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Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


Author’s Note

I often wonder why women feel that the vampire, the ‘Dracula,’ is the ultimate lover.

I mean, I’d prefer a big, old werewolf any day.

Big and furry, good to snuggle with, keeps you warm at night, and when they make love…oh, baby. You ever seen dogs humping? They are just so out of control frantic!

Zowie.

But most of the girls I know like to think of making love to a body with no heat, a heart that doesn’t beat, and they play with the fire of trying to master a master.

If I was going to master a master I would just change him into a girl.

But that’s me. To each their own.

At any rate, I really enjoyed writing this story. I got a little literary, I went places I don’t usually go, and I really enjoyed expressing the viewpoint a vampire might hold.

And it is, at heart, a love story.

So enjoy, and, you know…

STAYHORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Jack sat at the bar and cried in his beer.

Figuratively, not literally.

And when he was done crying in his beer, he ordered a whiskey, and cried in his whiskey. And by now it was almost literally.

He had been in the bar for several hours, turning her ring in his hand. Sticking his pinkie into it and turning it and withdrawing it.

The bartender was a good looking woman by the name of Shiela. She understood when men were drinking off a relationship. Every couple of weeks a man would end up, usually sitting in the same place Jack was sitting, at the end of the bar, out of the lights, where nobody noticed.

Jack sighed, and Shiela placed a shot before him. “Getting close to closing.”

“Thanks,” he said. He stared at the ring, then dropped it in the shot glass and drank.

He was a handsome fellow, a bit on the slender side, but agile and flexible. His face was even and his nose was straight and not too long. His eyes were brown like a Teddy Bear’s.

“You got it bad,” Shiela murmured, wiping the bar next to him.

The bar was pretty much done. The last couple were heading out the door, the man helping the woman into her coat.

Jack looked up Shiela, noticed, not for the first time, how good looking she was.

She had surfer blonde hair, blonde as if shined by the sun. Her body was contained in a bodice designed to emphasize and not detract. Her face was kind and caring and her eyes were a very light greenish, blueish color.

He reached the ring, lowered the glass and stuck out his tongue. The ring was on the tip of his tongue.

“You have no idea.” He spat the ring into his palm and sighed.

“Oh, I might.” Shiela smiled ruefully.

“And who in there right mind would dump a babe like you? And how come it’s the guys what get dumped? How come I couldn’t dump her?”

Shiela shrugged, which gave a light toss to her hair, and said, “You’re a nice guy…you’re pussy whipped…you’re an introvert with no hope.”

He looked up at her mouth. She had red lips, a good M curve to them, and she was mocking him.

He laughed. It wasn’t his first laugh of the night, but it was his first non-bitter laugh.

“I should have fallen in love with you.” He reached forward and grabbed her wrist. He turned her hand over and pushed the ring directly into the center of her palm.

It startled her. She was good at reading minds. Especially minds of drunks who had been dumped by their girl friends.

She looked up at his hurt, trusting, warm eyes.

She had a thought: His girlfriend is a chump.

He didn’t say anything. He just watched. He wasn’t a guy on the make, he was a guy on the hurt. He just felt the pain and wanted the world to turn a bit, take him away from it all.

She knew how to take him away from it all.

But…did she dare?

She hadn’t taken anyone away for a long time. Did she risk it?

If she was discovered things would get dicey. She would have to run away in the night, leave everything behind.

But…she stared at the ring in her hand.

He had given her a ring. Not because he was sotted with sex, not because he wanted something, just because…he was hurting.

But the hurt she gave would be worse than any hurt he had ever encountered in his life.

“Wait here,” she said, closing her hand.

He blinked and watched her walk away.

She was wearing a pencil skirt and heels. Her legs were great, and she had a sway that would make make a sailor seasick. He wondered where she was going. He was too bleary to figure it out.

She rounded the far end of the bar, walked to the door and shot the bolts and twisted the lock.

He was drunk enough to wonder why, but not sober enough to figure it out.

She returned, and brought the high chair that was next to the cash register with her. She dragged it down the rubber mat that covered the floor behind the bar, and placed on the other side of the bar from from him.

“You ever try Seagrass?” She looked up at him as she reached under the bar and brought out an amber bottle and placed it on the bar.

“Seagrass? Are you talking weed?” He looked a bit owlish as he thought about what she was saying.

“You’re cute,” she said. The bottle was empty by a quarter and she popped the cork with one thumb. “I mean Seagrass. Barrell BCS Seagrass Gold Label 20 Year Rye Whiskey.”

“Rye? I drink bourbon.”

She placed two shot glasses on the bar and half filled them, carefully measuring the pour with her greenish eyes. “Bourbon is 51% corn. Rye is 51% rye grain. Al Capone used to drink rye.”

She straightened up, corked the bottle, and shoved a shot glass towards him. “Sniff it, lick it, sip it, but don’t slurp it. Your reputation depends on how you drink rye.”

She showed him how by holding the glass under her nose, then licking the inside of the glass, the barest bit of rye touching her pink tongue. “Okay, baby,” she whispered, winking at him. “Hold on to your jockstrap.”

She tilted her glass against those magnificent lips. He watch the press of her mouth against the rim. He saw inside her mouth, and the slightest bit of rye went over the waterfall.

He was surprised to find that his dingus was hard.

“Well?”

He lifted his glass, closed his eyes and inhaled. It was almost sweet, a sort of combination of honey and cinnamon but bruised by ancient oak.

“Fuck,” he blurted, not looking at her, lost in the heady aroma that was ripping so gently through his nostrils.

He didn’t know how to lick like she did, so he just hung his tongue over the edge of the glass and lifted till he felt the liquid, cold at first, burn his buds.

He glanced her in surprise.

She was grinning, delighted with his connoisseurism, looking like she was actually experiencing what he was getting off on.

He sipped, and finally understood the true definition of heaven.

“Gawd!” He placed his glass down. With his other hand he picked up the bottle and examined the label.

Shiela laughed, a merry sound in the dim lighting of the bar.

Somebody knocked on the door, but she just waved the knocker off and yelled, “We’re closed.”

Whoever it was, why ever he showed up too late, he yelled, “I want some of what he’s having!”

Shiela didn’t miss a beat. “Your dick isn’t big enough.”

The disgruntled drunk left, and Jack laughed. The fumes of the potent liquor escaped his mouth and wafted up to his nose. He snorted, laughed. “Your dick isn’t big enough?”

Then they were both laughing. Snickering, smothering their hilarity. And repeating, one after the other…’Your dick isn’t big enough.’

After minutes of this delightful camaraderie Jack went morose again. He just sunk in on himself, and she knew he was thinking again.

She poured him another shot, just one, and corked the bottle and put it away. “Let’s have hamburgers. Come on back to the kitchen.”

He followed her through a swinging door into a fair sized kitchen. Red tiles on the floor. Stainless steel surfaces. All the trays and bins empty for the night.

“Sit on the chopping table.”

He sat, and she entered a walk in and came out holding two slabs of meat. Good slabs, with lots of marble, not too thick. Easy to cook without losing the flavor.

The grill was still hot, and she turned it up and went for a couple of Cokes while it got to cooking heat.

He watched her. Sometimes straight up, sometimes out of the corner of his eyes, and he had the thought: Too bad Shirley wasn’t like this.

She glanced at him at that exact moment and he looked down and felt guilty. Or maybe he was just back to feeling sorry for himself.

She handed him a large cup of Coke. “Drink. Take the edge off. You’ll come down smoother.”

He thanked her and started sipping the sweet syrup.

She threw the meat on the grill, then turned to him.

“So why’d she dump you.”

His mouth opened and he blinked, then he shut up.

“Oh, come on. Get it out. It’s not like you’re the first bozo to lose his girlfriend. Guaranteed, you get it off your chest, figure out what went wrong, and life will be a lot better.”

He sighed, a big heave of breath, and considered. Soon he was talking. There was just something about this girl, this Shiela, that spoke to him.

“I don’t know. I guess I wasn’t exciting enough for her. I liked to watch movies, she wanted to drink and party.”

“Was she good looking?”

“Oh, yeah. She was a knock out.”

“Was she better looking than me?”

Again, he was surprised, but the answer was easy and burst right out of him. “Oh, no.”

She smiled. “Now, you see? I just did you a favor.”

“What favor?”

“If she was the one then I wouldn’t be prettier than her. She would be the prettiest one in the world, and you would be the handsomest one for her.”

“Hunh!” It made sense, but he figured it was just the alcohol making sense.

“So if you were stuck on a desert island, what five movies would you want to watch over and over again.”

“The Marx brothers, if all their movies could count as one.”

“No! You like the brothers?”

“They never get old.”

She seemed to sober slightly. “Dead, yet they’ll live forever. Isn’t that something.”

He nodded, perhaps infected by her sudden mood. To get out of it he blurted, “Okay. I told you one. You tell me one.”

“The Godfather…if all three counted as one.”

“But the third one was…lacking!”

“I know. But the first one makes up for the second two. What’s your second one?”

“The Matrix. All three count as one, of course.”

“Of course,” she agreed. “I can’t believe we like the same movies.”

“Yeah.”

They looked at each other intently, and that was the moment they clicked.

Not just clicked in the subconscious, but right out in the open. It became a moment that was awkward for him, and he looked away, afraid he had crossed the line.

For her it wasn’t over the line, it was what she wanted, what she waited for for hundreds of years.

She broke his awkwardness by saying, “Can I have three Humphrey Bogarts?”

“Only if I can have three Randolph Scotts.”

“No fair! There are more Randolph Scotts to choose from!”

And he sealed the deal. He quoted, “I couldn't be fonder of you if you were my own son. But, well, if you lose a son, it’s possible to get another.”

Her breath caught, if she had any, and she stared.

And a slow smile came across her face. It was a smile she hadn’t felt for centuries and she waited for centuries to get it.

She stepped over to him, got too close to him, close enough to sniff him, but she was really looking into his deep, dark, soulful eyes. She brushed his hair back, it was the moment for a kiss, but she just took the half sipped Coke out of his hand. “I’ll refill this.”

Her breath was slight, faint, and sweet.

He was holding his breath, not sure what to do. He had just lost his girl friend, after all.

She turned and left the kitchen.

Jack stared at the meat searing on the grill. He watched the fat bubble and he smelled the delicious aroma.

He looked around the kitchen, noticing small things.

She returned, and she had a tall glass. She put it in his hand. “I was going to sober you up, send you home like a good, little boy, but I changed my mind.

He took the glass, and knew what it was. Seagrass. Aged oak barrels. Signed. 20 years old.

“But…”

She placed a finger on his lips, “Drink it. Drink it all, and then I’ll really get you drunk.”

She backed away, her smile evil and knowing and happy as all get out.

He sipped, caught his breath, and murmured, “Woo!”

She laughed and turned back to the steaks.

They talked about movies and he sipped and sipped.

He liked Pride and the Passion and Northwest Frontier.

So did she, but she liked North by Northwest more.

They talked about what it would be like to climb on the faces of presidents, and to dodge a plane in the middle of a cornfield.

She didn’t drink, and in her presence, though he was getting drunker and drunker, he didn’t get sloppy.

There was just something so exciting about her that he stayed bright and alert.

He had never met a girl so perfectly tuned to him.

Then they sat down with the steaks. His was medium, and hers was rare, very rare, but that was okay. To each their own.

They ate—her a little nibble, and him a lot— and talked some more, and he was near finished with the bottle.

Reality had become sort of a slip and slide for him, things shifting past him like in was in a kaleidoscope.

Memories flitted, conversation became sharp and funny, and he knew he wouldn't be remembering much of it.

She was so perfect.

Then she said, “Are you ready to get real drunk?”

“Fuck, lady,” he laughed. “If I get much drunker they’ll have to build a jail around me.” Which made no sense, but which she thoroughly understood.

“Nah,” she chuckled. “No jail around you. Just the opposite. You’re going to get funky for a minute, then everything is going to come into focus. Life will be so focused you think it’s not real. But it’s the ultimate reality. The ultimate high.”

“You’re not going to give me heroin or something, are you?”

“No1 No! This is the good stuff. This is God’s gift to the perverts and the damned.”

There was something weird about what she said, but he was drunk, and his dick had been acting up, and he didn’t try to figure it out.

“Okay,” he agreed. “But…okay.”

“Okay,” she hopped off the stool she had been sitting on. “But first we have to check something out.”

“What?”

“You’ll find out,” she giggled.

She took his hand and led him through the doors into the bar area. He followed along, docile and happy as he had ever been.

She led him to the bathrooms, then into the men’s room.

“What are we doing here?” he asked.

“You’ve been drinking,” she said, shoving him towards a cubicle. “You need to relieve yourself.”

“Hey! Wha—“

She turned him towards the bowl, reached around and unzipped him.

Jack had been horny all night. Not at first. When he had first got to the bar he had thought he would never use his dick again. He was that distraught.

But he had been wined and dined, and by a woman who was ten times better than his old girlfriend.

Standing in front of the toilet, feeling her small hands reach around and grab him, he had the thought that he would never find a girl more beautiful.

Then his penis was out and aimed.

“Let it flow, Joe.”

For a second he couldn’t. Maybe it was the shock of being held by a woman he barely knew. Maybe it was the drink. Maybe it was something else, but she reached around with the other hand, he could feel her large breasts press against his back, and she manipulated his testicles…and he let loose a mighty stream.

“Woo!” she yelped, giggling hysterical.

“Woo!” he laughed, and they listened, and he watched, as the yellow stream arced through the air and splashed.

When he was done she zipped him up, buckled him, and turned him around.

There, in the stinky urine odor of a dirty bathroom, they had their first kiss. And it was incredible.

He breathed her in, his mind trying to cope with the melange of scents that was her. He tasted her mouth, distilling lipstick with his own mouth, feeling her tongue darting at him. It was a whole new experience.

Shirley was drab compared to this, but he didn’t even think of his lost girlfriend. There was no time for that now.

“Ow!” he jerked back.

She had bitten him on the lower lip. It had been sharp and piercing,. It had hurt the moment, but it hadn’t entirely and destroyed the moment.

“What’d you do that for?”

“I had to see what you tasted like,” she watched him with a subtle, knowing expression.

“Well, Geez.” He touched his mouth and saw the bright drop of blood on his fingertip. “I’m bleeding.”

“Don’t worry, it’ll stop.”

She was still standing in front of him, against him, and she was watching him with a particularly fixed expression. A waiting expression.

He rubbed his lip. More blood.

“Man, you bit deep.”

“Nah. that’s just your blood trying to get out, trying to reach me.”

He tilted his head and stared at her.

She touched his lip with a finger. “That’ll fix it. For a minute. But for me to fix it good I’m going to have to kiss you again.”

“Kiss me again?”

He was drunk, was afraid, was horny, wanted to kiss her again. But he didn’t want to bleed for it.

“Come on, chicken. I’ll be gentle this time.”

She moved forward, and he tensed, but she paused, and laughed, then kept moving in.

She was an aggressive kisser, and she latched onto his lower lip. It didn’t feel like kissing, more like sucking, but it felt good.

He felt a surge of well being wash over him, and he gave himself up to that feeling.

Oddly, he suddenly felt like he was sober.

Not quite, or maybe just drunk on something else.

But who ever heard of 100 proof blood?

Then the sucking turned into more of a kiss.

Now he was hooked. If 20 year rye was a taste of heaven, her mouth was the kiss of paradise.

He felt as if he was falling through worlds, experiencing brilliant hues of life, turning inside out and back again.

“Oh, God,” he whispered when she was done with him.

He had stopped bleeding. In fact it felt like there wasn’t even a bite, or a cut, or whatever she had done to him.

She held his head in her hands, and it felt like her mitts was the only thing that stopped his mind from whirling out through the cosmos.

And life was so perfect, so brilliant, so wonderful.

He had never experienced life like this.

He hadn’t known that life could be like this.

“Are you having fun, yet?” she was holding him, pressing against him, whispering into his soul.

He nodded, and the cartoon images of words of agreement floated through the air around them.

He laughed, having never been part of a cartoon before.

“Well, lover, it’s only started. Come on.”

They went out the back door, which locked automatically, and he stared at the big RV pushed up against the back of the bar.

“You live here?” he tripped through the night.

“Yep. Watch your step.”

He watched, and she helped him, and he managed to climb the three whole steps to her mansion.

It was warm inside, but compact. It was clean, and there were books all over the place. He saw some of the titles. ‘The Broken Man,’ by somebody called Alyce Thorndyke. Books on feminism. Books on Tai Chi Chuan. Books in foreign languages.

“You can read this stuff?” he asked, standing still but feeling like he was swaying.

“It’s amazing what you can do if you’ve got enough time,” she retorted.

He turned to find her wiggling out of her skirt, bodice and blouse. Her breasts looked even bigger in just a bra, and he could see the cut of her womanhood through the silky panties.

She sure didn’t need a corset.

She kicked off her heels.

He was standing there, a schlump, lost in the high of whatever she had given him.

Funny, he didn’t remember her giving him anything, but she must have, because he was really there. Wherever there was.

“Look at you,” she laughed, and she began undressing him. “So messed up you don’t know what to do.”

He couldn’t help but laugh. Everything was funny. Everything she said was limned in brilliant humor.

What had she given him?

She pulled his pants down. She chuckled, stood back, her hands on her hips and quipped, “And just when I had about given up hope.”

He looked down at his erection. It was funny.

And it was throbbing.

And it needed something.

Oh, yeah. Her.

Their bodies came together, floating like balloons, impacting like barges, meeting on all fronts.

Her mouth swallowed his good sense and left nothing but happiness.

She felt him and he had never felt so big.

What was she doing to him?

He felt her, and kissed her, and placed his hands all over her.

Yet, in the distances recesses of his mind he had the feeling that she was standing far away from him, laughing, and waiting…waiting.

Waiting or not, she guided him and they walked up a step and into her bedroom.

Her bed was a blow up mattress, and surprisingly comfortable. They flung themselves down and gave themselves up to each other.

It was too much, and he felt how tight she was, and he moved, but…but he felt a wonderful frustration.

He couldn’t get there. He couldn’t arrive, and, in a strange way, he felt that he had already arrived.

But arrived where?

Such a night of enigma.

Given a drug he didn’t remember taking.

Screwing lustily without conclusion.

The universe whirling around him with mercy, and he felt like the pieces of him were being flung off.

His childhood one way, his college years another.

His girlfriend was somewhere out there, but he hadn’t even seen her leave.

His mother watching from some indefinable distance.

His father frowning: that he could have such joy, and none other.

Shiela, floating over him, driving him down.

Under him, lifting him up.

Spinning over and over, unable to grab anything, unable to let anything go, the world shattering as they coupled and tried and tried and tried.

But…he…just…couldn’t.

He woke at noon, which was awful early.

She slumbered next to him. Unconscious, heaviest sleeper he had ever seen.

He was on the outside of the bed that had seemed so large at night, but was really just shoehorned into the trailer.

He wearily turned, put his feet over the edge and found the floor.

Crap. Sleep was supposed to refresh you.

Then he grinned. She had drained him so thoroughly he wasn’t going to be refreshed for a month!

He stumbled into the bathroom, propped himself against a wall and thought about peeing.

Then he turned and sat, it was easier than standing.

Damn. What a night! this woman…amazing.

He stood up, found that he was smiling, then broke the smile by yawning, and went into the main room of the trailer.

His clothes were right where she had left them, all over the place.

He found his pants half kicked under the breakfast table. His shoes were in opposite corners. His shirt was actually on a little lamp projecting from the wall.

Where his underpants were he had no clue.

And he had the most amazing boner.

It was hard, like crystal, a spear, and he had to bend over a little when he stuffed it into his pants.

And it didn’t want to go down.

Not at all.

He sat on a chair. Partly to ease the stiffie in his pants, partly because he felt like his legs were too weak to support him.

Damn. What had that girl given him?

He wasn’t a big drug user, stayed away from the hard stuff, but he was experienced…but he had never experienced anything like whatever it was that she had given him.

So odd. He didn’t…couldn’t…remember even taking the drug. Now that was a first!

An hour passed. An hour of yawning, looking around and remembering that he was awake.

Then he moved to the couch and just lay down. He didn’t remember going to sleep, but when does anyone?

Tick. Tick. Tick.

He opened his eyes. It was later. Maybe four in the afternoon.

He had the wild urge to move. Like he was afraid that if he didn’t move he wouldn't be able to.

His penis was still erect.

Fuck.

He forced himself to his feet. His legs were still weak, and he figured he needed food. Maybe food would cure his laziness.

Yeah. Food.

Though, oddly, he didn’t feel exactly hungry.

But…he should eat. Eating was a convention. Eating was a ritual. Eating good.

Though, for the life of him, he couldn’t figure out why.

He stood up and the world wavered.

He walked up the step to her bedroom.

She had not moved. She didn’t even look like she was breathing. Her face was half buried by a pillow, her hair hung over her face, obscuring one eyeball.

“Hey.”

“Go way.”

“Get up.”

She opened an eye and glared at him. Just one eye and it felt like she was looking all the way through him. “Don’t make me kill you and eat you.”

He grunted, turned and made for the door to the trailer.

“Oh, fuck, he whispered. He was standing on the small stoop shading his eyes. It was four in the afternoon, maybe even five, and the sunlight was like a dagger. It cut into him. It felt the rays of the sun were sharp pointed rods trying to worm their way into his flesh.

He put a forearm over his eyes for shade and tried to see the world.

It was pale. Lifeless. Birds were singing, but they sang a drizzling dirge.

The sun was wa-a-ay too bright.

The air was harsh and brittle and felt like it was slapping him.

He stumbled down the steps and walked along the back of the building.

The back door was open and a cook stood against the jamb, rubbing his hands in a dirty apron, watching him with baleful eyes as he staggered.

Jack looked up at the cook, staggered past, and rounded the corner.

The sunlight here was even harder. The trailer was in the shadow, but the side of the building took the sunlight directly.

Jack felt like the light was slamming into him, trying to splatter him against the wall.

He entered the parking lot and headed for his truck. The sunlight was spiking his brain now, causing a massive headache, and he flailed his arms against it.

And reached his truck.

In the glove box were a pair of wrap around sunglasses and he put them on.

Oh, fuck! The relief!

He still felt like something the cat had dragged in—funny, he had never realized what that phrase had really meant until now—and his legs were still weak.

But the spike of sunlight penetrating into his skull had abated.

He looked at the bar.

He should have gotten in his truck and left, but the bar served food. He remembered a delicious steak, and he wanted another. And maybe a gallon or two of Coke.

No booze. God. Never again.

He staggered across the parking lot, came to the tinted, diamond glass of the entry doors, thought for a while, then pushed in.

Out of the sunlight it was blessedly cool. He had had no idea how hard that sun had been.

He walked along the bar and sat down.

It was early. This place didn't serve lunch, just dinner, and there was only one waitress on duty. A pretty thing with a smile and an attitude.

“Lord, if you don’t look like something that’s been run over and dragged about a hundred miles.”

“Could I have a steak, please?”

“Sure. “Well done?” She seemed to be laughing.

The idea of well done didn’t appeal to him. Made him gag, in spite of the fact that he always ate his steaks well done.

“Make it medium.” But he wanted it rare.

“Onions? Garlic.”

“Yeah. Sure.” He put his elbow on the bar and his forehead in his palm.

“Radishes? or just horse radish sauce?”

He looked up at her, lifted his sunglasses so he could see her better.

“Salt and pepper? You want salt and pepper?”

“Are you fucking with me?” He wasn’t mad, just sort of…hurting.

She laughed. “Sorry, honey. But you guys are all the same. Shiela really does it, but…” she shook her head.

She turned to the kitchen and yelled. “Steak, medium. And don’t forget the parsley.

“Yo.” And the rattle of pots and pans.

She turned back to him and poured him a Coke. She placed it in front of him. “Here ya go, honey. Hair of the dog.”

He was thirsty, or, at least he had the idea he was thirsty. He reached for the Coke, lifted it and sipped, and several things happened.

A drop slid down his throat. A drop of sweet syrup, that was all, but he suddenly convulsed. He bent forward so fast he actually bumped his head on the bar.

“Gah—gah—“

Nothing came up.

Yet he felt like a dog barfing, the ripple of hair up his back, the muscles all convulsing. He should have thrown up.

He raised his head miserably. “What the fuck?”

The girl was leaning against the back counter, watching him. She was still appreciating the moment, but she wasn’t laughing out loud.

“You better go, you know.”

“Go? Why?”

“You won’t be able to eat much of the steak, a bite or two, then you’ll be full. Then you should just hop into your truck and cowboy on down the road.”

He shook his head. “I don’t…I don’t get it. What do you mean?”

He was thinking she shouldn’t drive away customers. Didn’t she want the tips?

“Listen, fella, funs over, and she doesn’t like to see you guys afterwards. No charge for the steak if you just take your bites and leave. I’ll even put it in a doggie bag for you. When this all wears off you’re going to get a little hungry, but you won’t feel like cooking. You’re gonna like that steak then.”

He shook his head, not understanding, wondering what was going on. “I don’t…why are you…”

She stepped up to the bar, leaned forward and spoke directly into his face.

“She’s a vampire, you dope. Now eat and go.”


Part Two

Jack was sitting at a table in the corner, still laughing, when Shiela sauntered in.

A vampire. Yeah. Right. fucking bar girl was a looney tune. Vampires.

He thought of all the corny movies he had seen. I vaunt to suck your blud. Oh, God!

His Coke, he had only sipped it, was at hand.

His steak he had taken two bites of, and the remainder sat at his other hand.

But he felt her when she walked in.

A dim, gloomy, peanut shells on the floor kind of bar suddenly became bright and airy.

The lighting perked up. The air became fresher. He even felt like having a beer, or maybe some of that 20 year rye stuff.

She was wearing sunglasses, even though it was seven and the sun was near down.

Another pencil skirt, black, which seemed to be the uniform for bar maids at this place.

And those incredible breasts. My God! He remembered being mesmerized by them, suckling them until he near cried, in a trance of lust that kept growing and growing.

She glanced at him, looked to make a huffing sound, and went behind the bar.

She talked with the barmaid, whose name was Sally. Sal for short.

They were both women, and both beautiful. But one was the most beautiful woman he had ever seen.

The girls laughed, whispered, and neither of them looked at him.

But it was only a matter of time.

He sipped a drop of Coke. Wished it was whiskey.

Shiela went into the kitchen for a couple of minutes, he could hear her talking with the cook. Then she was back.

She said something to Sally, poured a whiskey, and came around the bar and walked across the floor towards him.

The closer she came the more beautiful she was. And if she got more beautiful he was going to pop and go to heaven.

But she got more beautiful, and he didn’t pop, and he couldn’t take his eyes off her when she sat down across from him.

He took off his sunglasses and drank in her radiant beauty.

“What the fuck you still doing here?” but she wasn’t mad.

“I…”

“You should go home, sleep it off. A couple of days and you’ll be right as rain.”

He blurted, “I don’t want to be right as rain.”

She tilted her glass, smacked her red lips, and shoved the Rye towards him.

He took the glass and looked at it. Her red lip print was on the lip of the glass. He got the significance: lips on lips. And he knew, if he drank from her lip print it would be like kissing her.

She was watching him.

He sipped, and the sip turned into a guzzle, and a gulp, and the whiskey was gone.

He started to cry.

He had cried the day before, over a two timing bitch who had dumped him. Cried in his whiskey.

Now he was crying in rye, but the difference was in how he felt about the two women.

She placed a hand on his forearm, tenderly. “You should go home.”

“I can’t.”

“Why not?”

“Because you’re the most beautiful woman in the world. You could be an ugly sack, and you would still be the most beautiful woman in the world. But you’re not an ugly sack. You’re just…beautiful.”

He had looked up at her mid-speech, and his eyes drank at her, pulled at her, begged her.

“You should go home,” she said.

She left, and he was left with an empty glass he would fill with tears.

The night was a slow one.

Another bar girl showed up for work, but got sent home early.

Sal brought him a whiskey about an hour later. It was her break and she sat with him. He was in the corner of the booth, and she was on the other side, on the aisle, her sexy legs up and her heels resting on the bench.

“You should go,” she said with a rueful smile. “You’re bad for business.”

“I am?”

She nodded. “It always gets like this when Shiela finds someone.”

He didn’t frown, because it didn’t matter who Shiela was, where she’d been, or who she’d been with.

All that mattered was that she was here now, and he was afforded glimpses of her.

“You should put your sunglasses on. She’ll get irritated if you stare at her too long.

He shoved his glasses back up his nose and over his ears.

“Well, see ya. Wouldn’t want to be ya.”

As she stood he reached forward and grabbed her wrist. Not hard, not rude, just a desperate touch in a desperate world.

“What did you mean?” He was talking about her vampire remark.

She leaned back towards him, “Ask her yourself.”

She was gone. And he was left with a half a glass of whiskey, sunglasses, and a heart that was breaking.

She sashayed across the bar. She placed a glass of Rye in front of him and sat down across from him.

He felt like his heart was going to leap out of his chest, up his throat and fall on the table. Splat. All his hopes and dreams.

“She told you.”

“She said you were a vampire.”

“But you don’t believe in vampires,” she murmured, glancing away for a moment, staring into the distance at something he couldn’t have seen, even if he was facing the right way.

He chuckled. Weakly. “No.”

“Do you like pain?” she focused on him with intensity. He had a feeling this was an important question.

“No.”

“But what if it was a good pain? A pain like the hurt in your heart when you drank to the girl who dumped you? What if it was a pain like an orgasm that went on too long, and never arrived? What if it was like your skin was being pulled off, and it felt…so-o-o…good? Did you like it after I bit you last night?”

His brows went down. This wasn’t making sense. She was talking pain, but it sounded like she was actually speaking of pleasure, and he didn’t understand it.

“I don’t understand,” he admitted.

“Then let me tell you. If you love me, if you let yourself love me, then I’ll use you. Night after night. Until you want to scream, but you can’t because it feels so good.

“I’ll bite you again. I won’t take just a drop, which left you feeling like you felt when you woke up this morning. I’ll take a lot more. And the more you give the more you’ll want to give. Years will pass. You’ll be my footstool. You will lay at my feet and worship me. And for me…it won’t be enough. I’ll want more. Life will become a grand and glorious obsession with me, and when I tire of your mouth I’ll take your body. Bit by bit, with the strokes of a whip. Abusing your orifices. Loving you.”

She sat back, broke the mesmerizing effect she was having on him. Speaking negligently, she confessed, “Because I do love you, but my love…it is different. A vampire lives forever, barring the stupidity of letting people know what they are. A vampire loves forever, or until her mate runs dry, gives out, is nothing more than whimpering meat under foot. Now, do you still want to apply for the job?”

Her mouth was twisted in a sexy, saucy grin. Her teeth shone, and they were white and sharp.

And he still didn’t believe she was a vampire.

But then those sotted in love are immune to logic and warning signs.

He said nothing.

She stood up and walked away. Worked behind the bar, glanced at him every once in a while in disapproval.

He didn’t care.

The night grew late. He stayed in the same booth. He didn’t have to pee. He didn’t want to walk because his penis was so hard he thought it would crack and fall off.

And if there was one sentence to describe his condition, it would be: it was getting worse.

Sally left at midnight. Eight hours for her, not much in the way of tips, no need to stay late. As she left she passed by the table and spoke down to him. “Hope I don’t see you again.”

But he didn’t think she meant it.

Finally, one o’clock. Shiela and the cook. And the cook was sitting in a chair in the kitchen snoring.

Shiela finally stopped polishing glasses and wiping the bar and poured a couple of shots of rye. She came to the booth, sat down so she could see the door, and pushed a glass towards him.

“After a couple of hundred years, your appetites waning, you want only the best.”

They sipped their poison and he watched her. She watched the door.

She sighed.

She was irritated.

She didn’t mind falling in love, but beginnings were so…stupid. Waiting for the man to wake up a bit, to understand what he had gotten himself into.

The whiskey burned into his stomach, his lungs, his pancreas.

“I don’t fall in love often. Oh, it’s wonderful in the beginning, but as time passes I start demanding more, taking more. Sometimes even I am confounded by my own cruelty. But the real problem is that the men don’t last long. Oh, they would, if I was to convert them fully, but I haven't found any man I ever wanted to convert. Love wears thin after the first couple of hundred years. Then they are playthings. Useful, even still fun, but the bloom is off the rose. Or the rose is off the bloom. I can never figure out which.”

She sipped the last of her whiskey and placed the glass on the edge of the table. She pushed the glass. It fell on the rug, but didn’t break.

“Pick that up. Get me another drink. The good stuff.  You don’t get anything.”

He stared at her.

Everything in his upbringing told him it was unfair, he shouldn’t have to do this, it was a test, he should just…get up and pick up the glass. He took it behind the bar, selected a clean glass and filled it with rye. He brought it back and placed it in front of her.

She pushed it off the the table. Five hundred dollar whiskey on the floor. Broken shards of glass.

“Lick it up. Then get me another, and this time…run.”

Everything in him was screeching to a stop. Objections. Women didn’t treat men this way.

As he fell to his knees and lapped at the burning liquor. It scorched his tender tongue. He lapped up a shard and it cut into his tongue. He could taste his own blood. Coppery. Sweet.

She pushed him with a foot and he fell on his side. “Run now, you fool. Run!” She laughed a hard, brittle laugh, and her eyes were sharp and shiny as the polished pennies on a dead man’s eyes.

He leaped to his feet and ran as if the devil were after him.

Another glass, more rye, tears falling on the counter, and running back.

He placed the glass on the table and waited.

Would she break that one? Would she drink?

She surprised him. But, then, she would always surprise him.

“Sit down.” Almost a whisper.

He did, and she stared at him.

His tongue was still bleeding, and she could smell it in his mouth. The rich, the vibrant, the distilled energy of a man.

She reached across the table. She leaned forward as she pulled him. “Stick out your tongue.”

He did. A slender, pink carpet with a drop of blood in the center.

She kissed his tongue, but…it didn’t feel like kissing. It felt like…she was…sucking. Him. His blood. It was better than any blow job.

For a minute, until she was half over the table, holding his head, her head bent over his, cuddling him even as she sucked the life out of him.

Then it bled no longer, was healed, and she was kissing him.

Life exploded, as it had the night before. But he hadn’t even seen her give him the drug! He hadn’t seen her slip a pill or a powder into a glass from which he hadn’t drunk.

How did she do it?

She pushed him back. Wiped her mouth. Said, rather conversationally. “Damn you.”

She stood up and crossed to the front doors. She locked them, as she had the night before, and she returned to him.

“Go home,” she yelled from across the room, as she walked towards him, hips swaying, boobs jouncing, lips, smeared by his mouth, in a half smile half sneer.

He thought she was talking to him, the way she looked at him when she yelled, but it was the cook in the kitchen who woke up. Gathered his things and yelled out, “See ya.”

Then the back door closed. Automatically locked. And he was alone with her again.

She sat across from him.

“Don’t you understand? I will kiss you, and bite you, and nibble on you. But I won’t convert you fully. Hundreds of years of growing more eager, more servile. You will become a beggar of me. We will have sex endlessly, but you won’t be able to ejaculate. You won’t bleed much, only enough for my purposes. You will eat little, you won’t even pee much. You will become a husk, dependent on me for sustenance, for even your ability to think. And you will love it, even as you dwindle to a speck, and, finally, that speck will…I’ll be done with it. I’ll grow tired of you, throw you aside. Then, like as not, you will end your own life, because a life without me is no life at all.”

He sat very silently, his head exploding from her having fed off him, his mind expanding as his body worked to replenish what was gone forever, him surviving in the only way he knew, would know, for hundreds of years.

The world was a carnival now. It was not a lonely ride on wooden horses like his old girlfriend—what was her name? Shirley. That was it.

The world was a burst of flavors in his eyes, sounds in his mouth, smells in his ears.

Everything was changed and changing, never ending, and he couldn’t get enough. So he said, “But I’ll get to be with you.”

She stared at him. Her heart, such as it was, beat once. It did that, occasionally, when she was excited enough.

But why had it done that for this…this doofus? He was just ordinary! A schmuck off the street. A bozo without a circus. An idiot with…with…words failed her.

For the first time in a thousand years she felt like crying. Or maybe it was two thousand years.

She pushed back, away from him. “Go get a couple of glasses.” She didn’t have to specify of what. The party had started.

He stood and walked around the bar.

She watched him, studied his walk. So confident now, but it would be a craven shamble in a century, and he would walk like a zombie with two broken legs in two centuries.

That was about as long as they lasted.

He recorked the bottle, smiled at her, then came back around the bar.

He arrived at the table, was about to put the drinks down, and she said, “Just stand there.”

He stood.

She got up, went behind the bar for her purse, took out a tube of lipstick and applied it. Smacked her lips. She loved kissing him. He was so much tastier than the others.

She returned, slid into the booth, then patted the end of the booth.

He slid in, sliding the drinks on the table, and was on the same side as her.

She reached, put an arm around him, pulled him into her like she was reeling in a fish. Then he was snug against her, leaning against her, able to drink, but his head pressed against her ample mammary glands.

She sipped.

He sipped, and she laughed at how he had to put his neck forward a bit to suck the liquor or he would spill it.

She said, “I saw a show in Paris, a couple of hundred years ago this was, it was called Scaramouche.”

Lights danced in his skull, and he felt about as complete as he had ever felt. “Starring Stewart Granger and…and Janet Leigh.”

“Eleanor Parker was the bigger star, but this was break out for young Janet. Wouldn’t you love to make love to that woman? When she was young, of course?”

“Not as much as I want to make love to you.”

“It is I that make love to you,” she corrected him. “Not you to me. You are incidental to the match. Do you understand?”

“Yes.”

“And I never laughed so hard. Scaramouche. Skirmish, I believe it means, though I could be wrong. I tend to forget languages, or let them blend most indelicately over time. He is a cowardly buffoon. A clown, and he reminds me of all the men I have loved. Who I have brought so low and loved it.”

He sipped, content to hear the music of her voice in his ear, to feel her chest, ample flesh, so white, no sun, not beat. Wasn’t that funny? She must have excellent body control to stop her heart from beating. Or maybe he just needed to shift his position to hear it better.

“Anyway, where was I…oh, yes, Scaramouche. I loved the movie, especially the way Stewart Granger learned to wield the rapier. Rapier. Like raper, which is what I would do to you.” She chuckled.

He kept his ear to her chest and listened. Every once in a while he thought he detected a beat, but he wasn’t sure. Every time he heard her heart beat he thought it was his imagination.

She continued talking, and sometimes he joined in, was welcomed in the conversation, and sometimes it was just her, dispensing the experiences of thousands of years in a whisper, a word, a sentence that might be but a fragment.

At a point she kissed him. Turned him in her arms, his neck opened and deliciously exposed, and sucked on his mouth, explored his lips, sampled his very tonsils.

Then they were kneeling on the booth, facing each other, her hand on his crotch, his hands on her breasts.

She whispered. “Do you like being hard all day?”

“It takes some getting used to,” he admitted.

“It takes a lot of getting used to. The only blood you’ll have left, it is probably just enough to keep you alive, is in your corpus cavernosa. It won’t leave. It’ll keep you erect, and that’s all that will keep you alive, that little bit of blood.

He bent his head nursed at her fiercely, sucking and even biting on her turgid nipples.

“And your blood is in your nipples.”

“Oh, you bastard,” she pulled his head and kept it there. “Make me live you crazy fuck!”

He did his best.

She pushed him back, over the table. His legs were caught under, twisted, and it hurt, but it didn’t matter as she climbed on him.

She ripped his clothes off, her clothes.

The doors were locked, but the lights were on. Anybody could see in, could see what they were doing. But they didn’t care.

What they were doing was so much more important than any fool passerby might think.

She rode him like a cheap mule. She grabbed his flesh and dug her manicured nails in. He bucked and she held on. He cried out and she silenced him with her mouth.

He was inside her. He was in heaven. He was connected to that which could not be connected to: a creature out of time. A woman who was more than a woman.

But, as time passed, as the minutes elongated and became hours, he could not cum.

He couldn’t have orgasm.

The blood in his penis refused to give up, and as the blood held firm, to his life, so it held firm to his sperm.

She was tight, amazing, he had never experienced anything like the things she could do with her cunt. but, in spite of all her movement, he could…not…orgasm.

It became painful, and he fucked harder.

It became terrible, and the only relief was the belief that maybe, somehow, he could…could…but he couldn’t.

She, of course, had orgasms a plenty. She would twist and writhe, moan to the cosmos, clamp her legs so he couldn’t get out (not that he wanted to), and shake him like a dog shakes a bone.

Trying to gnaw off that one, last, little bit of meat. Or sperm, in this case.

And he knew that if he left—he still had time—he could return to normal. He could be human again. He could sleep at night and not be compelled to enter this carnivalesque existence.

All he had to do was, when the sun came up, leave.

Get in his truck and go.

She lifted him off the table, mashed her mouth against his, handled him like an adult would handle a two year old.

He cried out as his head hit a chandelier, and it felt so wonderful.

Pain was pleasure in this world.

Reality was reversed; pain was pleasure; sex hurt so good, he wanted more.

He couldn’t live without more.

She slung him around, cradled him in her arms.

She stood on the table, his upper body hanging over her left arm, his lower body over her right arm, and his penis stood up right in front of her.

She had no second thoughts. Later she would think about it, but to truly convert him she had to get the last of his blood. She had to get the fluid from his corpus cavernoso. She had to pull that out, and the semen…she had to get that, and then he would be converted.

She lowered her mouth. She bit gently. A bit of blood that was a thin squirt as the pressure was relieved. Then the white taste as his balls emptied.

He flailed in her arms, feeling the essence of life leaving him and being replaced by…by what was in her.

He would be a vampire, but he would always be slave to the master, and she was the master.

He saw the men she had sucked dry. He saw who had sucked her dry, and then discarded her. And how she had sought him for centuries, until he was stabbed through the heart and rendered unto dust and she became able to be the master of herself.

Such a cruel apprenticeship.

Such a…his consciousness drained out, into her, and would be returned as she felt like it.

She hopped off the table, now holding him closely, letting him curl in her arms.

She walked back through the kitchen, kicked open the door, went into her trailer.

She laid him gently down. Touched his face, brushed his hair, and was content.

She hadn’t meant to convert him.

She didn’t want to enslave him.

But…something had compelled her.

She lay down next to him, cuddled with his lifeless body and smiled into his cooling flesh.

Did she still have a heart? After all this time?

Yet she had no regrets.

She had intuited, after all, right from the first, that he would be different.

As the moon fell out of the skies, as the false dawn warned her to pull her drapes tight and lock her doors, she waited. He would awake, and she would give back his essence—not all of it, of course, not till she died would that happen—and he would be alive and yet forever dead.

He would fuck her and never cum, and be more entranced by her for that reason.

And he would be hers.

More than a slave, less than a master, and she couldn’t wait to see what would happen.

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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