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Author’s Note

Here we go, Roger’s story is coming to an end, and it’s been a fun story.

50,000 words of pure, unbridled, kinky sex.

Adventures in sexual torture.

A man transitioned into something better.

And is the world a better place?

You can bet your fine tuned butt it is!

The world is always a better place when you read one of my stories!

Now, have a great read, and get ready for the next bit of sexual enlightenment!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

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 Two

“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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