felt. It felt…chubby. But only in places. Like his cheeks were reshaping.

And, after the cold, he noticed that the world was brighter. It was sharp, almost shiny.

And his hair was getting longer. He liked wearing his hair a little long, he had nice hair, but now it was downright shaggy. It covered his ears and he actually had to brush it with his fingers, comb it back so it wouldn’t flop over his eyes.

On the seventh day of February, a few days after he was over the cold, he heard Shannon whistle.

He reported to the mud room and stared at the material at her feet.

A new drill with a large hole saw tip.

“What’s this for?”

“Follow the instructions,” she said, gazing down at his erect penis.

His penis felt wonderful. He had managed not to jack off, and it was quite stiff.

She stepped forward. “Don’t move.”

She knelt and began sucking on him.

He groaned.

She would paused every ten seconds or so and say something.

“Doesn’t that feel good?”

“I remember doing this all this time!”

“Heysoos, you used to cum so hard!”

“Do you remember the first time? When I gagged?”

His legs were shaking, and not from the cold. He was making mewling sounds. His eyes were closed and he could barely stand up.

She stood up, and he opened his eyes. they were desperate eyes. Begging eyes.

“Don’t jack off. You’ll get a surprise tonight.”

He wanted to say something, to fall on his knees and ask forgiveness, to beg until he was begged out, which could take forever.

“Follow the directions,” and she turned back into the house.

The directions were simple. He ran the extension cord to the back of the shack, measured distances, and drilled a hole right where his cock was.

A hole for his cock? While standing in the shackles?

It was…eery. Maybe even scary. But he didn’t hesitate.

He did, in a strange way, trust her.

She had spanked him, and handled him, and if she was going to do something bad to him she would have done it sooner.

Of course, maybe she was just waiting for the year to end, then she would…no. He trusted her.

The directions included sand paper, and for that he was glad. He didn’t want to get splinters in his cock. So he spent some time running sandpaper around the edges of the hole.

Then, nobody around, he ‘test drove’ the hole.

He put his dick through it.

The hole was too big.

Did she want him to put everything through the hole? His testicles, too?

He pushed his balls through the wall and…yep. That was a perfect fit.

He pulled out and wondered what she was going to do to him.

The day passed slowly, but inevitably.

He found a light bulb in the garage and twisted it into the socket hanging from the ceiling, and he had light!

Damn! He had thought the cord was old and frayed, or the fuses had given way. All he needed was a light bulb!

He sat on the pallet, the heater pulled up close, the metal blanket pulled around his shoulders, and he almost felt like it was summer!

He was warm again!

And so grateful.

And hard.

And he remembered the things she had told him, how it used to be.

And he had screwed that up.

Well, he was determined that he would make it through the year.

She whistled, and he ran for his goop.

She watched him eat, down on his knees, and she ruffled his hair.

He looked up at her, “What’s going to happen tonight?”

“Everything. Use some Nair on your face. You’re getting whiskers again.

He felt his chin. Yes, he was, but they weren’t thick. They were more fuzzy, almost like down.

He used to have a fairly thick beard, but not shaving was supposed to make it grow slower, and maybe the Nair made it grow slower.

“Okay.”

“And I gave you lipstick last month. I want you to wear it.”

“Lipstick? Why? What are you doing to me? And why do I have to wear this dress?”

“Because you have to learn.”

“I’ve learned.”

She chuckled, patted his cheek, then went back into the house.

He finished eating, washed his bowl, and then gave himself a Nair ‘shave,’ and washed up.

Washing was simple by now. He simply jumped into the pool and suffered, then ran for the shed. He dried off in the metal blanket, the darned water almost turned to steam, the blanket was so efficient.

Then he got dressed. Bra, panties, dress.

Then…the lipstick.

He looked at the gold tube and had a shiver of another kind.

This was weird. this was kinky.

Yet he trusted his wife, and she had told him to do this…but he had no mirror.

He went outside and looked at his reflection in the little window on the side of the shack. He rolled the waxy substance over his lips, being careful to stay inside the lines. He smacked, and got into the corners, and…God, his penis was raging!

He turned to go inside and saw Shannon smiling from the kitchen window.

He smiled back, and raised a thumbs up.

She gave him the thumbs up back, and a happy nod.

Now feeling warm inside, he had pleased her, he entered his pink house and waited.

It was dark, but just barely, when Shannon entered the shack.             

“Hop up. Shackle time.”

He got up and faced the wall. He put his hands in the handcuffs and she reached up, her breasts pressed against him, and snapped them shut.

“I’m not going to do your feet,” she explained.

“Oh?”

But she didn’t respond.

She moved up next to him, leaned against him. She put her arms around him and stroked him. “I’m so glad I did it this way.”

He was silent.

“I do love you. In spite of…in spite of Celia. Have you wondered what happened to her?”

“No,” he lied.

She looked at him, and for a moment he was caught, a lie, then she made it okay. “Of course you have. And I’ve had thoughts, too.”

“You have?”

“Oh, yes. When I’m laying in that big bed, working my big, old vibrator—I bought a couple of sex toys, you know—I think of my old boyfriends, from before I met you. I think of their dicks and how happy they made me. I think I must have been born to take dick. I really do love it.”

His heart thudded loudly in his chest.

She giggled. “Your dick really surged when I said that.”

“We could go in and I could dick you.”

“Oh, no. Not for a year. And maybe not even then.”

“But—“

She covered his mouth with her hand.

He became aware of the red color on his mouth.

“No. You’ve got a lot of lessons to learn. Now, I want you to stick your penis through the hole.”

He did.

She reached down and pushed his balls through. His package was now on the outside of the building, a stiff dick and two full balls.

“Stay there,” she whispered, and she kissed his ear and left.

He heard her go out the door, and he looked at the wooden wall in front of him.

She walked around the shack, then he felt her grab his balls. Then he felt her wrap something around them, it felt like…not wrapping, closing…like..like…a pillory?

“Try to pull back.” Her voice was muffled through the wall.

He tried, and felt the thing on his package hit the wall.

“What was this?”

Suddenly the illusion of trust seemed like just that. An illusion.

She left.

He stood.

It was dark, but not cold. The heater was working behind him. And his dick was so hard it wasn’t getting cold.

He was fastened to the wall by his sex. He couldn’t move, not without ripping his package off.

What was happening? What was going on?

He heard music coming from the house.

He heard voices.

Another hour passed.

He heard heels clicking on the cement outside.

The door opened and two people entered.

The lights were off, but they shone the bright camping lantern into his face.

“Oh, my God!” giggled a voice.

“Told you.”

“Just because he cheated with me?”

“Celia?” he blurted.

Shannon came close to him. She reached around and felt for his balls. All she could feel was a bit of shaft and stretched out skin.

“Did you want to tell Celia something?”

“I…uh…”

“Maybe to apologize?”

“Oh, God! Yes! Celia! I’m sorry! I shouldn’t have…”

He stopped talking because the women were laughing hysterically.

They’re drunk, he realized.

Then Celia moved forward. “Hey, lover.” She reached around and cupped his pectoral. “I think he needs a bigger bra.”

They laughed, then Shannon put a glass to face, a straw into his mouth.

“Suck, baby. Suck hard. I want you nice and happy.”

It was bourbon and Coke. His favorite drink. He sucked, and found himself sucking desperately.

The girls laughed, and they felt his…his tits…the way they were fondling his chest it made him feel like his pectorals were more than just saggy.

“He sure is gay,” Celia said. “If I’d known I wouldn’t have fucked him.”

“I’m not…not…” the accusation hurt him. No real man wants to be called queer.

Besides, he wasn’t doing any homosexual thing! He was just…what was he?

Wearing lingerie and a dress, his hair long enough to be a woman’s, lipstick…what was he?

Then there was a kissing sound behind him.

Kissing? They were kissing?

He tried to turn and look over his shoulder.

Shannon pushed his face back to the wall, and the girls went outside.

He heard them walking around the building, pushing bushes aside and laughing and giggling.

Somebody grabbed his penis.

“Oh, fuck!”

Through the wall he couldn’t tell who was speaking.

“Look how big and red it is.”

Lips engulfed him.

Hands hefted his sensitive and very full balls.

They made love to him through the wall, and he moaned and groaned.

But they were careful not to let him cum.

Then he heard, “Wait here.”

A body moving back around the little house, then Shannon entered. She came to him. She cupped his ass and squeezed with both hands, both cheeks.

“God,” she whispered. “I’m going to use up my vibrator tonight. I’m going to use it up on myself, on Celia—you’re right—she’s good in bed, and right now, I’m going to use it up on you.”

She touched his brown button, felt it with a finger, then she was rubbing it, massaging it.

“But, first, we need to do something.”

She pushed, and he felt a sharp pain, then something slipped into him.

“What’s that?” he croaked.

“It’s a plug. I want you wearing one from now on. And I’ll have you back in chastity, too. But we have to do it without giving you an orgasm.”

“Please,” he begged. Not sure what he was begging for.

She wiggled the base of the plug and he felt delicious sensations go through him.

“Nice, eh?”

On the other side of the wall Celia was deep throating him, giving his balls little slaps.

But she was careful to back off every once in a while.

Roger couldn’t move. He couldn’t go forward and pump, though he was desperate to. He couldn’t go back because Shannon was wiggling the plug, lifting him up on his toes, rotating it.

“Unh…” he grunted.

“Ah ah,” she said, squeezing the base of his cock. “No cummies for you.”

Outside Celia twisted his balls, bit the end of his cock.

“OH!” he yelled in shock.

Giggles.

Giggles from inside and from outside.

“Please…please stop,” he whined.

“Nope. Not a chance, lover. You’ve still got eleven months to go…and a lot more learning to do.”

He tried to move, but couldn’t. Not forward, not back, not up nor down.

She said: “I got this idea from a boy. This was way back, back when I was learning about sex. He asked me what the perfect torture would be. That was foreign to me. Girls don’t think of torture. But he told me that you put a man’s dick through a wall, like this, then you give him a butter knife and light the building on fire.”

“That’s…that’s crazy!” he gulped.

“That’s what I thought. And I forgot about it. Then you cheated, you hurt me. It hurt enough that I remembered that old boyfriend and that stupid thing he told me. And I adapted that thought to make this building, this hole, this way of learning lessons. I don’t want to hurt you. I don’t want to burn you, or cut off your…thing. But I do want you to learn, and sometimes, especially considering the circumstances, the lesson has to be harsh.”

He couldn’t stop swallowing, and he thought about what she said, and she kissed his neck and wiggled the plug.

A while later the women left. They sauntered back to the house, arms around each other, kissing as they walked.

They entered the house.

Then, a short while after that, Shannon returned.

“How you doing, lover?”

“Uh…uh…” Roger swallowed, but couldn’t speak.

He had been fucked stupid, and not allowed to cum, and he couldn’t talk.

Shannon laughed, reached in front of him and taped a piece of paper on the wall.

He stared at it.

“A little reading material for you. A good lesson. Study hard.”

She wiggled his plug again, slapped his ass, and left.

The light was on and Roger stood and stared at the piece of paper.

He would be awake all night, tied up by the cock. If he tried to even doze off his body weight would sag, and his package would feel it, feel like it was being ripped off.

He read the words, and after a while he cried a little. And he read some more, because there was nothing else to do. And he staggered a bit and his cock was pulled and he forced himself awake…and read:

To be a master one must learn to serve.


Adventures in the Pink House!

Feminization, BDSM…he deserved it all!


Part Three

Roger stood. He was naked and, in spite of the space heater, he was cold. Except for his penis. He was manacled to the wall and his penis and balls were sticking out a small hole in the wall.

Outside it was cold, and his penis should have gotten cold. But every time it started to get cold his wife, Shannon, would come out and suck on his cock.

At least, he thought it was Shannon.

It might have been his ex-lover, the woman he had had cheated on his wife with, Celia.

If you are blindfolded and different women taste you, can you tell which is which?

There have actually been porn movies filmed in which women were blind folded and fucked by different men, and the women couldn’t tell who was fucking them.

So why should it be different for men? Why should men be able to tell whose pussy is engulfing their cock?

“How are you doing, Roger?” Shannon asked Roger.

At that moment his boner was bouncing in a talented mouth. So it had to be Celia who was sucking his cock. Unless…it was somebody else.

“Oh, God,” he blurted, looked over his shoulder at. her. “I want to cum! Please! Let me have an orgasm!”

“No, Roger,” she said, coming up and wiggling his butt plug. “You cheated on me a hundred times. At least a hundred times. You owe me, and this is how I get my payback.”

Roger’s balls were blue on the other side of the wall, and not from the cold. They were blue because he had been deprived for a month, and the month had turned into a building scene of tease and denial.

“Are you sorry you cheated on me now?”

She pulled his head back, twisted it and kissed him tenderly.

“Are those tears a yes?”

“Yes!”

“Okay.” She walked out.

On the other side of the fence Celia stopped her ministrations and his cock throbbed in the cold. Who would have thought that such opposite extremes as hot and cold could lead to such a pulsating penis?

And the night went on.

Roger stood through the night. He dozed sometimes, leaning against the wall, but his dozing was stopped either by the girls, or by him sliding down the wall and pulling on the little pillory that trapped his penis on the other side of the wall.

Dawn, and the girls were gone and he was struggling to stay awake, struggling not to have that sudden pull on his prick.

Early morning. Late morning.

Then Shannon whistled.

But he was fastened to the wall of his pink shed! He couldn’t get loose.

Another whistle. This one shrill, and accompanied by her voice. “Come on, Roger! I haven't got all day!”

He was hoarse, he hadn’t drunk anything but a few sips of whiskey all night. He croaked. “I can’t! I’m still against the wall!”

But his voice was too low, his throat too raspy, and she couldn’t hear him.

“All right. Forget it.”

The sound of the mud room door slamming.

Roger sobbed. His belly was so empty he was sure his ribs showed. His waist had been getting smaller this past month.

Then he heard giggling.

“Aw, poor Roger.”

Shannon sauntered into the little room. She perched on the rust stained toilet and studied him.

He moved, pulling a little on his penis, trying to get some circulation going.

“You’re cute,” she said.

“Please,” he rasped, then he gave a hoarse cough.

“Well, I suppose.”

She reached up and freed his hands. Now he was only kept against the wall by the cock pillory on the other side.

“Okay? Is that enough?” she teased.

He just looked down.

She exited, rounded the building, and undid his penis. He gasped in relief as he pulled his dick and balls back through the hole. He squatted, his legs giving way, then sat down on the pallet beneath the bench. The butt plug jarred his sensitive tissues, but even after the long night it didn’t feel bad. In fact, it gave him a thrill.

He pulled his metal blanket over his shoulders. His body was shaking, his muscles were so used up. It was a different kind of shaking from the cold shivers he had experienced for an entire month.

A moment later Shannon entered the room. He was right. She was carrying a miniature pillory in her hands.

She put the device on the bench, then picked up the bowl of goop she had placed there on entering. She handed it to him.

“Don’t expect such service next time.”

“Next time?” The look of horror on his face made her laugh.

She watched him eat for a time, then said, “You’ve done well, Roger. I think you’re due for a little upgrade.”

He stared at her as he scooped the burger and rice concoction he called goop out of his dog dish. “What kind of an upgrade?”

“Don’t talk with your mouth full, and I don’t know. Furniture would be nice. And that old toilet stinks. But there’s no hurry. We’ve got a whole year to discuss this.”

“No…please.”

“Okay. I’ll think about it. But right now I want you to rest up. I was up all night with Celia, and that girl knows how to twerk and trib and everything. She was doing things to my pussy I never even read about!”

“You really did…”

“Make love to Celia? Of course.”

“But isn’t that cheating? Like I did?”

“Oh, no. We’re just evening the scales.”

But if you spank me, and that’s applied to the one hundred cheats I owe you, then wouldn’t you screwing somebody else be worth a point? Or whatever?”

“Oh, Roger. You’re so silly. Me screwing somebody just makes us even, but you still need to make amends.”

Roger didn’t understand. There was something loose in her logic, but he couldn’t quite figure out what.

“Anyway, To get this place ready for furniture you need to do a little work on it.”

“Like what?” He was done with the goop and was licking around the edges of the bowl. He was completely unaware of what a mutt he looked like.

“I want a floor in here. I want it wood, and solid, so I can put a rug in. You did a good job painting everything pink, but I want walls. The whole drywall and taping and painting thing. Pink, of course.”

“Of course,” he murmured. He was able to talk now. He still needed water after the long night of just standing in one spot, but he could get some from the hose outside as soon as she was done with him.

“I want the electricity rewired, the toilet should be replaced and enclosed, the sink should be fixed…”

“Can I put in a shower?”

She thought about that, one hand across her abdomen and the other rubbing her cheek. He noticed how long and sexy her red nails were and his penis  bounced.

She looked down at him, giggled, then said, “I’ll think about that. And I’ll start looking into materials. I want you to give me measurements, tell me what kind of materials you need, what kind of hardware.”

“Can I put in a new door?”

She just laughed. “Maybe. Probably not. You’re getting a little ahead of yourself.”

“I’m sorry. It’s just that living like this…”

“Are you sorry you cheated on me?”

“Oh, God! Yes!”

His answer was so heartfelt she knew he was telling the truth, but he still had a long way to go.

“Good. Come here.”

He put the dog dish aside and stood up. He was a little shaky, he was still weak from the long night.

She took his penis in hand and rubbed it.

He groaned, and she watched him.

“We need to get you back in chastity,” she said. “Otherwise you’ll have an accident.”

“No,” he moaned.

“Yes.” So when I leave, what did you do last time to get your penis soft?”

“I jacked off.” That admission caused his face to turn bright red.

“Hunh! We can’t have that! What’s another way you can get soft?”

“I can fill up a pot with water and, uh…dangle in it.”

She smiled. “Oh, I like that. And if it doesn’t work we can run some electricity to the pot and electrocute you.”

He didn’t think that was funny, but she was still chuckling when she left a minute later.

After she left he looked at the chastity tube she had left on the bench. God, he really didn’t want to wear that thing again.

Sighing, he crawled under the bench, onto his pallet, wrapped himself in his metal blanket, and went to sleep.

Or tried to go to sleep.

He had been falling asleep while his cock was fastened to the wall, but now that he was free it kept getting hard and waking him up.

He fell asleep, and found himself awake, half dozing, his cock throbbing.

He fell asleep and dreamed, and was awake. His hand on his cock, ready to whack off.

He fell asleep and…

He awoke about four in the afternoon. He was still tired, but he could at least function.

He got up, and realized that he needed to clean himself off.

All night long he had been in a fever of sex, and that had caused him to perspire.

After January, the coldest month in the year, February wasn’t bad.

He went outside and jumped in the pool. He swam back and forth a couple of times, then came out of the pool. He was flushed, his body shining, and, miracle of miracles, the cold water and the exertion had shrunk his peeny.

He ran into the shed without drying off and managed to get the chastity device in place before he could boner up again.

He stood, dripping wet, shivering, and looked down at his poor friend.

It struggled. It protested. It wasn’t going anywhere.

And it was making him so fucking horny!

He dried himself off with the good blanket, then put on his bra and panties, then he pulled on the tight, stretchy, black dress.

His pectorals were getting even more flabby. It had been a month since this thing had started, only a month, but with the cold and the lack of food…his body was getting skinny in some places, and chubby in others.

He wished he had a mirror so he could see himself. Then maybe he could figure out what kind of exercises to do to get back in shape.

Not that he had the energy to exercise.

He opened the door to leave the building, then stopped. He turned and looked at the bench. The tube of lipstick was on the bench.

Shannon wanted him to wear the lipstick.

He was trying to make up for cheating, and this would…it would make Shannon…feel better.

He picked up the tube, went outside to the little window, and applied the red substance.

The window wasn’t a good reflection, it was good enough for his face, but not his body. And even his face was sort of dimmed out by the dull glass.

He went to the garage and got a measuring tape, some paper and a pencil, and a spray bottle of windex and some paper towels.

He put everything on the bench in his pink house, then proceeded to do a good job, a professional job, on the little window.

He scrubbed the inside until it was immaculate, then headed outside. He scrubbed, and he scrubbed. Swirls became long loops, then disappeared, and his reflection now was easy to see.

He slowed down at the sight of himself, and stopped.

His face was totally different.

His cheeks were chubby and he had a couple of pimples. His chin looked smaller and his eyes—his eyes actually looked bigger! And they sparkled!

But that wasn’t him!

His face was transforming! Yes, his diet had changed, and he had probably shivered off twenty pounds of fat, but…his face was being re-sculptured. He had always had a soft face, but now it was super soft! And his hair…his hair was…feminine!

But it was the lipstick that really did it. The lipstick made his lips look larger, plumper, and…sexier.

He backed away from his own reflection. He tripped and almost fell as his heel hit the edge of the pavement.

He turned, glancing back at the mirror as if it was a monster pursuing him through the woods. He reached the kitchen window.

The paper saying ope on one side and closed on the other had fallen down.

He didn’t care. He tapped on the window. And tapped again, and tapped frantically. Then he bent and picked up a small pebble from the flower box and began rapping on the glass.

Finally, looking a little put out, Shannon entered the kitchen.

“My face!” he yelled. “It’s changing!”

She stood at the window, observed him, noticed his fresh lipstick, and said, “Okay.”

Total lack of concern.

“But…something’s wrong!”

“There’s something wrong with being beautiful?”

“But…it’s…I’m turning feminine!”

“So?” She actually looked puzzled, as if a man turning into a woman was the most natural thing in the world and why was he complaining?

“Call a doctor!”

She sighed.

“We’ll have a talk after dinner. Now go do your work.”

He stare at her, horrified, and wanted to run out of the yard, down the block, pounding on neighbor’s doors and screaming for help.

But he didn’t.

What could he say? “I’m turning into a girl!”

And they might shrug their shoulders and figure he was just being silly. Or a crossdresser, or something.

He was turning into something, but he wasn’t hurting, not unduly, and…he was too mortified to go out and make a fool of himself.

So they would talk after dinner.

He gave a nod, and stood motionless, and she turned the paper so it said, ‘Closed.’

And she walked away.

He turned, became aware that he was once again feeling the cold. He needed to get warm. He needed to think about this. And he needed to talk to Shannon. Surely she could see what was happening to him. Couldn’t she?

“Your imagination is over active,” she said. She had brought a folding chair out to sit on, and he was crouched on his pallet. It put her taller than him, in a superior position, and he felt like she was a little superior.

“But my face…”

“Your face is slenderizing because of your diet. As is your whole body.”

“But…”

“And your hair style and lipstick is certainly going to add to your new, more feminine appearance.”

“But you want me to wear my hair like this, and to wear lipstick.” And he didn’t finish: and lingerie and a dress. But he was thinking it.

“I certainly don’t mind you taking a little pride in your appearance.”

“Then I can take off the dress and the lingerie and everything?”

“So you don’t want to wear clothes.”

“No! I do!”

“Good. I was actually thinking about hose and garters for you. I don’t think you’re ready for heels, but…”             

“Can’t I wear pants? And a shirt?”

She looked at him disdainfully. “You really want to look like a slob.”

“No, but…pants don’t make me a slob.”

“We have a difference of opinion then. Anyway, you’ve drawn me into an uncomfortable conversation, one which I would rather not have. Also, you’re acting ungrateful. You know what that means?”

He knew. Even though she didn’t say a word, didn’t even hint, it was in the air.

“You’re going to spank me?” his voice was a whisper. On a mountain top. Far away.

“Not tonight. I’m a little tired. I need to catch up on my sleep. But maybe tomorrow night. And make sure you finish your measuring tomorrow. I need those figures to buy materials.” She stood up. “Is there anything else?”

He stared at her. He was semi naked, she was clothed. He was cold, wearing lingeries and a thin dress. She was warm looking. she wore pants and a jacket, and it was warm enough in his pink house that she had loosened the top of the jacket.

He could see her cleavage, the smooth, pale slopes of her most perfect breasts.

He gulped and licked his lips.

She noticed and took pity on him.

“Stand up and turn around.”

He did, and she pushed him over the bench.

The wood was rough on his chest and hands, but her hands were soft as she gripped the butt plug and began turning it, rotating it, jerking it up and down.

He was gasping as she worked him, and she leaned over him, pressed her large tits against him, he could feel them through her jacket, and she said, “You must work on being a good boy. You must say ‘yes, ma’am,’ and ‘no, ma’am.’ You must learn to accept your situation without complaint. You must learn to be grateful. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” he groaned.

She lifted the plug hard then, and he squeaked and went up on tip toes. She held him there for a long moment, causing a most delicious pain in his rectum, then she let go and he collapsed on the floor.

“See that you remember it.” She went out the door.

Roger worked stolidly that day, and the next. He measured the walls and floor, estimated materials, and made lists. He figured out how many nails, what other types of hardware, and he included estimates for a door and a new window. A bigger window he cold actually look out.

By the time the evening of the next day rolled around he was done, and he placed his completed estimates and lists on the bench. Then he washed himself off by jumping in the pool and soaping himself thoroughly.

It was at that moment that he realized that the soap he was using was scented. It was a sweet, rosy smell, and he marveled that he hadn’t detected that aroma before.

But he had been battling his own filth, and his filth had been winning.

Now he was washing himself more often, and the soap was winning.

Done with his ablutions, inspired, he washed his clothes. He had to hand wash everything, and he hung them on a line inside the shack. It was warmer in there, and he figured they would dry faster.

He was worried. Shannon expected him to be clean and dressed, and he had planned so badly he wasn’t dressed.

He was changing. He was worried more about what she would think about that than anything else.

He hadn’t worried much about what she thought when he was cheating, and he was sunk in a funk over that.

But, if he was worrying more, she was worrying less. She breezed into his pink house at dusk, looked around, and made a tsk sound. “No clothes. Shameful. Though I do applaud the fact that you are trying to improve yourself. Change of plans.”

She was holding a couple of boxes, and they were moderately heavy. One of the boxes was about two feet long and skinny. The other one was about two feet square, and flat.

“What’s that?” he blurted.

She put the boxes on the bench and started opening them.

Inside the skinny one was a telescoping pole. She opened it and it had two sections and extended to about three feet.

Inside the flat one was a plate with a holder for the telescoping rod in the center.

“Figure this out,” she said. “I’ll be right back.”

There wasn’t much to figure out. He put the pole in the plate and made the pole longer and shorter. There was a locking device on pole.

She returned holding a small dildo in her hand, and a small dildo with a strap on it in the other hand.

“Excellent,” she said, seeing the assembled apparatus.

“What’s this for?”

“For you.” She put the dildo with the straps onto the bench and screwed the other one to the top of the extended rod. She began lubing the dildo, and when it was slick with grease she turned to him. “Bend over the bench.”

“What is that for?” Though, with a sinking heart, he knew.

“I told you, for you.” She began reaming his asshole with a finger.

They had played anal before, back in the days before cheating, and he loved it. The sensations of being poked in the pooky were incredible. But he wasn’t happy with the idea of standing on a…a pooky pole. Or a pokey pole. Or a dildo rod. Or whatever it was called.

She moved the pooky pole to a position in front of the hole in the wall.

“You’re not going to….”

She just turned to him and said, “Take a seat.”

But she didn’t mean seat, she meant he should stand over the dildo on a stick.

“I can’t.”

“Oh, you can. And you will. Or I will cut you to ribbons with a whip, a real whip, and then I will release all the photos on Facebutt, plus that sweet one of you poking a finger up your fanny. And did you know I have a video of what we were doing to your cock on the other side of the wall?

“But…it’s dangerous.”

“Not the way we’re going to do it.”

“But…”

She slapped his face.

He put a hand to his face and was ready to cry. Why, oh why, had he cheated?

He moved forward and stood over the pooky pole.

She got down behind him and extended the pole until the dildo touched his ass.

“Oh, fuck,” he whimpered.

She extended it further, slid it into him, and he made an irking sound and arched his back.

“Relax. Let it find the most comfortable position. You’re going to want it to be comfortable.”

He let out a breath and tried wiggling his butt. The thing was very comfortable, as far as such things go.

She tightened the rod. He was stuck in place now. No way to get off.

“You’re not going to leave me like this,” he murmured worriedly.

“Nah,” she said. She fastened the manacles to his wrists so he was now standing facing the wall. his cock pushed up against the hole in the wall, except he had his chastity tube on so it wouldn’t slide through.

She took off his chastity tube and his cock sprang up and touched the hole.

“That’s a good boy,” she said in a pleased, low voice. She leaned against his back and the pole slowly leaned, and bent into a forward position. He was still captured, but now he was leaning against the wall.

She pushed his cock and balls through the hole, slapped his ass, and said, “Stay like this.”

He stood, face plant against the wall, and she ran outside and around the building.

He felt her grab his package and pull. He groaned. She set the bottom of the penis pillory under his cock and balls and closed the top of it carefully, then he heard the snap of a lock being closed.

“Oh, fuck,” he whispered to himself.

He was standing, but leaning. He was supported by manacles and rectum rod and penis pillory. He wasn’t going anywhere.

He hugged the wall and listened to the sounds of Shannon coming back around the shack and entered through the doorway.

“Now we’re talking,” she exclaimed, quite pleased.

“You can’t do this to me!” He was belly flopping the wall, his penis stretched out and his rectum lifted up. It wasn’t comfortable, but it was doable. But he sure didn’t want to do it.

Or did he? His penis was throbbing on the other side of the wall and seemed quite happy.

Shannon began disrobing. He turned his face and watched as she took off her jacket and blouse, then her slacks.

She smiled at him. “I don’t normally want you able to see me like this. Not for a year, and maybe not then. But I’m about to work up a sweat, and I don’t want my clothes to be all stinky.

“What are you going to do?” But he knew. She was about to whip him.

She came up behind him. She cupped his buns. “I miss wiggling your plug, you move so funny when I do that, and your face looks so incredibly pleased. But this Butt Pole, or whatever it’s called, will do just as well.

“Are you going to spank me like this?”

“Yep.”

“But…can’t we…I’ve been working hard, trying to make up for what I did.”

“Yes. Good for you. But you’ve still got eleven months to go. This being February, it’s time for your second spanking.”

He was terrified and excited. He was trapped, but in some weird way, he was feeling liberated.

His cock was throbbing so hard he could hear the sound of the cock pillory hitting the wall on the other side of the wall.

She pressed her chest against him, and he felt her weight pressing him against the wall. And, once again, he felt her magnificent mammaries.

She turned her face to the side, put her cheek against his back, and said, “You know, the funny thing is I think you like this. Your cock gets so hard, and the look in your eyes…Roger, I think this is something you wanted.”

“No!”

“Or why would you have put yourself in this position.”

“I didn’t! You put me here!

And you call yourself a Republican. Aren’t you the one who’s always saying that people create their own problems? Their own situations?”

“I didn’t mean this!”

“Oh, I’ll bet you did. Tell me, do you think your precious Republicans would like to be ‘cornwalled,’ and ‘pecker pulled,’ and ‘ramrodded?’ Can you see Donald Trump whining and wailing at having this done to him?”

He couldn’t see such a thing. All he could see was himself, and he was scared. She was going to whip him, and…she was going to leave him like this overnight!

“I might die!”

She chuckled. “Not hardly. You[‘re too horny to die. No, you’re going to whine and cry, and when it’s done your penis is going to be dripping and you’ll wish I had done more.”

“No!”

“Yes, honey. Yes.” She kissed the back of his neck, then she stepped back and said, “Well, the sooner we start the sooner we’ll be done. How many stripes did you wish?”

His mouth was moving uncontrollably, and he babbled, “Please…no.”

“I believe it was a hundred, right? A hundred times you cheated on me, so a hundred stripes.”

“But you spanked me last month! Doesn’t that count for something? At least take ten off or something!”

She just laughed. “I’ll be back.” Then she giggled and said it like Arnie, “I’ll be back!”

He was leaning against the wall, feeling uncomfortable, and moisture was creeping out of the corners of his eyes.

“Please…”

But she was gone.

Then she was back, and she was holding a whip. A real whip!

His eyes grew large as she brought it up and stroked his cheek with it.

It wasn’t a mean whip, like a cat o nine tails. It was a short whip with soft leather strips, a bouquet of them.

She whirled the whip in the air, made a whirring sound, then slowed it down and…

SMACK!

He cried out!

“You big baby. This is much softer than the belt I first used on you.”

But he cried, even though she was right.

But she wasn’t fooled by his fake hysterics. She began swinging the whip and gently striking him.

It was the cumulative effect that was doing the trick.

Whirr…SMACK… Whirr…SMACK… Whirr…SMACK…

It didn’t hurt, but as she continued it hurt more and more. He began pressing his hips harder against the wall, as if he was trying to go through the little hole.

His mouth opened and he started making a continuous, little wail.

He heard her counting, which was a blessing, because he could never keep up through the continuous barrage, the endless smacking.

The world came together, his mind stopped functioning, and he entered a dazed world of endorphins and…pleasure.

It hurt, but he liked it.

It was only the first forty or fifty strokes that built the pain, then…he felt a downright orgasmic feeling slowly overwhelm him. It just crept up, out of the corners of his mind, and he thought…he thought he might cum.

She kept striking him, and now she was sweating.

And he stopped trying to go through the pecker hole in the wall and sagged.

The feeling of the leather striking his buns was like the feel of the little pecker up his ass like the feeling of his bare cock waving in the cold night air like…

She stopped. It hadn’t been hard physical exercise, it had been actually gentle, but it required sufficient muscle that she was sweating.

“Wow,” she blurted, putting the whip aside. “That was sexy. After a while it was like shoving a dick into a hole. I mean…I got that, even as a woman, and…now I know why men like fucking so much. It’s a form of inflicting pain to subjugate women.”

Roger hung on the wall. His wrists were stretched and his cock was pulled and his butt was shoved into.

But he loved it.

“Well, time for a nice, hot shower, and then…oh. I almost forgot.”

She picked up the penis with the straps and arranged it over his head. It was a penis gag, and she fit it to his mouth and fastened the velcro strap in the back.

He felt the small peeny in his mouth, poking at the back of his throat. Not enough to gag, just enough that he had something to suck on.

“Oh, that’s nice,” she said, inspecting her work.

Then she gathered up her clothes and odds and ends and left.


Part Four

Roger lay against the wall. His ass hurt, in more ways than one. His penis throbbed and pulsed, and the other side of the wall, so close, yet felt like a different country.

His face was against the pink painted wall.

He could smell the paint. He didn’t mind it.

He didn’t mind anything.

He was excited.

He was caught in a position from which he couldn’t move, and it felt like he had finally figured out his place in the universe.

His limbs were stretched…stretched out like he was beseeching God, and God was smiling down at him.

Thank you for looking for me, Roger. And because you looked, so shall I reveal. Here I am.

His penis was thrusting out, pulsating, the whole blood of his body coursing through it, and he felt like he was a penis.

His eyes were closed. His ass hurt. He…loved it.

Such a warm, embracing feeling he was in.

Suddenly the door opened and a rush of cold air rushed into the room.

“I almost forgot.”

The smell of her perfume whelmed him, brought a finer edge to his pulsating pleasure.

She stood next to him, and the feeling of her fur coat was like satin on wounds.

She reached up and pushed his head back.

He lolled backward, but couldn’t go far.

He stood and waited, and she placed a piece of paper in front of his eyes and thumb tacked the corners.

She pushed his face back to the wall, returning him to his original position.

She kissed his cheek and said, “I think I’ll turn off the heater. You’ve had it too soft, and I want to keep the electrical bill down.

He gave a sob from the throat, but it was a grateful sob.

“Don’t wait up for me.” Then she giggled, turned off the heater, and left.

Roger was in never never land. He was in a happy place from which he didn’t want to leave.

Yet he had to. The real world wanted him back.

He was going to have to leave the pleasure palace he had created for himself and rejoin the misery of humanity.

He opened his eyes.

He tried to focus on the sheet of paper, but he couldn’t. He wasn’t back in the real world, yet.

He kept blinking, trying to see, trying to understand, and slowly, slowly, the words came into focus.

You won’t understand women until you’ve been one.

He didn’t disagree. The truth of where he was returning from wouldn’t let him.

He leaned forward, placed his forehead against the paper, and looked down.

The letters, so neatly typed, were still readable, and he read.

And the truth entered into his skull.

Shannon was wearing a half bra and crotchless panties. She was wearing a low cut dress that reveal al-l-l of her considerable cleavage, and if she sat down she was going to be putting on a pussy show.

She was also wearing nylons, the kind that hugged the tops of the thighs and didn’t need garters, and high heels.

A jacket with faux fur, she wasn’t fond of killing animals just for their coats, and high heels.

She walked out to the car, her heels clicking in the night, telling the night that here was an animal on the prowl. There was some serious fornicating about to happen.

She took the Acura because it had a moon roof. It was too cold for serious moon roofing, but she could at least look up through the glass at the stars.

She drove to Charley Coyote’s down on Santa Monica, and thought all the way.

She had committed herself to a life with Roger. She had fucked a few men before, but not many.

Then Roger had cheated, and she had felt an emptiness inside that she had never experienced before in her life.

She wanted the fucks that Roger had deprived her of, and she wanted them now. And she was determined to get them.

Yet, how did she feel about that?

She knew she was obsessed, but she didn’t care.

Had Roger been obsessed?

Probably.

But men are different than women.

Or are they?

He had fulfilled his needs, and she was going to fulfill hers.

But how did she feel about that?

She was married, damn it! She shouldn’t be doing this!

Or should she?

She sighed, feeling a bomb of excitement high in her chest, and turned into the Charley Coyote’s parking lot.

Charley Coyote’s is always hopping. Combination restaurant and night club, there was always something happening.

She let the valet steal her car and sauntered up the front walk.

A single woman, she was let right in.

She stood at the entrance and looked out at the mayhem.

Women in latex dresses. Men in suits with Rolex watches. The roar of music. The house band was covering The Doors, and she heard strains of ‘Break on Through.’

But can you still recall

Time we cried

Break on Through!

She hadn’t cried much when Roger had cheated, at least not on the outside.

She had cried on the inside. She had cried, and each tear was a wrecking ball to her soul.

She had thought their love pure, that it would never end, that…lies.

Yet, she loved him. They still had something. Though that something was morphing into something that was hideous and beautiful all at the same time.

Did he still love her?

She thought he did. The way he cried and begged for forgiveness….of course that could just be him trying to get out of pain.

She had heard that pain could be so great that it would become pleasure. She thought of that old joke she had heard.

‘Hit me and I’ll hurt,’ said the masochist to the sadist.

‘No,’ said the sadist to the masochist.

So stupid, but once you untangled who was who it made a weird, ironic sense.

I think I need to get hit tonight, she thought. I need to turn some of that pain into pleasure.

She strode up to the bar and held up a finger.

Tequila. Yes. A weird taste. A rich taste. A high that was more like dope than liquor.

She tossed back the shot of tequila and held up another finger.

And another finger, and another.

A half hour later the pain had left. It was replaced by a joyous haze of heaven.

She looked around at the men and the women.

More men than women, but a lot more women than there used to be.

Were women feeling more pain these days?

she giggled at the thought.

“Hey, beautiful.” He was wearing a sharkskin suit, but he looked a bit geeky.

“Hey, handsome,” she grabbed his hands and pulled him out onto the dance floor.

He went with her, and his hidden smile, not so hidden, revealed that he thought he had stumbled on gold.

He had no clue.

They danced, and perspired, and their eyes flashed as their bodies gyrated.

Then the band segued into ‘Moonlight Drive.’

Penetrate the evening that the

City sleeps to hide

She was holding him, humping him, kissing his neck.

He was a stranger and she was feeling strange.

She didn’t even wait for him. She leaned up, pulled his head down, and whispered into his ear.

“Have you ever heard that expression, ‘Wall her for a dollar?’”

He looked at her, was suddenly frightened. It wasn’t supposed to happen this fast.

“I’ve got a dollar, and I want you to take me into the boy’s bathroom and fuck me. Slam me against the wall. Screw me so hard I feel the head of your dick in my throat.”

He was confused now, but she took his hand and pulled him off the dance floor. She led him down the hall and into the men’s room.

It was stinky. Even a high class place like Charley Coyote’s can’t make piss smell sweet.

She leaned against the wall, pulled him to her, unzipped his pants as she crawled her tongue down his throat.

He was trying to resist, be it in a weak fashion, and she threw a leg into one of his hands.

He had no choice. He was a guppy in a tidal wave. He held her buns and fumbled his way under her dress, through the crotchless panties, and into her.

She moaned, and it seemed there was more pain than pleasure in that guttural utterance.

He was balls deep in her, and she was hugging him like she was tigeress and he was her meal. And she thought: this is what he felt. This is the excitement of strange poontang.

Now the young, geeky man was getting excited. He was fucking an incredibly beautiful woman. And his cock took over.

He banged her against the wall. He slammed her with his hips like a hammer pounding on a nail, and she grunted under the force of his impacts.

The door opened and a man came in. Turned and walked out.

Another man came in, and grinned.

Another.

Then Shannon was lost in a crowd of men.

The first one gave out, and she pulled in a second one.

Sloppy seconds it was called, and he took her, banged her hard, and she wanted more.

For the first time since Roger cheated she felt like she was back in control.

She was worth desire.

And she had her own desires.

Another man, another…and she knew the whispers were going through Charley Coyote’s: there’s a babe in the john…pulling a train…better hurry.

Another man, and, at last, the pain began to wane. The hurt that Roger inflicted was now buried under gallons of semen, and…it felt good.

She wore out the man who was fucking her, then pushed him away, and the one who was trying to get to her.

She didn’t say anything, just thought, Sorry, boys, the party’s over. Thanks for turning my pain to pleasure, and maybe we’ll do it again—it was so much fun!—but, now…I’m done.

She pushed through the door and into the hallway.

She was a mess.

Her lipstick was smeared into nothing. Her dress was crooked. Her nylons had come down, her hair was sticking out all over the place and she even had semen in it.

And her legs were soaked in semen.

She stood in the hallway, men and women passing her and starring at her.

She didn’t care. She just had this stupid look on her face. A weird grin of happiness.

She brushed her hair with her fingers and straightened her dress. Then a hand grabbed her arm and she was pulled back down the hallway. “Come on, honey. Let’s fix you up.”

It was another women. Women have a softer side than men. Whereas a man will laugh at another man in humiliating circumstances, a woman will come to the rescue of another woman.

She was let into a women’s bathroom and she stood there, happy/stupid, and a good looking blonde pulled her dress down and pulled her nylons up. She produced a comb and combed the semen out of her tangles. Shannon managed to gather some paper towels and she scrubbed at the semen on her legs and leaking out of her.

“Yuck!” the woman said, and Shannon giggled.

“You had yourself a time, didn’t you.”

Shannon nodded.

“Well, we all need a time or two.”

She worked on Shannon’s make up, repairing it, then putting lipstick back on her mouth.

Tears started coming out of Shannon’s eyes.

Other women were coming and going, staring on the way past, but not offering to help.

“It’s okay,” the woman said, putting her cosmetics away.

“You don’t understand,” Shannon said, enjoying the tears running down her cheeks, ruining the quick repair that had been done.

“What don’t I understand?”

“He cheated.”

The other woman nodded. “Honey, I do understand. That’s men for you. Do you want to come home with me? Get rested? Figure out what to do next?”

Shannon nodded.

The woman stared at her for a long moment, then said, “Okay. You can leave your car here, I assume you have a car, and I can bring you back any time you want.

Shannon nodded.

The woman smiled, took her arm, and guided her out of the restroom and down the back hallway to the parking lot.

The minutes passed slowly. The only thin missing was the slow tick…tick…tick of a clock.

It was cold. Roger had been living with the space heater, and the metal blanket, and he had actually forgotten how cold it was.

It was nearing the end of February, and water was still freezing outside.

Shannon was gone. Somewhere. A party? A friend? What?

He felt so empty. He had screwed up so bad.

Was she really out screwing somebody?

She hadn’t said so, but that was the implication.

Who was she screwing?

And…why is my cock so hard?

The thought of sex was so damned intrusive.

Of course, he hadn’t had an orgasm in near two months, and she had played with him and tormented him, teased and denied him.

And spanked him.

Hell, beaten him.

A spanking inferred a hand, she was using first a belt, then a short whip thing.

More than a spanking.

And, he was ashamed to admit it, the whippings turned him on.

Did they turn him on because they were like sex? Because he was naked and she was naked, or nearly so?

Why was being abused so important to him?

Because he was cheater…and because he deserved it?

Maybe.

It was certainly something to think about.

It was super silent in the pink house.

Nothing moved but time, and that was imperceptible.

Outside it was more silent. It was larger, with less sound, and he could hear nothing through the thin wall.

Nothing but the beat of his heart as he contemplated his crimes.

He imagined his blood coursing through his veins. Gallons a minute. Smooth flowing. Silent.

He imagined the thoughts in his head. Electric impulses flying between nodes.

If he listened to a pipe he could probably hear water flowing.

If he listened to a wire he would hear nothing.

That was the nothing that had him surrounded in the punk house.

Why did he cheat?

Shannon was the most beautiful woman he had ever seen. She was kind, and took care of him. When he had a flu she hovered over him, took his temperature, stuffed chicken noodle soup down his gullet.

And he just wanted to get well to go fuck Celia.

Why?

Why didn’t he know a good thing when he had it?

He sighed.

The noise of his exhalation disappeared into the surfaces of the house.

“Hey!” he shouted. Through the ball gag it was smushed and mushed and indecipherable.

“I’m talking to myself!” Itkgooffsell it came out.

And he thought: it’s okay if I talk to myself, as long as I don’t answer.

He started hummed a tune. A mindless conglomeration of notes that was alive only in his head.

Nobody hummed along.

Nobody clapped.

He stopped humming.

Time and space were the same thing. Big, empty containers of…of what?

Experiences? Like cheating?

He sighed.

He was awake, and there was nothing he could do about it.

He wiggled, and his butt ached. He wanted the little prick in his backside to do something. To stop just sitting there and to move.

He remembered somebody telling him sometime that if a man was totally sensory deprived he would go crazy.

Well, hey, here’s living proof.

He moved his hips and he felt sensation in his rock hard cock.

He moved, humped the wall, scratched his anal itch…but there was no completion. No climax. No point to it all.

He was a prick on a stick, with a stick out prick.

He wondered what would happen if a bear climbed the fence, came into the yard, and found his cock sticking out of the wall of the little house.

Would the bear eat it? One gulp? A beef jerky snack from a jerk with a beefy.

He remembered a family who wanted a picture of a bear licking their daughters face. They put honey on the little girl’s face, and that didn’t end well.

What if somebody put honey on his penis? Not just for bears, which didn’t come in this neighborhood anyway, but for bugs. Flies and bees and…and mosquitos!

Oh, fuck! Mosquitos! They did live in this neighborhood!

He could help himself, he imagined a big mosquito, as big as a dive bomber, perched on the end of his dick, bending over and sticking its blood sucking proboscis right into the head of his….he shivered, and burst out in song.

Come on, baby.

Light my fire!

Can’t get much higher

start my funeral pyre!

It came out in a garbled couplets of nonsense.

And he had the words from the old Doors song wrong, he was pretty sure. But he didn’t care. He had to sing, to make something in the universe happen, even if the penis gag wouldn't let him fully enunciate. He had to take his mind off giant mosquitos that stuck their noses up his slit!

He sang, alone in a world absent of light and sound and even smell.

He sang, desperate, and…stopped.

He stood there, leaning against the wall, his belly flattened out, his legs slightly bent and used to prop his body up.

His asshole was happy, especially if he wiggled.

His cock was happy, swaying back and forth int he midnight breeze.

Everything was fine.

He screamed.

And so went the night.

The woman’s name was Betsy, and she lived in an apartment just off Lankershim. She was a dancer with a nodding acquaintance with porn.

The truth: her tits were too big for dance, but just right for porn.

So she was in the middle of a life crisis. She wanted to dance, but porn paid the bills. And she knew, in that little intuitive nugget women have in their craniums, that she would grow to love porn more than dancing, and how would she face her parents?

This is my daughter. She sucks cock and takes it up the butthole for a living.

Oh, fuck.

Or, the embarrassed fifty-somes…She’s in the movie business. Behind the scenes. Not quite sure what she does.

Or some other excuse for pride.

But, whatever her problems, she knew that Shannon needed a friend.

She helped Shannon undress and put her in the shower, then she hopped in after her.

She washed Shannon off, until Shannon woke up a bit and started washing her off.

Hands on boobs and buns turned into kisses.

Shannon was liberated. Her unhappiness turned into desire, and the world was her victim.

Betsy liked making love to women. That was big in porn, and Shannon was way better looking than the women in the movies.

They stepped out of the shower in a heat. They kissed and fingered each other, and the towels might not have even been necessary, they were that hot.

Down the hall and into a bedroom. Their mouths loud and slippery. Their breasts turgid tips, volcanoes in the night. And their pussies. Oh, my God…their pussies were dripping faucets of lust.

Into a bed, the hell with sheets and covers. Sucking, fingering, moaning, and the night became a receptacle for their desire.

Roger stood against the wall. He was freezing. The wall was leeching heat from his chest. He wondered if his heart would freeze up solid. Just stop mid-beat, and auricles and ventricles and stuff turned into icicles, the blood turned into icy drops.

He was awake, but his awareness was truncated, obviated, shorn.

Dimly, he could hear sounds, but he could not respond to them. The world had ceased to exist as something meaningful.

The pain of being skewered and held by the ding dong had become a pain so great it had turned into pleasure.

Frozen endorphins, baby.

The door opened.

He watched it in his mind, aware that his eyeballs were insufficient to the task of keeping up with awareness.

Celia entered.

He sighed, “Celia.”

It came out weird, him being in the penis gag, but she understood it.

Which surprised Celia, for he hadn’t even looked at her, hadn’t known she was coming.

“Hello, Roger.” She loosened the gag and took it off.

“Hi-i-i-i…” just turned into a long sigh.

“Shannon asked me to come look in on you.”

“Shannnnnoooonnn!” he wheezed. It was a sob, but of pleasure, not pain. Pain morphed. Pain enlightening.

“Roger…are you all right?”

“Fi-i-ine.”

His eyes were still closed. His penis was still locked onto the other side of the wall.

“You’ve messed yourself.”

It was true. His legs were brown with dried slime. The night had been too long. The night, and most of the day. It was near dinner time.

“She said I should let you loose. That you needed to be fed.”

“Yeah,” he sighed, wondering what time of year it was.

Celia frowned. He sounded so strange. It sounded like he was going out of his head.

She reached up and undid his manacles. His hands dropped, but he still leaned against the wall. His penis was through the hole in the wall.

She started to loosen the pooky pole and he whispered. “No.”

“No what?” she was confused.

“No. If you take it away I’ll fall. My cock will be ripped off.”

“Oh, heysoos. Roger, you’re scaring me.”

He said nothing, just smiled and enjoyed the other world he was in.

“Okay, I’m going to get your cock free first.”

She backed towards the door timidly, then turned and scooted.

A minute later Roger felt her hands on his weenie.

His weenie was suffering from endorphins. The endorphins of blood cut off.

“Roger, your penis doesn’t look good.”

He didn’t care. It felt good. Everything felt good.

Suddenly he was free, and she shoved his package back through the hole.

He managed to twist a bit and lean back, and he looked at his dingus.

It was purple and swollen.

Hunh!

The sound of Celia running back around the pink house. The door opening and closing.

Then she loosened the pooky pole and the dildo slipped out of him. along with a backed up turd.

Well, not a turd. It was too wet and gooey to hold its shape.

“Oh, crap,” Celia stepped back to avoid the floor.

Roger staggered away from the wall. Free. And back in the prison of reality.

Celia moved away from him. She didn’t want to get any of his mess on her.

He staggered out the door, to the pool…and fell in.

She heard the splash, but she was looking at her hands where she had gotten some of his poop on her.

She walked out of the pink shack, intending to wash her hands with the garden hose.

Roger floated facedown in the pool. Didn’t move. Floated. Like a dead man.

“Roger!” she screamed, and she jumped into the pool.

Roger was floating in his mind. He wasn’t breathing, just holding his breath and enjoying the liberating feeling of being afloat in the cosmos.

He wanted to go back in the shack, to enter into that state that had grown out of his long night.

He floated, and it wasn’t cold, then hands grabbed him and pulled him to the surface.

The water was freezing for Celia. She was nearly in shock, but she grabbed Roger and lifted.

He came to the surface, and finally came alive.

He spluttered, splashed, and flailed.

“Roger!” Celia’s teeth chattered and her lips were already blue.

She helped him out of the pool, fortunately they were at the shallow end and near the steps, then she climbed out.

Roger stood, panting, and the cold began to hit him. He started to shiver, and his eyes came alive.

He looked down at his swollen, dark penis. “OH, FUCK!”

He ran for the mudroom and Celia followed him.

The mudroom wasn’t locked and he burst in, then ran into the shower and turned on the water. He kept staring at his poor dingus.

Then Celia burst into the shower. The shower would have hot water, and that would save them.

The water grew hot rapidly, and they shivered and their teeth clicked, and slowly, slowly, they came back to life.

Celia was crying. She didn’t understand this. She had fucked Roger, then his wife, and it was all some kind of weird game. But this…playing with his cock through the wall, the thing up his butt, the weird way he was acting…and his penis! His penis looked…bad!

Roger hugged her then. He put his arms around her, and body heat contributed to the warming process.

They stood, shivering, and things started to wake up.

Precisely, his penis started to return to a flesh color. His balls ached like a mule had kicked them.

“Roger,” she said, hiding her face in his chest, his flabby, tit inspired chest. “You’re…different.”

Such an inadequate observation.

An hour later his penis was pulsing again. The icicles had cleared out without permanently damaging him. The ache in his frozen blue balls had been reduced to hot heat hurt.

Celia was recovered.

But neither of them left the shower.

They just looked at each other.

“You said you were going to leave your wife.”

“I lied.”

Silence for a while.

“You said you loved me.”

“I love everybody.” Such a lie. He loved only himself. At least, he did until Shannon had turned on him. Now he loved her more.

“Do you want me?”

“Oh, God,” he sobbed.

They came together, two naked bodies in a hot shower.

He gripped the floor with feet and balance and pushed her up against the wall.

“No,” she yelped.

She pushed him back, then turned around and bent over.

Roger hadn’t been in a pussy for two months. He was ready. His balls were chockfull. He needed this.

He grabbed her hips and thrust forward. His penis slid in smoothly.

He began to pump, big slams of the hips that made Celia brace her hands against the wall.

In and out, a savage lust came over him. Not the enlightenment of pain, but the desperation of a man who had just floated in the cosmos and wanted to feel that so incredible sensation of cumming again.

In and out.

Celia yelling, and cumming, and yelling some more.

Roger couldn’t slow down. He couldn’t stop. He was a man possessed.

But, he couldn’t cum!

He grew more desperate, fucked her harder, but…nothing.

It was right there! On the edge! But it wouldn’t happen!

Celia finally fell down. Just slid out of his grasp. She was battered. She had had several orgasms, then she had just given out.

Roger stood, looking down at his hard, dripping penis, and knew that something was wrong. Something was stopping him up.

Then the shower door opened.

Betsy gave Shannon a ride back to her car at Charley Coyote’s. They spent a long moment in the parking lot, lip locked, enjoying the moment of passion, even after the night of passion.

“Call me. Anytime.”

“I will.”

Then Betsy was gone, and Shannon climbed into her car.

She was sore. Her pussy hurt. Her breasts hurt. And she felt marvelous.

She felt like she had been fucked to heaven and back.

A huge load was off her, and she headed for home with a heart as light as a feather.

Celia’s car was parked outside, and Shannon frowned. She had called Celia, but that was hours ago. She should have been long gone.

She parked, got out and walked up the walk to the house.

It was silent inside. No, wait…she heard sounds through the kitchen.

She walked through the kitchen and the sounds grew.

The mudroom.

Specifically, the shower.

The water was running and steam filled the air.

She saw two shadows behind the pebble glass door, and she pulled the door open.

Celia was collapsed in a corner of the shower. She had obviously been fucked. Her eyes were wet—maybe tears, maybe not. Her hair was wet and draggled, and she looked up at Shannon in surprise.

Roger was on the other side of the shower. He was slightly bent over and examining his dick.

It looked huge. Bigger than it was supposed to be. Though color had come back to it, it had swollen up.

“What the fuck?” she asked of the steam and the two humans in the shower.

Roger looked up at her and said, “I broke my penis!”


Birth of a Pooter Boy!

The transformation of a man into a woman!


Part Five

Roger sat on a large, folding chair, one used for exams.

Shannon sat in a regular chair, and the doctor sat on a swivel.

He was a young doctor, probably fresh out of med school, ready to tackle the world.

Unfortunately, he didn’t figure the world as being like Roger.

Roger had his pants down. He wasn’t wearing BVDs, he had elected to go commando to see the doctor for his weenie.

“I don’t understand, Roger. How did you injure your penis?

“Well, uh…” His face was flaming red. Any redder and it would catch on fire.

“It’s difficult to treat you if you won’t tell me what’s wrong and how it happened.”

Shannon was enjoying his quandary. After all, it wasn’t her penis. “Tell him.”

He looked at her, his heart sank lower, and he began to mumble out his story.

“I was…uh…my penis, I mean…was stuck through a hole in the wall.”

The doctor blinked.

“It was cold, and I…I went to sleep…and that’s how I damaged my penis.”

By the end his voice was about as loud as a mouse’s fart. A small mouse.

The doctor tried to keep a straight face. And he managed. Sort of.

His lips were trembling, he was holding Roger’s penis and he looked down at it and grabbed control of himself.

Shannon snickered, which didn’t help matters.

“So it got…frozen. And…bent.” He was blinking and he gulped and his chin was quivering. “And…pulled on.”

“So…can I be cured?”

“And then you couldn’t have an orgasm.”

“That’s right. Please, tell me it’s going to be all right.”

“We’re going to have to take X-rays. I can tell you more after that. And it’s been erect ever since then?

Roger nodded.

“Okay. Let me request an X-ray, and, uh, an ultrasound. “

“An ultra sound?”

“Yes. We’re talking soft tissue. I mean, I know it’s hard, but the blood…uh…it makes your dick hard. Soft tissue. Hard.”

Trying so hard not to laugh he was fumbling his words. He stood up, his mouth shaking, and smiled and left the room.

And that was the way the day went.

Nurses giving him side glances and snickering.

Shannon asking if the X-ray technician had a small enough X-ray plate.

The ultra sound person, who was a young girl, rubbing gel onto his hard penis and working the ultra sound tool over his tool.

His face was permanently red. He spoke in a humiliated whisper, and he wished he was home.

Even in his little, pink home.

Anything was better than this…this…hospital!

But, in spite of his mortification, the tests were done, and the results came in, and the doctor was meeting with them again.

Fortunately, the doctor had had some time to get over his laughing jag, and he spoke in a straightforward manner.

“Well, Roger, we have a couple of problems.”

“What is it, Doc.”

Shannon watched the doctor and wondered if he was good at eating pussy.

“First, I’d like to know why your hormone levels are so high.”

“They are?”

The doctor tilted his head in puzzlement. “You must have noticed…you’re getting breasts, your face is changing, your skin is soft, everything about you is screaming hormones.”

“But—“

“My husband is transitioning.”

Roger jerked his head around, dropped his jaw, and stared at Shannon.

“You might as well tell him, dear. He takes hormones every day to increase his estrogen.”

Roger was totally out of it now. Things were becoming clearer. The way his chest and his hips were becoming…plumper. The changes, his loss of muscle mass, everything.

But the shock of his wife saying this rendered him speechless.

“Oh, that explains it,” The doctor didn’t seem unnerved by this admission. Roger realized that he must see lots of…of transgenders. Or shemales. Or whatever they were called.

“So what’s wrong with my husband’s penis?”

“He’s got a blood clot.”

The doctor hung an X-ray on a white screen and pointed with his finger.

The X-ray was large, and it made Roger’s penis look large.

“The clot is right here. Right in front of the prostate.”

Shannon turned to Roger. “Raise your legs.”

He moved, a reaction, but slowly. Shannon grabbed a leg and lifted. She pointed at a place between his balls and his asshole.

“Right there.”

“Well, a little behind that.” He grabbed Roger’s dingus, which had flopped down into the way. He lifted it up and touched a point of skin near the perineum. “Right here, actually.”

Riger jerked. He was having trouble sitting up the way they were lifting him.

She grabbed his balls and hefted them and he went back on the exam chair. “Right there.”

“Exactly.”

“Not there,” she touched his asshole.

“Oh, no. Over the perineum.”

They let go of his package and Roger struggled to sit up again. He was totally red, but they didn’t seem to notice.

“So what do we do about this clot.”

“Not much, I’m afraid.”

“Can’t you operate?”

“Certainly. But we’d have to slice right down the middle of his penis. We can’t go through the perineum or that area. We’d risk too much damage to the prostate. And his anus…out of the question. He wouldn't be able to poop for months.”

Shannon nodded. “I understand. Better his penis than his ability to pass urine or poop.”

Roger translated the polite language. If they went through the perineum he would risk losing his prostate, and that had to do with his ability to pee. If they went through his penis, cut right through it, it might get…messy.

“So what are you going to do?”

The doctor faced him. He was arranging his white gown, and Shannon was smiling. The doctor, in talking intimately with her about penises and stuff, was getting excited. “You’re going to have to have no erections for a month.”

“No…” Roger looked down at his swollen member. No way that was going down. “…boners.”

“Don’t sound so dubious, Roger. We’ll give you an antiandrogenic drug called Medroxyprogesterone acetate, or MPA. We can tailor it to a couple of months, maybe a month, and…you won’t even have to think about it.”             

“Not think about my…dick?”

Shannon smothered a snicker.

“We’ll also give you some medicine to thin your blood, reduce the blood clot and eventually eliminate it all together.” Then he turned to Shannon. He seemed to recognize that she was the one who was making the decisions here. “This brings us to some good news.”

“At last,” breathed Roger.

“MPA is a female hormone. It will supercharge, for lack of a better word, your husband’s transition. I’ve also got other drugs that might be better for him, considering his condition.”

“That would be wonderful,” Shannon cooed.

“Oh, fuck,” breathed Roger.

Of course, there are some side effects.”

“Of course,” whimpered Roger under his breath.

“What kind of effects?”

“He will have an adverse psychological reaction to the increased estrogen in his blood.”

“Which means?”

“He is going to be very excited. He won’t be able to get erect, but he is going to want…uh…he’ll be very sexually excited.”

Shannon smiled. “That’s okay.”

The doctor began writing prescriptions, and he was wondering: why does this idiot want to be a woman? Can’t he see how gorgeous his wife is?

And so the exam ended, Roger was given several shots to boost him on his way, and he and Shannon headed for home.

“I guess that lets me out of this year long plan of yours,” commented Roger. His heart was pounding from the shots they had given him. Also, his penis was already starting to feel not so hard.             

“Why on earth would you think that?” Shannon looked at him quizzically.

“Well, I can’t have sex with a limp weenie. No point in locking it up. And I can’t cheat, so—“

“Honey!” chirped Shannon happily. “All this means is that you can’t wear a chastity tube, but now you have no use for one. We can still continue with your changes.”

“Yeah, what about these changes! What do you mean I’m transitioning? Why would you say that to the doctor?”

“It was the easiest thing to say. I didn’t want to explain how you’ve changed your diet, or how living an austere lifestyle is effecting you.”

Roger bit his lip. In a way, she was right. He certainly didn’t want to talk about having cheated, and his current lifestyle.

No man wanted to look pussy whipped, and…he didn’t want to talk about anything. But… “What about these hormones he’s going to give me?”

“He already gave them to you.”

“He did?”

“All those shots. those were a lot of hormones, powerful hormones.”

“So I’m actually going to turn into…these bits of flab will turn into…breasts?”

“You make it sound so terrible. Don’t worry. I’ll be there every step of the way. I’ll teach you how to wear dresses, put on make up, everything. Besides, don’t you remember the note you read the other night?”

He did: You won’t understand women until you’ve been one.

That was all he could look at while he stood with his peeny locked in the pillory on the other side of the wall.

“Besides,” Shannon added, “Aren’t you forgetting what you almost did?”

“What?” he stared at her, his mind a blank.

“You fucked Celia.”

“I…what…oh…shit!”

He remembered the scene in the mudroom. Him with his bloated and purple penis, in the hot shower trying to get warm, and then…then he had stuffed his salami into Celia. He had fucked her to several cums, but had not been able to get off himself.

Of course, now he understood why he hadn’t been able to get off. He had a blood clot.

But he had tried, and he had had his penis in Celia.

“You had your penis in Celia! You fucked her, and she told me it was for a good hour. That’s probably the only good thing about this whole situation. You weren’t able to cum. If you had…if you had…I would have doubled your time as a slave.”

“Two years?”

“Two years,” she confirmed. “But, fortunately you didn’t squirt, so it doesn’t count as a complete fuck. Just a half a fuck, I suppose. Maybe I should add half a year to your sentence.” She mused over this for a. moment. “But I’m angry with you. This all started because you were putting your penis in Celia, and now you’ve done it again!”

“But, honey…” he begged the rest of the way home.

The year turned into March. The cold weather broke and became merely brisk, and brisk was nothing to a man…uh, a woman…who had washed by jumping into a freezing swimming pool.

Still, it was more pleasant inside than outside, and whatever free time Roger had he spent inside his pink house sitting by the space heater, curled up in his metal blanket.

For being angry about him having his dinger in Celia Shannon didn’t seem all that angry. In fact, Celia came over for dinner a couple of times, and the girls laughed and drank wine and whispered conspiratorially.

Roger, huddled in his metal blanket, peeked through the high window in the dining room and watched them.

He watched the eager way they leaned towards each other and spoke in whispers. He watched the way their faces became heated.

But he didn’t see more because they went into the bedroom.

Not able to see through the thick drapes in the bedroom, Roger listened under the window. He couldn’t hear much, certainly not conversations, but he did hear sounds. Sounds like bouncing bedsprings and guttural moans.

He would go back to the pink shack and sit on his pallet and think about everything.

His penis was limp. It was just a little thing, as big as a pinkie, and it just hung there.

In spite of his limp member he was horny. He had never been so horny. He would sit on the pallet and hold his tiny weeny and just…be horny.

And, his body was changing. If it was changing slowly before, it was now changing fast. By the time two weeks of March had passed he had boobs. Not big ones. But they were boobs. Round and firm. Not just flabby fat, but…tits.

He would sit on his pallet some nights and just hold his boobs in wonder.

He was struck by how sexy they were, and how they were getting larger, and he would flick the nipples with his thumb and shiver with almost electric anticipation.

But anticipation without a hard cock is nothing but frustrating.

“I bought you some nylons and a garter belt.” Shannon smiled and tossed Roger a bag.

He looked wonderful in bra and panties with his changing body, and this would make him look even more wonderful.

“I also bought you some more lipstick. Looks like you’re getting low.”

She had a look of satisfaction in her eyes as she said this.

Roger examined the contents of the bag. Sheer nylons, the kind held up by a garter. The garter was black, sensuous to the touch, and he knew the dangling straps would turn him on.

As if he wasn’t turned on enough already.

“Also, I would like you to do something for me.”

“What’s that?”

“You’ve been doing a wonderful job of remodeling your little house, but I would like you to follow the directions I’ve put in here.” She handed him a box.

She smiled and turned away, and he looked at the box.

It was cardboard, and it was heavy. It rattled when he shook it, and made the sound of…chains?

He opened the box and found a long eyebolt and chain about six feet long.

He was puzzled for a moment, but he read the directions and he figured it out.

The chain would be bolted to the floor of his pink house. In the center of the floor, and it would attach to him. To his package, he assumed. He would be effectively tethered.

“Shannon?” he called out, but it was too late. She had already gone into the house.

He walked into his home and put the box on the work bench. He wondered why she would want to chain him to the floor, but, after nearly three months of following directions he had actually gotten used to it.

It was easy. Just don’t think about it. Go along with it.

And he didn’t understand that each day of submitting was a day with less of himself.

But it was easier.

He took his dress and his panties and bra off and washed them in the swimming pool. He hung them to dry in a stiff breeze, then washed himself off.

The pool was still freezing, but it was nowhere near January temperatures.

When he was done he sat in his house, fingering the nylons, and waiting for his lingerie and dress to dry. He was thinking about asking Shannon for more clothes. He needed more clothes.

In a rare humorous insight he realized: a girl’s got to have clothes!

When things were dry he brought them in and got dressed.

His boobs were getting bigger every day.

His body hair wasn’t growing back. Between Nair and hormones he was pretty hair naked.

Except that his head hair was getting longer and longer.

He needed a brush so he could better take care of his hair. What was that old rule? Brush the hair a hundred strokes? Something like that. And he needed to do that.

The nylons felt fantastic. It was like his skin, sensitive without hair, had a layer of even more sensitive skin.

And his legs were a little warmer.

He went outside and went to the picture window in the front of the living room. He stood and turned and pirouetted and admired his growing girly form.

Shannon stepped out of the hallway and noticed him. She smiled, then pointed at her lips.

Quickly, he ran back to the shack and painted his mouth.

Then he returned to the window. Shannon was waiting, and she smiled at him.

He spoke through the window, a bit more boldly than he planned, but Shannon didn’t take it wrong.

“I need more clothes.”

She tilted her head and was bemused.

“I need more clothes if I’m going to be pretty.”

Shannon grinned and nodded and gave him a thumbs up.

Good. He was getting more clothes. The only question was…when?

Shannon was notorious, in his mind, for promising something, then taking a month or two to deliver.

March was almost done, just a day or two until April, and Roger had been working hard every day.

The pink house now had walls. Real walls with drywall, properly sanded over the seams, and painted pink.

Shannon had bought him a little chandelier and he had replaced the wiring. It hung down from the ceiling, and even the floor was done.

With an eyebolt sunk through the floor into the concrete under the house. No way that puppy was coming out!

Excited, Roger brought Shannon out to see his build.

“Wonderful,” she said, feeling the walls, flicking the light switch. “But you’ve done too well.”

“What do you mean?”

“Now your furniture looks shabby.”

“You said I might get some new furniture.”

“The word is ‘might.’ I’ve had to spend money on these materials, so we have to save money. No new furniture for a while, and…we’re going to reduce the electrical bill.”

“How?” he asked, feeling the bite of suspicion.

“It’s getting warm enough, you don’t need that silly heater. Besides, you’ve been running it all day, all night. You don’t need that.”

“I do! Please! Don’t take my heater!”

“Sorry, Roger. And, now that we’re speaking of it, there are a couple of things we need to discuss.”

Uh oh. “Like what?”

“Well, it’s been more than a month since your last spanking.”

He immediately grew red. His whole body turned red. But whether it was embarrassment, or just excitement at the thought of being spanked again, he didn’t know.

“So that’s going to happen again. But since you can’t put your little weenie through the wall, we need another way of making sure you don’t move around.”

But I can put my weenie through the hole!”

“But it’s no longer stiff. Where’s the fun in that?”

He looked down at the floor and sighed.

“So I decided on the leash.”

“The leash?”

“The eyebolt in the floor, the chain. Instead of sticking you through the wall we can just run a chain to your little weenie and control you that way.”

“But why not let me just run around? Like I’ve been doing?”

“Because the weather is going to turn warmer, and we don’t want you going far afield. There’s no telling what kind of trouble you could get into if we let you just roam around.”

“I’m not going to get in trouble!”

“Late at night, walking through the neighborhood. You’re a pervert, you know…”

He didn’t.

“…and we have to make sure that you don’t become a peeping Tom or something.”

“Honey! I’m not going to be a peeping Tom!”

“Better safe than sorry. I think I’ll go out tonight, maybe I should give you a good spanking, then chain you for the night.”

“You don’t have to do this!”

“Actually, I do. You fucked Celia—“

“You said it didn’t count because I couldn’t get off!”

“I’m still up in the air about that. After all, is a half a fuck a fuck?”

“No! Besides, I explained how horny I was, and how I was so glad to half my dick recover!”

“But your dick didn’t recover. Now it’s got a clot, and if we don’t take of it then you might lose it.” She was starting to glare, and he  physically jerked when she spoke about him losing his penis. Maybe he better just back off.

She saw the change in him, and she smiled. She patted his cheek. “I can’t wait for your penis to get back to normal, can’t you?”

“I’d like that,” he sort of mumbled.

“Very good. Now I suggest you work on that bed of yours.”

“The work bench?”

“Yes. You should sand it, paint it, make it look worthy of this room.” She turned and walked off.

Being nothing but a sex slave, he had nothing better to do, so he spent that afternoon sanding the work bench. He wiggled it through the door to the pool area, got out the sander, and buffed the edges down, removed splinters, and made the wood smooth to the finish.

He was about to coat it with varnish, he liked wood in furniture, when Shannon came out the mud room door.

She was all dressed up and absolutely gorgeous. Her hair was coiffed in the French style with just a few wisps curling down around her neck. Her eyes were sultry and dark and shining with expectation. And he wondered: did she expect sex? Was she really going to go out looking for sex?

She strode across the pavement, her heels clicking, her calves sheathed in nylon. It looked like she was wearing a corset, the way her waist was pinched, the way her buns were so round and her topside was pushed up and out.

He could see her nipples through the blouse when her jacket shifted. Her jacket shifted back and forth with every step, so the edge of the jacket lapels were rubbing her nipples.

God, they looked big!

“Hi, honey. I’m almost done,” he managed to say, trying to look at her eyes and not her fantastic form.

“Excellent. It looks good, except, is that varnish you’re using?”

He smiled. “Looks pretty good.”

“No.”

He stared at her, and his heart started to sink.

“You’ve got a pink house, and you should have pink furniture.”

“But—“

“I’ll pick up some more pink paint tomorrow. In the meantime, come inside.”

He followed her into the little, pink shack.

The chain was two and a half feet long. She lifted it, tugged on it, and smiled it. “You did a good job.”

He gave a wan smile. He was apprehensive. He knew she was about to chain his dingus to the floor. But he was wrong.

She reached into the pocket of her jacket and took out a little, pear shaped dildo.

“What’s that?”

“It’s called a ‘pear of anguish.’”

“What does it do?” he felt his heart sinking.

“Turn around and I’ll show you.”

“I’m…you’re not…”

“Honey. We’ve played with your butt hole before. Besides, I don’t want to risk pulling on your penis, or having any sort of accident like when you were in the hole in the wall.”

“But what if I have an accident with…with that?”

“Not to worry. I checked on line to see if there were any dangers. Did you know that anal play reduces men’s risks of cancer?”

“But…that doesn’t…you…” Once again he was reduced to blathering.

“Just bend over.” Her tone was getting sharper, and he knew he[image: ] better just comply.

He turned around and bent at the waist.

Shannon smiled and reached into her other pocket for a tube of lube. She pushed her finger into him and started running it around. And around and around. And two fingers.

She giggled. “I think you really like this.”

He did, but he wasn’t going to admit it. But he had the thought that he should. With no penile pleasure, his asshole was proving even more pleasurable.

Then he realized he shouldn’t admit it. If she found it gave him pleasure she might stop.

A groan escaped him, and she pushed three fingers into him, made him gasp, then withdrew.

“Not too big,” she said, and she placed the pear of anguish to his rectum.

She pushed, twisted, worked it around, and it went in easily.

At the base of the thing was a little turncock, and she began turning it.

He felt the pear expand in his asshole. His eyes went wide, and the sides of the pear came apart and widened and… “Oh, God!” He felt like he was going to explode with pleasure.

“It’s a form of torture, actually,” Shannon explained. “If I keep turning it will get painful. Really painful. But if I just do it a little, then it feels good and it can’t be removed.”

Roger moved his feet further to the sides and bent a little further over. It was like his asshole was being scourged with pure pleasure.

“There we go.” She clicked a little padlock onto the thing then stood up and inspected him.

Roger straightened up…slowly…and greeted a new world. A world that consisted of a happy asshole.

“Oh…” he said, and his eyes were glazed with a sexual happiness.

Yet his cock was still small. No way of growing and showing the world how good it felt.

He turned towards her and stood awkwardly.

She smiled, reached for his dong. She flipped it up and down a few times, then just held it and looked him in his stunned eyes.

“It’s so cute when it’s like this,” she murmured. “It’s almost like it’s well behaved.”

She suddenly knelt and took his package in her mouth. His cock and his balls. Because of the hormones his balls were a little smaller than normal, and his penis was only a couple of inches long and downright skinny. He groaned as she began rolling her tongue around and shifting his sex about in her mouth.

It was sexy. And…it was frustrating.

“Oh, God,” he moaned.

He had all his nerves, and they were firing, he just didn’t have the erection.

She let his balls slip out of her mouth and she sucked on his little peeny.

He felt everything. It was more intense than when he was full sized with a raging boner!

It was making him super, super, SUPER horny!

But there was nothing he could do about it. Not even a hint of relief in sight.

She let him go and smiled. “Isn’t that great? I can deep throat you now.”

He thought he felt a little stir in his penis, but it was probably his imagination.

“Well, honey. I’ll whip you later.” She kissed his red lips very lightly, gazed at the tormented look in his eyes, and giggled, then she left.

Roger stood in the center of his pink room and listened to the sound of her car driving away. He could just barely hear it, and he wondered: where’s she going? Is she going to have sex with somebody?

Oddly, and in spite of his ‘soft on,’ he was feeling hot, sexual flashes run through his whole body.

Now that he didn’t have a working boner his whole body was feeling the horniness.

He decided to sit down, and therein was the problem.

The pear of anguish did not accommodate sitting down. The turnstop was pushed, and the pear tried to enter him further, which was impossible. The very sensitive rim of his asshole suffered from the edges and pressure of the pear. He needed some serious cushioning if he was going to even think about sitting down.

But he had pulled the work bench out, and he hadn’t had a chance to pull it back in before he was chained up. His old horse blanket and his newer blanket was folded and placed in a corner, and on top of the blankets was his metal blanket, which was the only thing that saved him from freezing to death.

The chain being two and a half feet, the wall being four feet, he could sit on the floor and touch the wall. If he could sit on the wall.

But he had put his blankets in a corner, and the corner of the room was, he stretched his arms out…not reachable.

He guesstimated the distance. The corner was about five or six feet from the center of the room.

He got on his knees and tried to reach the corner.

Nope.

He lay on his side and tried to touch his blankets with his toes.

He could touch the blankets, run his toes over the top, but he couldn’t hook the folds and pull them to him.

For long minutes he struggled, twisting his body this way and that, trying to get to the blankets. He was turned, the chain was pulling on his asshole, and he couldn’t…quite…reach…

Finally, he stopped, crawled back to the center of the room, and lay there.

God, his anus felt good. It was like somebody was massaging his asshole, and…his asshole was becoming a sexual release.

He looked sadly at the corner. His blankets sat there, all folded neatly, and he couldn’t get to them.

And the heater wasn’t plugged in.

And it was chilly.

Not cold, but…brisk.

He would have goose bumps this night, but, fortunately he wouldn’t freeze like he had in January and February.

He sighed, lay on his side. At least Shannon had turned the lights off. He would be able to lay on his side—a little uncomfortable but so what—and get some sleep.

He lay, Shannon was gone. The night was chilly. No sounds, and he drifted off. He started to smile. Pleasant dreams. Pleasant…

The light went on.


Part Six

Roger was dozing, almost ready to slip into the deep sleep, then harsh light dug at his eyelids.

“Wha…” he blinked, tried to see in the sudden light.

Shannon must have come home! She wasn’t going out and getting laid after all! She was…three women?

He made out the shapes of three women.

One was Celia, his ex-girlfriend. She was 75% white, and one quarter exotic Mex. She had large breasts and she loved to flaunt them.

He had never seen the other two women.

“What…are you…?”

“Hi, Roger. This is Jane and Ann.”

“I’m Jane!” said the blonde with the rack that was bigger than Celia’s.

“And I’m Ann. Wanna see my tits?”

The ladies were all dressed to go out on the night on the town. They wore tight dresses that showed off their beautiful mammaries.

Roger couldn’t exactly sit because of the pear in his ass. But he lifted one leg, tried to cover himself, and huddled in on himself.

“Shannon said we could come over. How you doing, Roger?

The three girls crowded through the door and giggled.

And Roger got it. They were drunk!

He could tell that from the way they acted, and from the bottle in Jane’s hand.

“You want some liquor?” Jane held out a bottle of Tequila Ocho Añejo.”

Roger jerked back, then thought about it. Yeah. He needed some liquor. He held his hand out and took the bottle.

Tequila is a unique drink. It can go down smooth, if you get the right tequila, and it gives a high like dope.

“Look at this place!” cooed Ann. She walked around the room feeling the pink painted walls.

“You must really like pink!”

Roger glugged, and glugged again.

Celia, who had seen the evolution of the pink house, and who had been intimate with Roger, sat down next to him.

“What’s the matter, Roger? Why aren’t you in your little bench bed?”

He burped, felt the gentle burn in his gut and smiled. That was expensive tequila, and it was good. “I couldn’t reach my blankets.”

“These things? Here.” Jane kicked his blankets over to him.

He folded the horse blanket to make a thick pillow, then arranged the good blanket so it formed two little pillows. He placed his buns very carefully on the pillows. The turnstop no longer pushed on his asshole.

“Oh, yeah,” he smiled and settled down and wrapped the silver blanket around himself.

“Can I see that?” asked Celia.

“The blanket?”

“Yes.”

“What for? It’s cold!”

“I’ve never seen a metal blanket before.”

Roger unwrapped the blanket and handed it to her. She took it, felt it, then pulled it into a ball and tossed it over her shoulder.

“Hey!”

Celia grinned.

Jane and Ann laughed and sat down one on either side of Roger. They put their arms around him, and Ann explored his groin, and Jane leaned around and sucked on his breasts.

“What are you doing?” he protested, feeling weak from their attentions.

“Playing with you,” Jane explained, taking her mouth off his boob. “These are nice. And they’re all yours?”

Roger didn’t want to answer, and he was getting distracted by the way Ann was feeling his groin.

“His dick is so tiny, and his balls are like…miniature.”

Roger groaned as she squeezed him.

“You can feel that?”

“Of course I can!”

She grinned and watched his face and gave them a hard squeeze.

“Oh!” he folded forward and sprawled on the floor.

The girls piled on him, held him down, and examined his asshole.

“That’s that pear thing Shannon told us about.”

“Look how the chain goes right into his little pucker.” Ann pulled on the chain and Roger was forced to hump up quickly.

Ann giggled and pulled a few more times. Making him grunt and groan and move about on the floor.

Finally, she stopped, and Roger managed to sit back down on his blanket pillows.

Celia had the bottle now, and she took a healthy swig and passed it around the room. It wound up with Roger, who did another couple of big glugs.

The bottle had been near full when the girls had entered, and it was  now almost empty.

Roger was starting to feel the light-headed happiness that imbibing too fast will bring.

“So how do you like it, Roger?”

“What?”

“Being a pussy boy?”

“I’m a pussy boy?”

“Of course you are. You’re so addicted to pussy that you’ll do anything to get it.” She was wrong in her definition, but right in using the word.

“I will not! Besides. I don’t get any pussy.”

“You don’t?” Ann and Jane gasped. They couldn’t imagine a man doing something like living in the pink shed unless he was getting more sex than a male rabbit in a female rabbit whorehouse.

“No,” explained Celia. “The last vagina he was in was mine, and that was a couple of months ago, and he couldn’t cum then. And now look at his dick.”

“It is awfully tiny,” remarked Ann. “Why’s it so small?”

“He had a shot to make sure he can’t get hard.”

“Why’d you do that?” burped Jane.

“I got a blood clot in my penis,” he said sadly. “They gave me a shot to make sure I couldn’t get hard, to give the clot a chance to dissolve.”

Jane and Ann looked at each other.

“Sort of sad, really,” commented Celia. “He used to be a real stud. But he screwed that up.”

“So he can’t get an erection, and he can’t screw…”

“And he still gets horny.”

“I’ll bet I can get him hard.”

“I’ll bet you can’t…”

Ann stood up and began unbuttoning her jacket and blouse. “Can you beat this Flatty two by four?”

“Flatty two by four? Flatty?” Jane stood up and began unbuttoning her blouse.

Celia started laughing, then plugged in the heater and began undressing.

“Your tits are nothing but zits!”

“And your ass is a pancake without the syrup!”

“I’ve got your syrup right here, bitch!”

Skirts came down, and the girls were down to their underwear.

“You’re the cure for priapism! One look at you would limp a pimp!”

“Says the girl with the stinky cunt!”

“My cunt does not stink, you borderline whore!”

The insults flew back and forth, sometimes cutting and sometimes stupid, but always funny, then Celia pushed the two aside and buried her head in Roger’s groin.

Roger was pushed back, and somehow managed to hump and twist so the turn stop sticking out of his ass didn’t hurt him.

But his impact on the base of the pear did something else.

Celia looked up in surprise! “Sperm! I got a squirt of sperm!”

Roger tried to push the girls away, but Ann and Jane had dropped on his arms and he couldn’t move.

That was the first indication he had that the hormones he had taken were affecting his muscles.

“You did’t!”

“I did!”

“But his dicklet is so teeny weeny!”

“With that thing in his butt you probably pushed on his prostate. If he’s full of semen that might do it.”

“But how can he be full of semen with balls so small?”

“I don’t know, but push on him! Let’s see if we can get more out of him!”

Both Ann and Jane placed a hand on his belly and pushed.

Roger tried to twist aside, but their combined weight was too much. The pear of anguish pressed into his innards.

Celia bobbed her head up again. “Yes! Definitely sperm!”

They pushed on him again and again. Then Jane insisted on tasting, then Ann.

Roger was getting sore in the belly, and in the asshole, but the girls were determined to squeeze every single bit of sperm out of him.

They weren’t getting a lot, just a little drop every squeeze or two, but it was enough to keep the girls shoving on his belly for a long time.

“Here go, Roger,” Jane held the bottle over his mouth and the last few drops of tequila drizzled into his throat.

Then, no more semen coming out, they all sat back.

Roger squirmed and arranged the pillows and lay back.

He had no joy from being mouth fucked, except for the incredible horniness that was now assailing him.

The girls sat against the walls, naked, and ignored him, talked about men they’d known and done.

“They say black men are big, but I had this Samoan once who was monstrous! Of course, I couldn’t breath under him, but when he was done I didn’t care if I could breath.”

“I screwed a lifeguard once. He was big as a kayak. A big kayak.”

“That’s nothing. I…”

And the tales went on. Finally, however, they turned their attention back to Roger.

“What should we do with Mr. Mini-dick?” asked Jane. “We came over here to play with the boy.”

Roger was stunk drunk. He muttered, “I’m not a pussy boy.”

“Oh, you are, too. You just won’t admit it.”

“Let’s make him eat us while we talk about it.”

Roger didn’t stand a chance. He was pushed back, causing him to groan at the sudden pressure in his anus, and Celia sat on his face.

“Hey! Urk…gurgle…blah!”

His voice was drunk and made blubbering by the pounds of pussy grabbing his face.

Jane began sucking on his teeny weeny again. She wasn’t normally good at deep throating, but his dicklet was so small she was having no problem.

Ann, giggling, got up and left the shed.

A blast of frigid air made everybody yell as the door opened and closed.

Then the door opened and another blast of air came in, which caused more yells.

“Sorry. I need this.” She grabbed the metal blanket and ran out of the shed. A third blast of cold air, more yells, then Celia and Jane went back to their pursuits.

Jane was squatting, grinding her vulva on roger’s nose.

Roger was gasping and choking as her sweet juices trickled in his mouth.

Jane had his whole package in her mouth, balls and all, and she was beating his dick with her tongue, pushing it around inside her mouth like it was a race horse going around a track.

The door opened and a final blast of cold air lowered the temperature in the pink shed.

“Guess what I’ve got!”

Jane and Celia looked up. Jane’s face was red and her lipstick was smeared. Celia’s face looked very, very happy.

Ann held up a miniature suitcase.

“Oh, no! You’re not!”

“I am!”

“What?” asked Roger, struggling to get his face out from under Celia’s delicious pussy.

“You keep him occupied and I’ll do his nails!”

“Nails! What are—ghlamph!”

Celine lowered her twat and covered his mouth again, ending all queries and objections.

Jane gave his dick a bite, which caused him to jerk and yell, which caused Celine to moan, and jumped up to help Ann.

For Roger being drunk, and having to be held on, they did a wonderful job. They spread his fingers and prepped them, then attached long fakes.

“You’re going to use that?”

“Sure. Why not?”

“But that’s super glue!”

“He’s going to have super nails,” Ann responded, and they giggled.

Celine kept twisting and adjusting her weight, and Roger was kept too busy trying to breath. He couldn’t struggle and breath at the same time, so he opted for trying to breath.

The girls worked quickly, then Jane moved to the front and Celia moved back for an instant.

“Don’t you dare try to break them or cut them or anything. They’re good nails, and you have to take care of them.”

Roger gazed up at her blearily. His eyes were red and his face was soaked with vagina juice.

Celia sat back down and Jane and Ann worked on Roger’s other hand.

Finally, they were done.

Roger was really done. His mouth was sore from eating, his face felt like it had plaster of Paris on it, and he was grateful just to be able to take a deep breath.

The girls pulled him up to a sitting position, and he gave a quick squeak as his anal companion shifted inside him.

The girls clapped and cheered.

“You’re so cute!”

“Look at those nails!”

Roger looked, and a slow shudder seemed to well up from inside him. The nails were an inch long, rounded, and redder than a fire engine on the way to a fire!

“Oh…” he said. “Oh, God.”

“But, look, you’ve messed up his lipstick!”

“We’ve got to fix that!”

They tried to pull him outside, just lifted his arms and one of them opened the door, and—

“AIEE!”

“Darn, his little dicky won’t come loose.”

“Here, let’s use this.”

Celia picked up her panties where she had tossed them.

They moved back into the pink palace and closed the door. Roger grabbed his package when they let him go, that pull on his teeny weeny when they had tried to pull him out of the shed had been painful.

Celia stuck the panties in the rusty, old toilet and began wiping his face clean of the light traces of lipstick and heavy deluge of vagina juice.

Roger made sounds and struggled, but he was outnumbered, drunk, and didn’t stand a chance. He inhaled the smell of the panties, which were well worn and in need of a washing, and the dirty water of the toilet.

Well, the water wasn’t that dirty. Roger did flush it after use, but still…

Then the girls pushed him back again and he again tried to arrange his bottom on pillows so the turn stop wouldn’t ram up his asshole.

Roger was done for. It was late, he was tired and drunk, and the girls had him outnumbered.

They began cleansing his face, rubbing it mercilessly with little sponges.

Then came the primer.

Ann and Celia held his face firm and Jane decorated it. She put on the foundation and the blush, colored the eyes, then did the delicate pencil work.

Roger sat, occasionally wiggled, and let them do their worst.

Or best.

When his face was done, his eyes sparkling in spite of his drunkeness, his lips plumped and painted, they pierced his ears.

By now Roger was lolling in their grip. Still there was n’t much left to do. Just brush his hair and style it.

They let him lay back on the floor and examined their work.

He was out of it, dazed and mumbling, but he was also beautiful. They had done a wonderful job, and his face was quite feminine.

“Did you know he’s been taking hormones?” asked Celia conversationally.

“Really?”

“That explains why he’s got those titties.”

They all giggled.

“He’s got titties, a shrinking package, and he looks like a girl. A real girl.”

“We should talk to Shannon. See if we can get him some breast implants.”

“Give it a month, his chest is going to be big.”

“How can you tell?”

Look how wide his boobs are. They’re going to fill out. I had wide boobs when I was in sixth grade, and by the time I was in 9th grade I was walking like a hunchback.”

They all laughed at that image.

“Then I discovered that I had ‘em, or at least I discovered that the boys wanted them. So I walked around with my head back and my chest out.”

“Boys,” snickered Ann. “They are so stupid.”

“Why do they want our tits, anyway?”

“Boob envy,” answered Celia. “Way back when it was supposed to be girls that all had penis envy, but now we know the truth; it’s boys that have boob envy.

“He’s really going to need some sexy bras.”

“We should buy him some.”

“Okay. Pact! We meet tomorrow and go buy pussy boy here some real bras.”

“Yeah. Shannon has got him on too much of a diet. Look at that face, those nails. Roger could be a real girl if we gave him half a chance.”

“Yeah. Let’s adopt him.”

And so they agreed.

And, shortly afterward, the night ended and the girls left.

Roger slumbered, falling into a deep sleep.

He dreamed he was in a thousand room castle, running from room to room, and every room was pink.

And no matter how many rooms he ran through…Shannon was pursuing him, laughing hysterically, and spraying him with pink paint.

Sunlight and cold hit him simultaneously. He blink, stuttered something, and wondered what was going on. His head ached from all the booze, and his face felt funny, like he had slept with a heaping helping of sun screen on.

How weird. How…he opened his eyes.

Shannon stood, leaning against the door jamb. She was holding his morning meal, a hot bowl of goop (hamburger, rice, onion, celery, can of cream of chicken soup) in one hand. The other hand was on her waist.

She was smiling, be it in a half sad fashion.

“Roger, Roger, Roger. I leave you alone for a night and you still manage to get in trouble.

“Uh…hi.”

He started to sit up, then stopped and looked at his hands. His long nails, so red and shiny. “What the fuck?” And he looked up at Shannon. “Look what they did to me!”

He held up his hands, but Shannon just smiled and said, “It’s hard not to notice those claws.”

He looked at his hands again, and sighed, then he started to get up again, and stopped and made a face.

He looked around, over his shoulder, and saw the chain that lead to the pear of anguish. “Darn,” he whispered.

“How’s your butt feel?” Shannon asked cheerfully.

“Like it’s been fucked,” he admitted. “Can you take that thing out?”

“After you tell me what happened last night. And, remember, I know everything. So you better tell me the truth.”

Roger grunted, arranged pillows, and managed to sit so the turn stop wouldn’t be shoved up into his backside.

“It’s not my fault,” he explained, trying not to whine.

He started to wipe his face, what was this sticky mess on him?

“Don’t do that.”

He froze. “Do what?”

“Wipe your face.”

“Why not?”

“I’ll tell you in a minute. First, you tell me.”

So Roger went into the story, going into detail, about how the girls had showed up, he told how they had ridiculed him, sucked his worthless cock, and his tits. He told how they jerked on his chain and made him lay there while they molested him.

Shannon had no expression while he talked, and, when he was done, she didn’t seem to care.

“Are you mad?”

She sighed. “No. I expected this when I told Celia you were home alone. And when she asked if she could visit you I saw no harm. I didn’t expect her friends to come over, though.

“I mean, I didn’t throw myself at them, or try to seduce them, or even flirt with them. And…”

“What?” Her eyes gleamed as she realized he was about to tell her something important.

“They…they called me a pussy boy.”

Shannon held her laughter in. “So?”

“So I’m not a pussy boy, am I? I’m doing all this to earn your trust, to get back in your good graces, to make up for cheating on you.”

She listened to his whining and her lips pursed in a happy moue.

“Well, honey, you live in a pink house, you look like a woman, you do what I say…what do you think it looks like?”

“But I’m not a pussy boy!”

“Hmm.”

“Please, tell me I’m not! I couldn’t stand it if people thought I was a pussy boy!”

“Okay, you’ve told me your sordid tale,” she chuckled, which disheartened him further. Put your ass up so I can let you loose.

He turned and put his shoulders down—which caused his tits to touch the cold, wood floor—and pushed his ass up.

Shannon placed his goop on the floor and stepped forward, knelt, and start unscrewing the turn stop.

Roger felt the pear of anguish in his backside shrink. The leaves came together and he felt an indescribably sense of relief.

He had been opened up so long that he had lost a certain amount of sensation concerning his intruder.

Then she pulled it out with a pop.

“Oh, fuck!” and he pushed forward and lay on the floor.

“Come on, it’s not that bad.”

“No, but it’s a relief.”

“So get up and go look at your reflection in the big window.”

Roger stood up and looked at her, then he walked past her, turning sideways, almost as if he was afraid to touch her, and trotted around the pool.

In the reflection he saw himself. A body that was more slender than he had been. Boobs, not huge, but getting there, his fingernails, of course, and…his face.

His mouth opened. In the glass his mouth, so red, opened in shock.

He looked at his eyes. He leaned forward and saw the eyeliner and the blush and…his lips looked so plump!”

Shannon had followed him and now stood at his shoulder. She must have been reading his mind, because she said, “It looks like they used some kind of plumper on your lips.”

“Plumper,” he was dazed and shocked and stunned and stupefied.

“Yes. It’s a substance that makes your lips swell up. It can last a couple of days. I like you like this. I’ll have to find out what she used. Well, come along.”

She turned and walked back towards the shed.

“What are…what are you going to do?”

She smiled over her shoulder at him. “It’s time for your spanking.”

“My…now? But it’s morning!”

“But you were playing with other women. Cheating on me.”

“Not with my dick!”

“But you would have if I allowed you to have an erection. Perhaps I should have the doctor give you a shot that will last longer. It’s so much easier to deal with you than with that clunky chastity tube on you.”

“But…I didn’t do anything!”

“Shush,” she said as they entered the shed. “Stand against the wall.”

He didn’t really know why he was crying, but he was, as she put his hands up and chained them to the hooks at the ceiling.

“Step forward and…you’re not big enough to go all the way through the hole, are you?”

“No,” he sniffed, thinking there was one good thing to come out of his tininess.

“Well, that’s okay.”

She left for a moment, then returned with a length of thin rope. She tied it around his package and fed the end of the rope out the hole mid level in the wall.

She left and he heard her walking around the shed. Then he felt her pulling on the rope, and his package pulled up and went as far as it could go through the hole in the wall.

“Don’t fall,” she called through the thin wood. “I’m tying this to a tree.”

He was stuck, his back arched and his manhood was secured.

He could move a little, but not much.

Shannon re-entered the shed.

“There we go.”

“But the doctor—“

“A few minutes won’t hurt. Probably be good for you. Get the blood rushing, you know. Do you have any preferences for the whip?”

Half sobbing, he suggested, “Do you have a feather?”

Shannon chuckled. She decided to use a ping pong paddle.

“Really?” asked Roger.

“Really. Don’t go away.” She laughed and left. then returned with a paddle.

“Ooh, look. It’s got these little, green pimples on the face. those are going to look so good on your butt.”

She drew her hand back and prepared to swing. Roger closed his eyes and took a deep breath, but nothing happened.

He looked back at her.

She was thinking.

“Wait her. “ She grinned. “I don’t know why, but I never get tired of saying, ‘don’t go away.’”

She darted out the door again, and Roger listened to her high heels clicking away, then, a minute later, returning.

She re-entered the shack. she had a piece of paper and a marks-a-lot, and she printed a nice, neat message on the paper, then she tacked it to the wall in front of his face.

 Roger stared at the message in disbelief. He half turned to her and asked, “Are you serious?”

“As a spanking,” and she swung.

SMACK!

“Ow!”

SMACK!

“Ow!”

SMACK!

“Ow!”

She stopped and looked at his butt. His cheeks were red, and the little nubs on the paddle were visible on his butt.             

“Excellent. Are you counting? Are you reading?”

SMACK!

“Ow! Three.”

“It’s four.”

SMACK!

“Four!”

He was confused. The pain of the paddling, the message in front of his nose, it was all too much.

SMACK!

“Ow!

Then, before he knew it, the pleasure started up.

SMACK!

“Oh.” Not ‘Ow,’ but ‘Oh,’ and he was surprised. “Fifteen.”

SMACK!

“Oh. Sixteen.”

The warm flush of pain translating into pleasure. He wiggled his butt. The endorphins were already kicking in. He was getting used to this.

SMACK!

“Seventeen.” His voice took on a dreamy quality.

SMACK!

“Eighteen.”

He was in his pink house, and his wife was pinking his butt, and…it felt good. Right. Wonderful.

SMACK!

“Nineteen. Harder.”

That made Shannon smile.

She enjoyed the physical act of beating her husband, but she didn’t actually like inflicting pain. Now that it was turning into pleasure, the pain was becoming pleasurable, she enjoyed paddling him.

SMACK!

His cock was stretched out. Small and pitiful, it still felt good. He imagined it throbbing, and it was almost like it was.

At any rate, he had full sensation, and he dwindled away into another world

SMACK!

A world that was pink and wonderful. Where he was a little girl sucking on a lollipop and playing in the clouds.

SMACK!

A world where hate was outlawed and everybody loved everybody.

SMACK!

He ran amongst the clouds, kissing people, hugging them, and his penis was ten feet long.

SMACK!

Well, maybe ten inches, but it felt like it was ten feet.

SMACK!

It felt like he could use it for a baseball bat, and every time he swung it he hit a home run of orgasmic proportion.

SMACK!

He wore dresses and his big boobs flopped. His penis squirted. And he was so-o-o very happy. His balls were the size of basketballs.

SMACK!

As happy as he had ever been.

SMACK!

Bent over and taking it up the backside.

SMACK!

Everybody loving him.

SMACK!

Then he stopped.

SMACK!

There, in front of him, somehow constructed in the clouds, was a bulletin board.

SMACK!

He walked closer and looked up at the giant letters.

SMACK!

He recognized them. They were the same thing that Shannon had written on a piece of paper and put in front of his face.

SMACK!

He read them, and began to cry.

I’m a pussy boy.

SMACK!

And cry and cry and cry.

SMACK!

Big tears that washed his face and cleansed his soul.

For the truth was written in the clouds.

I’m a pussy boy.

And now he knew why he cried.

SMACK!

Because it was the truth, and he could no long fight it.

SMACK!

He was, in his real heart of hearts, nothing but a big, old pussy boy.

SMACK!


Pooter Boy Comes Out!

Sexual transition gets easier!


Part Seven

April was a good month for Roger.

First, the blood clot in his pubic area was gone. No trace of it. Roger was so glad he didn’t even care when the ultrasound girl rubbed gel on his penis and looked inside the tiny thing with her ultra sound tool.

Well, he was sort of embarrassed, but he was cured!

Second, the girls who had had an orgy on him a couple of weeks ago had started bringing him gifts.

Shannon, his wife, was amused, but said nothing. He hung a pole across the side of his pink house and had a ‘wall closet.’

Third, and this was confusing, the hormones had really kicked in.

It was nearly May, he was due for a spanking, but he was so proud of his big boobs he didn't care.

Well, he cared a little, but when he saw his reflection in the big picture window he didn’t. He wasn’t going to need the implants the girls had, at one time, tried to talk him into.

He loved to put on an outfit and model. The girls were helping him with make up, and he was starting to figure some of the stuff out himself.

Lipstick was easy. Just roll it on. And he was surprised at how easy eyes could be, if you kept it simple. But things like foundation were difficult. To get the exact right hue for his skin color, that was hard.

So the days passed. The weather had turned nice, and he often left the door to his pink palace open. The girls had brought him fashion magazines and he loved to sit in his bed—a cubby made out of a bench, actually—and study the latest fashions.

Sometimes, inspired by what he was reading, and if Shannon was out, he would put on a little fashion show.

He liked the simple look, culottes and a cut off sweat shirt. Simple make up tricks. His hair brushed out and curled. He would stand in front of his reflection and turn and act coy and twist and try to make his boobs look bigger just from a pose.

Sometimes he would put on high fashion. A pink, pleated skirt, a sleeveless blouse that buttoned up the back. That required more expertise at make up, but he practiced, and he was getting better.

And, at all times, black, patent leather, open-toed, sling back, high heels.

He loved to paint his toes, then strut in front of the window.

And, once, he posed completely naked, except for high heels and make up. Right in the middle of the day.

Well, heck. Nobody was home, there were big, thick hedges between the back yard and the neighbors’ yards, and…he wanted to see his body.

He had five months of hormones, it would be six before long, and he wanted to see how his waist was thin, how his hips flared out so round, how his chest was so perky and tippy and…full.

He stood in front of the window and pirouetted and blew kisses, and he was proud, and he was coming to grips with the fact that he might, actually, be a pussy boy.

Although he was a little confused about that.

He thought he was a sissy boy, not a pussy boy, but he was a little hazy on definitions.

The girls, of course, just called him a pussy boy and laughed when he tried to talk to them about it.

Oh, well.

May had just turned, he had received a wonderful whipping, he couldn’t sit down for a week, which made him laugh.

How often had his parents threatened him with such a spanking?

I’ll tan your hide so bad you won’t sit for a week! His father had yelled.

And here he was, loving not being able to sit down for a week.

When he did try to fold his feet and put his buns down he felt that exquisite sensation that people thought was pain, but was actually pleasure.

He was thinking of how wonderful his ‘tanned hide’ felt, reading a magazine, with a wonderful warm breeze soothing the innards of his pink shack, when a shadow appeared in the door.

“Hello, Roger.”

Roger look up at his wife and smiled. “Hi, honey. What can I do for you?”

Funny. When this had started, when he had been caught cheating and she had started his punishment, he was the kind of husband who was lazy and disrespectful and didn’t want to do anything.

His job was to watch football and drink beer, dammit!

Now he giggled and looked forward to being able to do something for his wife.

He waited, and she didn’t answer, and he realized where she was looking.

He looked down towards his crotch, and jumped up in surprise.

“Oh, my God!” he blurted.

“Indeed,” whispered Shannon.

He had a boner.

A real live boner. His first boner since the doctor had given him a shot to stop all boners. It had been necessary to get rid of the blood clot.

He looked up at his wife and grinned.

“It’s back.”

She nodded. “I’m going to need to put you in chastity again.”

His face fell. then it fell further when she said, “If I can find a chastity tube small enough.

He looked down again.

His penis and balls had shrunk as a result of the hormones. Now, even though he had a stiffie, his penis was still small.

Oh, maybe it was a quarter inch bigger, it was hard to tell, but it certainly was nowhere near its original size.

It was perfectly shaped, looked like his weenie, but it was only about two and a half inches long.

“Do you think it’ll get bigger?”

Shannon bit her lip and studied the thing. She knelt and took his penis in her hand. Once it had filled her hand, her fingers had been separated when she tried to grab it, and it stuck out long inches.

Now it barely crossed her palm, and the head was only about as big as a grape.

“I don’t know,” she said.

“But what’ll I do?” His lip was trembling. He had so looked forward to having his big, old sex organ back.

She held his penis, closed her hand to squeeze it, and looked up at him. “I’ve been meaning to talk to you about that.”

“About what?” Moisture was appearing in the corners of his eyes.

“Don’t cry. I don’t want your make up to run. Come out to the pool areas and we’ll talk.

Shannon strode out of the little building, and Roger dabbed his eyes with a frilly handkerchief his ex-girlfriend, his cheating mistress of six months ago, had given him.

He followed Shannon around to where the round table with the plastic see through top and umbrella were.

She sat in a chair and spread her legs.

Her spreading her legs like that was a signal to him. Bend knee and worship your mistress. So he went down on his knees and buried her head between her thighs.

She sighed as his red lips did their job, as his tongue came out and massage her slit.

“You are so good at this.”

Between her legs, face deep in his duties, Roger smiled. He loved a good compliment. He tried so hard.

Shannon wrapped her fingers in his long hair and guided him to her pleasure. For long minutes he made slavering sounds. Shannon slid forward a little. “Use your fingers, dear.”

Roger followed her directions. He slipped two fingers in her pussy, reamed her, and waited until she was ripe and ready, then he slipped a third, then a fourth into her.

Now she was making mewling sounds, crying out as he massaged her innards and pushed his fingers over her G spot.

“Fuck,” she whispered, then she grunted and humped and pulled his head in hard.

Shannon, in the past months, because of various lovers, had turned into a squirter. A thick stream of pussy juice erupted and washed Roger’s face and near choked him.

He ate as long as he could, then drew back and drew in big gulps of air.

Shannon relaxed, and the golden glow faded and left her very satisfied.

“You wanted to talk to me?” Roger suggested.

“Absolutely. I want to give you a party.”

“Me? Why?”

“Have you forgotten? It’s your birthday.”

Roger blinked. He had forgotten. He had been so busy studying how to be a woman that he had completely forgotten.

“And it will be sort of a second birthday for you, or your new real birthday, if you will.”

“What do you mean?”

“Have you failed to notice that you are more woman than man? I’d like to invite a few close friends over and celebrate your coming out.”

Roger was totally caught by surprise. A party? And he would be dressed to the nines. And all his girlfriends would be there.

He thought about Celia, who he had once fucked, and he wished his penis worked again.

“But am I ready?” he worried.

“I think you are, and I talked to Celia and Ann and Jane, and they think you are ready. We’re all quite pleased by your progress.”

“Can I think about it?”

“Of course you can. You can think about it through the month of May. We’ve scheduled your party for right after the first of June.”

His mouth opened, and he wanted to protest, but the way Shannon was looking at him he realized that protesting was useless.

When Shannon decided something would happen…it happened.

“Oh.”

“Actually, there are some things you’re going to need to do to be prepared.”

“There are?”

“Oh, yes. I’ve got a list I’m working on. We can go over it in a day or two.”

“What kind of things will be on the list?”

“Oh, what to wear, I want you to have a new outfit. And that includes lingerie. We’re going to need to give you a makeover. We need to fix up the house, and we’re going to need to fix up your house.”

“My house? what’s wrong with it.”

“Nothing, dear,” she patted his cheek and brushed his hair gently. “But it’s time you had some new furniture, some amenities. After all, your house will be part of the bigger open house. People are going to get to see—they want to see—where you live. We don’t want you looking like a schlump, do we?”

“I guess not.” He had to agree with that.

“And I have a special piece of furniture in mind that will really brighten up your home.”

That was the moment that something he had been thinking about for months came to mind.

“Am I ever going to move back in to the big house?”

Shannon gave a wan smile. “I think I might like to have you visit every once in a while, and you could certainly spend a night or two in the guest room. When winter is back and it gets cold I’m sure you’ll appreciate that…”

“But I’m not going to be moving back in. Not on a permanent basis.”

Shannon evaded giving a solid answer and settled for implications.

“Now why would you want to move back in permanently? And after we’ve spent so much time making your little, pink home so comfie?”

She chuckled, laughing the question off, then she stood up. “So think about it, make a list of any questions or concerns you might have, and we’ll get together in the next couple of days.”

He was still kneeling, as he had between her knees when she had been sitting. He looked up at her, a little bit worried, but a little bit reassured by her presence.

“Okay.”

She patted his head and headed for the door to the mudroom.

Roger sat on the pavement for a long time, thinking about what it all meant, then he finally stood up and went to his little house.

Shannon entered the house, went to her bedroom, and disrobed. Talking to Roger always made here horny. She got out the big cord powered vibrator and lay on the bed. She nibbled at her clit for a while, then simply stopped.

She had been planning for this conversation with Roger for quite some time, and now that it had happened she was of a mixed mind.

Oh, not about Roger, but about how he was taking to her new lifestyle.

Sometimes he acted like he didn’t even know she was going out and getting some.

Could he be that—she didn’t want to say stupid—was he living in a fantasy world?

She was starting to believe he was.

At least she had finally talked to him. Sort of. She still needed to have a more direct discussion with him.

She smiled at the thought of him having a coming out party. He would be beautiful. He looked more feminine than she did.

But what about her? What about what she wanted.

When this whole thing had started she had been pissed, and she had pushed him into feminization, and she had started spanking him.

And she still loved those things, more than ever. But while feminizing him and spanking him made her horny, it didn’t satisfy her needs.

Was that why she was going out more and more? Seeking men, multiple partners, and screwing any and all late into the night?

She was changing. Once she had been a true blue, stay at home wife. Now she was a go out and party all night long…hot wife.

Was she a hot wife? And not just a slut?

Not that she cared about being labeled a slut; none of her friends considered her such.

She sighed, and gave up thinking. And masturbating.

She took a quick shower, dressed up for going out, and headed for the car.

She had abused Charley Coyote’s quite a bit, and she needed to find a few other places to make her assignations.

Roger stood in the doorway and considered his happy hovel.

It was a hovel, only a twentieth as big as the house he used to live in, the house he would no longe be allowed in.

But it was his hovel, and he had, in essence, built it.

As a tool shed it had come with the property. But he had finished it, given it walls and electricity, and even some of the plumbing, all with his own hands.

Did he really want to go back to the big house? Even if it meant sleeping in the big bed with his wife?

He wasn’t sure, but he felt an aversion to the idea.

He ran a hand over the rack of dresses and lingerie on one side fo the house. Did he want to give up this?

He looked up at the chandelier and sighed. He loved to watch the thing slowly twirl and give off splinters of soft light.

The toilet needed to be replaced, but that was no big deal. And the sink. He started thinking about what kind of hardware he wanted on those fixtures.

Finally, he looked at the bench he slept under. He had sanded and painted and made it look like…something sweet. Not a bed, exactly, but a conveyance to dreams.

He sighed.

Did he want to give all this up?

And his mind, for some reason segued directly into the question of whether his wife was going out and sleeping with other men.

They talked around it, he tended to avoid and misconstrue, but…he was pretty sure she was going out and getting her vagina filled.

He wondered what of men she was fucking.

Was there a particular size she liked? Big or small or in between?

Did she go by race? Did she like the big dongs black men were supposed to have? Or did she want smaller dicks. Dicks like…like his.

He looked down and grinned. He had a boner. A tiny boner, but a boner none the less.

He reached down and stroked it with his fingers.

There was a time when he could wrap his fist around his mighty member, when grown women would shriek and run for cover. Now it was a Vienna sausage, at best, and it hadn’t dribbled squirtem since the women had forced his jizz out of him, when he had had the pear of anguish in his booty and…he sighed.

Such thought were self defeating.

He should be thinking of what he would have to do to prepare for his coming out party.

He had to clean, and then there was the project to be done which Shannon would apprise him of.

And would he have to clean and prepare the big house?

Probably.

Shannon went to a small bar in Beverly Hills. The kind escorts met their ‘dates’ at. Hunh. Dates. Better to call it what it was, whores and Johns.

Was she that shabby?

She sat at a high table, beautiful in her pencil skirt and blouse, her jacket and purse hung over the chair next to her. She saw herself in the mirror, and she definitely didn’t look like a ‘lady of the night.’

She looked high class.

She sipped her brandy and snickered. Weren’t all high class bitches’ whores?

Well, maybe not.

It was early, before lunch, and she had come here to think as much as find a fuck. No customers to choose from, she took a note pad out of her purse and began making lists and sketching out ideas.

An hour later businessmen started showing up for their ‘lunch,’ and it wasn’t long before a handsome stud sauntered over to make acquaintance.

“Hello.” He was tall, looked well hung—funny, she had started looking at all men and wondering what their penises were like—and he had a nice smile.

“Hi,” she looked up and smiled back.

“My name is Ted. Would it be presumptuous of me to offer to buy you a drink?”

“It would be welcome. Have a seat.” She put her sketch book and lists away.

He did, and raised a finger for the waitress, who had just come on duty.

“What are you working on?”

She blurted, without thinking, “A coming out party for my husband.”

The man blinked.

Shannon cursed inside. She was so used to talking to the girls about Roger that it had just slipped out.

The man smiled. “I figured you for an architect or something.”

“Nope,” she was still a little frozen inside, regretting her choice of words.

“So tell me about your husband,” and he grinned.

His cheerfulness disarmed her, and she began talking. And she talked about everything. How Roger cheated, how she had moved him out of the house, how she beat him, and how she was feminizing him. She even found herself confessing her infidelities. How she was now a loose woman.

“I’ve talked too much,” she said.

Ted shook his head. “Not at all. But I do have an observation to make, if you will allow me?”

“Oh?”

“Rubbers. Condoms, if you will. It’s only a matter of time until you bring home a dread disease, and that would sure rain on your parade. From the sounds of it you should be buying condoms by the gross.”

The idea was refreshing.

“I know, it’s not as much fun when you wear a raincoat, but—“

She leaned forward and placed a hand on his. “Do you happen to have a condom or two with you?”

He looked her right in the eye and said, “I buy them by the gross.”

“Will you take me back to the mens room, allow me to roll one on you, and fuck my brains out?”

“I thought you’d never ask.”

They stood up, neither one abashed, and walked, hand in hand, towards the bathroom.

Ted stopped at the bar and placed a twenty dollar bill on the counter.

As they walked down the hallway in the back Shannon asked, “What was that for?” She had thought maybe he was paying a bill, but he hadn’t drunk that much.

“For the use of the stock room. Joe and I go way back, and I pay him for the use of the stockroom. If we spend a lot of time there then I’ll pay him extra.”

With that he opened the door to the stock room.

For a moment nervousness assailed Shannon. The restrooms were on the right side of the hallway. The stockroom was on the left side.

But when Ted turned on the light she saw a room half filled with boxes, and a nicely made up bed at the far end.

“Joe owns the bar, and he doesn’t care if his bed does double duty. shall we?”

Shannon entered, turned, and embraced Ted.

Ted was up for it, and he returned the kiss, and his hands began to roam.

Shannon gasped as he stripped her clothes off, mouthed her nipples, and wormed a hand into her panties.

Then she was on her knees, gobbling for all she was worth.

“Easy, girl,” he chuckled. “You’re going to end up with a mouthful and nothing else.”

She slithered back up his body and undressed him. then they were on the bed, plunging and lunging, ramming and jamming, and having the time of their lives.

“Am I a whore?” she asked, cuddling in his arms.

“Do you want money?”

“No.”

“Then, no.”

“Good.” She rolled onto him and had her way again.

While Shannon was cementing her idea of herself as a hot wife and not as a loose woman, Celia and Jane showed up at Roger’s house.

He was working on his make up. He was getting better at it, but what took the girls five minutes took him an hour.

“Hey, Roger!”

He turned, eye liner pencil in hand, and smiled at his visitors.

Celia, part Mexican and quite voluptuous, stepped into his front room. And only room. Jane followed. He particular liked Jane’s insouciant smile and her big knockers.

Recently he had begun to like her knockers better and better. They reminded him of his own. He was getting big.

“What brings you to my humble home?” he asked. “You don’t happen to have any alcohol?” He raised his eyebrows happily.

While Shannon didn’t fuck for money, he didn’t fuck for alcohol, unless he could.

Jane held up a bottle of Grand Dad.

“Oh, baby,” he licked his lips.

And a six pack of Coke.

“Oh, zowie!” he chortled.

And ice and red, solo cups.

“Oh, baby,” he took all the makings and put them on top of his bench. “I think I love you.”

“He thinks. He doesn’t know,” laughed Celia.

“Okay. I know. Here!” He handed the girls Coke Highs and picked up his own.

The three stood and sipped and sighed.

They sat down against the walls, using Roger’s blankets, and began their little party.

“We hear Shannon wants you to have a coming out party.”

“That’s what I hear,” agreed Roger. “I’m going to have to clean this place up, probably the big house, too.”

“Actually, that’s why we’re over here.”

“To help me clean up?”

“No. To help you prepare for your party.”

“How so?”

“Roger,” asked Celia, “Do you know what a pussy boy is?”

“Or a pooter boy?” chimed in Jane.

“Which is the same thing,” said Celia.

“Yeah, it’s a guy who is a slave to the vagina. He’ll do anything for pussy.”

“So do you really think you’re a pussy boy?”

Roger sipped, and thought. There was something wrong here, but he didn’t know what.

“So enlighten me?”

Celia took a deep breath. “A pussy boy isn’t a guy who wants pussy.”

“I don’t understand.”

“Are you doing this all for pussy?” Celia waved a hand to indicate his home. “Are you living out here to get fucked?”

He frowned.

“Or are you here to be a slave, to do what your wife wants. To get spanked because…well, because.”

“I thought I was,” and he was a bit mystified. He really didn’t know where this was going.

“Roger. You wear butt plugs. I will always remember that heavenly night, and so will you, when the pear of anguish was inside you. You love getting spanked and whipped…that doesn’t sound like somebody who is doing it all just to get a piece of ass.”

Roger realized she was right. “So why am I doing it?”

“Roger, a pussy boy is a guy who wants to be the pussy.”

He blinked.

“He likes getting it up the poo poo. He lives not for orgasm, but to get higher and higher on sex.”

“Wait a minute. I don’t…you’re saying…”

“Roger, you’re becoming a woman because you want to experience the life of a woman, and that includes having a pussy, and having that pussy filled with cock.”

“With…I don’t…”

Of all the changes Roger had gone through this was somehow the most profound. Just the knowledge of the correct definition for a pussy boy.

He wanted…what?

He blurted, “You’re saying I want cock?”

“Sort of.”

“What do you mean sort of?”

They were all done with their first drink and Jane got up and made three more. Roger realized, as he watched her mix the drinks, that she was giving him more alcohol.

When they were all seated again Celia explained, “You’re at a tipping point. Do you be a man or a woman.”

“Can’t I be both?”

“You could, but we don’t think you want to be both. At least, not until you’ve fully explored…things.”

“What things.”

“Many men think they want cock, until a real, live, flesh and blood dick gets put up their ass. Then they change their minds, suffer guilt, wonder if they’re homosexual, and all that sort of thing.”

“And you think that’s going to happen to me?”

“No. We’re just explaining potentials here. You might want to revert to heterosexuality, you might end up bi, you could go full homo…that’s all up to you.”

“I don’t understand,” he was sort of frustrated, he didn’t fully understand what was going on.

“We want to break you in.”

“Break me in.”

He didn’t understand what she was saying, but it sounded like a choir somewhere was singing:

…by the dawn’s early light…

“Show you what anal sex is really all about. That’s why Jane and I are here. We’ve both done anal sex, and we like it. Shannon figured we would be the best ones to introduce you to, uh…”

“The butt diddle,” suggested Jane.

“A poke in the brown eye,” countered Celia.

“Punch the starfish.”

“Wait a minute,” Roger stopped their one upsmanship.

They stopped and watched him.

“You’re saying that you want to fuck me up the butt, but you have no peckers. How’s this supposed to work?”

“We’ve got dildos.”

“Strap ons.”

“And this will help me because…?”

“Getting fucked by a woman is entirely different than getting fucked by a man. Also, in a man’s mind, getting fucked by a woman doesn’t have the stigma that fucked by a man does.”

“A man who gets fucked by a man frequently, especially if he’s not ready for it, or amenable, feels like less of a man. He feels guilty, he has emotional crisis.”

“But a man who gets fucked by a woman, even though she is the one using the dick, that’s okay!”

Roger was looking back and forth as they preached the virtues of being corn holed by a woman.

“I’ll show you.”

Roger’s eyes and mouth opened as Celia stood up. She had been sitting with her legs clamped together, and now he realized why. She lifted her skirt and a penis bobbed out.

It wasn’t huge, only five inches, but it looked like a real pecker. It had balls and veins and a well defined head.

Roger was stunned.

“I’ve got mine in a bag just outside,” Jane said. She went outside and immediately returned. She reached inside a bag, dropped the bag, and was holding a strap on with dick. It was slightly bigger than Celia’s, but still not a giant.

It was obvious that they didn’t want to tear him open.

“Now, have another drink, and let’s talk some more.”

Roger stood up and poured the drinks.

He was getting high.

And, interestingly, his teeny peeny was getting high. It was thrusting forth in his dress, and he even had a little boner bump.

He looked down at it, which he shouldn’t have done, because the girls saw what he was looking at.

“Oh, my God! Roger’s getting his erection back!”

“Roger! how wonderful!”

They crowded around him and bent to examine his weenie. They pulled his dress up and his panties down. They felt the little fellow and oohed and awed.

Jane took it in her mouth and Celia asked, “How does it feel?”

“Pretty good,” he admitted.

“Do you feel like a man?”

“Well, I guess I do.”

“Then it’s good we came over today. We want to make you feel like a woman before you get used to feeling like a man again.”

Jane took her mouth off of him, and steadied his legs, which were trembling. “Is it going to get big?”

“I don’t know.”

“Well, if it’s going to get big, we need to do this now.”

Roger stood, sipped, considered the girls, who were looking at him hungrily.

“Come on, Roger. We want this, and you know you want it.”

Did he? Did he really want to take a ride on the chocolate express?

He was a man, but…he wasn’t. He was in between, and this…doing anal sex, that would be like the last straw. This would be like no going back.

Celia moved forward and palmed his package, rubbed his weenie, treated his grapes like ben wah balls.

He groaned.

“Come on, Roger, honey. This is why we’re here.”

“Shannon called us to do this.”

“If I was to say yes…what would happen?”

“We would bend you over something. Maybe your bench, or we could go outside and pork you over the table out there.”

“We could just have you bend over and grab your ankles. Wouldn't that be fun?” Jane actually clapped her hands in glee.

“Show me.”

They looked around, then decided to take him outside. They moved the patio table around and Jane spread his good blanket over it.

“Just bend over. Let your dicklet hang down. One of us will suck you while the other one fucks you.”

The odd thing was that in his mind he was just clarifying instructions. But the fact of the matter was that he was following those directions and setting himself up.

He bent over the table.

“Like this?”

“Yes! Now hold still. We would put lots of lube up your tube so it’s really slick and slippery.

Celia stuck a finger in him and began to ream him.

He groaned. It did feel pretty damned good.

“That’s it.”

Jane leaned down in front of him, held his face in her hands and kissed him.

His lips were bigger, more feminine, and the kiss was bigger, juicier, more feminine.

Celia put two fingers in him and circled some more.

He groaned, and Jane smiled as she kissed him.

It was delicious, like he was in another world, a better world. A pink world.

Three fingers, and now he was arching his back, and raising his butt, and taking it all the way in.

“That’s it, honey, push back. A woman doesn’t just take it, she gets it.

Jane was kissing him madly, cupping his breasts and tickling his nipples, when Celia suddenly stood up and pushed into him.

“Oh!” he grunted right through the kiss. He started rise up, but Celia pushed harder, and pushed on his back. He laid flat out, and realized that was it. He was now officially fucked. Like a woman.

And…he loved it.

He had experienced no pain, just the incredible sensation of being opened up.

“That’s it, honey.” Celia cooed as she sawed into him.

“The look on his face…he loves it!” Jane slid under the table and took his weenie in his mouth.

Roger was in heaven. He was a woman. His weenie was actually working. Sort of. And…and…he looked up and his mouth made an O and he went, “Uh oh.”


Part Eight

Shannon was standing in the living room. Next to her was a tall, brown-haired, brown-eyed hunk.

Celia, after Roger, was the second to take note of their audience. She grinned. “Hey! How we doing?”

Shannon raised a thumb.”

Jane rose up from sucking Roger’s cock and saw her. “Hi!”

“Hey!”

“Who’s the stud?”

Shannon looked up at Ted and smiled. Then she looked back at the group on the patio. “Latest fuck!” she mouthed.

Celia and Jane cheered, and Roger felt…glum. Stunned. Weird.

But the fact of finally figuring out, seeing for himself, what he already knew, that his wife was taking on lovers, couldn’t top the pleasure in his butt.

He tried to give her a look, but all he could do was groan, and his body rippled, and he pushed back into Celia.

“‘Scuse us,” Celia called. She pointe at Roger’s back.

Shannon nodded, then moved to the window and called, “Is he in danger of cumming?”

“Maybe. He’s getting boners.”

“I know.”

“Do you want him to cum?”

“Up to you. I’m going to be a little too busy to make the call.”

“Okay!”

Then Shannon took Ted’s hand and led him back towards the bedroom.

Celia leaned forward, reached around and cupped Roger’s boobs, and whispered in his ear, “It’s okay, honey. I don’t mind if you cum.”

She began to ram him, picking up speed, and Jane went back to fondling his grapes and sucking on his tiny weeny. If he didn’t cum it wouldn’t be their fault.

Roger tried and tried, but maybe it was too soon, maybe he had done permanent damage down there, what with the blood clot in his penis, the shots to insure he didn’t get a hard on. But, whatever, when the girls were done with him he was entirely frustrated.

Then they saw Ted leave. He waved as he walked through the front room, gave them his happy grin, and headed out.

Finally, Shannon, wearing nothing but a peignoir, came out and sat at the table.

She looked satisfied, and a bit worn down, but happy. She was holding a sheaf of papers which included drawings and lists.

Roger stared at her.

She smiled at him, and didn’t seem self-conscious at all about having screwed another man.

Her attitude set the mood, and Roger found himself sitting lackadaisically, thinking about her dalliance, but not really getting concerned about it.

After all, he couldn’t fuck her, not with his tiny weeny, so why not somebody else?

Celia and Jane were happy, because once they were finished with Roger they had fucked each other, and that was the wildest thing he had ever seen.

They basically tribbed each other, which meant that they scissored their sex and ground their pussies on each other. But somehow they were able to each get their fake dicks in the other, at the same time, and it turned out to be the most violent trib he had ever imagined.

Anyway, Shannon sat at the table, her legs slightly spread so Roger could see the goo dripping out—she and Ted had run out of rubbers and been too excited to get dressed go outside and get in the car and drive to the pharmacy and purchase more rubbers and get back in the car and drive back to the house and get undressed and get in bed.

She laid out the lists and drawings and said, “This is what I want.”

The lists included cleaning of the house, new toilet and sink in Roger’s house, and a bench.

But not like the work bench Roger had been using for the bed.

Roger glanced at the lists. A few repairs, mostly vacuum, scrub and wash. It was a big list, including her car, but, it was doable. Especially if he had a month to prepare.

The drawings, however, were something else.

There was a bench. Curved, padded, and handcuffs on the legs. That was tough.

Then there was a pillory of sorts. Instead of closing on the hands and neck, it closed on the waist. in other words, the lower body would be on one side of a wall, and the upper body on the other side.

Then there were a variety of toys, most of which could be bought online.

A triangle, and the person was supposed to sit in it, half bent, wrapped around the sides of the triangle, and the person could be ‘rolled,’ or at least positioned, in a variety of ways.

A body cage shaped like a person kneeling, with holes for the tits and the butt and the groin and the mouth. Weird.

And various other things.

“I can build a couple of these things,” he looked at his nails and groaned. He was afraid he was going to be breaking some nails before he was done. “But some of these things you’re going to have to order. I assume they are on the net?”

“Most of them are. But they are either expensive, or I know you can do a better job.

Roger nodded, turned the drawings, and thought about what materials he would need, how he was going to do these things.

“So how was Ted? That’s his name, right? Ted?”

Jane stared at Shannon and Roger kept his eyes on the drawings, though his ears were burning.

“He was big.” All the girls giggled and Roger kept his eyes down. He had the thought that this was a set up, that Shannon had asked Jane to ask that question.

“He also cums a lot. I wiped myself off before I came out here, and I’m still oozing.”

That was for sure. She had only a few drops of shiny sperm coming out of her slit when she sat down. Now the sperm was trickling trails down her leg.

“Do you share?”

“I do. But…I want you to help Roger with his cleaning and building.”

“In exchange for fucks?”

“With Ted? Sure.”

“No. I mean Roger. If I’m going to be helping him then I expect to be using a strap on. Both ways. Me to him and him to me.”

Shannon nodded and pursed her lips. “That sounds fair. Did he cum today?”

“No.”

“That’s good. I want him primed for the party. If it looks like he’s going to cum after this, we need to put him in chastity.”

Everybody agreed on that. Even Roger thought that sounded good. And he wondered why he thought that sounded good. He wondered at the deep changes he was going through.

After all, they had done his back door for an hour, and though he hadn’t cum, he actually wanted more. His rectum was itching with the desire to be plugged up.

Maybe wearing a butt plug would help stave off the desire growing in him. Maybe?

Roger stood up and started for his shack.

“Where are you going?” Shannon asked.

“To put a butt plug in.”

There was a moment of silence, then the girls all giggled.

The next few weeks were wild ones.

First, a new toilet and sink were delivered for Roger’s pink home, and he had to turn the water off and unscrew the water hose and unscrew the toilet and lift it up and carry it out. Without breaking nails. Then he had to seal the new one, bolt it down, connect the water hoses, and…without breaking a nail.

Then he had to do the same for the sink. Disconnecting, exchanging, connecting. Without breaking a nail.

When he turned the water on, fortunately, he had done a good job. there were no leaks.

There were, however, places around the fixtures that had to be fixed up. Painting had to be done, flooring had to be fixed. And over the sink he had a brand new cabinet, complete with lighting, that could be used for his make up. He needed that badly, and he cheerfully ran electricity  to the cabinet and turned it on.

Now, with the chandelier, his room was too bright. But that’s okay. He wasn’t going to be using all the lights at once. Just in case, he put a dimmer switch on the chandelier.

He had to put a rug in. A beautiful, pink rug, and he cut the carpet, moved everything out of his pink house, spread the carpet out, kicked it and tacked it down. He did a good job, and there were no wrinkles when he had it all stretched out.

The girls were showing up every day. They made sure his nails and make up were perfect, helped him with laundry, cleaned the inside of the big house, and that gave him plenty of time to make the furniture Shannon required.

Some of the stuff was easy. Shannon just ordered it off the net. weird cages, spreader bars to keep the feet apart, an assortment of fun torture devices.

The body pillory was difficult. Well, not so much difficult as awkward. It was large enough that he couldn’t put it in his house, and he had to build it on the patio. He kept it covered with a tarp when he wasn’t working on it, and he had plans to build a small open faced structure to contain it later on.

The difficult thing was the bench.

He spent a lot of time making perfect cuts on the main platform, then sanded and shellacked it.

Shannon wanted it to be pink, but no BDSM device should be painted pink. So it was either going to be wood, or black, and Shannon decided wood would be better.

Once the main board of the bench was fashioned and varnished, he built the legs and the platforms for knees and elbows.

Then he attached the padding for the main board, the hardware for the cuffs, and…it was beautiful.

It was sleek and shiny, it was like the Ferrari of BDSM furniture, and Shannon loved it right away. Unfortunately, she was too busy, and the task of breaking Roger in to the bench fell to the girls.

Every day Celia, Jane or Ann would show up. Sometimes more than one, and a couple of times all three.

They would clean, then cuff Roger to the bench and put on their strap ons.

Shannon thought they were cute, beautiful women in sexy clothes, walking around the house with big dongs hanging from their groins.

Roger thought they were scary, because they were starting to use bigger and bigger dildos.

But, in the end, he could.

He would lay on the bench, limbs fastened down, his butt rising up in the air, his little ding dong hanging down and usually stiff.

Not that it was that big. It just wasn’t growing. It was small, and it looked like it might just stay that way.

Once secured, the girls would break out a belt, or a whip, or a paddle, and warm him up.

It didn’t take long, maybe twenty or so strokes, and he would flip into pleasure.

Tell the truth, the girls didn’t understand it. How could a person love pain that much?

But he did, and they whipped him until he was frothy with happiness, then grease him up and use their strap ons.

Roger would moan and groan, push back as well as he could, and…it was obvious that he loved it.

“Now, Roger, this is a little bigger than you’ve been used to…” and Celia would bury ten inches in his rectum. Roger might grunt at first, but he groaned at the last. He always wanted more.

“Okay, Roger, this is the replica of a horse.” Roger cried a little on that one, but they were probably tears of happiness.

“This is what a sex addict thinks an alien dong is like.”

It was big, flared in spots, curly cued around, and Roger groaned and moved his butt in circles to accommodate it.

And so the days passed.

The bench was finished, the body pillory was done, all the weird cages and things arrived, and he even finished a regular pillory.

And he tried everything out.

“I don’t understand,” he said Shannon one day. “Am I the only one that is going to be in these things? There’s a lot of things, and I can’t use them all in one night!

Shannon chuckled. “Oh, no. These are for anybody and everybody. this is not just a coming out party, it’s…a fun party. Everybody will be invited to partake.

That was something to think about.

Roger had let his friendships drop. He was only friendly with the girls, Celia, Jane and Ann. Who else was going to attend?

But Shannon just smiled when he asked, and told him he’d find out.

Another question he came up with: “Are there going to be men there?”

“Men? Might be, but this is your party, Roger, and I know you have a preference for females, especially when it comes to who uses your bottom and why.”

Who and why? he mused. Who and why?

For ‘who’ he wanted only women. For ‘why’ he wasn’t sure.

Yes, Shannon had explained to him, multiple times, why he had to come out and make himself known. But he was still unsure and nervous.

But unsure or nervous notwithstanding, time passed and the party approached.

Then it was time.

It was a couple of days past June one. Six months Roger had been transforming. Six months of learning what it took to be a woman.

He had come a long way.

Sometimes he didn’t even think of himself as a man.

On the afternoon of the party he and everybody else worked long and hard.

The house, his and the big one, were cleaned immaculate.

Food was prepared, and hors d'oeuvre were set out.

Nails were checked, make up was put on, lingerie and dresses were adjusted, and people started showing up.

Roger answered the door and welcomed the guests.

He was adorable in a purple embroidered sequin sheath dress.

Shannon wanted him to be in pink, but the girls outnumbered her. their main argument was that he would blend in with the walls in his little house if he wore pink.

He wore brand new black leather spikes, his red toes peeking out through the front.

He smiled, and greeted, and took names, and most of the guests were female.

Not all, and that made Roger nervous all over again, but…that was the way it was. He couldn’t back out now.

The fact was that while he was quite handy at anal sex, he was still nervous about the idea of being taken by a man. The girls told him he was being silly, that a real cock was better than a plastic cock, but he was still nervous.

The house began to fill up.

Ann and Jane and Celia stayed by him, kept everything going in case he got tongue tied, or made some sort of mistake.

Drinks were served, constantly, and everybody started getting drunk.

An hour after the party started there were a hundred people wandering through the house, the backyard, peering into the cute, little, pink house behind the swimming pool.

Music was blaring, and people were dancing, Little groups of women spotted the backyard and were chattering animatedly.

And the subject of almost all conversation was the pretty woman with the purple dress. She was so cute, so beautiful, so polished, and…was she really a man?

And they all thought: Shannon really outdid herself with this one.

Then, Shannon stood by the table and clinked a glass with a spoon.

Everybody started clinking, and laughing, then settled down.

“Welcome friends!” she began. “We are here to welcome my husband, Roger, to the sisterhood! No longer will he be a man! No longer will he be the aggressive possessor of a dick, with all that that entails. Now he will be a soft person. He will be responsible for nurturing society, rather than engaging in warlike, anti-social behavior.”

Cheers rose up as Shannon lifted a glass of champagne up.

“To my husband…the woman!”

An explosion of clapping and yells of appreciation, then the glasses were tilted and the curtain went up at a booth at the far end of the pool, and the party started.

The curtain went up and revealed the big body pillory.

Roger had outdone himself in making this beautiful work of art.

First, was the pillory itself. It was a big board to lay upon, and a vertical board that swung down over the occupant. The vertical board had a hole in the bottom that fit over the waist. The legs on one side of the board were bent up and fastened to the vertical board. Thus, the occupant was on his back, his legs were kept up and open, and easy access was granted to anybody with a prick.

Everybody, it turned out, had a prick.

In fact, strap ons were being handed out when people first entered the house. They came in a variety of shapes and colors and sizes, and people oohed and awed and chose what they thought was cool.

Nearly every woman at the party, and that was ninety per cent of the people, had worn a strap on before. They buckled up, most of them stripping to lingerie so they were unfettered.

And they lined up by the pillory.

Roger lay on the pillory. His legs were up and spread, and his brown star was freshly douched and ready to be assaulted.

On the head side of the pillory people came to see him, to talk to him, to welcome him to the sisterhood.

He was kissed by a hundred shades of lipstick.

A few men came up and chatted, and that was weird. They wanted to ask him what it felt like, what he was going through.

A few men were actually curious, maybe they were even thinking about transitioning themselves.

But most of the men just wanted to have a little kinky talk.

After all, they were in a yard full of big dicked women with gleams in their eyes. Who wouldn’t get horny from that?

Roger never knew who the first one was.

He just felt a hand slathering lube on him, there was a sign cautioning everybody to lube up before sex, then a penis was poking into him.

“Unh!” It felt good, and his eyes glazed.

A woman talking to him, seeing what was happening, quickly bent down and Frenched his mouth. It was the sweetest, best, most memorable kiss Roger had ever felt.

It was like he was out of his head, and that kiss brought him back.

Most of the women didn’t fuck him long. They just did a few lazy strokes, and patted his ass and moved along.

But even though he wasn’t subjected to frantic ramming and jamming, which is what Celia and the others had prepared him for, a 100 women fucking will tend to accumulate, and if it hadn’t been for the preparations Celia and the others had put him through he would have been hurting.

As it was, he just felt good. He kept getting stretched and filled, then emptied, then stretched and filled, then emptied, and the line slowly shrunk.

He did feel a little pain after a while, but it wasn’t enough for him to cry ‘uncle.’

And, while Roger was being welcomed to womanhood, the toys Shannon had brought to the yard were tried out.

Women, naked or in lingerie, climbed into cages, tried out thumb screws, stood in a more classic, stand up pillory.

Women stepped into spreader bars, were bent over and their wrists fastened to the bar, and then they were played with.

Some women, of course, did nothing. They had no interest, or they simply weren’t ready.

But many women yelled out in pleasure as their anuses were poked, their pussies filled, and people sucked their nipples.

One woman dared everybody, and a half hour later sobbed to get released.

But all the other women played with the devices. It was not mean, it was sex, and isn’t sex fun?

Roger, from his position on his back, listened to the moans and wails of people playing, of fucking, of mores being tested…and discarded.

He smiled, and another woman kissed him, and another dildo filled him up.

It was a wonderful night.

The line moved, shrunk, and an hour later, or two, he was down to the. last couple of people.

Then he was done.

Shannon helped him stand up, he was definitely feeling a little sore when he tried to walk, and everybody gathered for a huge, final cheer.

And it was done.

He was a woman.

Well, he was the pussy boy version of a woman, but for the assembled women at the party that was as good as.

Women kept coming up to him, hugging him, kissing him full on the lips, and telling him how much they enjoyed fucking him.

Roger was so touched by their kindness he was constantly leaking tears.

But Jane and Ann and Celia stood by him, wiping away tears and working on his make up.

And so the night came to a close.

A hundred women, and a few men, made their good byes and the yard emptied out.

Finally, there was only Shannon, Roger, Celia, Jane and Ann. they sat around the patio table and sipped the last of the champagne.

Roger was sitting spread legged. He was just a little sore.

“You never came, did you, honey?”

Roger shook his head. He was tired. He was ready to sleep.

“That’s too bad. Well, we’ll have to look into that.”

Jane asked, “How can you make a man who can’t cum…cum?”

“Probably lots of ways,” commented Celia. Anal stimulation should do it. You can always just milk him, press on the prostate till he leaks, but that doesn’t always give a good orgasm. Sometimes, but not always.”

“What about electric stimulation?” suggested Shannon.

“That might work. Probably a guarantee.”

Ann asked Shannon, “I thought you liked it when he didn’t cum.”

“I do, but I want him to cum when I want him to, too. After all, we want the idea of a reward to be there”

They all smiled at this wisdom.

Roger  yawned. He wasn’tt listening very closely.

“That reminds me of something,” Shannon said. “I’ve got an idea.”

“Want to share?” asked Celia.

“I do. It will include all of you, and more. Most of all, it will focus on Roger.”

Roger gave a snore.

“The girls smiled, and Shannon said, “Okay, here’s what we’re going to do.”

She explained, talked long into the night, and Roger, poor Roger, didn’t hear a word of what they were planning for him.
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Part Nine

Roger woke up the morning after his coming out party. He was cold and stiff from having slept on the patio chair.

The girls were gone. The yard was a mess. The memories were sweet.

He stood up, stretched, yawned, and headed for his pink house.

Inside the pink house he used his blankets for a mattress, wrapped himself in a metal blanket, and crawled under the bench.

Shannon had been promising to get him new furniture, but with all the things to be done for his coming out party, it just hadn’t happened.

That was okay. He was warm and comfortable now. He didn’t need no stinkin’ bed.

After all, he was a woman now. He looked like one, he talked like one, he thought like one, and he had even fucked like one.

Smiling, he shut his eyes and was instantly back in dream land.

…awoke.

Sounds. Birds singing. Music playing somewhere in the distance.

He rolled over and lay back, let the metal blanket unfold.

He was dressed in lingerie, but the lingerie was stretched and even ripped in a couple of places.

His make up was nothing but a smear on his face.

And he smelled.

Being fucked by a hundred women will do that to a guy.

He rolled and sat up and took off his lingerie. He stood up, stretched, and picked up a bar of soap. He went outside and jumped into the swimming pool.

The water was brisk, but invigorating. He stood in the shallow end and scrubbed his face, his underarms, his crotch.

His penis was awake again. It wasn’t big, but it was hard. he spent a long time soaping the little fellow, willing it to grow big.

Finally, clean, even his make up scrubbed off, he waded to the steps.

“Hey, girlfriend!”

He looked up and smiled. It was Celia.

Celia who he had cheated on his wife with, and who now was his best friend. Her and Jane and Ann.

Celia had really helped him attain womanhood, and she had spent a lot of time getting him ready for anal sex.

“Hey, Celia. What brings you over this early.”

“Ha! It’s noon! Time for breakfast.”

“Breakfast?”

“Sure. Let’s go break an egg.”

“But…” he looked at the house.

“I talked to Shannon and it’s all right. In fact, I’m supposed to give you a good talking to. Would a like a good talking to?”

He laughed. “Sure.”

“Then slap on some paint and let’s boogie!”

Roger climbed out of the pool and was aware that Celia was watching him. He dried off using his blanket, and asked, “What’s going on?”

“Oh, I’ll tell you when—“

“No. I mean, why are you staring at me?”

Roger wiggled into some panties and struggled into a bra. Damn. It seemed like he had just gotten this bra, and he needed a bigger one.

“I can’t believe how sexy you are. If it wasn’t for that tiny weeny you’d be all woman. You’re better looking than me.”

“That’s a load,” protested Roger, secretly pleased.

“Tis not. Your breasts look bigger. Your waist is tighter. You’ve got the face of an angel.”

“Well, thank you.” Roger stepped into culottes, then pulled his favorite sweat shirt on. It was pink, with a heart on the front, and the black silhouette of a perky woman with big boobs in the heart.

He turned on the lights over the sink and cleansed his face with little sponges. Then he added primer, and…

“You’re even getting better at make up than me.”

Not stopping what he was doing, Roger turned and said, “I had a really good time last night.”

“So did a hundred other girls.”

“Yeah, I’ll bet they did.”

A moment later he was putting on his lipstick. He smacked his lips, brushed his hair, and asked, “Do you think I can get away with sneakers?”

“Sure. With legs like yours, why not?”

Roger was actually starting to feel embarrassed at all the compliments, then he realized what she was doing.

He turned to Celia. “You want something.”

Celia knew she was caught. She sighed. “Of course I do, but I meant every word I said. You are stark, raving gorgeous.”

“So what do you want?”

“Your soul, starting with your heart. Come on, I’ll explain over hash browns and bacon.”

A minute later they were out the door and round the block.

This was the first time in six months that Roger had been off his property. And, most of the time he was not just on his property, he was in his pink house.

It was strange to sit in the passenger seat, being chauffeured, watching the trees go past. Taking the time to read signs.

“Usually I drive,” he said softly.

“You can drive back, if you want.”

“It doesn’t matter. As a guy I always wanted to drive, to be the one in charge. Now…not so much.”

“So interesting,” commented Celia. As a woman I’m used to letting the man be in charge, but…I like being in charge. I like driving, and I really liked pretending I had a dick last night.”

“You and me both,” and they both laughed.

They went to Charley Coyote’s. Nightspot extraordinaire, it also served world class meals.

They sashayed through the front door, and Roger was stunned at the difference in his perspective.

There weren’t a lot of people, but most of them were men, and most of them were staring at him and Celia.

The few who weren’t staring were likely gay. Which was funny, because if they only knew the truth about him…

They sat outside on the brick patio. They were in a corner, surrounded by ironwork and tons of roses.

They both eschewed alcohol, because they had had plenty the night before. Instead, they drank Coke, Celia ordered a breakfast burrito, and Roger ordered bacon and eggs with pancakes.

In a short while they were digging in, slurping down the good stuff, and, finally, Roger slowed down and asked, “Okay. What’s the big secret?”

Celia took a few more bites, then put her fork down. She asked for some orange juice, then laid out the plan.

“Shannon would like to start a business.”

“She’s talked about that a lot. Even did some basic groundwork. But she’s never really made it happen.”

“I think this one will happen. She’s got a great plan, and a solid team to help her.”

“What team?” he asked, curious.

“You.”

A moment of silence. Roger wasn’t sure how to react. Finally, he opted for the simple query.

“And what is his team supposed to do?”

“Sex sells, right?”

“Right.”

“So what if we start a private club. Very expensive, very hoity toity. We do a background check on prospective members, and we sell exclusive experiences.”

“What kind of experiences?”

“What kind do the people want?”

“You’ll have to be clearer than that.”

“Guy wants a massage with a happy ending? We can handle that. Girl wants a poke up the butt? Or wants to poke somebody up the butt? No problemo. Any sexual act, as long as there is no permanent damage.”

“How are you going to guarantee that? What is to stop the police from dropping by for a little massage?”

“I told you, extensive background checks. We hire a hacker to check out everybody, even personal friends we have known for years. No exceptions. That should enable us to catch the police and stop them from going undercover on us.”

“And what’s to stop them from conducting a raid?”

“A building.”

“A building.”

“Yep. We find a warehouse somewhere. Off grid, outside the city, where we don’t have to submit plans. We build a second warehouse inside the first warehouse. The inner warehouse is the one with steel doors, mazes, moats and barbicans—“

“Wait, what?”

“Shannon thought of it. including actual defenses from castles. I don’t know what a barbican is, but a moat….anyway. We build super thick doors and stuff, then the police can break it, but they will be stopped by the second wall until we can get everybody dressed, out a tunnel, maybe, and make the place look like a museum or something.”

Roger was momentarily struck dumb. A castle inside a warehouse. Moats and drawbridges. Maybe giving people lie detector tests, in addition to hacking them, and…and his mind started to ignite. All the possibilities. And…

He looked at her, tamped the glow in his eyes down, and asked, “”So what do you want from me?

She leaned forward and placed her hand on his. In a. low voice she said, “Roger. We can get guys to fuck. No problem. Everybody with a dick wants to fu—scratch that. Everybody—no don’t scratch that. You want to fuck, you just can’t. But you can bend over, and we all know you love to do that. You would get paid. Hell, you’d have a large interest, and you’d be the main attraction. The woman with the shrunken dick. Or the man who is a woman. Or…I don’t know, there’s lots of ways to bill you. But the point is, you’re unique. Oh, we could get some tranny somewhere, but…you’re you! The world’s first man welcomed into the sisterhood. Do you remember how many women wanted to fuck you?”

“Yeah, but—“

“And then they all wanted to come and talk to you? And they kissed you and felt your tits? They were absolutely fascinated by you, and if we open you up to the world, charge a few bucks, Lord, we could all be so rich.”

Roger sat back, sighed, and his mind went into over drive.

A plot of land outside the city, off the grid, no regulations to worry about.

A big steel warehouse…maybe $50,000. Maybe more, probably more because they would want to customize it.

An inner house made of thicker steel, or maybe they could just do the rammed earth approach. With steel doors that slide into walls two feet thick.

Sensors so nobody could tunnel under.

Sensors on the roof, maybe some sort of spikes that would stop people from trying to break through the roof.

They could listen to the police band, set sensors for miles around.

People would come up to enter. They would be pre-approved, computer checked, given lie detector tests. They would be checked for cameras or other recording devices. And even if a cop managed to get in, he would be restrained from going out, from breaking out, by the same system that would keep the cops from breaking in.

And let’s say a cop did break in. His word against theirs. It would be up to the lawyers, and cops were so crooked these days…yes. It would be possible.

He started to think of lawyers, of sectioning the business off. Set it up like a casino with gambling.

Sell liquor. People would love to get in on something like that.

Celia was sitting quietly, watching his mind take off. She finally blurted, “Well? what do you think?”

“I think that this is what got Jeffrey Epstein in trouble.”

“But we’ve got Epstein’s example to guide us, to prevent certain mistakes, to learn from his mistakes.”

“Then you think it’s possible?”

He nodded, slowly, controlling his burgeoning excitement. Then he frowned. “That’s going to take a lot of money.”

“No problemo.”

“No?”

“Nope. Ted is a rich man with rich friends. Shannon has already spoken to him, and he’s all in.”             

That was the rain on the parade. Shannon had a boyfriend.

But did it really have to mean that much?

Roger was being taken care of by Celia, Jane and Ann.

He might not even get his dick back to full size.

And Shannon didn’t seem that interested anymore. She was turning control of Roger over to the three girls.

“Well, there’s only one problem then.”

“What’s that?”

I understand about the money, but we, and I mean not just you and I, but Ann and Jane, and even Shannon and Ted and his friends, we’re going to have to figure out a plan where we’re all protected, that will prevent anybody from selling out. We all have to be guaranteed our shares, and protection. With that understood, yeah…it’s fucking possible. Really fucking possible.”

The group met.

Shannon, Roger, Ann, Jane, Celia, Ted, and two other men, George and Jackson.  Ted and the two men were willing to put up money for the new…what?

“We need a name for what we’re doing,” stated Ted.

They were sitting around Shannon’s living room, and ideas began to fly.

“Epstein’s Island has already been taken.”

“Roger’s Pink Palace.”

Roger looked over at Celia.

“Why not? We’ll paint it pink, and you seem to be the main person. Or the figurehead, or whatever.”

This was certainly a new concept for Roger, that he could be the main person, the person this project was built around.

“Why am I the main person?”

Shannon murmured, “Do you know how many calls I have received since the party? Women see me in stores, stop me in the street, and everybody wants Roger.”

“Same for me,” said Celia. “I’m not really connected to Roger, but everybody seems to think I am.”

Roger was dubious. “But that doesn’t explain why somebody else can’t be the…the figurehead.”

It was Ted who finally summed it up. “You’re not just a man, or a trans man, or a woman…you’re the person who women came together over and initiated into their sisterhood. You’re the first. Women are intrigued by you if they just hear about it, and men…” he nodded knowingly.

“What about men?” asked Jane.

It was George who cleared his throat. “Men are divided, sharply. A very unofficial survey, just me and Ted and Jackson talking about it at bars and asking questions, and half the men want to see Ted strung up by,” he grinned, “his non-existent balls.”

“I have balls,” Roger whispered, but Ann, who was sitting next to him, told him to shush. Politely, of course.

“The other half want to know what they can do to be initiated into ‘the sisterhood.’”

“They do?” blurted Roger.

Shannon made a moue and pondered deeply. She wished the meeting could get over so she could take Ted, and maybe his friends, into the bedroom.

“They do. Of course, there is a hu-u-uge amount of misunderstanding here. Rumors are flying, and some men think you had your balls cut off.”

Roger winced.

“Others think you took some kind of drug.”

Roger glanced at Shannon, who looked a bit surprised at that. Not many people knew about Roger’s blood clot and why he had to be ‘chemically castrated’ for a month.

“Anyway,” summed up Ted, “There isn’t any doubt that you are the man of the hour. And, though I detect a bit of reluctance on your part, the fact is we’re looking at millions of dollars. Projections estimate billions by the time we have ten clubs, at which point we will likely be going international.”

There was a moment there while everybody digested that fact. The initial plan was for one club. But Ted was a businessman, as were George and Jackson, and they were in it for the big money.

“Okay,” Shannon interjected, hoping to get the meeting to move along. “So we know this is going to happen. We need to define roles and come up with a plan of action.”

“Oh, we’ve already done that,” Ted smiled. “Depending on your acceptance of the plan. George?”

George, a thin fellow with lots of hair and a bright smile, began passing out folders.

Everybody opened their folders and began reading, and remarking, and asking for interpretation of terms, explanation of proposals, and all the other necessary dreck that goes along with big business.

Shannon groaned as she opened her folder. This was going to be a long night, and she really had an itch that needed to be scratched.

They found a casino in North Dakota. It was located on wind swept plains, part of the Winochi tribe gaming corporation. And it was perfect.

Miles of bare plains so nobody could sneak up.

State of the art electronics, including surveillance systems.

And the Indians didn’t seem to care as long as they could siphon off a hefty sum, which sum would go towards the Tribal Police.

And they passed.

“We need to start from scratch. It would be cheaper to build from the ground up than to renovate,” Ted explained.

They found a wonderful possibility: an abandoned mental hospital. Talk about security. And it was in California, which was perfect for lax laws and buying off politicians.

And they passed.

“California is a socialist state,” explained Ted. “The taxes will be too high, and it’s only a matter of time until they kill us with regulations. they might even try to take over the business.

And so it went. Across the various states structures and communities were examined for potential, and there was always something not quite right.

Then they found a mountain in Nevada.

It was called Mount Lassitude, and it wasn’t much as far as mountains go.

It was just tall enough to be called a mountain, bare of rocks and boulders, a few scraggly but strangely beautiful trees, and a wind that was oddly erotic.

Roger and the girls—Celia, Ann and Jane were his constant companions now. ‘Roger’s Girls,’ they were referred to, watched him, arranged his itinerary, took him shopping, and protected him, which translated as ‘hogging him for themselves’—rented a large motorhome and drove up the side of the mountain.

It was on the border of Nevada and Idaho, and on the edge of the Shoshone-Paiute reservation called Duck Valley.

A mile in one direction was a wonderful patch of forest. Greenery and ponds and hunting. If you happened to be an Indian. White men weren’t allowed to hunt Indian game. Period.

When one hunter was caught and escorted to the hoosecow, and a lengthy stay in jail he said the Indians had no right to keep all the game for themselves.

One solemn Indian, solemn except for the bottle in his hand, stated: “The animals choose to be hunted by us.”

Words to live by.

In the other direction, away from the forest, the land was barren, empty of vegetation. It was government land, BLM, but no aliens were here, nor flying saucers, so there was no government presence, and the Indians claimed anybody could go where they wanted out there. The government didn’t care.

Celia was driving and she parked right on the top of the ‘mountain.’

Ann got out maps, and Jane and Roger got out to look at the survey steaks that had been freshly pounded into the ground.

It was beautiful. It was a vantage point from which could be seen a million miles of surrounding land, a billion clouds, and, at night, a zillion stars.

They could build their own power plant, powered by solar. They had access to fresh water from the reservoirs that fed Duck Valley.

And all the Indians wanted was the right to market shirts and hats and other touristy stuff.

Truth, though the land was lush a mile away, this was empty land, useless land, and Roger, Inc. offered new income, new employment opportunities, and a change from the drab, same old same old existence.

Opportunities were always appreciated.

“Look at this,” Ann crowed, bring out a map.

She fought the wind, kept it down with four rocks, and pointed out the variety of names on the map.

Owyhee. Jarbridge. Riddle. Her favorite was ‘Dickshooter.’ It was nothing but a trail marker, but…dickshooter?

They did a little exploring, took some pictures, then spent the night there.

The wind was constant, but the howl was sort of comforting, like nature was talking to them.

It was a little chilly, so they threw mattresses onto the floor of the motorhome and did the big snuggle.

The big snuggle, of course, included a wee bit of sex.

Make that a big carnival of sex.

They were all comfortable with each other. They all had strap ons, except for Roger.

When Roger complained and said he needed a dick, too, they just bent him over and gave him a dick.

He was okay with that.

They started with a big, steel warehouse. Roger stood in it and was dwarfed and impressed.

Outside the warehouse miles of sensitive alarm systems were laid. They would register anything over fifty pounds trying to get close to the warehouse.

Inside the warehouse construction began on ‘The Wall.’ It was actually based, in part, on ‘The Trump Wall.’ Deep roots, sensitive gear to register anybody trying to break in.

Inside the inner wall construction began on an actual building to be lived in, worked in, played in. This included entrances that could be secured by massive doors, doors that couldn’t be breached by tanks.

During this time Roger didn’t have a lot to do. He liked to go up and watch the build, and he liked to go home and let the girls pamper him.

His body had ‘maxed out,’ as far as the hormones went.

His chest was very large, larger than the girls, and his waist was tiny and his hair was long and luxurious. He was now expert with make up, and he loved to go out shopping with his three companions.

It was while he was at home that Ted asked for a meeting. Not a big, company meeting, just a little chat. Just Roger and the girls.

So they met in the Soho Warehouse in Los Angeles.

Ted was the perfect host. He made sure everybody was fed, had enough to drink, then he got down to business.

“It’s about you,” Ted stated, relaxing back in deep cushioned chair, bourbon and Coke at hand.

“What about me?” asked Roger.

The girls were leaning forward, making sure they heard everything.

“As you know, we’ve been conducting surveys, seeing what the public wants, and they want some peculiar things, but I wanted to check with you first, find out what you wanted?”

“I thought I would be exclusive to women, that I could be bought for a night, but that I could refuse anybody I didn’t feel comfortable with.”

“We’re fine with that. But, let me ask you. Is the ‘women only’ a deal breaker?”

Roger said nothing. He loved women. But he was always thinking about men. He was always thinking about what it would feel like to have real flesh instead of synthetic plastic up his heinie.

“You don’t have to answer now, we’re just asking because, let’s face it, a lot of men are willing to pay a lot of bucks for you.”

That was understandable, because Roger was better looking than other women. He had a better body, a perfect face, and…he was sexier.

He had been a man, and he knew what men thought was sexy, and…he was sexy.

“The other thing I wanted to talk to you about,” Ted, continued, was your sexual apparatus,”

“What’s wrong with his dinger?” asked Ann.

“Nothing, except the survey shows that more people, this includes both men and women, want to do something about his junk.”

Roger’s penis had never really grown. Maybe a half inch. And his balls were still grapes. Plump grapes. But…grapes.

“What do they want to do about it?”

“Several possibilities, most of which we know you’ll reject out of hand. Let me just go over the list quickly. Some wish for you to be castrated. This divides further into penectomies and orchidectomies.

“Orchid-ectomies?” queried Celia.

“Removal of the testicles.”

“His dick or his balls, nice,” muttered Ann.

“Then there’s the camp who want you to get any of various operations, implant a rod in your penis, put a blow up bladder in your penis, and so on. These are all possibilities, but none of which the company wants to get into. The statistics aren’t good. If we do one thing another group wants another thing, and so on. But there is one solution that all groups, even the big dickers, like.”

“What’s that?”

“There’s not a name for the procedure, but it is basically returning your balls to the canals from which they dropped. This is not an operation, more of a tuck and sew. Then there is a simple procedure for the penis.”

Roger and the girls waited.

“We would like to pull your penis back and attach it to your perineum. This would give you a smooth, more feminine groin, and this is something that people can all get behind.”

“So Roger gets his dick sewn up, what’s in it for him?”

“More money. Surveys show that we could charge up to 20% more if his penis was totally out of sight. If he ever decides to show his penis again, a simple operation will bring it all out.”

They talked some more, but the proposal had been made, and that was pretty much it.

That night they were sitting in a hotel room, sipping rum and Coke, and they discussed Ted’s proposal.

“Do you use your peeny that much? I mean, I know you can’t fuck, but…is it a major source of stimulation?

“Not really. I mean, it’s fun, but it also gets in the way sometime. And I remember a couple of ladies, on the night I was welcomed into the sisterhood, gave my penis looks that said they didn’t approve.”

Celia: It’s an interesting proposal. You could have it done, then, if you didn’t like it, have it undone.

“Let’s have a taste test,” suggested Ann.

A taste test?” Roger questioned, but the girls were already in motion.

“Hey,” said Roger, pretending to object.

The girls lifted his skirt and pulled down his panties.

Jane was the first to sample his tiny weeny. She sucked it into her mouth and rolled it around and pretended she was sampling a glass of fine wine.

“A little bit musky.”

“He hasn’t washed for a week.”

“Have, too!”

Ann held his grapes and examined them minutely, tugging on them and licking them. “They seemed to be permanently attached. It’s a fruity aroma. Definitely not woody.”

“Oh, it’s a woody,” said Celia, when her turn came. “Just not a big woody.”

Roger was groaning, and they were all drunk and having fun, and Celia said, “Let’s really see if we can make him cum.”

The other two girls agreed.

“Hasn’t worked before,” said Roger, but he wasn’t about to turn down such a kind offer.

They took turns sucking on him, feeling his balls, and one of the girls always had her fingers in his fanny, feeling for the prostate, pressing and massaging and trying to get a little semen out that way.

They worked him over for an hour, and they were dedicated and intense in their efforts.

As for Roger, he got hotter and hotter. He begged for them to try harder, said he felt like he was on the edge.

And, finally, a little dribble of semen came out. Just enough to ‘wet the whistle,’ as the saying goes, but not enough to drown a duck.

They all sat back, exhausted, and Celia said, “Well, if it doesn’t do much more than that, then you might as well let them sew you up.”

“Yeah. I like playing with it, but if it means more money for you…” Ann shrugged.

“Besides, it seems like it is more the anal play than the penis that is doing it for you.”

The girls all agreed, and Roger had to admit they were right, so it was decided.

Roger was going to have his weenie ‘tucked,’ in a manner of speaking. He was going to have a flat front, no boner bump, no matter how teeny, and…so it goes.

Roger went into the hospital on a Tuesday. The procedure was accomplished in an hour, and he woke up a new man, or woman.

The operation was exactly as Ted had described it. The doctor pushed his grapes up into scrotum, then pulled the penis back and stretched the skin tight and took a couple of stitches.

Roger’s front looked like a regular female mons, but with a thin scar line, not even noticeable except under hard scrutiny.

And, when it was done, Roger liked it. It made his groin just a bit more feminine, and it felt neat.

He didn’t have a floppy piece of skin dangling down and wiggling in his pants. There was enough room in it’s little ‘pouch’ that it could get hard and still have room to be comfy.

The girls all loved it.

The company approved.

Then, a month after the operation, Ted dropped by.


Part Ten

“We’ve got a problem,” said Ted.

Shannon was at the meeting. She was still fucking everybody in town, but she seemed to have focused on Ted.

Ted had money, after all.

She would have money, too, in the near future, but…he had money now.

“There’s a politician,” said Ted, “and he’s causing us problems. He’s on the gaming commission, and even though we aren’t planning on making gambling a big part of this venture, we are in Nevada, and every source of income must be explored.”

“Aren’t we on Indian land?” asked Roger.

“We are, but the commission has influence, and this politician, his name is Elmo Whelmsley, is bringing pressure to bear on the Indians.”

“Well, there’s several ways,” Ted sighed. “First, we could just buy him off. Usually politicians stay bought. Unfortunately, Elmo has a habit of not staying bought. If we pay then he is likely to ask for more, and, chances are, he’s going to want to get in as a partner.”

“A dishonest politician Celia murmured. “Who woulda thought?”

“Yeah. Anyway, there’s another solution.”

“Not involving assassination, I hope.”

“No. But it’s almost as bad, or good, depending on your viewpoint. Elmo wants to have sex with Roger.”

Dead silence in the room.

“Fuck,” said Ted. “I knew I was stepping over the line.”

Shannon sort of smiled. She didn’t mind renting Roger out, and she didn’t care if it was to a sleazy politician.

“Out of the question,” blurted Celia.

“It’s not going to happen,” said Jane.

Ann just snorted and looked away.

“Look, we wouldn’t ask if there was a better way.”

Roger sat and the others groused and insulted Ted and made themselves heard.

I have to get fucked by a man. Roger thought. I knew it would happen, it’s inevitable that it would happen, but…fucked by a man?

Roger liked being fucked by women. He was done with men and manly things. Women were softer, more considerate. Oh, they could get rough, but they were sensitive to what they were doing. No meant no with a woman.

Men, on the other hand, could be brutes. He knew this from being one himself, and he suspected that a dishonest politician was going to be even more brutal.

Rumors were that Epstein had a dungeon on his island specifically for politicians to vent their perversions.

Shannon was smiling at Ted, thinking of his penis, wanting his penis. Who cared about Roger.

The girls were fighting for Roger, and they were getting pretty nasty with Ted.

Ted just sat and mumbled. He actually felt pretty shitty, but it was a problem with limited solutions, and he had to bring it up.

“Okay,” said Roger.

All talk stopped and everybody stared at him.

“I’ve had my share of plastic peters, maybe it’s time to experience the real thing.”

“But Elmo is a brute. He’s big and fat and hairy and…”

“There’s rumors that he has hurt women before.”

“Then maybe it’s time we put a stop to him.”

“How is you spreading your pretty legs for that asshole going to stop him?”

Roger took a breath, then leaned forward and started to explain.

It was June and the weather was hot. Roger had passed his year ‘sentence’ and made no remark. He was fine with being a woman…he liked being a woman.

The construction was going well. The outer wall was built, the inner structure was half built, power and water was no problem, and they even gave tours to important people.

“It’s going to be a boon to the community,” was the common phrase.

“An ideal vacation spot!” was a selling point.

The town of Owyhee was experiencing a boom. With all the construction workers a new hotel was being built.

On a Friday night congressman Elmo Whelmsley arrived. He flew into the Owyhee airport with a small entourage.

He met with the tribal council and shouted to the heavens how he loved the red man and how he was going to get the government to give everybody free phones.

He went out to the Kopi Kabin, which was a Paiute run coffee shop, and marveled at how great the food was. But he didn’t eat all that much, and once back in his limo he spat on the floor and said, “Crap, what a dump!”

He drove out to the construction site, marveled, said nothing, but wondered how he could get a piece of this. A simple bribe for his influence wasn’t much, and he was determined to get his hooks into the place.

Back in town he was driven to the Feather Lodge. He told his entourage to sit tight, and sauntered down to room 12. He took his time, made sure nobody was following him, and ducked into the room.

There was no light on. He turned the lights on.

Roger was waiting in bed. He was wearing an incredibly sexy negligee and his breasts poked through the material as he sat up.

“Who are you?” he asked breathily, putting a hand to his chest.

Elmo Whelmsly was a big man. He was 300 pounds, and a mix of fat and muscle. His face was pudgy from too many martinis, and his eyes tended to be a bit squinty.

He was also a bully.

He also loved the idea that Roger had come up with. A rape scene. He liked to picture himself as a powerful force who had his way.

Roger was supposed to act frightened, to resist a little bit, then Elmo would have his way. Elmo could say he had had the bitch, and get back to the sordid business of blackmail.

“I’m the man of your dreams, honey.”

Roger jumped out of bed. He showed his body to the fullest, and gasped, “Get out of here! I’ll scream!”

“Scream if you want, you’re at the end of the row and I know for a fact that nobody is here.”

Roger screamed. He made an ear piercing shriek that was so loud it made Elmo nervous. Elmo took a step forward and grabbed Roger by the wrist. “Shut up,” he hissed.

Roger opened his mouth to scream again, and Elmo backhanded him.

That surprised Roger. That was off script. He wasn’t supposed to suffer real violence. But he hadn’t figured on the brutal nature of the congressman.

Roger fell to one knee, was held up by Elmo. He put his hand to his mouth, tasted blood, and was shocked.

Once Roger could have fought back, but hormones had robbed him of muscle mass and strength. Now he was thin, almost fragile, and he had no defense as Elmo threw him on the bed and began unbuckling his belt.

Roger tried. This was supposed to be a fake scenario, but…he was hurt and he had to get out.

Elmo slapped him again. Then he held him up and slapped him a few more times.

He pawed Roger’s breasts and Roger cried out in hurt.

Again he was flung to the bed, and now Elmo ripped his negligee off.

Roger tried to scramble backwards on the bed, away from the bully congressman.

Elmo grabbed his leg and pulled him forward, twisted both legs and flipped Roger over.

Roger was crying now. Something he never would have done as a male, but now he was a female, and he had no defense for this brute.

Elmo rested his weight on Roger’s back with one hand, took out his penis, and, without benefit of lubricant, had his way.

Roger was laying on the bed, sobbing, when the girls got to him.

He cried, and they soothed him, washed the blood off him and treated other wounds.

A doctor was brought in, and Roger found that he couldn’t stop crying.

“That’s why I don’t want men,” he sobbed.

“Nobody wants a man like that,” Jane said.

Ted entered the room. A very chastened Ted.

Sniffing, Roger asked, “Did you get the video?”

“We did. And, Roger, I’m so sorry…We were watching on video, and it looked bad, but you said we had to get the goods.”

Celia blurted, “We were going to come in but he wouldn't let us.”

“We almost came in, but…you said to let whatever happened to happen.”

Roger nodded. Tears were still leaking out, but Celia was blotting them with a towel.

“I’m glad you didn’t come in.”

“We wanted to. We could have arrested him.”

“And suffered a big court case, with more lawyers than even you can afford, and he would have talked about how he was entrapped, and…no. It was better this way. No matter how much it hurt.”

At that point the girls pushed Ted out and put Roger to sleep. They took turns staying awake, and one of them was always curled up next to Roger.

The video made it to prime time, be it in altered form. The few pieces that weren’t too brutal, or X rated, fed the x rated versions on the net. It was shone al-l-l over the internet.              Google tried to suppress it, as did Facebutt, but you can’t stop people from copying and emailing.

And no lawyers were involved.

It was just a movie of a man…a woman…getting abused. Physically assaulted. Screwed. Screaming for help.

And Elmo Whelmsley’s career as a politician was over.

Sure, he had a year left to serve, but nobody would re-elect him, and even his fellow politicians, as corrupt as they were, didn’t want anything to do with him.

A year later Roger, Inc. was opened.

“How do I look?” Roger asked.

He was wearing a golden sheath dress. It was sleeveless and had the most marvelous porthole over his chest.

His legs were smooth and shapely, and he was wearing glass slippers. They were made to order and his red nails could be seen easily through the toes.

His make up was perfect, his hair was long and combed out, and he watched the crowd over the monitors.

“Do you have to ask? You’re making every woman out there jealous.”

On the monitor he could see that the crowd was mostly female. A few males, but the men were there mostly as ornaments. It was the females who were taking center stage today.

Technicians were operating the cameras, and somebody was swing his hand in a circle. The curtains went up.

The applause was truly thunderous as Roger walked to the center of the stage. It hurt his ears, but he smiled as the adulation washed over him.

He could hardly see the audience for the spotlights on him, and he met Shannon in the center of the stage.

Shannon didn’t look good. While Roger’s looks had blossomed, hers had faded.

She was still fucking a lot of people, but she was not happy. Ted refused to enter a relationship with her, except for a booty bump in the night, and men in bars were often passing on her.

She was too desperate, too frantic.

And now, on stage for the world to see, she was drunk.

Still, the world’s introduction to the world’s first sexual circus, to Roger’s Pink Palace, went off without a hitch. Roger remembered his lines, and he covered for Shannon when she blew hers, and everybody was there to see Roger, anyway.

Then he walked through the crowd. Ted appeared and helped Shannon walk, and they proceeded to cut the ribbon.

Cheers! Free champagne! Women baring their chests and everybody screaming: “Roger! Roger! Roger!”

Roger turned and spoke and invited everybody in, but nobody heard him. He was escorted by security to the back stage.

“Good Lord!” mused Celia. “I’ve never seen anything like that!”

Shannon pushed herself off Ted’s arm and pushed through the crowd surrounding Roger.

“I did it! I was great!”

Everybody was sort of embarrassed, but voices reassured her, and she tried to grab Roger’s arm.

“I knew we were going to do this, baby.”

But Roger had to go. He had things to do.

Ted maneuvered Shannon away and Roger entered the elevator. As he rode up he asked Celia: “Any police presence?”

“One. Guy wanted to come on his own. Was very disappointed.”

Roger smiled. “Too bad. Even cops have needs.”

“Can’t risk it,” said Jane.

“How about the media?”

The girls filled him in, and he was pleased that everything was going well. Then they arrived at the penthouse.

Roger stepped out of the elevator. Celia and Ann and Jane were slightly behind him.

They wore golden sheaths similar to his, but, of course, they couldn’t outshine him. He was just too beautiful

The room was large. There was a pillory in front of the elevator in the center of the room. Behind that was an open door to a patio. The patio was high up and he loved to stand on it and watch the stars, the miles of countryside, and feel the night breezes.

He crossed the room and took his place at the pillory.

It was similar in design to the pillory he had been in on the night of his coming out party, but much improved.

The platform was a thin mattress, very comfortable. The vertical board came down easily over his waist. The whole thing was padded with soft leather padding, and there were cuffs that looked imposing, but which he could twist out of on a moment’s notice if need be.

The girls made sure he was comfortable, then stood back and the first women were allowed in.

Women came in from a side room where they had been waiting, and they were giggly and nervous and awe struck.

Or star struck, for Roger really was a star now. People paid big bucks just for him to appear.

Roger smiled and the first woman stepped up to the bottom of the pillory.

Roger couldn’t see who it was, but he had gone over all applicants and approved all dildos. He was certain she wouldn't abuse him, and if she did he could call armed guards who were behind walls and who could be at his side within five seconds.

The woman was gentle. She lubed him up thoroughly, then fumbled with her penis, then slid it into him.

Roger groaned. He had mostly been screwed by his girls, and he had forgotten how wonderful it was to take a strange penis.

“Are you okay?” The woman on the other side of the board asked, fearful that his groan meant that she had hurt him.

“Oh, honey,” he called out. “Make me more not okay.”

She giggled, and pushed her penis back and forth. She was nervous, and inexperienced, but she had a good heart. She did her best, and it was wonderful for Roger.

When she was done she was allowed around the pillory to talk to Roger.

“Thank you,” Roger said. “Can you give me a kiss?”

She almost cried with happiness, but her kiss was just a peck.

Roger grabbed her hair gently and said, “Can I kiss you?”

Tears shone in her eyes as he met her mouth with all his passion.

Her mouth was soft, and as Roger took his time she began to really get into it.

Meanwhile, a second woman was lubing him up. She pushed her dildo into him authoritatively and Roger gasped mid kiss.

“Are you all right?” the first woman asked.

“Oh, yes. It’s just…somebody…unh!”

The woman understood that Roger was getting fucked at the same time he had been kissing her, and she giggled.

“Thank you.”

And she left.

Then the second woman came around the pillory to talk, and maybe to kiss, to feel his breasts and maybe even ask a question.

And a third one lubed him up.

Roger didn’t do a hundred women, as he had at his coming out party, but he did do a good twenty or thirty, and that was plenty.

That was also the number of women who could afford his price.

During the mass screw his girls watched over him. They inspected dildos, cautioned women in their use, even told them tricks that Roger liked. They made sure that every woman was completely satisfied, and this included whipping out their own dildos if the woman wanted that, and many of them did. Behind the pillory were toys. Benches to be bent over, racks to be stretched on while parts were tickled and titillated, various types of spreader bars, and so on.

There was also a crowd of men. The women could choose who they wished, and get satisfied in that way.

As the crowd lining up to fuck Roger dwindled the party behind the pillory swung into high gear.

Women, and the few men required to service them, played on the torture instruments, imbibed as they wished, and reveled in their freedom.

Finally, the last woman had screwed Roger, had kissed him and been blessed by him, and he was done. A good couple of hours work.

The girls were all busy guiding the women into the maze of sexual lust and torment, and Roger just relaxed and waited. He could have gotten loose himself, but he liked to be helped. It was easier, and by the time all the women had finished doing him he craved the attention of Celia, Jane and Ann.

He was waiting, a smile on his face, his lipstick a bit smeared, when he heard a commotion at the elevator.

“Let me in! I’m Shannon! I own this place! Let me in! I wanna see Roger!”

Shannon stood in front of the elevator. She had been drunk before, now she was really drunk. Ted was trying to hold her back and a couple of the security people were almost ready to move.

“Ted!” Roger called out.

Though the level of noise was high, Ted did hear Roger, and he looked across the room.

Roger waved that it was okay, that he should let Shannon come to him.

Ted shrugged and ceased his efforts. Shannon staggered across the room. She lost a high heel on the way, but she was so drunk she didn’t notice.

“Roger! Roger! They wouldn’t let me see you!”

She approached the pillory and Roger held his arms out. She fell into them, half on the mattress, and began sobbing.

“Roger, nobody loves me. They screw me and now sometimes they won’t, and…they don’t treat me right.”

“It’s okay, Shannon.”

Slowly, Shannon calmed down. She was laying in his arms and breathing softly.

Celia approached the pillory, but Roger waved her away.

“Do you remember our little pink palace? Back home?”

“I do,” he whispered, and he smoothed her hair and listened to her breath.

“I want that again. I want to help you be a girl. I want it back.”

“I know you do.”

She raised her head, showed her tear filled eyes. “Can we do that, Roger? Can we go back to the way it was?”

“Maybe some day,” he said.

He kissed her softly.

“Thank you, Roger. You’ve always taken care of me.”

“And I always will, but right now we have a business to run. I have to get out of this thing, and I’m sure you have things to do.”

“Ted doesn’t love me,” she confessed.

“I know. But there’s lots of men in the world.”

She looked at him, realized the truth he had just told her. “There are, aren’t there?”

“Yes. And you just need to relax.”

“Roger. I made you into a woman.”

“Yes. You did.”

“Can you come back? Can we turn back time and make you back into a man?”

He shook his head.

“But, Roger, I loved you as a man. And you were mine. But since your party you haven't belonged to me.”

“That’s because as a man I was trapped, but as a woman I am freed.”

“Is that why?”

“Yes.”

She rose up, stepped back, and started to really cry.

“Why are you doing this? Why won’t you come back?”

She wasn’t making sense, and Roger realized that she was having some sort of emotional crisis.

“Shannon, honey. Calm down. Hug and let’s talk about it.”

“Talk about what?” She was getting more shrill.

“Honey, it’s okay.”

“It’s not okay! Nothing will be okay!”

Celia was on the opposite side of the pillory. She started to move around the head of the mattress, but Roger held up a hand to stop her.

“Shannon. Everything will be okay. “

“Sure it will, for you! You’ve got your whores and what do I have! I have nothing! You don’t love me! Ted doesn’t love me!”

She huddled in on herself, sobbing.

“Help me up,” Roger asked Celia.

Celia lifted the pillory and Roger was able to scoot up and be free, but that moment had allowed whatever pot was boiling over in Shannon’s head to reach critical mass.

Roger was free, swinging his leg off the bed, and Shannon suddenly screamed, “You hate me! You hate me for what I did to you! You always hated me and you’ll always hate me!”

People moved in to restrain her, but it was too late.

Shannon turned and ran for the patio doors.

Roger sensed what she was going to do. “Stop her! Shannon! Come back!”

She went through the big, sliding glass doors, sprinted across 15 feet of floor, and sailed over the rail.

Everybody was running after her, trying to catch her, though they stood not a chance.

“NO!” shrieked Roger.

People behind him, screwing on torture toys and having the time of their lives, all turned and stared.

Roger fell to his knees and held his face in his hands. His wife was gone.


Epilogue

Roger and the girls sat in the section of the penthouse reserved for his personal living. The mood was somber, and the talk was dull and lifeless.

The body had been taken away.

Security was standing down.

People called with condolences, and Roger thanked them, then went back to his grieving.

Celia came over to the couch he was sitting on and handed him a drink.

“Thank you.”

“Come with me.”

He gave her a look, then took her hand and followed her out to the balcony.

They stood at the railing and looked out at the night. A billion stars. A vast emptiness that couldn’t contain the spirit of man.

“I loved her,” Roger finally said.

“She thought changing you into a woman was bad.”

He shrugged. “Maybe. I think she was just…her own life was falling apart, and I wasn’t there for her.”

“Roger. You were there, she just couldn’t keep up with the new you.”

“The new me,” he scoffed bitterly.

Celia turned him to her. “Yes, the new you.”

He stared at her, his heart breaking. No, he hadn’t been close to Shannon, but he was married to her, and he felt a close connection to any woman who screwed him. And, contrary to her own opinion, she had never screwed him over.

“Roger, I’m going to tell you something.”

He listened.

“A woman gives life, so she understands what I’m about to tell you. Men…they just destroy things.”

“Not entirely true,” Roger muttered.

“No. But it’s true enough. Now listen…some people can’t handle love. Some people think they can, but when it comes down to embracing a man, or a woman, regardless of their sex…they can’t. Shannon did what she did. She brought you to this place, but she couldn’t handle it. Maybe her motivations weren’t pure, probably weren’t, but…underneath what she thought were noble motivations, there was a problem child. Maybe even hate. She did something to you, and you loved it, and maybe that was her biggest hate of all. Instead of succumbing to her hate, you reveled in her love, and she…she couldn’t handle it.”

Celia went silent. She just stood and waited for her words to sink in, or be rejected.

But a man who doesn’t reject womanhood isn’t about to reject love, and the understanding that real loves brings.

“Can you give me a hug?”

“Oh, honey.” She moved forward and they held each other. Warm winds blew overhead, and souls departed for great adventures.

And Roger just hoped that Shannon’s next adventure would turn out better.

END
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Sissy Ride: The Book

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 the 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 about 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 cuming 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 take 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 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.

This has been the first part of

The Sissy Ride!
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Read it on kindle or paperback
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