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Before we began lovemaking, Victoria had me lay on my belly atop a couple of pillows so my rump was high in the air. I was naked except for a condom and the cropped red tank top she’d sewn for me to wear in bed.
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e·mas·cu·line

ē-mas-kyə-lən/

adjective

	rejection of conventional male roles or stereotypes.


“He disdains macho tough guy expectations in favor of a more emasculine approach to life.”
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The Simple Art of Erotica
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Many adults, particularly in America, do not appear to have much of a sex life. Therefore to them, reading about people who do have an intense, enjoyable, or fulfilling sex life is probably nothing short of torture.

It’s difficult to say what precludes people from having a fulfilling sex life. Some would blame television, but since living a life of infrequent, dull sex predates the invention of cathode ray tubes, it is probably incorrect to say commercial television is the culprit.

On the other hand, the hours people spend parked in front of the boob tube at home could easily be spent in some other engrossing activity, if they were so inclined.

More likely, the small volume of adult sexual activity results from a combination of factors, ranging from residual Puritanism in American culture to multiple stressors arising from modern living. Still, some people do have sex, if for no other reason than to propagate the species.

Given that they’re unlikely to improve their sex lives by reading erotica, why do people still read what are known in the trade as “Adults Only” books?

People enjoy stories about sexual activity because they are fun to read. Ideally, a good adult book is both amusing and stimulating to the libido.

Few truly great adult books exist. In years past, the vast majority were products of a handful of publishing houses, with consistently poor quality across the board.

The exceptions were often published abroad, and found their way into the United States through smuggled editions. Certain classics of the genre have been around for a long time, but were not readily available to the ordinary reader.

The development of the internet, especially with the advent of electronic publishing, has spurred a revolution in the genre. Writers whose works might never have seen the light of day in olden times can now find eager audiences.

Personally, I love it. It’s a new opportunity, and a new time. Electronic publishers have provided erotic writers with a vast and exciting new forum where their stories can be purchased, read, and even... appreciated.

Not only do I compose erotic stories, I also read them. There are a few favorites I go back to again and again. Alas, some of the ones I like best were written a long time ago by persons whose identities sadly remain unknown.

I also admire well-written, artistically drawn graphic erotica, like the materials published by Eros Comix and Last Gasp. The cover of this book is by one of my favorites, artist extraordinaire Rebecca, originator of the Housewives at Play series. What a wicked wand the woman wields!

Videos and magazines featuring exploited nineteen year olds and their seedy partners were never entertaining for me. I prefer a pure mental fantasy of hand drawn images or well-crafted fiction. Sleazy full-color reality? Yuck.

My stories invariably feature a self-assured, sexually aware, and typically mature woman in full possession of her powers. Mature women are the most erotically interesting people around, if you ask me.

The very young are usually not sophisticated enough to make compelling characters in an erotic story. When they are, it is generally in a narrative where they come to realize the true nature of their own sexuality.

Recurrent themes do appear in my work. I like to think of this device as a type of style, intended to give my stories a more literary zing and a unique personal stamp.

Welcome to my world.

I should confess that nasty submission and dominance stories are not to my liking, although a little light discipline designed to fire up the R-complex can be intriguing.

Unfortunately, adult books always run up against the issue of literary merit. They are snubbed by the mainstream literary establishment because they are considered trashy, produced for prurient interests alone. It is said they lack the necessary quality of uplift that makes for serious fiction.

Well, what is serious fiction anyway? For as long as the novel has been written, serious fiction has always been the province of travail, a variation on the biblical tale of Job.

In serious fiction, a decent, honest individual like Job endures hardship and pain, coming out of it enlightened in one way or another. Check out the bestseller list. They are formula works, focused on surviving travail. It has always been thus with the novel, from the nineteenth century books of Edward Payson Roe to more recent mainstream novels such as The Lovely Bones. Sadness and tragedy are the meat of so-called serious fiction.

Because erotic books are about sex, by definition they can’t qualify as serious fiction. No normal person wants horror or tragedy to interfere with a juicy sex fantasy, which must end, quite logically, in ecstasy.

Actually, I think an erotic book, if it’s good enough, can compare favorably with any other form of popular fiction. Unlike the mystery novel, where the solution usually hinges on special circumstances, most erotic novels are believable, particularly if you avoid ridiculous exaggerations of penile length. Mostly, I just say “big.”

As a reader of erotica, what is it I want? I want a good fantasy, one I can re-create in my mind when I am sitting in a boring meeting at my job, or taking a shower, or driving in the car, or examining produce at the grocery store. I want a fantasy that makes me smile, turns me on, and can be easily recollected to supply relief from the deadly rhythm of my private thoughts.

When I wrote my earliest stories, they were published in cheap “Letters” magazines, to earn immediate income. The mags had titles like Kinky, Hot Stuff, Sexy Letters, Hard and West Coast Swingers. The formula usually required pieces of two different lengths—four to five pages or ten to twelve pages, and this collection includes both. At the same time, my stories had to double up as draft portions of the novels I was writing, while I sought a book publisher.

The stories comprising this volume are, throughout, the modified originals of my 1990s magazine stories. If you are familiar with my novels, such as How to Adore An Older Woman, Rubio, Permission, How to Manage a Man, Male Chastity, and Plus Size Signe, you are likely to recognize some of the material you come across here.

What I eventually realized was that the stories I wanted to read were ones I had to write myself, since I didn’t see anyone else writing them. As I got better at writing erotica, the stories were endlessly fine-tuned and rewritten, for the best possible effect.

Dear Reader, you have before you a group of specially selected bedtime stories, which I hope are as much fun for you to read as they were for me to write.

—M. J. Rennie 

August 18, 2017

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Lacy Sunday
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Sunday was dress up day in our household. Although Darlene and I were not churchgoers, we always got dressed up and frequently attended formal events on Sundays, the dressier the better. Most of the time we went to the opera, which Darlene loved.

During intermission at the opera one Sunday, Darlene took my hand in hers and asked a question:

“Darling, is there a fantasy we haven’t tried that might possibly interest you?”

I thought about it, started to say something, and then hesitated. I just couldn’t get the words out.

“What is it?” Darlene asked, placing her other hand atop my thigh. “I really want to know.”

“You’ll think it’s silly,” I said. “I can’t say it.”

“Go ahead,” Darlene said. “Just whisper it.”

I leaned forward, my lips close to her ear. She wore the new gold earrings I’d bought for her, styled in her special design—The Bird, Two Islands, and the Sea. 

Again, I hesitated.

“C’mon,” Darlene urged. “Whisper it to me.”

Much against my better judgment, I told her. She didn’t react visibly and nothing more was said about it. I assumed that she simply forgot about the matter.

But then one Sunday about a month later, we awoke to a bright, sunny morning. We had tickets to a choice opera matinee and we were both eager to hear the heavenly music of Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart.

Following our usual pattern, I gave Darlene oral sex in her Mama San chair and then we showered. We took turns under the spray, shampooing our hair and inserting soapy fingers into each other’s rectums.

After showering, Darlene put on a pastel pink slit panty and matching push up bra. The padded underwire cups gave her lush breasts singular definition. Both bra and panty were trimmed with delicate white lace. Because we were running a little late, Darlene had me quickly ejaculate in her mouth before we finished dressing.

It was just before 1:00 PM when we arrived at the Red Kat Restaurant. Red Kat’s buffet featured so much delicious food in such variety and quantity the tables actually groaned under the weight of their offerings.

Red Kat deserved its reputation for superior dining. We had a superb feast topped off by one glass each of chilled champagne. Then we went to the show.

In the late afternoon we arrived home dreamy from a spectacular performance of the opera, “The Marriage of Figaro.” It was in early July and nightfall was still a good three or four hours away.

Outside the sun blazed, but inside Darlene had left the air conditioning on. The interior of the house felt cool and the huge walnut tree on the south cast an agreeable shade. I loosened my tie and took off my jacket.

From the wine decanter I poured two glasses of a good dry white wine. Darlene was wearing an A-line skirt with a carpet pattern vest and a white blouse like a man’s shirt. Except for the fullness of the skirt, there was a severe, almost mannish cast to her appearance.

Since we’d eaten brunch at the Red Kat before the opera we weren’t yet hungry. My head continued to swim with the ethereal echoes of Mozart’s sumptuous music. I handed Darlene her glass of wine. We toasted and drank. She put the glass down after a long, deep swallow.

“I’ve been sewing again,” Darlene announced, a gifted seamstress, in addition to her other talents. “Why don’t you get naked and we’ll have you model my new creations?”

I was happy to go along, as always.

The first item she brought out was a lace trimmed pink foundation garment made of exactly the same material as her own lacy pink lingerie set.

It was in a size far too big for Darlene.

Bodywear, she called it. The satin material contrasted nicely with the dainty eggshell white lace. I ran the material between my fingers, noting the delicate softness.

“A superb garment,” I said. “Who’s it for?”

“You’re going to wear it,” Darlene answered.

I took a step back, surprised. “What do you mean?” I gasped. “Me?”

“Oh, just go ahead and put it on,” Darlene cooed. “You know you want to. Besides, I’ve always wanted to cross dress you, Darling.”

“You’re so wicked,” I said to Darlene. “That was just a fantasy. I’m not sure I want to go through with this.”

Darlene grinned, picking up the garment. “Don’t call it a fantasy anymore,” she said, holding the foundation like a matador’s cape. “Call it reality. Now hurry up and put this bodywear on.”

She had other things for me to wear as well. There was a padded bra, pink stockings, a garter belt, a waist cincher, and white high-heeled pumps, all in my size.

“If we’re going to cross dress you,” Darlene said, “we might as well strive for the total effect.”

“You’re being pretty naughty,” I told her. “I know I’m making a big mistake by going along with this.”

Darlene took my head in her hands, kissing me full on the lips. “You know you want to do this, Darling,” she said. “And I want to do this for you. Just let yourself go. I simply can’t wait to see you dressed like a woman. I promise you will enjoy a most thrilling climax at evening’s end.”

What could I do but agree?

Darlene helped me into the expertly fashioned garment. It was specially designed to accommodate what the brothers Festrunk might smirkingly refer to as my “bulges.”

Accordingly, the satin material of the foundation had an interior sleeve that neatly contained my penis, whether it be erect or flaccid. A pouch below decorated with an elaborate pattern of stitched lacing concealed my testicles.

From the front, there was no telltale evidence of my male appendages whatsoever. In essence, her bodywear was designed to cinch in my waist and broaden my hips—in short, shape me like a woman. It succeeded way beyond any of our expectations.

The trimming on the padded bra matched the white lace on Darlene’s own bra and panty. I pulled the straps over my shoulders. The fit was perfect.

Darlene shook her head.

“The hair on your chest spoils the effect,” she said. “We’ll have to shave it off.”

“Shave my chest?” I said. “I won’t be able to go into the gym with a shaved chest.”

Darlene was already heading for the bathroom.

“It has to come off,” she said, firmly. “Now take off the foundation so I can shave you.”

Darlene had me recline in the Mama San while she ran her electric shaver all over my chest. Naturally, the hairs on my belly had to be shaved as well as those surrounding my tiny brown nipples.

“Some women have hair on their breasts,” Darlene said. “But most of us, however, do not. And those of us who do usually apply depilatories to remove it. Although it may sound anti-feminist of me to say this, I find excessive body hair unattractive on women. And if you’re going to be a woman tonight, Darling, you may as well play the part. All of the rest of us do.”

Before I knew it, most of my pubic hair and the hair on my legs was gone too.

“I may never be able to set foot in a men’s locker room again,” I complained, envisioning the consequences if I did.

“Then perhaps you should go into the women’s locker,” Darlene said, pulling down the bra to press her lips to my nipples.

I gulped when she said that. It was exactly what I had been thinking. The feel of her lips on my nipples, combined with the idea of entering a women’s locker room in drag, was totally exciting. Now without any doubt, Darlene could do whatever she wanted with me.

“Suck my titties, lover,” I told her. “Suck ‘em good.”

The sun was starting to set by the time Darlene finished dressing me. She exerted every effort to make me look like a woman. Except for a light swirl of hair on my balls and at the base of my cock, I was shaved bare as a newborn.

“We’ll keep this wee little short swish of hair around your penis,” Darlene explained. “For fun.”

I sat on the vanity bench in front in the oval mirror, my transformation nearly complete.

Outside, the soft red shades of dusk gave way to night. In the eastern sky, a thin sliver of moon appeared. Darlene applied makeup, eye shadow, lipstick, and a drop or two of her own Intromission perfume. She trimmed my eyebrows, underarm hair, and attached a set of fake fingernails. The crowning touch was a dark-haired wig, similar in style and color to Darlene’s own brunette tresses.

At last she was finished.

“Okay,” Darlene said, “take a look.”

Raising my eyes, I took a good long look at myself in the mirror. The sight was a shock I’ll never forget. Thanks to Darlene’s sewing skills and superb makeover, I was the very picture of a woman!

Plucked, trimmed, shaved, perfumed, squeezed, and dressed in lingerie, I gazed at myself in the mirror, feeling a glow of happiness.

Darlene’s figure-enhancing bodywear gave my waist a truly feminine definition, while the padded bra suggested prodigious cleavage. The effect was complete—I couldn’t say it otherwise—I was the very picture of a woman!

“We almost look like sisters, don’t we?” Darlene said.

The wig’s long tresses fell to my shoulders, a glorious brunette mane any woman would envy. The bra stuck out brazenly, two pointed cones calculated to draw looks from any red-blooded man.

Below, the torso-hugging waist nipper drew my waist in while giving a womanly curve to my buttocks. My lean and hairless legs were more feminine than I ever could have imagined, especially when standing on those alluring white, high-heeled pumps. 

And in front, where her ingenious velcro sleeve hid my erect penis and bulging testes, there was not a hint of my true gender.

“You do look... quite convincing,” Darlene said, in her huskiest tone of voice.

“Yes,” I answered. “This moment is almost unbearably erotic, Darlene. I’ve never felt so excited.”

Darlene put a recording of Italian love songs on the player. I held her hand and pressed my lips to her slender fingers. Her body exuded a scent more enticing than any perfume. Her hair, her eyes, her lips, the feel of her soft bare skin on mine and the loving intimacy of the moment made for a feeling more powerful than any aphrodisiac. 

I could see our bodies in the vanity mirror as we danced to the slow music. From Darlene’s pink, push up bra to the tips of her high-heeled pumps, she was the most beautiful woman on earth. And for a moment, so was I.

We danced dreamily, exchanging passionate kisses that had our tongues deep in each other’s mouths. We moved together like Stefania Sandrelli and Dominique Sanda in a steamy scene from the 1970 movie The Conformist.

At length, Darlene said:

“We need to snap a few photographs, Darling. Then you can tongue me like a lesbian would.”

“Oh, that sounds delicious,” I answered.

Darlene posed me on the vanity bench, on the bed, in front of the curtains, and reclining in the Mama San. Using the timer, bounce flash and tripod, she took photos of us in many sexy poses together.

“I can hardly wait to make prints,” she said.

“Me either,” I answered.

Darlene put the camera away and reclined in the Mama San. She told me to spread apart the slit in her panty and kneel in the usual manner. Darlene’s jet black pubic hair—which she had recently grown long—was matted down to the skin. The music rose from the disk on the player. In our bedroom the built-in speakers resounded with the famous Italian love song, Tu, Ca Nun Chiagne.

Darlene’s sex was so enticing. I fastened my mouth on her budding clit, lapping, licking, and sucking fervently. She squealed and came, sending a gush of her liquor into my face. I licked and swallowed as fast as I could, knowing another gush of her essence could not be far behind. I was not disappointed. The bouquet of her fragrant discharge was sweeter than any wine. I drank it up as fast as Darlene let it go, thinking: How lovely it is to be a woman.

Finally Darlene signaled for me to take away my mouth.

“Come with me to the bed, Darling,” she said. “I want your cock in me.”

I hurried with her to our queen-sized bed. Taking ahold of the spindles on the headboard, Darlene lay on her back, her knees bent, her legs spread wide apart.

“Get on top of me,” she ordered.

I got between Darlene’s legs, still in the foundation, my cock inside the satin sleeve. Reaching under my testicles, Darlene pulled a snap loose. A flap opened in the crotch of the garment, causing my cock and balls to suddenly come free. Huge, purple, and throbbing, my rock-hard erection homed in on Darlene’s juicy target.

From pink satin to wet satin. Hesitating for one teasing moment, I reveled in the sight of my eager, wide open, and beautiful Darlene. Then my cock plunged into her hot and juicy channel, a sensation so exquisite we both cried aloud. With a pull, a tug, and a slight shift in position, Darlene fully absorbed me. 

“Pump me, Darling,” she whispered in my ear. “Pump me good and hard. Really ride me. Give me all you’ve got.”

I broke into a gallop, thrusting with mad power into her warm, wet center, the place from which we all emerge, the place to which only men get to return in the flesh.

Dressed in woman costume I pumped her—humping, sweating, my hard cock thrusting into her sacred channel. I pumped and pumped, feeling her hands all over me, her legs curled and knees bent, holding me tight in her fleshy saddle, her voice murmuring “yes yes yes” until a bolt shot through me and my eyes rolled in their sockets as I dove head first into the abyss, my cock my balls my white hot semen madly spurting.
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The Painted Lady Spring
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The spring that Malcom and I became lovers the painted lady butterflies boiled out of Northern Kalifornia like a mustard-yellow cloud. Blue-eyed Malcom entered my life like a butterfly, touching down ever so lightly. He was tall, slender, and often wore his shoulder length blond hair in a pony tail. He was such a beautiful boy.

The butterflies were everywhere that spring. Malcom was careful not to disturb them when he showed me how to clip the red roses that grew outside the window of the little house on Pearl Alley I shared with Lori, my roommate.

On our first date, Malcom kissed me and fondled my breasts, but did not take me to bed. It was not my custom then or ever to have intercourse with a man on the first date. In Malcom’s case, I might have made an exception. But as it turned out, I didn’t have to wait long.

It was on our second date that Malcom and I first made love, coming back to the house after drinking beer at our favorite tavern nearby the college campus. 

Malcom caressed my tanned, thin body with exquisite care, removing my clothes one unhurried item at a time. When he finally got around to my bra and panties, the dark, unruly hair between my legs was soaking wet. 

I was so hot for him.

All Malcom had to do was penetrate me and I would climax. But unlike the clumsy men I had known up to then, Malcom insisted on lengthy foreplay before he entered me. Three times Malcom made me orgasm with his tongue, driving it as far into my oozing crevice as it would go. Then he got me up on my knees, guiding my mouth to his column of hard flesh, showing me how to suck his cock. 

I took it all the way in while gently caressing the scrotal flesh of his tight, wrinkled balls in both hands.

“Swallow my semen when I let it go, Bridget,” Malcom said. “It’ll make your complexion prettier than ever.” 

I did as Malcom said, and from his hard cock issued the sweetest nectar I’ve ever tasted.

Big bolts of his cum shot into my mouth. I opened wide as Malcom’s body jerked and his hands clutched at the long strands of my raven-black hair. He cried out his pleasure with a wild, wailing howl: 

“Aeeeahghh!”

Because we were exactly the same age—born on the same day mere hours apart—Malcom and I had an affinity beyond anything else I have ever known with a man, before or since. We talked of everything. We laughed at the same jokes. We had so much fun together.

When I informed Malcom of my ambition to become a physician, he did not laugh. Instead, he encouraged me and mentioned his crazy desire to become a famous writer, like his heroes Ernest Hemingway, Charles Bukowski, Grace Metalious, Raymond Chandler, and Jack Kerouac.

In bed together, I
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