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Author’s Note

The world is moved by horny women.

Oh, men do some nifty things. They invent things like windshield wipers and atom bombs. They take out the garbage.

But when it comes to really getting things done…women!

They raise the kids, the make the dinner, they screw the fool…and wish the fool could last long enough to please her.

Oh, it’s true!

Do you know how many women have told me that they fact orgasms?

Do you know how many women, after their husbands have rolled off them, wait for the goof to sleep so they can go to the bathroom and tickle out a satisfying ending?

Lots.

So this is the story of a woman who has had enough, and who decides to get things done.

And, man, does she do it!

STAY HORNY

Gracie


Part One

“Men cum too soon.”

Liz lay back, disappointed, and Josh rolled off her.

“Sorry,” he said, but he wasn’t.

Heck, he had just gotten his rocks off. What was there to be sorry about?

Liz was a beautiful girl. Early twenties and filled with life. Her breast were full and perky. They hadn’t had time to sag, and she didn’t even need a bra.

Her eyes were light grey, very pale, and easy to set off with mascara and shadow. Her nose was a button, and her complexion was smooth and silky.

Her only problem was that she couldn’t get a good orgasm.

Josh lay on his back, his pecker sagging and his eyes closed. He loved Liz, and not just because she was a good lay. Lately, however, she had been saying weird things. Men came too soon. What the hell was that all about?

She turned on her side and her large breasts pushed towards him. “We have to do something, or we’re done.”

“What?” squeaked Josh.

He was a handsome fellow, had a pretty good dick, nothing spectacular, but it was big enough to make him happy.

“I mean it. We lay down and you grunt and groan and a minute later you’re all done, and where does that leave me?”

“Well, yeah, but…women just take longer.”

“So you need to take longer.”

“I’m trying to last,” he whined. “But you’re just too good.”

“Okay. Since you are filled with self serving excuses and a heaping helping of bull squat…I’m going to have to have multiple men.”

“What?” He sat up and stared at her.

She lay back on her back, folded her arms, which made her breasts really stand up. That she was still horny was obvious. Her breasts had a tendency to blush when she was turned on, and if that wasn’t a clue then the rigidity of her nipples certainly was.

“If I turn you on then the least you could do is turn me on.”

“I do turn you on!”

“Not enough to get me off.”

“But, honey! I love you! You can’t be talking about going out with other men!”

She turned her head towards him, her mouth was set and determined.

“Why not? If a guy goes out with multiple women then he’s a stud. People look up to him. If a woman goes out with multiple partners people say she’s a slut. Is that fair?”

“But that’s…the world is….you can’t…”

She sat up suddenly, ‘flounced’ to a sitting position. “So we’re changing the rules. From here on women can go out and sample the goods. We can screw who we want and we’re the studs. And if you go out and screw somebody…you’re a slut!”

“Honey! Don’t be that way!”

But Liz was that way. She had made up her mind, and she was determined to change the way the world was.

She got out of bed. Her pussy itched with lust. Her breasts burned with desire. Her cunt wanted to be fill licked, sucked and filled.

She slipped on her panties, and Josh sat on the side of the bed.

“Liz. This is foolish. What if you get a dread disease? What if you get something that’ll make your pussy all puss-ey?”

“Then you can enjoy a puss-ey pussy, or wear a rubber.”

“But I don’t want to wear a rubber!”

“So don’t fuck me.”

She fastened her bra by putting her hands behind her back, which made her boobs stick far out.

Josh gulped. He had just dumped his load, but the sight of her stupendous mammaries made him weak.

“I tell ya, Josh. It’s not your fault, or maybe it is, but is there any reason in the world that I shouldn’t be sexually satisfied?”

She pulled on her dress, buttoned it up the front. She left the top button undone and her cleavage was really quite spectacular. It was like looking into the Grand Canyon.

“Well, can’t you wait? Can’t we work on this? Talk it out?”

“Ha!” she found a heel under the bed and put it on. She was searching for the other one and she remarked, “Talking is going to get me off? I think not!”

She found her other shoe and put it on.

“But, honey! We were going to get married!”

Liz headed for the bathroom with her purse. She repaired her make up and rolled on the red. As she focused on her lips she mumbled, “So you’re not going to marry me if I sleep around. That’s just what I’m talking about. It’s a double standard! You can’t have it both ways.”

“But it’s different.”

She stood in the bathroom door and put one hand on her hip. She flung her hair back and brushed it with her fingers. “It’s different because you’re a possessive asshole and want to own me, to treat me like you own me.”

“I do not!”

“But you don’t deny you’re an asshole! Ha!”

“Look! I don’t boss you around and tell you what to do. We have a good relationship.”

“And it’s about to get better.”

With that Liz came to the bed, laid a big smackeroo on him, then she pushed his face back. “See ya when I’m satisfied.”

And she was out the door.

There is a huge difference between talking the talk and walking the walk. Liz realized this before she made it to the bottom of the stairs.

She frowned. Josh was a catch, and maybe she was in love, but it was hard to tell when her cunt ached and wanted a bit more. A lot more.

And could she be in love if they weren’t compatible? That was something to think about.

She headed for her car and got behind the wheel, still deep in thought.

To fuck or not to fuck, that is the question.

She headed down the street, and what had seemed so plain and simple while talking to Josh was actually rather sticky and complex.

Ten minutes later she was walking into a liquor store. She had bourbon at home, but not Coke, and she could always use ice.

She headed for the back wall, opened a door and took out a six pack. She walked up the aisle towards the counter and just as she stepped into the area in front of the counter she heard: “PUT YOUR FUCKING HANDS UP!” Followed by “GIMME ALL YOUR MONEY!”

A skinny black man with a ski mask was standing in front of the counter. He gripped a black revolver tightly and his arm was extended like a pipe towards the terrified kid behind the counter.

The kid, his hands up and shaking, burbled, “I just put the money in the safe! There’s only a couple of bucks!”

“GIMME THE MONEY OR I’LL SHOOT!” The black robber was also shaking. He might be a robber, but he was a piss poor, scared one.

“But there—“

“Hold it!” Liz blurted.

The counter man’s head pivoted towards her. His eyes were so wide they looked white.

The robber swung around and pointed the gun at her.

Fuck! Looking down the barrel of a gun was like looking down a drain pipe. She could imagine the bullet coming out, a big bazooka sized missile, smacking right into her pretty, little forehead.

“WHO ARE YOU!”

Then it came out of her. Her life was on the line, and people rise to the occasion.

“Look. He has no money, but I have something you want.”

There was a brief moment of confusion, of licked lips, of recalculating and trying to make the best out of a bad deal.

“WHAT?”

“Me. I’ll fuck you.”

Now the robber was looking back and forth between her and the counterman. His head ratcheting back and forth like it was spring loaded.

Very carefully Liz stepped forward and to the side. She didn’t want the counterman to try anything, and she certainly wasn’t about to try anything.

Of course, she was already trying something that was…a bit bizarre.

“Look, if you pull that trigger they’ll throw you in jail for life, if they don’t barbecue your ass first. But if you lower that gun I’ll leave with you, and you can fuck me. There’s no bullet holes, the counter guy isn’t going to call anybody because he doesn’t want to endanger me, who’s saving his ass.”

“CAMERAS!”

“Cameras don’t work, man,” yelped the counter guy. “They’re just for show.”

“Besides, you’ve got a mask, and if anybody asks you…you were just waving your brother’s toy pistol around. Even the counter guy accuses you, I’ll say you didn’t try to rob anybody. Now, come on. Do you want to spend the rest of your life in jail? Maybe end up with grill marks on your ass? Or do you want to put your dick in my lily white pussy?

The robber licked his lips. His tongue was big and pink and his teeth flashed, even and white.

“Come on, dude! Be a man and fuck me!”

That broke him. The would be robber lowered the pistol. “Come on.”

Liz hurried. As she passed the counter she held up the six pack of Coke and the ice for the counter man to see. He nodded, and she could see him starting to collapse inside.

The fear was leaving, but it would be replaced by a bone deep exhaustion.

She hoped he wouldn’t call the cops.

She pushed through the front door and the robber was right behind her.

“Come on,” he yelled, and he led the way around the corner of the building.

That was the moment Liz could have run for it. but she didn’t. She followed him, suddenly aware of how stupid this all was.

Behind the building was a rust red 67 Chevy. It was idling, and it sounded like it was only firing on some of the cylinders.

The robber held the door for her and she jumped across the big front seat and held onto the Coke.

He got in the car and drove.

They drove through the city, hurrying through red lights, running stop signs.

“Go slow,” she suggested, having trouble breathing, astounded at her audacity. Maybe if she hadn’t been so horny she wouldn’t have tried something like this.

He slowed down.

“Take off your mask.”

“Why? So you can identify me?”

He wasn’t yelling now, and his voice was actually pleasant. He did have a ghetto accent. He was the kind of black who said ‘Aks me’ instead of ‘ask me.’

“No. So the cops won’t think you’re a burglar. Besides, I came with you of my own volition.”

“Vostition,” he said, frowning under the mask. He obviously didn’t understand the word.

He pulled the mask off his head.

“Can you put the gun somewhere?”

He looked at her, at the glovebox, thought about just sliding it into the seat between the seat and the backrest, then he put it into a side panel.

He drove, and slowly calmed down.

He wasn’t ugly, but he wasn’t handsome according to white attitudes. He was probably pretty good looking by black standards.

His lips were thick and his nose spread out a bit. He was intelligent, but he didn’t seem school smart.

After a dozen blocks he seemed to come to himself; he began driving as if he had a destination in mind.

“Where we going to do this?” asked Liz.

“Do what? Oh, that. Yeah.”

She realized that he was inexperienced. Really, he was just a kid. Probably 18 years old, maybe 19, maybe had a girlfriend once or twice, but when he wasn’t yelling things he sounded a bit shy.

“Do you have a big dick?”

He looked at her, his movements jerky. He was trying to figure her out, and he wasn’t making any headway.

“Yeah.”

“Can I feel it?”

“You mean now?”

“Yeah.”

A long moment while he tried to figure out whether there was a trick in all of this.

Finally: “Yeah.”

She moved towards him and he jerked. she moved slower. She reached out her hand and put it in his crotch.

His jeans were tight and she could feel his sausage running down the inside of his thigh.

“Damn!” she whispered. “If I’d known you were that big I would have let you shoot the clerk.”

He couldn’t help the splurt of laughter that bubbled out of him. “Damn, girl.”

“Okay, where we gonna do this?”

He looked at her, but said nothing. Yes. Shy.

“I don’t have all night, and I’m feeling really horny right now. So can we find an alley, or a park bench or something and get this done? You aren’t going to cum too fast, are you?”

“Don’t know about that. I ain’t had no white woman.”

She held in a chuckle. He hadn’t had much of any woman.

“Why you want to rob that store, anyway? You’re smart. You could go to school, maybe even try for a part in Hollywood.”

“Me? Hollywood? Who buttered up your tongue?”

“No. I’m not kidding. You aren’t movie star handsome, but you have personality.” Then she snickered. “Maybe you could play the part of a liquor store hold up man.”

He blinked at that, then he started to chuckle.

“Hey! Turn down the next street.”

He did, and they were running between two warehouses. Long ones, and there wasn’t but a couple of cars on the street.

“Pull over here.”

He did, and turned in his seat and moved back against his door. He stared at her and his hands were shaking.

“What are you scared of?” she asked as she took off her blouse.

They were illuminated by a dim streetlight and that gave the car an otherworldly feel.

“Why you doing this?” He asked.

“My boyfriend can’t last. I need a good fuck. You gonna get your dick out?”

Oddly, he wasn’t. He was just so freaked out by the night he didn’t know what to do. He had no sense about him.

She reached under her dress and pulled her panties off.

He stared. He had never seen white woman’s cunt before.

“Heysoos,” she muttered and reached for his crotch.

He wasn’t too shell shocked to stop her from unbinding his python, and the big snake uncoiled.

“Fuck,” she whispered, holding the hardening thing in her hand. “If this doesn’t do it nothing will.”

It grew and grew, and she held it and jacked it and the man groaned. Then Liz got up on the bench seat and draped herself over the backseat.

She hadn’t removed her blouse, only undid the buttons, and her breasts hung out between the lapels. They were big and juicy and the man’s eyes widened.

“Well?” Come on!” She tossed back over her shoulder.

He climbed on top of her and he was clumsy. But now he was horny. Now he could feel the blood pulsing through his long dong. Now his lust overcame all sense of fear or nervousness.

“I’m wet,” she said. “Just put it in.”

He did, and it felt like a train trying to go into a tunnel that was too small. It forced her open. There was pain, but it was quickly replaced by the most incredible feeling of fullness she had ever had.

“Oh, damn!” she moaned.

Once started he was a force to be reckoned with. He made a fapping sound as he slammed into her, and she could feel his big balls swaying and banging against her thighs.

He moved faster and faster, and suddenly, as she adjusted to his size, she heard, and felt, a PHHHT.

“Fuck!” He said, and pulled out.

“Hey! Get back in there!”

But he was leaning his butt against the dash.

“I ain’t fucking no bitch who farts on my dick!”

“That was just a quiff! Air that is trapped and squeaks out.”

“Well, you can squeak on somebody else. That’s shit, bitch! You just shat on me!”

He was stuffing his still hard penis back into his pants.

She turned and grabbed his shirt front and kissed him.

He was startled, but adamant. He pushed her away and slid behind the wheel.

“Get out, bitch!”

“Hey! Take me back to the liquor store!”

“I ain’t. You’d get me arrested. Maybe for fuckin’ a white woman.”

She tried to pulled his hands off the wheel, she reached for his groin, but he slapped her hands away and forcefully shoved her against the side door.

It was a good shove and the back of her head struck the window and she saw stars.

“Now get out!”

“But I need to cum!” she mumbled, coming to herself.

“The hell!” Then he said something, and why he said it would forever be a mystery. Maybe it was the best insult he could think of. Maybe they were connected on some deep level of psyche. Maybe his mother dropped him on his head when he was a baby. But he said, “You need a woman, bitch.”

He reached across and pulled the door handle.

The door opened under her leaning weight and she fell out of the car. Right on her ass.

“Oof!”

She turned the key in the ignition and the car Rrrred, but didn’t start.

She got up and rubbed her fanny. Her tits were hanging out and she had no panties, and…she felt so damned empty.

“Fuck,” she whimpered, then she started to get mad. “You’re a lame ass fuck! You’re about as good a fucker as you are a robber!”

He turned the key and the engine caught and roared. He cast a bleak look on her. “At least I don’t shit on people!”

“That was a quiff!” she screamed.

He slammed the car into gear and the tires threw gravel, then caught. The sudden forward motion made the door swing shut, and Liz stood there in disbelief. The last thing she heard was the black wannabe robber yell, “Fuck you! Bitch!”

Then the car was turning on the street and the tail lights disappeared.

Liz stood. She was partially in shock. She looked around.

It was not a good neighborhood. Fortunately, it was a working neighborhood, lot of warehouses, and there weren’t any people around.

She buttoned her blouse and took stock of herself.

Her tits were exposed. That bastard had her panties. Her pussy was moist and a little puffy from the size of his cock.

She snorted. Stupid idiot didn’t even know what a quiff was. Then she had a thought: she didn’t even know his name.

He had fucked her. Even though he didn’t squirt in her, he had had his penis in her, so he had fucked her.

She sighed, and she began walking towards the street. He was ignorant. He wasn’t dumb, just ignorant. But, God, what a dick he had had.

Just before she reached the street she stepped into the shadows and felt herself down there.

Yes, she was moist all right. And it felt like she was swollen. But what she really was was horny.

She turned on the corner and headed for a busy street a half mile up the road.

It was a lonely walk, and she thought about her boyfriend. And her wannabe, black lover.

Well, she had screwed somebody besides Josh, but it hadn’t done her any good. She was so fucking horny she would have fucked a fence post.

Lucky for the fences, there weren’t any.

What would Josh think of her going out and getting a strange cock? Would he be mad? Probably. But if he didn’t want to get mad then he should have screwed her properly. He should have…and it came into her mind.

You need a woman.

That was what that bastard had yelled at her.

Her mind leaped into a sequence of images. Women screwing women. Oddly, she pictured them with dicks, plowing into women.

But how did they decide which woman had the dick?

Oh, strap ons. She had seen them only in advertisements on the web when she and Josh had gone looking for porn.

But…a strap on…hmm. Either woman could wear one. So…what? Did they flip a coin to see who got to wear the dick?

And, thinking this, totally engrossed in the images in her mind, her pussy became wetter.

She realized this and stopped.

She had felt a little niggle of excitement when the robber had told her she needed a woman.

Why had he said that?

Did he see something in her?

What did he see?

Sometimes strangers can see deeper into a person’s character than familiar friends.

Was that it?

Had he blurted a truth he had seen that was so deep in her soul that she didn’t see it?

Her thighs were wet now, and she could feel the skin sliding, lubricated by her moisture.

Fuck!

Good thing she was wearing a dress. Otherwise she’d have a big wet spot on her.

She turned onto the next street. Cars passed, a few assholes honked, and one sad fellowed yelled out, “I got your cock right here!”

Yeah. Well he could keep his cock. It was probably a small one, anyway.

Up ahead was an all night store and she walked into it.

It was a scabby, little place. The shelves sagged with candy and female products and canned goods. There was a lot of dust accumulated in corners. The lights in the refrigerators blinked. Even the beer, of which there was a lot, looked old and tired.

On the left, behind a cage made out of bullet proof glass, was a kid with a scraggly mustache. He had seedy eyes and a glum expression, and he stared at her.

Stared with no shame.

There was an open nudie magazine on the counter in front of him, and she realized he had probably been beating his meat.

“Hey, do you have a phone?”

He shook his head. His eyes stared at the front of her blouse. She realized, in the light of the store, that she had mismatched the buttons.

She undid them, rebuttoned them.

“Well, you’ve got a cell phone, don’t you?”

He nodded.

“Can you make a call for me?”

He shook his head.

“Come on! I’m alone out here and I need to get home. Just one call!”

Now he didn’t even shake his head. He just looked at her, a slab of face, not ugly, but with eyes that glittered and kept roaming over her blouse.

She looked down. Shit. Her bra was flimsy and her nipples were stiff.

Of course they were. She had been fucked and cum in and had not cum herself. Then that stupid robber had poked his massive monster in her, and left her wanting.

She was horny, and horny results in stiff nipples, and… “You want to fuck me?”

The glittering eyes blinked slowly, and his tongue came out and wiped his lips.

He wasn’t ugly, just young and dumb.

And full of cum.

Oh, fuck. She didn’t want him squirting in her!

“But no cumming. You pull out and squirt on the floor. You got that?”

He nodded.

“And then you call my boyfriend.”

“Yeah.” Glory! He had actually said something!

She walked around the side of the cage to the door and waited.

That was a moment. He wasn’t supposed to let anybody into the cage. He wasn’t supposed to leave the cage. But he had a woman offering to fuck him!

Sex always wins over common sense, and he opened the door.

She squeezed past him, looked around, glanced at the door, frowned.

Oh, well. She lifted her dress and bent over the counter. And looked at the nudie mag.

The kid was a fumbler. Probably never had a good piece of ass in his life. He fumbled with his pants. He fumbled with his underwear. He fumbled with his skinny, little dick.

Meanwhile, life was changing for Liz. She was staring at the nudie magazine.

Big breasted women. Nekkid. Legs spread. Men looked at these magazines and got turned on.

He fumbled with her pussy, trying to figure out which hole to put it in, no doubt.

—and suddenly she understood why men liked these mags. The big boobs. The red lips. The skinny waists.

Bent over like she was.

He finally managed to insert his dingus, and it was pathetic. It was only four or five inches, and thin.

She felt it, but it wasn’t particularly exciting.

Especially since she had just had the black kid’s monster cock in her.

Talk about paling by comparison!

And she kept looking at the magazine.

The kid pounding away. Grunting and slobbering. No thought about her pleasure, just grunting like a hound in heat.

A male hound.

The black kid yelling that she wanted a woman.

The woman in the nudie magazine looking up so happily.

The women in the mag were displaying, and getting pounded, and she wanted to be pounded, but she was trapped by a skinny-dicked, pimple-faced kid—God, she hoped he didn’t squirt in her—and the women getting pounded, something was happening in her head. Something was juxtaposing. Things were shifting.

The big boobed women, laughing at her from the pages of the slick papered mag.

The black kid yelling his supposed insult: you want a woman!

The kid hammering and slobbering and drooling, a moron if ever there was one.

And she was putting up with morons?

And the women in the mags were looking at her, almost as if asking her to make a decision.

Then she turned a page, and….and…lesbians.

Women on women. A small section in the back of the mag for those idiot fellows who got off on woman on woman action.

“Fu-u-u…unh…unh…unh…”

She spun, his dick dislodged and was still squirting.

I told you not to squirt in me!

“Unh…unh…”  He stood and his eyes were glassy as the semen pumped on her legs, on the floor.

Enraged, disgusted, Liz couldn’t help herself. She kneed the moron in the groin.

His nuts were hard when her knee struck them. But they felt a little squooshy afterwards..

Sexual satisfaction was replaced by pain, and the idiot clerk fell the floor, curled up and held himself.

Liz saw his cell phone. It was sitting on a shelf under the cigarette display. She picked it up and poked in Josh’s number.

It rang, for a moment she was afraid Josh wasn’t going to answer, then the sleepy voice groaned. “What the fuck.”

Not a question, just a guttural nonsense poured out by a man who was sleeping.

But, then, weren’t all men sleeping?

“Josh. You need to come pick me up.”

“Liz?”

“No. Dorothy. I’m in Oz.”

He was silent for a moment, then realized she was being sarcastic.

“Oh. Okay, I’ll be right over.”

“WAIT! I’m not at home. I’m at a liquor store…” she toed the kid on the ground. “What’s the address.”

“ 145 Lincoln.” he groaned.

“145 Lincoln.”

“Okay, give me—“

She hung up.

She looked down at the kid. “I can’t believe you left your slime in me! What? Do you want me to have kids? Morons like you?”

“Please, lady,” he groaned. He was pale and looked about to barf. He had long hair and it was lank and laying half over his face.

She took a half pint of cheap liquor off the back shelf.

“You owe me for cumming in me,” she rasped.

She left the cage, grabbed a six pack of Coke, and wished she had ice.

She walked out the front door and sat on the edge of a brick planter. She emptied half a can of Coke and replaced it with whiskey. She tilted the can and sucked big, then, the whiskey burning her throat even as a the Coke cooled it, she looked at the bottle. Seagram’s Seven. Huh! Not bad for cheap shit.

She took another big glug and felt the warmth settle in.

And she thought.

Josh couldn’t satisfy her. The big, nameless black kid might have been able to, if he knew the difference between a fart and a turd. The kid in the liquor store…she snorted.

She had once heard a friend make the remark about an ex-boyfriend. ‘If he had a dick he wouldn’t know what to do with it.’

She had laughed hilariously at the time, but now she understood.

Men.

They want to poke and squirt, and see ya later.

At least Josh loved her.

Heck, he was like a little puppy dog with his love.

But, the drawback, he had a dick and didn’t know what to do with it.

The door to the liquor store opened and the skinny kid poked his head out.

“What? You want another kick in the nuts?”

He closed the door without comment. She guessed he didn’t.

She sat and watched the occasional car pass. It was getting late. It was a bit nippy, and her pussy, pantie-less and dripping with the kid’s goo, was getting chilled.

So weird. She had a hot pussy and it was getting cold.

She sighed, and Josh drove up.

“Liz? Are you okay?”

She got into the car and he stared at her.

“I’m fine.”

“What happened? I thought you were going home?”

“I was, but I got hijacked.”

“What?”

“Hijacked?”

“I stopped at the liquor store near my place to pick up some Coke. Some idiot came into rob it. He was waving a gun around and I had to defuse the situation.”

“You? What did you…how did you do that?”

“I offered to fuck him.”

“What?” Josh’s voice was a squeak.

“Oh, don’t worry. He didn’t cum in me.”

“What? He did what? He didn’t cum…I don’t…”

Josh blathered on and she sat back against the passenger door and watched him.

He was sweet. And he was stupid, but not as stupid as the men she had met tonight.

And he was gentle. Way too gentle for a man. Until he got to screwing, at least. Then he turned into a raving lunatic. Grunt, grunt. Cum, cum. Ahhh.

Idiot.

It was true. Men had two heads, and only one worked. Unfortunately, it was the head between their legs.

“Honey! Do we have to take you to a hospital? Should we call the cops? Should we—”

She leaned across the street and put her hand over his mouth. He stopped talking, though his eyes got a little bulgy.

She moved forward until her face was right in front of him.

“Honey, I’ve just gone through a traumatic experience. I want to go home and go to sleep, and then we have things to discuss.”

“Discuss? What?”

“Well, for one, having been so traumatized, I probably won’t feel like sex for a while.”

He gulped. Silly man.

“But I’ll get over it, and then we’ll have a real party.”

“You…we will?”

“Oh, yes.”

She sat back and watched him.

He put the car in gear and drove, and she imagined what he would look like if he was a girl.

Hmm.


Part Two

Liz went home and slept. After getting herself off.

She slept late, and when she got up she went straight to the computer. She began looking up things like ‘should women want women,’ and ‘how to make a man last in bed.’

Surprisingly, it didn’t take long at all to explore the issue. It seemed that everybody on the net wanted to say the same things, and explain how different their opinions were.

That was okay.

She made a list of items to consider. Some of which she wanted to discuss with Josh, and some of which she wasn’t interested in his opinion. After all, as a man he was extremely guilty of thinking with the wrong head.

She researched through lunch, and when she finally realized she was hungry Josh called.

“How you doing?”

“I need lunch. You’re buying.”

“Oh. Uh…okay.”

“See you in ten.”

Then she sat back and wondered at herself.

She had always been a little pushy with Josh, but since the adventures of the previous night she was…she was out of patience. That was the only way to describe it.

Ten minutes later Josh was stumping up the stairs. He rang and she yelled, “Come in!”

He entered, a cautious smile on his face.

“Are you okay?”

“Stop asking that. Take your pants off.”

Josh, a man, lost no time in losing his trousers and underpants.

Liz tossed him a pair of her panties. “Put these on.”

Josh caught the dainty item and held it up.

White. A bit stretchy. It was going to be a butt hugger. Which was fine if it was her butt.

“Why?” he complained.

“Don’t ask!” she warned. She put the back of her hand across her forehead as if she was swooning and said, “I’ve had a traumatic experience.

Confused, but concerned for his girlfriend, Josh stepped into the panties and pulled them up.

She looked at him critically.

“You need to shave your legs.”

“I’m not going to shave my legs!”

“No, you’re not. You need to use Nair. And I want you to start using some of my body cream.”

She handed him a bottle of sweet smelling goo.

“I’m not going to put that on my body!”

She stepped up to him. Inches from his face, her lips red, and they would always be red from here on out because men were suckers for red lipstick, and said, “This will help me get over the traumatic experience.”

“Oh.” And he was beaten.

She wondered how much of that was concern for her, and how much of that was the result of his pecker suddenly shooting out.

She took the panties back. “You don’t get to wear these until you Nair your legs. Your whole body. Except for your hair, of course.”

She ran her fingers through his locks and smiled. She had always preferred him with long hair. Was this part of her whim for a woman?

“I don’t—“

“Now get dressed. Stuff that big, fat sausage back into your pants and let’s go eat.”

He grinned. He had a big, fat sausage.

Liz almost burst out in laughter.

They ate at a hole in the wall restaurant. One of those downtown things that opens for breakfast and closes after lunch. She had a late breakfast, and while she ate she explained the facts of life to Josh.

“Josh,” she said as she chewed on the end of a sausage, “You’re going to have to change for me.”

“I am?”

Josh had heard that women tended to change men, but he had never encountered this feature.

“Yes. I am now terrified of men. I was so abused last night. Did I tell you the kid at the liquor store raped me?”

“He did!”

Josh stood up, his face turned into a mottled red sort of rage.

“Sit down. It’s done, and I don’t want to go there again.”

“Oh.”

He was still mad, but he eventually sat.

Liz continued. “Now, I am terrified of men.”

“You are?” He was confused. She didn’t seem that scared.

“I’m even scared of you, so we have to make you into something I’m not afraid of.”

Josh was blinking, trying to keep up with her rapid fire conclusions. Since he was used to using the wrong head he wasn’t have much luck.

“Yes. We need to make you sweet, and soft, and cuddly.”

“Is that why you had me put on those panties?”

She smiled. “I knew you’d understand.”

But he didn’t understand. But…but at least she wasn’t mad at him, like she had been last night for squirting too soon.

“So we’re going to start out with lingerie. I’m going to have you wear some of my stuff.”

“What?” His voice sounded like a mouse complaining to a cat whose paw held his tail to the floor.

“Oh, not a lot,” she lied. “Just panties. Maybe nylons.” And a bra and a corset and…and…and…

“Well, I don’t know if I can—“

“Oh, Josh. Don’t you love me?”

“Well, yeah! Of course I Do!”

“And don’t you want me to get over this terrible aversion I have to fucking?”

“Of course!” He was aghast. Of course he wanted to fuck her again.

She reached under the table and slipped her hand onto his crotch.

SPROING!

“Don’t you want me to want this nice, huge, juicy, hunk of man meat again?”

“Oh, honey!” he gulped.

“Then you’re going to have to do this for me.”

And so the trap was sprung.

They arrived at her apartment and Liz smiled, and said she was too scared to even kiss him, but somehow she managed to kiss him, and to even touch the front of his bulging pants.

So he allowed her to put Nair all over him, and he rinsed all his hair off, and he looked at the drain sadly as his little curlies swirled and disappeared.

Stepped out of the shower and she massaged some sort of sweet smelling cream into his flesh, and she even kissed him and stroked him and whispered, “Oh, Josh. You’re going to make me so happy!”

The panties did not fit. Not well at all. His balls hung out of the center strip. His dick didn’t know whether to point up or down, and it felt funny to have half his fanny exposed.

He wondered whether anybody would detect panty lines.

“Oh, that’s beautiful,” Liz sighed. “Here.” She handed him a bra.

The bra actually wasn’t hers. It belonged to a friend who had stayed for a few days, and left a couple of articles underwear. Fortunately, her friend wasn’t large in the chest area.

Josh stared at the flimsy garment. The cups were much smaller than Liz’s, and it might fit, but…a bra?

“Put your arms through the straps and I’ll fasten it in the back.”

Nervously, actually shaking a bit, and wondering why his dick was so hard, Josh followed her instructions. The straps went on, she adjusted them, then fastened the clasp in the back.

He felt silly. He felt like a horse wearing the wrong size saddle. Yet, there was a tremor of sexual excitement in there.

“Oh. You are wonderful,” said Liz. Her pussy was smokin’ now, and she gripped him by the bra straps and pulled him gently to her. She kissed his mouth, and it felt different.

The illusion of femininity was working, and she was wondering if she was going to need to mop the floor under her.

It was certainly doing Josh a world of good. His dick was harder than she had ever felt it. His balls were drawn up tight, he was giving little gasps, and he wanted to keep kissing.

But she knew that if she gave in now and screwed him, it would undo all that she had done.

He would cum quick, she would end up frustrated, and Josh would think she was over her trauma.

Heck, if she screwed him he would definitely think she was cured, and she couldn’t have that.

“Okay,” she murmured, leading him to the bed. “We need to do your nails.

He gasped, but since she was leading him by the tool, he went with it.

She laid a towel down for his feet, sat opposite him, and began prepping his toe nails.

He watched, his boner all boned up, his stiffie all stiffened, his erection erected, as she stroked the red polish down his nails.

“Nice, even strokes,” she lectured him. “You don’t want ridges. You want a smooth, glassy surface.

“Oh,” he said stupidly. If he wasn’t staring at his toes he was staring at how her breasts were bulging out from the teddy she had put on. At how her nipples were squeezed over the top, so pink and stiff and begging for his mouth.

He leaned forward a little, forgetting about his toes and wanting to suck her nipples.

She realized he had become a little too horny, and she pushed him back. “Oh! You scared me!”

“I’m sorry! It’s just that…” he was staring at her boobs.

“You know what I do when I’m feeling a little too uppity?”

He frowned.

“I read one of my magazines.”

“What magazines?” He didn’t even know that she read.

“The ones on the side table. Reach over there and grab one.”

He did, and he retrieved ‘Girl’s Life.’

“Excellent. Why don’t you read to me while I do this.”

He opened the first page and read: “Ten Ways to Make Your Boyfriend Go Gah Gah!”

He looked up at her. “Really?”

“Oh, that sounds exciting! Don’t you want me to make you go gah gah?”

“Well, I never…I’m already…”

“Go on. Read the first paragraph.”

He did, and his face turned red. He closed the magazine and stated: “I don’t want some boy to love me!”

“Not you, silly. It’s for me! Don’t you want me to love you?”

“Well, yes, but—“

“Then read. Educate me.” She tickled the bottom of his foot. “You’re going to like it!”

He laughed and tried to jerk his foot away, but she had it, and she wasn’t letting go.

“Now, read!”

So he read.  And he suffered through the embarrassment, he blushed redder than a stop sign, but when he reached the 9th item he stopped reading.

“What? Why’d you stop?”

He mumbled, “I don’t want to do this.”

“What?”

“It says not to be afraid to touch a…a man’s…penis.”

“It does?”

“Yeah. It says you should every once in a while turn and let your hand accidentally brush against his…his…”

“His what?”

“His pants! But you know what’s in the pants!”

She was finished with his toes, and they looked feminine and lovely.

“Don’t you like it when I touch you that way?”

“Well, yeah, but—“

“Would you like me to touch you that way right now?”

He nodded, gulping.

“Then you better let me finish your nails. If you look soft enough then maybe I can do it. Maybe I can actually touch your…your…” she lowered head and made a sobbing sound.

“Oh, honey! I’m sorry.”

She looked up, an expression of apprehension on her face. “Then…then you’ll let me finish your hands?”

“Of course!”

So he went back to reading the magazine, turning the pages with one hand while she worked on the other.

She selected long fakes. Blunt ended so he wouldn’t hurt himself if he scratched or did some other manly thing.

She prepped and sanded and was gluing the fakes on when he started the second article. ‘Caitlyn on Being a Real Woman!’

And he stopped.

Liz looked up, “What’s wrong?”

“It’s about Bruce Jenner.”

“You mean Caitlyn?”

He nodded rapidly.

“So what?”

“Well, she’s…he’s…a she…he…”

“So what?”

“I don’t want to read about some guy who’s turning into a girl!”

Liz was honestly confused. “Why not?

“Because…well…he…or she…I don’t…”

And Liz realized: Josh was finally running into the masculine side of himself.

Considering that she was making him over, it had taken long enough. But taking this long was a good thing. The longer before he protested, the less he protested, the further she could take him.

“Honey. It’s all right.” She patted his cheek. “You can skip on to the next article.”

So he did, and he read aloud about the composition of plumper and why they were necessary for the true female look.

As he read Liz finished one hand. She held a hair dryer a foot from his hand, far enough so it didn’t ripple the paint, and Josh had to raise his voice to be heard.

Then they switched hands and she began working on the other one.

Josh made it through three articles, not counting the Caitlyn one, then she was finished and he looked at his hands.

His dick was bobbing. It was throbbing. It was leaking little drops and strands of pre-cum.

“Wow,” he said.

“Look at you,” she said, gazing at his groin with a big smile.

His panties were all stretched out.

He put a hand down there and adjusted his dong.

She looked up at him. “This is making me feel better all ready.”

He smiled. And he smiled brightly. His boner was really something! He was feeling weird in his head, but his other head, the one that counted and did all the real thinking, was feeling real good.

And now Liz felt it was time to experiment.

Josh was wearing female lingerie, he had red nails, and his dick was fit to burst.

“Honey,” she cooed at him. “Why don’t you go put on a rubber?”

“A rubber? What for?”

“I want to see if I can…I can…you know?”

He grinned. “Oh, yeah!”

He jumped off the bed, stared at his nails as if they were on somebody else’s hands, and ran for the bathroom.

Liz watched his butt, all sexy in panties, and grinned. Man, this was making her downright sloshy down there!

He came out of the bathroom, rolling a rubber down his shaft.

“Another one.”

“What?”

“Please.”

“But I won’t be able to feel anything!”

That’s the idea, she thought. but she said, “It’ll make me feel so much better.

Josh shrugged and returned to the bathroom.

“Put on two more,” Liz called to him.

Silence. She could feel him thinking.

But Josh, a good boy, and putty in her hands, came out with three rubbers encasing his dick.

He looked confused. He flicked his dick with a finger. “Jeepers,” he muttered.

“Oh, that’s perfect,” Liz smiled sweetly. “Now, come on!”

She lay down, and it was obvious from the first poke that now she would need lubrication.

“Ow!” she whimpered, milking her performance. “You hurt me!”

“I’m sorry! I’m sorry! What do you want me to do?”

“Lubricant would help? Maybe a little lubricant?”

Josh ran for the bathroom and returned with a bottle lube. He slathered it over his rubber encased pecker and jumped back between her legs.

“Here you go, baby!” He licked his lips and surged forward.

It was good. The rubbers trapped blood in his penis and it felt bigger. It seemed stiffer. And when he went in and out she held on and moaned.

Maybe this time…maybe this time…maybe—

“UNH!” He groaned and squirted.

The sad truth burst upon Liz: sex is in the mind. She could have put a dozen condoms on Josh, but in his mind he was fucking, and his mind pushed him through to the end.

He squirted, and filled the condoms with massive amounts of semen.

For a moment Liz was lost. He came? After all that? Then she realized she was going to have to go into act two.

“Oh, Josh! You hurt me!”

She twisted and forced him out of her.

Him, second mind that he was in, kept squirting, and for a moment didn’t care. Then he realized what she had said.

“Oh, no! Honey! I’m sorry!”

“And I thought you loved me!” She turned away from him, cried her crocodile tears into a pillow.

“I do! That was an accident!”

“Yeah. Sure. You just use and abuse. You don’t love me at all.”

“But, honey!”

And the drama went on.

Liz eventually went home, after dumping a good amount of guilt on poor Josh, and jilled off.

She needed to, and badly. That rubber enhanced fuck had rubbed her pussy the right way. If only he hadn’t squirted!

Then she called him on the phone.

“Liz? Will you forgive me?”

“Well, I might, but it’s obvious we’re going to have to make you softer.”

“Softer? Like…how?”

“I’ll think about it tonight. Maybe tomorrow we can get together and discuss it.”

She hung up.

Josh, on his end, actually nibbled on his telephone. Even though he had just cum, he was a nervous wreck.

How far was Liz going to go with this thing?

How far?

He looked at his hands. He had been about to take the nails off, but not now.

Not now.

Liz showed up early the next morning, and she was ready to go.

“Get your panties and stuff on,” she commanded, putting down a couple of bags.

“What’s that?”

“Stuff. Clothes. Things to make you pretty.

Josh sighed and put his panties and bra on. He slipped into nylons and a tummy shaper, and sat awkwardly, at the kitchen table.

First Liz brushed out his hair. She trimmed it and styled it, and when she was done he had a very feminine long bob.

Then she handed him a dress.

He complained, but got into it, and she frowned and handed him another one.

After the fourth dress he asked her, “What are we doing?”

“Looking for the right look. I have to find the fit that shows off your body and compliments your skin and hair.

“Oh, he said. Talk about glum.

She settled on a blue summer dress. It would flare when he spun, it wold offset his eyes, and there was just the right amount of flesh between dress and his hair.

She put high heels on him, and he stared at his feet.

“You painted my nails, and now you cover them up. What was the point?”

“Confidence. Even if nobody can see your tootsies, you should have the confidence that they are beautiful.”

He stared at his feet some more, then she pushed him back int he chair and began his make up.

Josh had seen Liz put on her make up. It was a long and complicated process that he didn’t understand at all.

But now, putting make up on him, she explained each of the steps.

“…hides imperfections…”

“…heightens the cheek bones, gives you a more feminine look…”

“…the lipstick will match your nails…”

He stared at himself in the mirror. He didn’t recognize himself. He was a girl.

And a more than passable girl.

“I could walk down the street and everybody would think I was a girl.”

“Exactly. Come on.”

“What? Where?” he asked, in a panic, as she picked up her purse.

“Need a couple of things to finish the job.”

“But I don’t…I can’t go out like this…you—“

“You just said you can pass for a girl. It’s pretty obvious to me that you look more like a girl than a guy. So we’re going. Now, hurry up.”

He didn’t want to. He was still a man inside, and he was terrified.

So she poured him a stiff drink, another one, and dragged him down the stairs.

“Here we go.” Liz pulled into a parking lot in back of a store.

Josh stared at the building.

‘Sex Toys!’

“Oh, God!” he muttered.

She gave him a snort out of the Seagram Seven she had bought the night previous, then pulled him into the store.

They walked down long aisles filled with dildos and butt plugs and lubricant and sexy clothes and videos and…and everything.

Everything that had anything to do with sex…they had it.

Josh stopped and stared at a perfect replica of a horse’s dong.

It was massive, long, stubby on the end.

“How could anybody take that up their vagina?” he muttered.

“That’s why they get it, to see if they can take it up the vagina.” She watched him closely and added, “Or up the butt hole.”

His head jerked around and he stared at her.

“Come on,” she grinned. “You’ve seen women on porn take those things.”

“Yeah, but that’s the movies.”

“So you figured it was all special effects?”

He didn’t say anything, so Liz grabbed one of the small horse dildos and put it in the basket she was carrying.

Josh stared into the basket. She had been picking up quite a collection.

“You want me to use that on you?”

She turned very enigmatic. “Sort of.”

Sort of? What kind of an answer was that?

But she didn’t elaborate, and shortly they were walking to his car, her striding along and him carrying a big bag of dildos.

They got in the car and he started it up, then turned to her.

“I don’t get it.”

“Get what?”

“You’ve got a perfectly good dick right here,” he pointed at his crotch. “So what do you need all that stuff for?”

Again, that mysterious, Mona Lisa smile.

“You’ll find out.”

But he didn’t find out. At least, not for a while.

Then, after dinner and a few drinks, she asked him, “You want to go first? Or me?”

“First for what?”

“First to try out our goodies.”

“You want me to strap on one of those things. But I want to use my dick!”

“Honey! I was hurt by men’s penises, and it may be a while before I’m willing to experience one again. Until then, it would help me if I tried it with a strap on.”

“Well, okay. I’ll try it first.”

He didn’t even realize that there was an implication of being ‘second.’

More drinks, and he was getting loopy, and she tightened the strap on around his waist.

“I’ll make you a deal, sweetheart,” she slurred a little. “If I can take it then you can take it.”

He grinned stupidly. “Yeah.”

She sucked his fake cock for a while, and, amazingly, it made him really horny. He kept looking down and seeing her head bobbing, and it was like she was sucking a real dick, his real dick, even thought she wasn’t.

Then he climbed onto her, and it got even weirder. HE was screwing her with a dick that was attached to his body, sort of, but he didn’t feel a thing.

And it was exciting!

How could it be exciting?

But it was.

And, finally, finally, Liz got the screwing she wanted.

The dick was bigger. It was warm enough once it was in and had been used for a few minutes. Hell, there had to be a lot of friction with that thing in her pussy.

And she came.

A massive groan, her back arched until she thought it would break, her fists grabbed sheet and twisted, and she cried out.

Her mind was gone. She was blank. Lost in a tsunami.

And a while later she remembered who she was.

Josh was laying on his back with two dicks sticking up in the air.

One was his fake dick, a horsie dick, and it made his real dick look small in comparison.

The other was his own dick. Inadequate when measured against the pleasure his fake dick had given Liz.

“Oh, baby,” she murmured, turning on her side and stroking his real pecker. “Was it good for you?”

He blinked. Was what good? Laying on her and fucking her without getting any joy but the weird excitement of fucking her without his dick?

“Are you ready for your cum?”

He grinned.

“Okay, let’s get rid of that…” she unbuckled the harness, and he thought he was going to get to use his own penis. Instead, she buckled the strap onto herself.

“What are you doing?”

“Remember? If I can take it then you can take it.”

“But…you mean to…you’re not…”

She pulled the straps tight and stared at him.

“I certainly am. A deals a deal, and this will really soften you up. And maybe someday I can take the real thing.”

Josh sat up, aghast, and she pushed him and turned him over.

“Let me put a little lube…yeah…that’s good.”

He was a squishy mess when she was done lubing him, but shortly after that he was glad.

She pushed and pulled him into position. He was on all fours, knees and elbows, his body slanted down and his butt poking up.

“Okay, honey, here’s how the other half lives.”

And she pushed down into him.

There are moments in life. A special birthday, going to school, graduating, losing your virginity.

Josh lost his virginity that day, and he was glad he did.

The pain was momentary, then his mind wandered out into left field as the pleasure set in.

He heard her grunting, he pushed back.

His penis leaked semen all over the place.

He began to cry.

Then he was all right.

He wasn't a virgin anymore.

He was a woman.


Epilogue

That summer they got married.

The preacher was okay with marrying two women. What did he care if somebody wanted to be a lesbian?

They honeymooned in Mexico, enjoying the looks of horny Latins as they lay in the sun on a beach.

Josh was a woman now, and he had no interest in using his penis anymore. In fact, they had discussed, when he got his breast implants, having his penis removed.

In the end they decided to just chemically castrate him. He would still have a dog, but it just hung there and was easily pushed back out of sight.

And while his orgasms were amazing, full body, female ones, hers were even better.

A lot 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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