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Author’s Note

So many women want a rich man to take them away.

I’ve seen rich men, and they spend so much time thinking about money they aren’t worth much in bed.

And some women want a smart man!

But when women find the smart man can’t be controlled, oh well.

Some women want a feminized man, and these are the smart women.

The men are smart enough to do what they’re told, they can be made to work long hours and bring home the bacon, sometimes some pretty rich bacon, and most of all…they’re cute.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

He bought a house in the good part of town.

Really, he didn’t want the house. He was used to his two room shack. He didn’t mind that the freeway kept him awake, or that there was a mugging down the block every couple of weeks. He didn’t even mind when the police went through the neighborhood and moved everybody out for six hours because the house next to his was a crack house.

He didn’t want the house because he was a creature of habit, because he had all his computers hooked up, and because he just didn’t want to go through the hassle of moving.

“Leo,” said his accountant. “I can’t keep the government off your back if you don’t let me get you write offs. Now, I don’t care if you never move into the damned place, but I got you a deal in the hills, it’s a fantastic write off, and, damn it, you’re going to buy it!”

Leo muttered, and he objected, but his accountant was stubborn, and he had enabled Leo to hold on to his money and even make more, so in the end he buckled.

“All right. Buy it and I’ll even move up there.”

And it was settled.

The deal went through, the house was his, and his accountant called him and said, ‘hire a moving crew.’

“I don’t have much, I’ll just do it myself!”

“You idiot!” yelled his accountant. “Hire a crew and pay them triple time! You need the write offs!”

“Oh.”

So on a sunny Saturday Leo hired a moving van, then moved all his computers himself.

The movers watched him as they ate their Subways and thought he was a crazy fool if ever there was one. He hired them and paid too much, and they ate, and he did the lifting. Crazy.

What was even crazier was when Leo had taken his computers up to the new house a balding, chubby guy came by and told them to take everything to the dump, then pick up some stuff at one of the high end places in Beverly Hills and deliver it to the house instead.

Crazy. But the guy’s name was on the checks and orders, so they did what he said.

The new house was near the top of the hills, and it had the best view of any house in the hills. It was large and had hedges all around. It was low, sandstone, lots of windows on the backside, a huge barbecue pit and a swimming pool with fountains, and a lawn that stretched to the edge of the hills and was a carpet for the wonderland that was Hollywood.

Leo didn’t care much about all that. He had moved his computers into a side room that only had a couple of windows high on the wall and was setting them up.

Why no windows? Because Leo was the founder of Chaoticon.

Yes, that Chaoticon.

The company that made the best video games in the world. A release by Chaoticon would result in a billion dollars a week for several weeks, before it tapered off to only a few hundred million a week.

Not that anybody knew who Leo was.

He had layers of anonymity between him and anybody, and he liked it that way.

He liked to play video games, come up with ideas, and…hang out.

Just watch an old film noire on the tube, or go to the beach and do some boogey boarding, or read a book.

A very boring fellow, for one who was worth several billion dollars.

Anyway, he hooked his computers up, got lost in a game for a few hours, and when he came out of his computer room he stopped and stared.

What the fuck?

This wasn’t his stuff!

That wasn’t his lumpy, worn couch with the carefully crafted lumps.

That wasn’t the three legged table he propped on a couple of bricks that he put his old tube TV on.

And that wasn’t even his TV!

His TV was 25 inches, the color was a little off, and had a swell pair of rabbit ears.

Past the sunken living room he saw his accountant sitting at a new and lavish dining table. Good, thick, shiny wood. Downright exotic.

“What the hell is this?

“I told you,” smiled the chubby fellow. I need write offs, so I went ahead and got rid of your old stuff and got you some new stuff. How do you like it?”

“It’s terrible!” Leo cried. “I’ll never get used to it. Take it all back! Get my old stuff!”

The accountant smiled and looked at his watch, “Right about now it’s going through a grinder. Saw dust and feathers, baby.”

Leo was turning red. He was getting all puffed up and outraged, and maybe he would have popped if the woman hadn’t come in through the front door, turned into the kitchen, and rummaged through the cabinets.

Leo looked at the accountant with a question in his eyes.

The accountant looked at him, and shrugged.

They both walked into the kitchen.

“Who are you?”

The woman straightened up and faced them, and it felt like the air had suddenly been sucked right out of the room.

She was built like a brick shit house, if a brick shit house was 40 at the bust, 22 at the waist and 36 at the hips.

Her face put the Mona Lisa to shame, even though it was frowning at the moment. It also put to shame the leading actresses in Hollyweird.

“Who are you?” she countered, a little puzzled.

“I live here.”

“He lives here.”

The accountant’s tongue was hanging out shamelessly, and he had a bulge in his slacks.

“No, you don’t. Johnny lives here.”

“Johnny used to live here,” said the accountant. “Leo lives her now. He bought it. Who are you.”

“Really? Johnny sold it? I didn’t think he would.”

“Yes, and the answer to my last question as to who you might be?”

The woman sighed, which made her chest go up and down and Leo’s and the accountant’s eyes go up and down, and she said. “You need to go shopping. Johnny always let me borrow sugar. If you could put it in the cupboard there…that’s where he kept it, and I don’t want to have to learn things all over again.”

“Learn things…” muttered Leo, his eyes were watering because once he got a look at the woman he had given up blinking.

“Let me know if you change the locks or the security codes or anything.”

“Why?” asked Leo.

“Because Johnny always let me borrow stuff from the kitchen. Sometimes I cooked him a cake. Would you like a cake? I’ll bake you a cake, that’s a good idea. What do they call that? House burning?”

“House warming,” blurted the accountant.

“Yeah, warm houses. Okay, go shopping this afternoon and get lots of sugar. If you want chocolate chips in your cookies better get them. The little kisses that go in the yellow bags. They’re fun. And try not to be a slob. I swear, sometimes Johnny was just the messiest man. And I’m not messy. It takes a lot of mathematics to cook a righteous cake, so…okay? Say something. Don’t just stand there like Johnny, all bug eyes and everything.”

But Leo and the accountant were struck dumb. They stared, and the girl finally gave a shrug and muttered something about knuckleheads. Then she walked between them, turned right at the foyer, and went out the front door.

“Holy piss on a cracker,” said the accountant.

“Who was that?” asked Leo.

The accountant just shook his head and left.

Leo wandered through the house and looked at all the furniture. It might be expensive, but it was nowhere near as comfortable as his old stuff.

Heck, it had taken him years to get the springs sprung the right way, the seats of his chairs comfortably worn, and the tables tilted just right.

Now he was going to have to go through all that stuff again.

He jumped in the air and landed on the sofa.

He bounced, but didn’t sink in like he was supposed to.

He found the remote to the big screen TV that took up half a wall and clicked the buttons.

He worked through the set up stuff, then was actually confused.

It was a smart TV, and the programming was stupid. He had about a million choices. Did he want Roku, Hulu, Disney, Free, and on and on and on. He counted over a hundred apps, all of which wanted a subscription.

He turned off the TV and frowned. He could do it himself, he did know his way around a software program, but he had hundreds of employees who would love to get paid for a gig at the bosses house.

Hmm. He didn’t think he had ever had anybody to his old house.

Oh, well. No biggee.

Then, properly bored, he went out to the the backyard and looked out at the city.

Huh. Lotta air space out there. He wondered if he should maybe get a helicopter to take him to work.

No. He wanted to wait until Drones were man-sized.

BOING!…SPLASH!

He looked towards the right.

The side hedge started at ten feet and slanted down to four feet. He could see a little bit of the end of the neighbor’s yard.

He heard some light music and walked over to the hedge.

BOING!…SPLASH!

She flew through the air, naked as the day she was born, but quite a but well developed since those long ago days.

She was still super buxom, still wasp waisted, still possessed of the face of an angel who liked to give blow jobs, but she had no clothes on.

The girl.

The neighbor who walked in and took sugar.

Swimming in her own pool. A magnificent pool with a magnificent diving board that propelled her magnificent figure into the magnificent  air where it would fall into the magnificent pool.

Leo gawked. He hadn’t seen a naked woman since he walked in on his sister taking a shower. That had been twenty years past, and it had definitely not been a sexual experience.

This was a sexual experience. His penis started clowning around down in his pants, and his nutsack suddenly felt tight. Aside from those coarse maneuvers, his heart started pounding and his lungs stopped breathing.

She climbed out of the pool and walked sassily down the side of the pool. He watched her profile, the way her chest thrust forward, the smoothness of her skin, the silken shine of her long hair.

She turned the corner and he focused on the roundness of her buttocks. So perfect, no sag, globes of perfection.

She stepped up on the diving board and faced the pool. For a moment she was frozen, then she took a couple of steps, which made Leo’s head look up and down severely, then she soared.

She was an angel floating against the clouds of the sky.

She was poetry not just in motion, but in the hearts of dirty little boys every where.

She was in the water and Leo found that he had looked, then down so hard, following her path to the water, that he had fallen forward, into the hedge.

She climbed out of the pool and stared at him, laying half across the hedge and trying to push himself back.

“Just like Johnny,” she mused with a half smile. “That’s how I met him. He said he was tying his shoe and fell over, isn’t that silly? And he was wearing loafers.”

Leo made strangling sounds, couldn’t get a grip to free himself, and she walked over to him.

She grabbed the back of his pants and pulled and he came all the way through the hedge and pancaked on the lawn.

“I had to do that with Johnny. He used to fall over all the time.”

Leo stood up, and gulped, and tried to look at her eyes and not all the rest of her. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to…you have a pool, too.”

“Of course I do, silly. Have you been shopping yet?”

“Uh…not really.”

“Not really? Oh, you silly. Here, let’s go swimming.”

She stepped forward, so close her breasts almost touched him, and lifted his shirt.”

Leo, in one of the stupidest moves in his life, pushed her hands down and stepped back.

The woman was not to be put off, however. When she wanted somebody to swim…they swam!

She stepped forward again, which put him up against the hedge. She gripped his tee and lifted, and he wiggled to get away, but only succeeded in divesting himself of the article of clothing.

She reached down and grabbed his buckle and he went up on his toes and tried to fall back through the hedge.

“You silly. One would think you don’t want to get naked with me. Everybody wants to get naked with me.”

“They…they do?” he stuttered as she unzipped him.

“Oh, yes!” She pulled his shorts down and his penis popped up and almost hit her in the face.

She giggled. “That’s a nice one. Do you use it much?”

“I, uh, not really.”

“Well, you should. Use it or lose it they say.

“Oh.”

She pulled on his shoes and it was either lift his foot and lose a shoe, or fall backwards.

“What was your name again?”

“Leo. What…what’s yours?”

“I’m Lotta. Lotta Melons.”

He gawked, couldn’t help himself, just stared.

She stood up, and now she was so close her chest touched his. Her nipples felt hot on his chest.

She reached down and gripped his tool firmly.

His eyes went big and wide and he was up on his toes again. She pulled him, turned him around as they crossed the pebble stone around the pool. Then his back was to the water and he felt like he was about to explode.

Lotta let go of him and reached up and grabbed his ears. She held them tightly and planted a kiss on him. Her lips scorched his and she waggled her chest against him and his penis pumped against her hairless patch.

Then she pushed him.

Leo went backwards, flailing, and the water engulfed him.

He came up spluttering and Lola was slapping her luscious thigh, her giant boobs quivering and her voice tinkling with glee.

“You look so funny!” she said.

Leo floated and stared up at her.

Lola picked up his clothes and threw them over the hedge.

“Hey!”

“You didn’t need those, did you?” she looked at him with round eyes.

“Well, uh…yeah. I mean, I will, when I get out of the pool.”

“Okay.” then she took a couple of steps and leaped into the air. “Cannon ball!” she shrieked.

And landed on him.

Leo had the dim impression of flesh landing on him like logs on a fire, then he felt a pain in his neck, then darkness.

Leo felt like he was swimming in a warm bed, struggling against the warm sheets, wishing he was back in a dream, some kind of dream.

Then he hurt. His neck hurt, and he flailed, and…somebody was pressing on his lips!

He opened his eyes to find that he has lying on the edge of the pool and Lotta Melons was kissing him passionately.

And, realizing that, he put an arm around her and kissed back.

Another day in paradise.

Then Lotta pushed him down and rose up. “You’re okay.” Then she looked down at his groin. “Except for that.”

“What?” he asked, and raised up enough to see what she was looking at.

Oh, that.

“Come on,” she said. “I did mouth to mouth and you’re all right.”

“No, I’m not! I’m still unconscious!”

She giggled. “No you’re not.”

“How do you know?”

“Because that’s what Johnny would say. He’s the one who taught me mouth to mouth recitation.”

Recitation? Leo blinked.

“He said I should learn mouth to mouth and always practice it. He liked to practice it a lot. And he was a good swimmer.”

“Oh.”

She stood up, and he noticed that she was still naked. Very naked.

She offered him a hand and she pulled him up, she was a strong girl, and they stood next to each other.

Her laughing eyes.

Him trying to catch his breath.

And his dingus was still poking out. It would always be poking out.

“You’re sort of cute,” she said, and she moved forward, which brought her flesh against his throbbing dong, and looked up into his eyes. “Are you sure you haven’t gone shopping yet?”

He shook his head, and he felt her small hand take him in hand. All of him. Well, as much as could fit into her small hand.

“Well, I want you to go shopping. And buy a bunch of picnic stuff. Get some buns (he thought of her ass), and some hot dogs (he thought of his own hot dog), and some hamburger meat (yeah…meat), and I like mayonnaise ( he could imagine his hot dog shooting mayo out of the tip), and all that other stuff. I’ll supply the drinks and we can have a picnic.”

“Here?”

“Where else? I have a pit.”

“You do? A pit?”

“A barbecue pit, silly. You’re just like Johnny. You look so smart, but you ask the stupidest things.”

She was close to him, her chest was pressed against his. Her hand was…down there.

She touched her lips to his, gently, then held his face back as she moved her face back. “Not now, honey. Let’s have our picnic first. And get lots of stuff. We can have lots of picnics.”

“Lots of picnics. Yeah,” he wanted to kiss her in the worst way, but she held him back, stepped out of his suddenly grasping arms, and jumped in the pool.

She came up and looked at him, “Are you still here? Don’t you want to have a picnic?”

“Uh, yeah.”

“Then go to the store.”

He looked down at his nakedness. Then he looked up at her. “But you threw my clothes over the hedge!”

“Go home and get some more.”

“I can’t! The neighbors will see me!”

“Oh, sheesh,” she said, smiling her aggravation at him.

She walked up the steps and he stared at how she bounce, jiggled, quivered, shook and earthquaked.

She smiled at him, ran a hand along his jaw as she passed him and walked into the house.

He started to follow her, but stopped at the open sliding door.

She was back already. She was holding a pink robe with lots of fluff. Fluff at the end of the sleeves. Fluff up the long lapels. Fluff around the collar. It was gaudier than Liberace on a subdued night.

She put his arm in one sleeve, walked around and put the other arm in the sleeve. She stood in front of him and held the lapels and smiled right into his face.

“You look pretty nice.”

His peeny bumped into her. They both looked down at his excitement and she giggled. “You men!”

Then she planted another kiss on him. She was the kissingest woman he had ever met, and pushed him towards the side gate. “Hurry up now. I don’t want to get dry.”

He walked, feeling ridiculous in the pink robe, and tried to look back at her.

And walked into a pool chair.

And a potted plant.

And the side of the house.

Then he was in the side yard, out of sight, and wondering what had happened.

But he couldn’t figure out what had happened, he just had the strangest urge to go shopping.

Leo trotted from her front lawn to his front lawn. No neighbors were out, but in a neighborhood like this he was probably on all sorts of security cameras.

He entered his house threw off the robe, stared at it and couldn’t believe that he had worn it, then ran for his bedroom.

The movers had moved his clothes from his ratty old chest into this sleek, expensive, ebony finished, serpentine chest. They had even made sure they had put his shirts in the shirt drawer, his underpants in the under pant draw, and so on.

Quickly, he slipped into clothes and grabbed his wallet, then headed for the grocery store.

Once at the grocery store he began filling a shopping cart with picnic stuff.

A good computer geek, when he had his mind on something it could not be shaken. He had written the code for  “Thieves of the Taliban in two days. Two sleepless days.

And the protests for him putting thieves and Taliban in the same title had sure helped sales.

But it was a good program, and demonstrated how fixated he could become.

He was fixated now. He ran the shopping cart down the aisles and threw things into the shopping cart.

Picnics. Lots of picnics! And he tossed in a dozen packages of hot dog buns, and hamburger buns.

Then he did the math for the number of dogs needed for the number of buns and tossed the dogs in the cart.

Talk about higher mathematics!

Then he picked up bottles of mayo and mustard and ketchup and pickles and relish, and found a big bag of onions.

Then he bought a dozen bottles of bourbon, just cleaned the expensive, top shelf off.

And threw in a bottle of Coke for mixer.

He looked in the cart and checked off items. Yep. Yep. Yep. He had everything.

He looked at the lines for the cashier assisted checkouts and sighed, and went to the self. check out.

He was manic as he slid items under the scanner.

And he made a mistake.

He should have scanned the booze first, because self check out doesn’t allow booze to be scanned.

Everything back in the cart, back to a long line, and twiddled his thumbs.

And sighed.

And waited.

A fat lady wanted to argue over the price of a box of crackers.

A housewife had hundreds of dollars in coupons, and they all had to be scanned.

A homeless person had to put back one of the two packages of Top Ramen.

And, finally, after an eternity, it was his turn.

Slowly the gum chewing check out girl passed his items under the scanner.

“Hey, Larry? How much are the big bags of onions? You sure you want that many onions, Mister? We got two for one on the mayo.”

Leo growled and put his hands in his pockets.

His penis had gone down!

What was taking so long?

But, finally, he was out the door and shoving everything into the trunk of his Maserati. Which was just another stupid write off his accountant had pushed on him. And up the hill to home.

And next door.

Except, when he went to pull into his driveway he couldn’t. He had a big driveway, and several big cars were parked in it.

He looked at the address. Yep. He lived here.

But who were all the cars in his driveway!

And where was all that loud music coming from?

He parked across his driveway and got out and stared at his house.

And Lotta’s house.

People. Hundreds of people. And not many of them had clothes on.

Oh, going in and out they had clothes, but he could see through the open door and people were walking in his house without any clothes on!

He walked up the drive, up his walkway, and into his house.

Welcome to the jungle!

We got fun and games!

Some band playing Guns and Roses serenaded the neighborhood, and several neighborhoods over.

People pushed past him, drinks in their hands, the women topless and the men bottomless.

He looked back at the bedrooms and saw several couples doing the old in and out on his bed.

He wished his accountant hadn’t gotten him such a large bed.

And he hoped he would be able to get the semen stains out of the thing. Were sheets write offs?

He walked into the kitchen. Maybe a hundred bottles of whiskey, rum, vodka, gin, and on and on, stood on the counter. Most were half or nearly empty.

Somebody had moved a garbage can in and it overflowed with empties.

Empty whiskey, rum, vodka, gin and so on bottles. And an empty can of Coke.

Some fool was insisting on mixing his drinks.

Through the door into the dining room, where men and woman were smoking big stogies and throwing cards on the table.

They were obviously playing unstrip poker. The loser had to put on an article of clothing. From listening Leo figured out that the first person to get dressed had to pull the train, whatever that was.

He walked past the card players into the living room, and stopped.

Wall to wall nakedness. The beast with two backs. Humpty Dumpty in the rumpty. A maze of a daisy chain that had no beginning and no end, just fed on itself.

Gingerly, he crossed over the ocean of fucking bodies. He stepped out of the house and into a maelstrom of men and women drinking, dancing, cavorting, swimming in the pool, coupling in the pool.

A band was rocking at the right of the yard, and he had glimpses through the hedge behind the band of more nakedness.

He walked to where the hedge was low and saw that Lotta’s yard was much the same as his. Filled with naked, rutting, thrusting people.

Naked in her pool, testicles and boobs bouncing high as people used the diving board.

Everybody drinking like they were fish afraid of running out of water.

He looked back the way he had come. No way he was going to brave that again. So he leaned over the edge and let himself fall on the other side.

He made his way through the mass of sweaty nudity and into Lotta’s house.

Loud music, a dearth of clothes, women with enormous breasts, men with gigantic penises. He had seen some over sized members and stacked women at his house, but there more and bigger here.

People danced around him and he made his ‘‘scuse me’s’ and wandered through the house.

Suddenly a giant pair of tits hugged him, and a juicy pair of lips kissed him.

“Leo! You made it!”

Lotta was drunk. She was a Lotta Drunk, and she held him and smooched his face in between talking.

“I got tired of waiting and I called some friends. Hope you don’t mind. Why do you have your clothes on?”

He tried to talk but she was rubbing her hands through his hair, kissing his lips, then pushing his head down.

Suddenly his face was deep in her valley and she was laughing and giggling and drinking from a tall glass that she had taken right out of some fellow’s hands.

“Hey! Lotta! Great party!”

“Thanks, Stud. This is Leo the Lion.”

Leo was drowning in her tits, he looked over the top of the swell of her bulging breasts and a huge black man with a huge black dick took his hand and wrung it out. “Hey! Leo! Great party! Are you in the biz?”

But Leo, suffocating in tit, couldn’t answer. Besides, what biz?

There was the movie biz, that was the only biz he knew of, but there were other bizzes.

“I don’t think he is. He’s still embarrassed!”

“Really?” The big man leaned down and yelled over the music, “Get over it, dude!” Then he laughed and headed back into the deeper depths of the party.

“Come on, Leo! I know what you need! You need a drink!”

Everything Lotta said, or anybody said, was said in a shout. It was just too loud for anything resembling normal conversation.

Lotta pulled him, her hand on his belt, into the kitchen. She bulled her way past people mixing drinks, talking, dancing, and in one case, fucking.

I don’t see any more glasses!” she yelled. She picked up a half empty whiskey bottle ran it under the faucet for about a half second, and handed it to him.”

Leo was about done in. The franticness, his mind being blown, he lifted the bottle and took a big glug. And coughed.

“Way to go, baby!” And she pulled down his pants.

Leo went to stop her, but there was a girl behind him, and she turned and saw what was happening. She put her hands under his arms and tickled his ribs.

“Hey! No! Ha ha! Stop it!”

Then his pants were off.

Then his underpants.

Then Stud appeared from nowhere, laughed and said, “Let me help you!” He grabbed Leo’s shirt and ripped it apart. With his bare hands.

Leo was naked except for his shoes and the bottle in his hands.

And his dick was sticking straight out.

One would think that being humiliated and mortified and downright red in the face would cause a person’s ding dong to shrivel, but that’s not always the case.

Men, especially men, get turned on easy.

And it didn’t help that every woman that passed him wanted to grope him, feel him, stroke him.

“Come on, honey! Let’s dance!”

Lotta grabbed him by the handle and pulled him out of the kitchen.

In a breath taking moment he was close to squirting, but Lotta reached the living room and let go, turned to him and hugged him.

They danced, which consisted of Lotta jumping up and down while they were hugging.

Leo wasn’t sure if he was dancing or not. But it felt like he was from the feel of her giant bosoms rubbing up and down on him.

So he danced, and he glugged from the bottle, and the music blared and he began to feel good. Real good.

Was he just getting used to it all? Or just getting drunk?

He didn’t know and he didn’t care.

He just knew that he was in the grip of a sex mad woman with prodigious charms, and she was making him feel good.

And, for the first time in his life he became fixated on something besides games and computer codes.

Leo the Lion had finally realized that he had been missing out on one of life’s grand, little pleasures.

Or big pleasures, depending on who you danced with.


Part Two

The following day Leo stared at the sea of debris in his house, his yard, and trailing out his driveway.

It was worse than his college dorm.

He sighed and went into the house and called up a janitorial service.

The janitorial service, ‘Snow White Cleaners!,’ arrived, quoted him an astronomical price, which was okay because it was a write off, and he hired them.

And he hired them to clean Lotta’s house, too.

An hour later Lotta bounced across the front lawn in a peignoir and nothing else, which thoroughly disrupted the cleaning crew, and gave him a big hug.

“You’re such a sweet heart,” she said, with her hand in his pants. “Too bad I can’t fuck you, or I’d really thank you.”

“You…can’t?” His voice sounded like he was gargling oatmeal.

“Of course not, silly. We’re neighbors! And what would the neighbors think?”

Leo did’t care what the neighbors thought. He just wanted to get into Lotta’s…peignoir.

Oddly, with all the bouncing, jiggling, quivering flesh of the day before he hadn’t fucked. Or been fucked.

Lotta just kept kissing him and feeling him, and then there were other well endowed ladies at the part and they kissed him and felt him, but nobody did more than that!

“Come on, take me for breakfast. We can trade each others life stories.”

And since he was just in the way of the cleaning crew, and because he was hungry, and breakfast could be called a business meeting and he needed the write offs, and because he didn’t have to be at work but once a month, he said, “Okay.”

Lotta grabbed his arm and they walked towards his car.

“Don’t you think you should put some clothes on?”

She looked at him and grinned, “Why? Don’t you like to see my body?”

“Uh…urk…uh…”

She laughed. “Of course you do. Here, I’ll wear this.”

Somebody had thrown a leather jacket, very expensive, on the front lawn. It was oversized for Lotta, but not by much. She pulled it on, it barely covered her peignoir and her awesomeness, and got into the Maserati.

“This is a nice car,” she observed as Leo started it up. “You aren’t rich, are you?”

“Naw, it’s just a write off,” he lied.

“Oh, well, that’s too bad. If you were rich that would change everything. I love rich men. I’m going to marry one some day, and then I’ll never have to fuck again as long as I live.”

Leo was blinking as he took the Maserati down the road.

She liked rich men, but he never let anybody know he was rich. They always wanted to borrow money, or propose business deals.

But if she knew he was rich she might screw him.

But…and he was caught in a conundrum of his own devise.

“Drive faster,” she said, fluffing her hair up and sitting taller in the seat.

He did, and she went  “weee!” and her hair streamed out behind her.

They went to Denny’s where she ordered two Grand Slams with a pitcher of orange juice on the side.

While he nibbled on a couple of sausages and a dollar sized pancake, she devoured her meal. Snorting and gobbling and stuffing her beautiful face.

He stared at her. It would have been piggish, except that she was too beautiful to be a pig. Heck, a woman that beautiful and her pushing inordinate amounts of grub between her plump, sexy, red lips was…endearing.

“What do you do?” Leo asked when she was satisfied.

Lotta belched, which made people jump for tables around. She giggled, said ‘excuse me,’ and explained, “I don’t eat very often, so when I do I make up for lost time.”

An old lady at the next table was glaring at Lotta, so Lotta crossed her eyes and pushed her nostrils up like a pig’s and made the sound of a mule. “EEE HAW!”

Leo started to laugh, then caught himself.

“Come on, let’s go to the beach I’m in the biz.”

So, before they could get kicked out, Leo paid the check, it was a write off, after all, he had asked her what she did for a living and she had told him and if that wasn’t discussing business he didn’t know what was, and they walked out to the Maserati.

And she kissed him.

Deep and long and slow and he could feel his heart pounding and his dick rising.

Then she got in and said, “I like to do that every once in a while. It reminds me that I’m alive. Do you feel alive? Let’s go to Malibooboo.”

He felt alive, all right. If having your pecker trying to bust your zipper was alive.

He started up the car and headed out Sunset for the beach, and while he drove they, for the first time, had an actual a conversation.

“You said you’re in the Biz. Is that movies?”

“Yep.”

“So you’re a movie star?”

“Yep.”

“And you work in the movies?”

“Yep. Stop here, let’s get some bourbon and have some fun.”

So he stopped and got a bottle of good bourbon and a six pack of Coke, some ice, and some Solo red cups.

“What’s the Coke for?” asked Lotta.

“Have you ever tried mixing bourbon with Coke?”

“No. What’s it taste like.”

Holding the wheel with his knees he opened the package of Solo cups and extracted two and opened the bag of ice and put ice cubes in the cups and opened the bottle of whiskey (he now had an open container in the car but wasn’t that a write off?) and poured half a cup and opened a can of Coke and poured half into each Solo cup and handed Lotta a drink.

“MMMM!” she yelled, and the highway wind blew her hair back. “This is good shit!”

“Yes. You cut the bourbon with a little Coke and the bourbon lasts longer. It’s a trick I learned in college.”

“Really? You went to college.”

“I had a scholarship,” he explained.

“Oh, that’s too bad. I thought for a moment you might be smart. Being smart is almost as good as being rich, ‘cause if you’re smart you’re going to be rich, and I wouldn’t mind fucking a smart guy.”

Leo was sipping his own drink, and he blinked. She wanted rich, but he never told anybody about that. And she wouldn’t mind smart, but he hated talking about his smarts because that led to people asking him how rich he was and…it just didn’t work.

So he gulped his drink down, side glanced her mournfully, fully appreciating the way she filled out the peignoir—what happened to her jacket!

“What happened to your jacket?”

“It’s in the backseat.”

But it was more than in the backseat, she had tossed it over her shoulder and the wind had caught it and it fluttered through the air and landed on the windshield of a Mercedes, which Mercedes immediately drove into some big bushes at the side of the road.

Leo gulped and drove a little faster.

“You want to try making another drink?” he asked.

“Sure,” she said, put a single ice cube in a cup, filling the cup 3/4s with booze and adding a dollop of Coke.

“Say, will this give me less of a hangover?”

“Well,” he sipped the drink she had made and coughed. “In theory.”

“Like half a drink is half a headache, right?”

“Something like that.”

They stopped at another liquor store across from the Malibu beach and he went in for some more liquor. He picked out the bottle and suddenly realized everybody was looking at him.

No, not at him. At the woman, Lotta, who had followed him in. Who was wearing only a peignoir and two massive boobs.

“Oooh, that’s pretty.” She pointed at a bikini that wasn’t much more than two band aides and a cork. “Buy it for me, sweetheart. in fact, buy me two!”

Leo was relieved to.

They got back in the car, mixed a couple more drinks, and drove across the street to the beach.

It was a beautiful day and she changed into her bathing suit. And looked at him. “Well?”

“Well what?”

“Put on your suit!”

“What suit?”

“The suit I bought you!”

“You didn’t…” he stopped. She was holding up the other suit she had asked him to buy.

“But that’s for girls!”

“I know,” she giggled, “And you’re going to have wear both the top and the bottom. You’re gonna get so tanned! Have I told you how white you are? Well, you have the bottoms of your legs and the forearms, they’re okay dark, but that’s called a farmer’s tan. So you need to wear less and show more flesh. how can the sun reach all that flesh without skimpy bathing suits, right?”

He followed her, barely, and was about to say no, that he would wear his shorts, or go get a male suit, but then she said, “Do you like wearing women’s clothes? ‘Cause I really like men in women’s clothes. I like them almost as much as I like smart men. And I like smart men almost as much as I like rich men. If you liked women’s clothes I might even fuck you.”

Might?

Leo went through a table of statics in his mind and tried to figure out what statistic ‘might’ was.

In the end, his thinking powered by his penis, he thought that that might work.

He wouldn’t have to admit to being rich, and he wouldn’t have to cop to being smart, and, if he wore a few women’s clothes…maybe she’d fuck him!

“Well, I do like wearing women’s clothes,” he admitted.

“Oh, goodie! Then put these on!”

She handed him the bikini.

Leo pulled on the bottoms and nearly died. His cock didn't fit and he had to push it way back, like it was in a gaff, and his eyes bulged, but he made it.

Then, while he had one car on the car fender and held himself up, she put the bikini top on him.

He managed to stand up, but he was a little pooched over.

“You look funny,” she giggled.

Then she took his hand and led him out onto the sand.

It was a glorious day and they went right into the water. They splashed and they let the waves break over them, and everything was wonderful.

Of course a few men and women stared at Leo in his two piece, tiny bikini, but they were quickly distracted by Lotta’s amazing and bouncing charms.

Finally, they walked up to the dry sand and lay down.

Lotta had gotten some lotion at the store and she rubbed it on herself. Then she asked Leo to rub it on her.

Leo’s hands were trembling, and his penis was really hurting as he put his hands all over her. He rubbed the lotion into her skin and was totally mesmerized by the experience.

“Get my boobs good, will you?” she asked.

He did. And he did and he did and he did.

She sighed. “I’ll get you now.”

She rubbed his arms and his legs, turned him over and did his back, and then giggled.

“I’m going to write a message on your backside. If you guess what it is I’ll fuck you.”

Leo didn’t want a message written on his skin. That meant he would get a sunburn, and the white message would glare like a billboard on his backside.

But, on the other hand, if he guessed what the message was he would get to make love to Lotta. And that was something worth risking.

“Okay,” he agreed.

She used a single finger and he tried to guess the letters as she wrote, but he couldn’t.

Oh, well.

An hour later, baking away in the sun, Lotta rose up and looked at his ass. She giggled. “Oh, you can read that.”

“You can?”

He tried to bend, to contort, to read over his shoulder, but he couldn’t get the angle.

Finally, he stood up and said, “I have to go to the bathroom.”

“Don’t get your pecker wet,” she quipped.

Smiling, he sauntered off through the low dunes. His plan was simple, ask somebody what was written on his ass, and get to screw Lotta.

He walked up to the first woman he saw, a good looking babe, and asked, “Can you read what’s on my fanny?”

He turned around.

She gasped, and when he turned back to her she slapped him.

SMACK!

And stomped off in a huff.

Leo rubbed his cheek and frowned. What the hells was that bitch’s problem?

He walked up to another woman, an older woman with lots of blubber and thin hair. “Can you read what’s on my backside?”

He turned, and she giggled.

“I don’t think so. But thanks.” She reached forward to grab his groin. Except that because his penis was pulled back between his legs he had no groin.

She felt the space, and it felt like a woman’s mons. “Well!” she said in disgust, and she slapped Leo in the face.

Now Leo was getting a little gun shy. His face was red and he didn’t want to approach any more women.

So he walked up to a big, trucker type. “Say, can you read what’s on my ass?”

He turned around, and the trucker’s response was to step forward, push Leo’s back forward and pull his hips back and shove his groin right into Leo’s crack.

“Hey!”

But the trucker had a firm grip and he kept humping Leo. Leo could feel the man’s penis through the thin material of the bikini and the man’s swim suit, and it took a half a minute before Leo could break free.

“What the fuck?” he rubbed his ass and hurried away.

“Did you ask anybody what it said on your ass?” asked Lotta.

“No,” he lied, embarrassed and ashamed.

“Yes, you did,” she laughed, and, chuckling, she laid back down on the sand to soak up some more rays.

They returned to the car when the sun set. The night was cool and Lotta handed him the peignoir and put on his shorts and tee shirt.

“Hey!” he said.

“You don’t want me to get arrested for indecent exposure, do you?”

“You didn’t care much about that before,” he muttered. He wasn’t really wanting to get in a big argument with her.

“Yeah, but that was in the day. Now it’s night time.”

Which argument didn’t make much sense, but the sensations throbbing in his bikini bottom won the argument and he put on the peignoir.

His face was red in the dark night, but it’s hard to tell colors in the night, so…who cared. Besides, it felt sort of cool. His nipples were getting rubbed by the bikini top, and he was so totally turned on…but when he sat behind the wheel he realized he had a problem.

“Oh, fuck!” he blurted.

“What?”

“My ass is sunburned.”

Lotta laughed. “Well, I guess I’ll have to drive.”

And so they drove, Lotta behind the wheel—she had to push the seat back so her boobs wouldn’t be in the way—and Leo in the passenger seat. Turned around. his knees on the seat and his ass up.

They drove, and the wind felt good on his ass, so he rose up further.

Lotta looked at him and giggled.

“What?”

“Nothing.”

But they hadn’t gone but a couple of miles more before a pair of cops pulled them over with bright, flashing lights.

“Oh, no!” blurted Leo.

“Don’t worry, honey. This isn’t my first rodeo.”

He looked at her in confusion, and lowered his ass down below the level of the dashboard.

Lotta stopped the car and two highway patrolmen sauntered up to the side of the car.

“Hi, officers! Was I speeding?” Lotta’s face was guile and innocence, and her lips moved like she was kissing.

“Unh…unh…”

The other cop recovered from his view of Lotta’s charms first. “No, ma’am. Uh, it’s something else.”

“What?” asked Leo, looking up from his turned around position.

“Could you get out of the car, sir?”

Oh, now Leo was embarrassed. He was redder than lipstick on a cherry.

He stepped out and the cops stared at him and his peignoir.

“Turn around, sir?” The cop’s voices sounded a bit strangled, like he was holding something in. Like a pound of laughter.

Leo turned around the cops shined a flashlight at his ass.

They burst into laughter. They laughed so hard one of them almost fell, and his partner had to grab his arm and steady him.

They laughed, and the more they laughed the more Leo was irritated.

“What the hell is so funny?” he snapped, taking an attitude that would normally get his face to meet a billy club, but since the cops were laughing so hard there wasn’t much chance of that happening.

“Sir,” chuckled the cop, finally, “Do you know what it says on your ass?”

Lotta was sitting up on the back of her seat now, enjoying the fun, and she said, “He doesn’t, officer. I wrote it there and he was supposed to guess what it was I wrote.”

The cops started laughing all over again, but when they finally calmed down one of them said, “Well, that explains it. You can get back in the vehicle, sir, but I advise you to keep your ass down.”

“Wait a minute! Hold on!”

The cops had turned to return to the car, but now they hesitated.

“Will somebody please tell me what’s written on my ass?”

The two police officers looked at each, snickered, and one of them said, “Fuck me.”

For a moment Leo didn’t understand. He thought the cop was saying ‘fuck me,’ like ‘fuck me if I will,’ then he realized that that was what had been written on his as.

Fuck me!

And he had shown his ass to a woman and she had slapped his face.

And he had shown his ass to another woman, and ended up with another slap in the face. And then the big trucker type guy had taken the writing for an invitation and actually tried to fuck him!

The cops, laughing, returned to their cruiser.

Leo looked at Lotta, who was laughing. “You didn’t guess, so you don’t get to fuck me.”

Sadly, deflated, Leo stepped back in the car, and all the way home he kept his ass down, so people in other cars couldn’t see it.

And he kept his head down because he felt like crying.

Not only had he been humiliated, but he wasn’t going to get to fuck Lotta Melons.

Leo woke up. It had been a couple of days and his ass was no longer sunburned. It did have a message against his now bronze skin, and he insisted on wearing clothes, no matter what Lotta said, to cover the message.

He looked around, then slid out of bed.

Lotta was sleeping peacefully, and he pulled on his panties and bra, sat on the edge of the bed, carefully so as not to wake Lotta, and pulled on his nylons.

Then he went into her closet—working in the biz she had tons of clothes—and picked out a dress.

Then he sat down at her vanity table.

Lotta had told the truth. She did like men who dressed like women, and she had spent the last few days dressing Leo up.

Now he was accustomed to it, and he knew how to do everything, bra, panties, corsets, tummy shapers, garters…everything but make up. That was sort of tough.

So he got dressed, put high heels over his feet and let his red tipped toes peek out the open front.

And left the bedroom.

An hour later she walked into the kitchen and gave him a big kiss and pinched his nipples.

She stood back and inspected him and smiled.

“We can do your make up after breakfast. And we need to talk about extensions and vacation boobs.”

“Okay.”

Leo had virtually moved in with Lotta. He slept with her, hung with her, and they went to the beach where he tried to get a little burn over his fanny message, and had a wonderful time.

Life with Lotta was nothing but fun, and Leo couldn’t remember the last time he had had so much fun with another person.

They fixed breakfast, touched each other freely, and sat down to eat a light repast.

And chatted.

“I’ve made an appointment for your hair extensions.”

“Oaky.”

“And I’d like to make an appointment to get you a nice pair of boobs.”

“I don’t know.”

“Why not?”
“Well, that seems sort of permanent.”

“Absolutely. You love dressing up, and I love having you dressed up, and falsies are downright uncomfortable and stupid.”

For a moment he was silent. Thinking.

Finally, he asked, “You said you’re in the biz, but you never go to work. When do you start filming?”

She pursed her lips and a look of sadness came over her face.

“Well, honey, I’m not just in the business, I’m in the porn business.”

His jaw dropped.

I only go in a couple of times a month, then I fuck a dozen men, take them in my mouth, my pussy, my asshole, and they cum all over the place, then I’m done for almost a month, until the next two days.”

“But…but…”

“That’s really the reason I don’t want to fuck you. Those two days take it out of me. When I am done I have had enough sex for a month. I don’t want to feel another penis in my ‘gina for near thirty days, and then…” she shrugged. “It’s a vicious cycle.”

Leo was standing half up, his eyes bulging.

“So…you don’t not love me?”

“Don’t not love you? Honey! You’re the best man I ever met! You like running around naked, you can laugh when somebody writes something stupid on your ass. You’ve got the coolest looking pecker I’ve ever seen, and…sometimes I’m dying to screw you. I want to forget about how tired I am of sex and want it to be you, only you, that wears me out.”

He stared at her.

“But you like rich men.”

“Hell, I’m too smart to be a girl who marries for money. I was saying that, but mostly because I wish somebody who was rich would come along and fall in love with me and rescue me from this life. I wouldn’t marry somebody if they were just rich.

“I want somebody to love! I want somebody to love me! But…” she shrugged.

Leo slowly sat down.

She said, “And then there’s you. Honey, you are a dream. Always fun, never a bore. You’re smart, I don’t know what kind of schooling you’ve done, but you’re a smartie pants if ever I saw one.

“And you like to dress up. I love a man who looks like a woman. Maybe it’s just that they don’t remind me of all the men who fuck me, but, whatever…sometimes I think I do love you, but…” again, she shrugged.

And now, reminded of her situation, she seemed sort of sad.

She looked down for a while, then looked up, perhaps to say something else, but she frowned. “Why are grinning?”

“Lotta, does size matter?”

“Well, sorta, but…it depends. Unless you’re a midget—and you’re not— it doesn’t.”

“Would you like to see the size of my…”

She tilted her head in puzzlement. She had already seen his pecker, and it was plenty big enough.

“…portfolio?”


Epilogue

They were married a few months later, shortly after Leo’s breast enhancement operation. Lotta was stunning in her gown, and so was Leo.

Shortly after that they consummated their marriage.

Leo finally got to dip his wick, achieved paradise, and was deeply in love.

Lotta got to dip her wick, too.

Of course, her wick was plastic, and had to be held to her hips by straps, but that was okay.

Her tool might have been fake, but their love was real.

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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