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Author’s Note

Ah, yes. A back door man. Except in this case it is a back door woman.

As Jimmy Morrison says, ‘The men don’t know, but the little girl understands.’

Except that these are big girls, and they play for keeps.

So come along, and see if you can play for keeps.

It’s a changing world, honey. Can you keep up?

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Jill and Tom were sitting on the patio at Charley Coyote’s.

Charley Coyote’s is the hot spot in Los Angeles. During the day it is a restaurant, and a pretty darned good one.

During the night the limos line up, the gals in their latex dresses stand along the rope, and you don’t get in unless you’re provable cool.

Provable cool, that was what management said, and the bouncers liked it, for they were the judgers of provable cool.

Cool might be how you dress, or how much green you flash, or just the way you conduct yourself. For most it was an indefinable something, an ‘X factor,’ but regardless of how stringent the ‘rules’ were, the place was always crowded.

But since it was brunch, and no bouncers were needed, Tom and Jill had sauntered into the establishment, headed out to the patio, and ordered a late breakfast.

Tom wore shorts and a polo shirt, sort of a uniform for those who wished to look a bit lazy and in.

Jill wore culottes and a tight tee with no sleeves and a deep vee that showed off her rather sizable breasts.

Her long legs were folded at the thigh and one foot bounced. Her high heeled sandal hung by a strap and it bounced.

They ate slowly, talking a bit here and there, watching the people who came into the restaurant.

Right then they were talking about Harvey Weinstein.

“I tell ya, the girls are as guilty as him.”

“I believe I smell feces. Did you order feces for breakfast?” she mocked him.

“Look, they entered the deal. They laid down and screwed, and never complained. They got rich and famous, then they complain. I think that’s reneging on the deal.

“Yes, but if they said anything they wold lose their careers.”

“So they make a bad deal and renege on it, and Harvey loses his career.”

“Oh, make me feel sorry for the sad, fat man.”

Back and forth they bantered, making points occasionally, insulting frequently, chuckling under their breath always.

Then Tom stood up, I hate to say it…”

“Then don’t.”

“But I have to drop a log.”

“Ew! You are disgusting!”

He smiled, “Only with you, my dear.”

He sashayed through the patio, into the bar and dance floor, across the parquet, and down the little hallway.

The door to the men’s room was announced by a sign that said ‘Men,’ but which somebody had Xed out and scribbled ‘Studs.’

Across from it the door said said ‘Women,’ but the same wag had Xed that out and scribbled ‘Sluts.’

Management had painted over those appellations a dozen times, but they kept getting re-Xed and re-scribbled so often that they finally gave up.

Tom entered the little room and smelled the strong odor of perfumed cleaner. He went to the last stall on the right and entered.

The cleaning man must have just visited, because the place was clean and had a full roll of toilet paper. He unbuckled, unzipped, dropped, and turned to plop down on the porcelain throne.

PHHHT! A big fart. Damn.

He looked at the door and read the always hilarious:

Here I sit broken harted

tried to shit but only farted

Under that somebody had written, ‘Nice speling, ashole!’

Tom chuckled. He turned his head and read, ‘Stand closer, it ain’t that long.’

To the side, over the paper holder was a two foot penis and balls, complete with scraggly hair and a monstrous squirt. In front of the squirt a naked girl was running, screaming, hands waving in the air.

Tom laughed. Bathroom humor was always the best. It mirrored that moment of creativity when you pushed one out.

He farted again.

Damn. He thought he really had to go.

He stood up, buckled up, zipped up, and headed out.

He stopped at the bar for a couple of Margaritas. It was never too early to party.

Holding the Margaritas with their salted brims he headed back for the table.

When he was gone Jill had moved his chair closer to her. It required him to slide around the edge of the table, a little awkward, but he moved in, and when he sat he had to pull the chair in.

He placed the Margaritas on the table and half stood and slid the chair in, and that was when Jill’s hand slipped down the back of his pants.

“Hey!” he blurted.

She leaned into him and smiled. Her hand had wiggled into his crack.

“Sorry you went commando?” she grinned.

Her finger was touching his rectum.

“Whoa…hey!”

But to the world it looked like she was just leaning over to speak intimately. Nobody could see the hand behind him, nobody could see how it was snaking around and rubbing his most sensitive spot.

“Jill…” he gulped, and his penis suddenly bonered up.

She leaned closer. “I’m betting that you farted.”

“No, I shat! A big one!”

“No, you didn’t. You have a different look on your face when you deliver excrement. Besides, you’re notorious for farting in the morning. Lot of false alarms.”

“Not today! You’re going to have a gooey finger!”

“Nah. I can feel it down there. It’s nice and tight, not very slippery, except for the lube I put on my finger.”

“Oh, you bitch.”

He couldn’t stand up, wedged in as he was, and the arm that everybody could see was on his shoulder, keeping him down.

He was trapped, and her digital invader was working its way deeper, deeper.

“Honey, please.”

“Drink up, sweetheart. Nobody can see, and we’re going to stay like this until I say.”

He grabbed his Margarita and sipped a big glug.

She poked and he almost spit out his liquor.

The trouble was, it felt good.

She wiggled, and all the little nerves surrounding his pucker fired up.

“Oh, fuck,” he whispered, trying to drink again.

But every time he raised his glass she crooked her finger, and it made him jump.

She smiled and kissed his cheek.

To the world it looked like a couple just getting close over breakfast.

She wiggled and he broke into a coughing fit.

She she hit the prostate. It was a weird angle, but she pressed on it.

“What do we have here?” she asked with arched eyebrows.

“Honey, stop it…you’re going to make me…”

“Make you what? Is that your prostate? I heard that if you press on the prostate slowly and gently semen will be released.

She pushed harder, and her finger was totally pressing on the little walnut sized gland in his butt.

“Honey?” He was sweating and his voice sounded like a mouse trying to reason with a cat.

He felt it.

He felt the surge of juices inside, going up the shaft of his penis.

Oddly, there wasn’t an orgasm.

“Please!”

He felt the goo erupt in a long string. It was more like peeing, but there was no mistaking…he was emitting sperm!

Jill saw the look on his face, the transition from alarm to a sappy satisfaction. The way he sagged and relaxed.

She looked down and saw the dark spot forming on his shorts.

She giggled. “Oh, my God! You really are!”

“Oh, Lord,” he wheezed. he had a lot of sperm, and it just kept welling up and filling his pants.

And now he was sorry he had gone commando. There was going to be no hiding the evidence on the front of his pants.

He sagged, and she slowly extracted her finger. She took her hand out of his pants, dipped a napkin into a glass of water and cleansed her finger.

She was staring at him with unconcealed glee.

“Wow! I really did it to you.”

Tom just leaned back and sighed heavily.

Jill started to laugh. She couldn’t stop laughing.

Tom didn’t care. He was satisfied.

“Well,” he said, “Let’s pay the bill and head out.”

The waiter, Jose, came by and accepted a credit card and a hefty tip.

Ton was feeling good and he distributed a hefty bit of largess.

“Ready?” he asked.

Jill, still chuckling, nodded.

“If you could walk in front of me?”

“I suppose.” Her eyes were alight with humor. She stood up and walked slowly across the patio. Tom was right behind her.

Jill drove, and Tom sat in the passenger seat and inspected his crotch.

“What a mess,” he muttered.

“What did it feel like?” asked Jill.

He looked up and his eyes smiled as he remembered. “At first I was scared. In fact, I was terrified, petrified, but then it started coming and…it felt so good. It felt like everybody was watching me, even though I knew nobody could see what was happening, the shame, the embarrassment, it made it the strongest orgasm—without an orgasm—that I ever had.

“Wait a minute! An orgasm without an orgasm?”

“Yes. I spewed, but I didn’t have that golden wave wash over me, rob me of consciousness. It was like I was extra conscious, super aware, and it actually felt a little better than an orgasm.”

Jill made a ‘Wow’ out of her mouth.

“I mean, I came, but no bang, and when I was done I felt more satisfied than ever. I didn’t just make a deposit, I didn't just squirt and was done. It oozed out of me, and it was like what should have been an orgasm oozed, and…God, I feel good. I feel like I’m still cumming.”

“Well,” said Jill, as she turned on their street. “I’m going to have to do this again.”

As she parked the car Tom reached over and touched her, “Honey?”

She paused and looked at him.

“The weird thing? I think you’re going to like this…I’ve got a boner.”

“A boner? After that? After just leaking your brains all over the restaurant.”

He laughed her image. Then: “I know. It’s weird. Usually I cum and my dick is down for a day or two. But right now it’s stiff and feels like it’s ready to go.”

“Show me.”

He grinned, and right there in front of God and everybody, in the passenger seat of the top down car, he unzipped.

His weenie popped out. It had a bit of crust from his cum in the restaurant, but it was a stiffie.

“Oh, Lord,” Jill whispered, inspecting the big tube. Then she looked up at him. “Come on, let’s go inside.”

An hour later Jill rolled off Tom. She lay on her back and sighed. She could feel perspiration all over, and every muscle was sagging.

Tom groaned.

She turned her head towards him and grinned. “Ready to go again?”

“Oh, no!” he moaned.

But she didn’t take advantage of him. Her chest rose and fell in satisfaction and she looked down at her nips. “God, I’m still stiff in the nipples.”

“Woman! You’re a satyr.”

“I believe it’s a nymph.”

“What?”

“A woman is a nymph. A man is a satyr.”

“Whatever, I just know that I have been through the sexual wringer.”

“Yeah,” she grinned.

“How many orgasms did you have?”

“I lost count. I was sort of in a sexual haze. But,” she turned on her elbow and her big breasts hung from her chest, “you didn’t cum at all.”

“I can’t believe it. I mean, I’m not usually a two times man, but I can sometimes, but…I guess that thing at the restaurant really depleted me.”

“Yes, thank God.”

He chuckled.

“What?”

“I guess you really are going to have to do that to me again.”

“No problemo, Santa.”

They lay there, having their separate thoughts, and the afternoon whiled away.

They didn’t have any opportunity to engage in their latest game all week. Tom was working, and Jill was getting horny.

Getting horny does have its advantages, however. She spent a lot of time talking with friends about things anal in nature. She also spent some time on the internet, and that was an education.

One especially interesting conversation happened at brunch with her two girlfriends, Shiela and Tammy.

“You really did that? Right here?” They were sitting at Charley Coyote’s on the patio.

Jill pointed at the chair Tammy was sitting in. “Right there, where Tammy is sitting.”

Tammy wiggled around and said, “Ew!” and they all laughed.

“So what are you going to do now?” asked Shiela.

“Well, I’ve been looking into that, and it seems that men are very sensitive in their bottoms.”

“If I tried putting my finger up Chuck’s bottom he’d hit the roof,” commented Tammy.

“”So he’s not a back door man.”

“A back door man,” mused Jill. Like the old Doors song.”

“Which song?”

Jill sang softly, ending with the classic lyric:

The men don't know

But the little girls understand

“Oh, The Doors.”

“Yes. I looked it up and apparently a back door man is a guy who sneaks in the back door of a house while the husband is away.”

“Sounds like you’ve got a new meaning.”

“I did originally think it referred to anal sex.”

Tammy sipped her Margarita, then quipped, “It sounds like you’re becoming a back door woman.”

“Yes, I guess I am. But Tom is a back door man, so I guess it’s all right.”

“Why wouldn’t it be?” asked Shiela.

“Oh, I don’t know. I guess I’m stuck in the idea of the missionary mode.

“Huh! I wish I could get Chuck out of the missionary mode. He’s like a clock. Lay on me, grunt and squirt, roll off and go, “ah, that was good.’”

They all grinned at that.

“The thing is,” said Shiela, “how people make love is up to them. Sure, we’ve been doing the old dingus up the gina forever, but there’s lots of people that are shifting the thing around. You read about female led relationships, gender swapping, and that sort of thing, all the time. Used to be that homosexuality was very small in society…”

“I’m not talking about homosexuality.”

“No. I didn’t mean to imply, but we are talking about alternate ways of making love, and all of this sort of stuff was lumped under the homosexual label.”

Tammy wondered, “When did they stop lumping everything under ‘homosexual?’

Shiela and Jill exchanged glances, then picked up their cell phones.

Jill found a ‘Timeline of LGBT History, 20th Century’ and told Shiela to go to it.

The two girls read the entry and Jill muttered, “holy bat guano!”

Shiela started reading entries.

“1903 gay bathhouse raised. seven men were sentenced up to 20 years for sodomy!”

“Oh, Lord,” breathed Jill. She didn’t want here husband to go to jail for 20 years just because he liked the poo poo choo choo.

“1906 Larl Baer had the first sex reassignment surgery.”

Tammy’s mouth dropped open. “Really?”

“Faggot becomes a word, the Communists outlaw homosexual discrimination.”

Tammy and Jill stared at each other.

“Gay films, lesbianism declared illegal in Britain, transvestites protest, government bans—Oh, Good Lord, thousands of men killed in the holocaust, and after the war thousands were left in the concentration camps!”

“Homosexuals were left in the camps? After liberation?”

“That’s what it says here. And…oh, my God!”

“What?”

“Do you know who Alan Turing is?

“Wasn’t he some computer guy a long time ago?”

“During the second world war. In 1954 he committed suicide when the government tried to make him take a libido reducing drug.”

“Libido reducing?” asked Tammy.

“A drug to make the willy soft. I think they use Depo Provera now.”

“They use it on sexual criminals,” added Jill.

“But what makes a criminal?” asked Shiela, gazing into a distance.

“Tom isn’t a criminal just because I poked him in the butt.”

“No.”

But the girls couldn’t stop thinking about what they had read.

Jill and Shiela closed their phones, and all three girls sat and contemplated what they had read.

“Depo Provera,” muttered Sheila.

“Why would somebody do that to somebody else?”

Shiela had an answer for that, but it was not an answer that Jill expected. “Some women have their men take Depo.”

“What?”

“Sure. They get a little tired of screwing. Usually they give it to their men openly, talk them into it. But I know one gal who simply added it to his mush in the morning.”

“But how did the men…?”

“Oh, they were fine with it. In fact, most of them liked it, and actually wanted to continue the Depo stuff. They liked not being forced to perform.”

“That’s…that’s silly! How could they like not doing it?”

“I don’t know. Maybe they were getting it up the rear.”

Jill stared at her friend. What an odd thought. People choosing to do without sex, or, if Shiela was right, doing sex in an entirely different and unconventional manner.

“Funny,” said Shiela after a while. “You know what this makes me want to do?”

The other two girls looked at her.

“Go out and find a man and…and back door him.”

It was somehow shocking for her to say such a thing so baldly, and for a moment nobody did anything. Then Tammy and Jill started to giggle.

“I’m a back door man,” sang Jill.

“You’re a back door woman!” rejoined Shiela with good harmony.

“The men don’t know, but the little girl makes a stand.”

Then they ordered another round of Margaritas, got a little drunk, and discussed how they would make the world come around.

“You almost ready?” Tom came out of his closet and stopped and stared at his wife.

Jill had on a skirt to the knees and a top that looked like a corset. Her boobs were on full display and her shapely stems ended in classic black leather, opened toed high heels.

“Wow! Whip me, beat me, make me write bad checks.”

“Well, thank you, honey.” she patted his cheek and sat down at her vanity.

Tom watched her for a moment, felt his boner rise up at the sight of her shadowing her eyes, painting her lips red.

“Are you going to let me me cum tonight?”

“Why?” she arched her eyebrows at him in the mirror. “Don’t you like being horny?”

“Yeah, but all week? And all that poke in the rear stuff, I have to admit, it’s making me extra horny.”

“Excellent,” she murmured, leaning closer to the mirror and doing the fine detail. “I love a man who’s extra horny. They are so amenable.”

“Amenable?” He grinned the question at her.

She filled in the lines, then whispered, “They follow orders.”

“Oh, Lord. Give me an order!”

“I order you to be horny.”

He just laughed.

A few minutes later she was done and they headed out the door.

“And who is this friend who’s having a party?”

“Shiela. You know Shiela.”

“Is she the good looking one from the Christmas party?”

“That’s the one.”

“Zowie. She’s a babe.”

“Jill just glanced at him and grinned.

Into the car, up the road a few turns, and they pulled up in front of a well lit house on a cul de sac.

“Nice?” murmured Tom, inspecting the low roof, the pebble front, the neat landscaping. “How many people are going to be here?”

Just Jill and Tammy. You remember Tammy…”

He said he did.

“And their boyfriend and husband.”

They walked up the walk and entered through the wide front door. Shiela was there immediately. She hugged Jill, then surprised Tom by kissing him right on the lips.

And it wasn’t a sedate, for your mother kind of kiss. It was a scorcher with her grabbing his shirt front and pressing her body against his.

“Whoa,” Tom muttered under his breath as Shiela led them into the living room.

But Jill just laughed.

In the front room he met Tammy, who was a little drunk and who hugged him a little too long—but no kiss, thank God, or maybe not thank God—and her husband, a lean fellow with a smirky look named Chuck.

And there was Lance.

Lance was an overly handsome fellow, obviously a couple of years younger than Shiela, and dressed in a bright fashion.

He wore orange pants, an open collar, blue shirt with flowers on it, and tan loafers.

He was gay. That was obvious. No argument.

“Hello, sweetheart,” he shook Tom’s hand, and his hand was gentle, soft like a woman’s.

Tom wasn’t put off. Living in Hollywood there were lots of gays, and nobody cared.

But he was surprised that a babe as good looking as Shiela was with him. He figured Shiela for heterosexuality.

Well, queer or not, they all started imbibing, chatting, and within an hour they were all old friends.

They sat around on couches in the sunken living room, the music was playing, and Tammy danced with Chuck a time or two, then insisted on dancing with first Lance, then Tom.

Lance was a good dancer, and a good conversationalist, but Tom was not a great dancer.

“I’ll try not to step on your toes,” he whispered to Tammy.

“Oh, that’s all right. I f you do I’ll just do this.” She moved a leg into his crotch and her thigh pressed against his dick.

Tom blinked.

She giggled. “Got you that time, Eh? Mr. Stiffie?”

Tom turned a little red, but he had to laugh. He had had a boner all week, especially the way Shiela had played with him, and he was a little drunk, and damn, it felt good and wicked to have a woman press against his manhood. Even if that woman wasn’t his wife.

Then he looked over at Jill, and she was smiling. Heck, laughing. Tammy had her body pressed up against his now, and Tom motioned with his finger to his wife, Did you…

Jill just lifted her palms up and shrugged. Who me?

And all through the two dances she demanded Tammy kept nudging him in the crotch.

“God! I’m going to have to tie it down if you keep doing that,” he finally blurted.

“Good!” she smiled up at him. “Do you like my tits?”

Tom was speechless, then the dance ended and Tammy gave him back to Jill.

“Good Lord!” he whispered in her ear. “I didn’t know she was going to rape me on the dance floor.”

“Did you like it? And don’t lie.”

“Well, uh, it wasn’t unpleasant, just a little unexpected.”

“You should expect the unexpected. Especially tonight.”

“What’s so special about tonight?”

“You’ll find out.”

An hour later they were all fairly well juiced. The woman went round and round, kissing the men, not caring whose man was whose, and Tom’s crotch was burning with desire. He had a big bump downstairs, and he was so drunk he didn’t even try to hide it.

Interestingly, Lance, though gay, didn’t mind kissing women. Hunh!

Then the finale came.

The girls put the men on the couch and told them to just sit there and wait, then they went into the bed room.

“Wow,” said Chuck. “This is quite a night.”

“You ain’t seen nuttin’ yet,” quipped Lance.

Tom was officially stupid. He had drunk too much, and, surprisingly, Jill had encouraged it.

“Don’t worry, honey. You enjoy, and I’ll be the designated driver.”

Still, he hadn’t intended to gt drunk, but the bourbon was expensive, the Coke was cheap, and now he gazed out at the room. Stupefied. Sweaty with the night and the heat in the room.

Then the girls came out. Single file, they marched in front of the boys. They looked at each other and giggled, then they lifted their dresses.

Tom’s mouth dropped open.

They were wearing strap ons.

He blinked, tried to focus his bleary gaze, tried to understand.

His mind did a little dance inside, and he actually had a little argument with himself. My wife doesn't have a dick! She’s a woman! But what’s that thing poking towards my face.

The girls all laughed at the expressions on the men’s faces.

“We decided to do a little reverse engineering,” said Shiela. “See how you guys like it.”

“Reverse engineering?” gulped Chuck. “Sure, honey. Don’t you want to see how the other half lives?”

“Well, uh…”

“This is for you, sweetheart,” said Jill.

Tom suddenly understood what the week of butt play had been about. She had been warming him up for this. But what did she expected him to do?

What she expected became obvious when Lance licked his lips and said, “Now this is my kind of party. Come here, baby!”

Shiela moved forward and Lance reached out and grabbed her peeny. He pulled her to him, her giggling, and opened his mouth.

Tom stared in drunken shock as Lance deep throated the dildo.

Lance had full lips, wore some pale flesh colored lipstick, and now those lips devoured the plastic tool.

“Mmm,” Lance muttered. His head went back and forth and the big peeny slithered in, all the way in, then out.

“What do you think, honey? Are you ready to give it a try?”

Tom looked up at his wife.

He was drunk, she was almost sober, but there was a curious glitter to her eyes.

She wanted this. She wanted him to…to suck her off.

“Oh, fuck,” he said, and it came out almost like a whimper.

Jill took a half step forward. “You don’t have to if you don’t want to.”

On his left Lance was going to town, his big slurps and enjoyment could be heard plainly.

On the other side of Tom, Tammy was being a little more forceful. “Open, man pig.” She laughed, but she meant business.

Chuck opened his mouth, but it looked like he was scared.

Then Tammy pushed forward.

Chuck gagged, but held to the course. He let Tammy hold his head and fuck his mouth.

And Tom looked at the big head right in front of him.

The plastic pecker was not huge, only six inches, but it was naturally formed.

It was pink with veins and two balls.

He looked up and saw Jill looking down at him. Her expression was one of hunger. Anticipation.

What’s she going to get out of this? Tom wondered obliquely as Jill reached forward and gently put her hands in his hair.

Yet he sort of knew. She enjoyed this. She had enjoyed cuddling with him all week, stroking him, working a finger around to his butt.

Her eyes were burning with a fierce desire now, and she began pulling him gently towards her.

He could have resisted, but he was drunk, and there was just an insistence in her hands, in her soul.

The tip looked huge, but it was just normal.

His lips touched it, and he started to open his mouth.

“I think I’m going to cum,” said Lance to the side.

Out of the corner of his eye Tom saw that Lance had undone his zipper and was stroking a rather hefty member. He was sucking like a pro, and Shiela looked like she was feeling it, like it was a real dick on her.

Then Tom’s attention was back on Jill.

His lips on the head, and…he kissed the head.

Tentatively. Apprehensively, like he expected it to suddenly squirt at him.

Jill giggled. “God, that’s hot. Come on, Tom. Do me!”

So he did. He opened his mouth and Jill pushed and the thing slid slowly into his mouth.

Obviously, he wasn’t experienced, and he shortly gagged.

“Relax, honey. Let it in.”

Being drunk, he was able to easily relax, and the next thing he knew the shaft was sliding further and further.

He reached up and held the plastic balls.

They were soft and squishy, sort of like real balls, and he closed his eyes and got into it.

“Oh, yeah,” murmured Jill.

Then the couch squeaked and Tom opened his eyes.

Lance had stood up. He was holding Shiela’s dong with one hand and unbuckled himself with the other.

He pulled his pants down, turned around and bent over. His hands pushed down on the couch and Tom could see his half lidded eyes agleam with pleasure.

Sheila moved up behind him.

“Gently, darling. We want pleasure, not pain.”

Shiela smiled and slowly, carefully, gently, inserted the fake member.

Fake or not, it brought a look of sublime pleasure to Lance’s face.

Tom stared, and Lance opened his eyes.

Shiela moved back and forth, and Lance moved with her.

He said to Tom, “I think I’m in love.”

Jill drove and Tom sat in the passenger seat. He was thinking a mile a minute. Drunk, the images of fake peckers and hungry women filled his mind.

“So, how’d you like the party?”

He smiled at her. She was still wearing the dildo under her dress.

“That really blew my mind.”

“Did you like sucking my cock?” She said it crudely, with a lopsided smile.

“Honey, you’ve got the best cock I’ve ever sucked.”

She laughed, was delighted, turned a corner onto their street. She pulled into the driveway and stopped the car. She turned to him.

Tom was facing her already, sitting a bit sideways.

Yes, he was definitely drunk.

“So do you think you might want to do what Lance did?”

“I…I…”

She put a finger on his lips. “No need to answer. It’s not going to happen unless you want it, and you can take your time in deciding.”

She grinned.

“It’s not like your butt is going to go away.”

He laughed, a weak sort of a gurgle.

Man, he really was drunk.

And, in a way, it was too bad.

Jill wanted to do him in the worst way. Seeing Lance getting skewered had really turned her on.

Seeing that hunk of dildo—it was bigger than hers by a couple of inches—plunge in and out, she had felt a burning heat in her groin.

She wanted to do that!

But the girls had agreed that force wasn’t the way. They didn’t want to scare the men off. Poor, little virgins.

So she just leaned forward and kissed his mouth softly, holding his cheeks with one hand, and whispered, “When you’re ready, honey.”

Then they went into the house.


Part Two

Tom slept late the next morning. At least, he kept his eyes closed late.

Jill was up and about, but then she hadn’t been doing a lot of drinking.

But Tom just lay there, supposedly sleeping his drunk off, but secretly thinking over the night.

He had sucked a cock.

No, it wasn’t a real one.

But it might have been.

But he didn’t really want to suck a real cock.

He had no homosexual leanings.

He had nothing against men who did, but…not for him.

But the cock being on his wife, he felt a strange sort of connection, like walls breaking down as they explored new territory.

And it was obvious that though he wasn’t interested in the homosexual side of things, he was really thinking about anal sex.

She had been playing him all week.

His dingus was a full blown boner. He hadn’t cum all week, and he hadn’t cum last night. He had just gotten hornier.

He wondered if this was part of her plan? Make him so horny he begged for it.

Maybe.

Probably.

And…was that bad?

That was the question.

Did he want to get so horny that he begged for it up the butt?

Lying, eyes closed, feeling his throbbing pecker, he thought he did.

But…face it…he was scared.

What would that do to him?

Would it change him?

Would it bring out the gay in him?

He didn’t think it would. He just didn’t swing that way.

But, what if it did?

Then there was another thought: if he did this, if he let her take him, like a man takes a woman, how would that effect their relationship?

He had always thought of himself as being in charge. But when he had looked up at her glittering eyes, so excited, his lips about to swallow her man thing, he had wondered.

Psychologically, if a man was on top he was in charge.

But what would happen to the dynamic if she was on top?

Would he start wearing aprons to do the dishes, then removing his body hair (something she wanted him to do anyway), then styling his hair, and painting his nails, and…

Suddenly he blushed. Thinking such thoughts was making his cock pulse harder. In fact—he shifted under the sheets and looked down—yep, he was leaking. Big drops of pre-cum came out of his glans and he shivered.

He had an image of himself, dressed like a woman, and bending over at the waist as Jill plowed into him like Shiela had plowed into Lance the night before.

And he thought: that’s why she had invited a gay, not to be her boyfriend, but to pave the way, set the standard, show the other two men, him and Chuck, how it was done.

And, man, it was a sell job. Lance had eventually ended up bent over the end of the couch and the other two women had even had their turns with him.

And the look on Jill’s face.

It was the look she had had when they had first dated, had screwed for the first time.

Hot, intense, no nonsense here.

“Are you going to sleep all day?”

Jill shook the bed and drew him out of his thoughts.

“Unh,” he moaned. Moving reminded him of how much he had drunk.

“Got a hang over?” she pulled back the sheets and looked down at him. Her mouth was twisted, puckered, laughing. She was enjoying this.

“Just a little one,” he admitted.

“Take a shower and come to breakfast. I’ll cure you.”

Still, she sat for a moment, and he appreciated her.

She was wearing shorts, which revealed her long legs, and a pale pink sleeveless tee. This one had no V, no cleavage showed, and he wished that it did. He wanted to see her flesh. Badly.

He gripped her hand so she couldn’t get up and asked, “Are you going to keep me horny like this?”

“I was thinking about it.” Laughter in the eyes.

“For how long?”

“I don’t know. It’s sort of fun, though. Do you like being horny?”

“Almost as much as I like squirting.”

Ha! I’ll bet you like squirting almost as much as you like being horny.”

He grunted, a subtle admission that she might be right. Then: “You want me to bend over for you.”

“Sure. But it has to be your decision.”

“Is it my decision with you denying me? You know I’ll get hornier and hornier, until I finally fold.”

“That would be nice,” she nodded.

“Then is it really my decision?”

“Of course it is!” she actually seemed surprised.

“But if you’re pushing me…”

“Honey. It’s your decision, and whatever you decide is fine with me. And if you need to use a little discipline, and refuse to have sex with me to make that decision, I’ll understand.”

It was a clever twist on him, and he chuckled. “Oh, you bitch.”

“It’s true. Now get that sexy ass up and…no. Wait.”

She climbed onto the bed and snuggled with him, and her finger did the wiggle.

He groaned as he felt her penetrate.

“I understand if you don’t want to do this,” she whispered, kissing the back of his neck. “Would you like me to make you squirt?”

He nodded.

She began sinking deeper, searching for his prostate, and he pushed his butt back and helped her.

Oh, fuck!” he whimpered as the gism started to pour out of him.

They ate breakfast, sausage and tatter tots with a couple of spoonfuls of syrup poured over them. Glasses half filled with apple juice. And slurps and sighs of satisfaction.

Tom, of course, was particularly satisfied. He gobbled at one end, and wiggled his happy butt at the other.

“Heysoos,” he muttered when he was done. “That was great.”

“The breakfast or…?”

“Both!”

They smiled at each other.

“And you know the weird thing?”

“What?”

“I’m still hard. Maybe even harder.”

“I’ve been reading up on that,” she nodded. “Apparently the body gets drained, but without the orgasm the mind doesn’t believe it.”

“So it’s not the gism that makes me hard. It’s the idea.”

“That’s the theory.”

“Sound theory,” he agreed.

“But don’t worry, I’ll do my best to take care of that boner.”

“Oh, no!”

“Oh, yes. Just like last week. I’m going to screw you like a light bulb, and you won’t be able to squirt, and…I’m going to have fun.”

“And lots of orgasms.”

“Lots and lots,” she smiled happily.

He grew serious. “Is this why you want me to…to go anal? Is it because I haven't satisfied you? Lasted long enough?”

“Absolutely not!” She seemed surprised by his conclusion.

“But—“

“Listen, No man ever lasts long enough for a woman, but that isn’t what makes us tick.”

“Sex doesn’t make you tick?”

“Well, yes, it does, but there is a deeper satisfaction in satisfying.”

He blinked, a little confused by her statement.

“With men screwing is about sex, about squirting your pathetic brains out. With women it’s about love. Yes, I want a hundred orgasms, but what I want more is for you to experience…what I feel.”

He mused thoughtfully, “Making me over in your image.”

“Well, they say that God is a woman.”

He thought about that for a while, and she was content to let him. After all, the change she was trying to bring about was not like hammering a nail, it was like growing a plant. It had to be done slowly, with love and care.

“Well,” he finally said, “Do you mind if I read a magazine while you use my body?”

“Not as long as it’s a fashion magazine, then I can read over your shoulder.”

They laughed, but the image was not lost on Tom. Over his shoulder. Her on top, at his backside, that was what she wanted.

It only took a couple of weeks for Tom to beg.

When he did cave in, Jill was smart enough not to gloat.

They simply went to bed and made passionate love, but with a different ending.

Afterwards he was surprised when he wasn’t sore.

In fact, he felt like he had just discovered a long, lost muscle. He had exercised it, and the muscle thanked him.

His butt felt happy.

Also happy was Jill. For days afterward she smiled. She hadn’t even had an orgasm, but her happiness was full blown. She walked around smiling, kept sneaking up on him and kissing him profoundly, and singing.

Actually singing.

And Tom was pleased to discover that he hadn’t magically turned into a homosexual.

He was the same old same old, but he was smiling, too.

Screwing anally had drained him, really pressed on the prostate, and he was in that wonderful land of happiness.

Satisfied.

Drained.

No urge driving him, no subtle undercurrent of ‘gotta, gotta, gotta!’

Funny, he didn’t even know he had that undercurrent until it was gone, but now that it was gone, he felt good.

He felt like he was looking at life for the first time without sex filtering glasses on.

He was softer.

‘Pink,’ as Jill once mentioned.

And happier.

As the days passed Jill began playing with him before bed again. She used her digit, and went to two digits, and made Tom moan even louder.

He was broken in, and he wanted it.

The odd thing, though, was that after draining him she took advantage of his ever hard weenie, but not as much.

The first times she had used him for hours.

Now she only used him for an orgasm or two, then laid down satisfied.

He noticed it, but he didn’t say anything. He was too happy, and just didn’t think of it. Later he would remember it, and understand.

Right then, however, he just took his pleasure and ran with it.

“Let’s head out for lunch?” she suggested one day.

Tom was up for that. “Where do you want to go?”

“Let’s pick up some subway and go sit in the park.”

It was a beautiful day and they put the top down and zooped out into the country.

Tom was sitting in the passenger seat, his hair blowing back, and Jill was driving. She liked to drive these days, and Tom didn’t mind.

They went over the Gabriels to Lancaster and turned left. A few miles further on they entered the parking lot for ‘The Devil’s Punch Bowl.’

It was a warm day, but not too hot, and there weren’t any cars in the parking lot. They parked, Tom carried the sandwiches and Cokes in a backpack, and they headed not into the punch bowl, but up to the trail that led to the Devil’s Chair.

It was a beautiful hike and they saw lots of ground squirrels and a few birds.

After an hour they arrived at the chair and Jill was the first to go out and sit on it.

The desert spread out before her. Hundreds of miles, an expanse of vista that took the breath away. They ate, and Tom sat on the ground in front of the chair, at her feet, and they were silent as the immensity of nature overwhelmed them.

“Incredible,” he whispered, his words wafted away not by wind, but by space.

“Did you pack the pecker?” she asked?

“I did.”

“Good.”

She stood up and went into the pack. Then she strapped the dildo on her waist.

Tom stared at the big took jutting out. “Isn’t that bigger?”

“It is. Think you can handle it?”

“I’ll have to,” he eyed the thing dubiously, but with courage.

She bent him over the back of the chair. It was awkward, but when she was finally seated in his rump it was perfect. They were screwing with a million miles in front of them. It was downright cosmic.

“You know,” she said, as she held onto his shoulders and pumped into him, “In ancient times the asshole was called ‘the devil’s mouth.’”

“Really,” he grunted, enjoying the sensations running through him. He could feel her legs inside his, and he felt shivers coursing up from his heinie.

“Yes. I don’t know why. But I wonder if it has something to do with this, what we’re doing.”

“Oh, no! Don’t tell me what we’re doing is evil!”

She laughed. “Evil spelled backwards is live!”

“Oh, God,” he moaned, and his dribble started.

They sat, him in the chair, and her behind, one hand on his shoulder.

Tom was happier than he had ever been. He was empty, nothing driving him, satisfied. Sexually satisfied as he had never imagined as a man.

But there was something driving Jill.

“Tom?”

“Yes?”

“You’ve made a mess of your underwear.”

“I can toss them.”

“I brought you a pair.”

“You did? You far thinking, little wench!”

I think it’s you that’s the wench,” she said, rummaging in the backpack. She straightened up and tossed him a pair of panties.

He blinked. “What’s this?”

“The next step?” She was actually wondering what had moved her. She had bought the panties before they came out. She had known what she was going to do, and she had known he would need a new pair of underwear.

And why not panties?

“I won’t fit,” he commented, holding them up.

“They’re stretchy. I got them off Amazon. They’re called ‘sissy panties.’”

“Sissy panties,” he marveled.

He was feeling so good, so loosey goosey, that he didn’t even consider the ramifications of putting on women’s panties.

Not that there were much in the way of ramifications…not after what they had done, what they had been doing.

“Go on. Put them on.”

Tom looked around, which was silly because they were so alone it was ridiculous, then took off his pants and underpants.

He used his old pair of manly underpants to wipe the mess off his cock and balls, then stepped into the sissy panties.

They fit.

They were a little small in the back, and he quickly realized he was going to have material rubbing his brown button, but that was all right. He liked to get his button rubbed.

They were big enough in the front, but his package just barely fit into them. He was scrunched, but even with his after anal boner he fit inside.

He turned, and Jill grinned. “God, that makes me hot.”

“They are sort of kinky,” he agreed.

She stepped up to him, grabbed his panties by the waist band and pulled them up.

“Urk,” he said. “That’s snug.”

“I like you snug,” she said, kissing him.

The kiss lasted a long time, and it was different. It wasn’t a kiss driven by the desire to fuck, it was a kiss enhanced by love. No lust, just love.

When they broke she hugged him, and she said, “Tom. I’m going to feminize you. I’m going to have you wearing garters and even a bra. Around the house. Maybe some make up.”

“What about when I go out?”

“That’s up to you. If you get to the point of wanting to go out as a woman…so be it.”

He stood, his heart pounding.

She turned and clambered up on the chair. She motioned to him to come to her, and she held him.

She was taller now, and his face was deep in her ample bosom. She held his head, brushed his hair, and every once in a while she leaned down to kiss him.

Tom loved it. He felt loved, and protected, and for the first time in his life he felt truly free of the whims that drive men.

No need to impress, to play the game, to conquer, to use for sexual pleasure.

“What do you think about that?”

“I’m scared.”

“I know. But I’ll help you through it. We’ll back off when we need to, go forward when we want to. But I really need this.”

And Tom thought: But what do I need?

He didn’t know, but he did know that the idea didn’t scare him like it once would have.

He held on to her and buried his face and loved her.

She bought him panties. A training bra. Corsets. Tummy shapers. Garters and nylons.

She didn’t buy him much in the way of dresses, at least not at first. He was only dressing inside the house.

And Tom had no problem with the clothes.

Except for the corset. His boner had no where to go and it was often jammed into the garment uncomfortably.

Often he walked around the house, his body hair Naired, his head hair styled, in nothing but lingerie.

She bought him teddies and peignoirs and flimsy robes.

She thrilled to the sight of him walking through the house, looking more and more feminine, but his big boner sticking out.

His boner.

She frowned. She had to do something about that. His penis, so erect and dripping, ruined the line of his body.

It was so…so…manly!

Not that she minded manly. She liked manly. Just…not for him.

So she brought it up one day. “Honey, we need to do something about your penis.”

“Oh?”

“Yes. It’s just not feminine.”

He looked down at old faithful and nodded. “I guess you’re right.” Back up to her. “So what did you have in mind?”

“Well, there’s this stuff called Depo Provera. It’ll make you soft. Then we can discuss things like panties, or maybe even chastity tubes.”

“It seems silly to put a limp dick in s chastity tube.”

There he was, talking calmly about his penis being rendered limp, and he had a thought. “But what about you?”

“What about me?”

“Don’t you want to ride my dick?”

She twisted her mouth. “You know, I haven't been into dicks much lately.”

“Is it me?”

“No! No!” It’s just that I enjoy the anal sex much more. Besides, we’ve got all sorts of dildos and vibrators.”

Tom thought about that. Yes. Dildos and vibrators. They were for him, but there was no reason he couldn’t use them on her.

“Well, I guess we could try it. No boner, eh?”

“Oh, thank you, Tom. And, no. No boner. But you don’t really use that thing much anymore, anyway.

She was right about that.

She made an appointment and took him to the doctors. He received a simple shot, and by that evening he was limp. Just a noodle. No lift or urge.

Oh, it still felt good. All the nerves were there, and he loved it when she played with him, but…he was limp.

They talked about sewing his weenie back between his legs, but in the end panties were enough.

He would just use a little medical tape if he was wearing something tight, and that was enough to keep his once boner out of sight.

They also discussed breasts, and made another appointment to have them done.

“Not super big,” Jill said.

“Why not?” Tom grinned.

So they scheduled him for something called Chyna 2000s.

And after the shot, since they could no longer use his penis, she used hers.

These days, when she played with his bum, she used three or even four fingers.

And she had a wide variety of dicks.

Thick, long, veined, nubs, pink, black, clear, glass, metal. It was like the scene in ‘From Dawn to Dusk.’ The scene where Cheech yells out, ‘smelly pussy, hairy pussy, naugahyde pussy, if we don’t got it…you don’t want it!’ Except it was dicks, not pussies.

They went out to restaurants now, and he wore a dress and she wore a dildo under her dress.

They would eat, then drive into the hills and look for a spot.

She would bend him over a bounder, or a low fence, or just a log, and she would lift her dress and lower his panties, and make him happy.

And he was happy. Happier than he had ever been.

He received his breasts a month later. They were bigger than he expected, and he was actually a bit subdued.

“It’s okay, honey,” Jill said, “Girls go through this when they get their breasts. They think everybody’s staring at them and they’re so self conscious.”

“But everybody is staring at me!”

“Well, you did want those mountains,” she grinned.

He looked down, and she was right. He did want them big. But…this big?

But he got used to his breasts, and he even began to strut with them.

He was completely feminine now.

He wore lingerie, dresses, heels, and…make up.

Full make up.

She had had to teach him, but he liked it, threw himself into it, and now he was better at make up than her.

They were at Charley Coyote’s having an early dinner. They both nibbled on salads, and chatted, and a shadow appeared at the table.

“Hey, ladies, can we buy you a drink?”

Tom started to say no, but Jill grinned and said, “Sure.”

The men sat down. John next to Jill, and Max next to Tom.

Tom was nervous. He was so nervous he was shivering, but Jill was fine. She talked away, traded information with John, and even flirted with him.

Flirted?

Tom was stunned. She was acting like she had first acted when they had met. Coquettish. Teasing. A bit naughty, but in a way that entices.

“Hon—Jill,” he tried at one point, but she just glanced at him and turned back to John.

Max leaned in and whispered, “Want to dance?”

“Uh…” Now Tom was panicked.

“I think John and your friend would like a little alone time.”

“I don’t…”

“But he pulled on Tom’s hand, and he was a lot stronger, and insistent, and Tom had to stand up or being pulled over.

He led Tom out on the floor and they danced.

It was a fast dance, so Tom didn’t have to touch Max. He kept looking over at the table.

Jill and John were thick as thieves. Their heads were together and Jill was laughing, and…and a slow dance number came up.

“Oh, fuck!” Tom breathed.

“What’s that?” asked Max, as he took Tom in his arms.

“Nothing,” Tom tried to wiggle out of the other man’s grasp, but Max had him firmly. Suddenly he felt his breasts pressing up against Max’s chest.

Max tried to hold him closer, but finally Tom had had enough. “Listen, you got to know…I’m a guy.”

“Me, too,” said Max, trying to guide Tom away from the table.

Max finally managed to peel Max’s hands off him. He stood back and snapped, “I’m a man, and I’m not interested in you.”

He turned and left Max standing on the dance floor.

Didn’t that man understand?

He approached the table and Jill and Tom looked up at him.

He sat down, thoroughly frustrated, at wit’s end.

“Tom? What’s the matter?”

Max came back and sat down, be it with a little distance between him and Tom.

“He..Max doesn’t…”

“Is Max upset because you’re a man?”

“No!” he blurted. “I’m upset!”

“But I arranged this date!”

“You did?” He stared at her.

“Of course I did. Tom’s all right with me, and Max is fine with trannies.”

“But…but I’m not…I’m not…”

“Not what?” Jill was honestly confused.

“I’m not interested in men!”

“Then why are you dressed up and ready to party.” She smiled and patted his hand. “Now, Tom, it’s all been leading up to this. So go on with Max. And don’t worry about me. I’ll get a ride home with John.”

Things crashed together in Tom’s head.

The whole thing, being led along the pink path, his weenie not working anymore, breasts, and…and…Jill wasn’t wearing her dildo tonight.

Tom gave a sob as Max took his hand again and pulled him out of his seat. “Come on, honey. I’ll be gentle.”

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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