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Author’s Note

Ain’t war grand? You get all these crazy people driving tanks around and blowing up things, planes dropping bombs and soldiers shooting up the countryside. Aint’ it grand?

Except when a soldier comes home with PTSD, and isn’t sure where the war starts and stops.

So here you go, Max is a midnight panty thief, but he picks the wrong gal to steal panties from.

She’s a combat medic, and she’s off her meds!

Enjoy!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Max was dressed in black. He wore black athletic shoes, and had even put black tape over the white logo. He wore black jeans that were stretchy so he could move quick and agile. He wore a black hoodie, the top back, loose fitting. He wore a black ski mask, rolled up for right now, but ready to come down when he went into action.

Action, in this case, was a saunter through a neighborhood. A saunter that resulted in things like panties and girdles and bras.

Which he wore under his clothes, like the bra and panties he was currently wearing under his ninja influenced garb.

Max lived in suburbia. Two car garages with good cars. Three or four bedrooms and two or three baths. A few swimming pools. Nice lawns, and the people could afford to water them.

The street was nice and smooth. No potholes or raised repair spots.

Lots of trees and fences.

And very quiet after dark.

Max watched TV and waited for the hours to pass.

He watched The Voice, and wished he could sing.

He watch FOX news and wished they hadn’t fired all the good people. He only watched it for a while, then he went into his computer room and went youtubing.

He laughed at ‘How Ridiculous,’ then caught a bunch of old Elvis Presley clips. Zowie. That guy could move. It looked like Michael Jackson had gotten all his moves from Elvis.

Then, finally, the clock ticked past twelve.

He checked on his grandmother. His mother had died and his grandmother had raised him, and now he took care of her.

She was old and frail, but good for another twenty if he could get her to take her medicine.

She was asleep and her black and white was on.

Black and white, huh! He tried to get her to let him put in a big screen, but she wanted to watch old programs the way they were originally broadcast. Twenty-six minutes of programming, four minutes of commercials. That would never happen again.

But he had found a channel that showed nothing but old movies and old TV sit-coms. Dick Van Dyke, Rawhide, Cheyenne. All the good ones.

He walked softly across the room and turned the TV off.

Granny snored softly.

He smiled and left the room.

She wasn’t infirm, not yet. Her eyesight was poor, however. Still, she was in no danger when he went out hunting, but…he worried about her.

He walked through the house, made sure all the lights were out, then stepped into the front yard.

Not a sound.

He walked to the side and stepped through a patch of light and into the shadow of tall pines. He had only been visible for a second, but he stopped and waited, made sure no nosy so and so wouldn’t come out and look for him.

Nothing.

He looked across the street. Mrs. Reynolds’ house. She had a boyfriend and once he had peeked through a window and seen them doing some very nasty stuff. And once he had pilfered a one piece bathing suit from her. Sometimes, when Granny was asleep, he would go for a swim in the pool in the backyard wearing that suit.

When he went for a swim in neighbor’s yards he usually wore a suit, until he was in the water, then suits came off and he dangled freely in the cool depths.

He stepped to the corner of the yard and looked at the house next to Mrs. Reynolds. Bob and Sally Jimson. They smoked pot, a lot of it, and once he had seen Mr. Jimson choking the chicken in the backyard.

Mr. Jimson had seen nothing. He was stoned and in the throes of ecstasy. Then Mrs. Jimson had come out, naked, and said she was fooling, won’t he come back to bed. But it was too late. Mr. Jimson had already shot his seed and there was nothing left for his wife with the big breasts.

Across the street from the Jimson’s, right next to his granny’s house, was Mr. and Mrs. Parker, and their three daughters. Two daughters were too young, but the other one was a perfect fit for Max. She had supplied him, unknowingly, with bras and panties.

And, the sweet thing, she blamed her sisters. Max had heard her yelling at them.

He had chuckled, them getting the blame for his light fingers.

It was time to move down the street. There were no lights, no dogs barking, not even a kitty kat watching for a mouse.

Besides, he didn’t want anything from Reynold’s, Jimson or Parker. He had taken too much in the recent months and he had to let everything cool down.

Even though he was the sneakiest pussy burglar—that’s what he called himself, a play on ‘cat burglar’ and the type of apparel he secured—he knew the dangers of lurking too much.

He walked past house after house, sliding from shadow to shadow. He used fences, trees, parked cars, and slithered like liquid through the night.

At the far end of the street was a nice house. Split level made of sandstone and brick. A chimney at the far right, garages on the far left.

Mrs. Johnson had lived there. She was a young woman, divorced, who had turned lesbian. She was built, and the lingerie Max had collected here was amazing. And because she always had her lesbian friends staying over, swimming in the pool, making love on the lounge chairs in the back yard, clothes often went missing. Missing to him.

But Mrs. Johnson had moved on, and there was a new owner.

Just thinking about the new owner made Max’s pants bulge.

He didn’t know heer name, but she was a little tall, five ten, and she was built. Not body builder built, but firm and compact built. She had a pair of the biggest tits Max had ever seen, and she wore her hair long and never smiled.

A face like hers, M lips painted red, blue eyes that never seemed to waver, a short nose…why the hell wouldn't a woman smile when she had it all?

Max approached the house by sneaking over a fence, around a bend of bushes, then around the end of the fence that divided her property from the next.

He wiggled on his belly like a reptile, pleased with his precautions, and reached the side gate.

He reached up and pulled on the string that lifted the latch. The gate moved back smoothly with a gentle push and he was in.

He lay against the side of her garage, pleased with himself, and took a breather.

If anybody had heard him, if he had set off some secret alarm (he snickered, the idea of somebody in suburbia having a secret alarm…ha!) then he could jump the fence and hot foot it down the street and into the maze of houses.

Nobody could catch him.

Nobody was as good as him.

He lay and breathed, listened to his heart, and thought about his next moves.

And his penis was already getting hard. He knew he was going to score some good undies this night.

DING!

The bell wasn’t loud, certainly not loud enough to be heard outside the house, but Sandy’s eyes were instantly open, and she was instantly aware.

She slid out of bed. She was naked and her figure was statuesque. Her breasts were big, and at one time she had thought about having them reduced. It would make the training easier.

But when she broached the subject with her CO she was dissuaded.

“You’re a woman, sergeant. Those titties are a badge of honor.”

She had ended up enhancing her boobs.

Her CO was a tough nugget, she had served in Viet Nam, and seen some mighty fierce action.

Sure, she was a nurse, attached to various combat groups, but when the going got down and dirty and was down there with the best of them.

Sandy was reminded of that conversation. What was it? Ten years ago? Yet everything seemed like yesterday to her.

Probably the pills the doctors made her take.

Her ‘meds.’

But, large tits not withstanding, she darted noiselessly into the hall and across to the computer room.

The screen was green, which meant it had tipped into security mode.

She sat, her heavy breasts juddering a bit, and pulled up the cameras.

Nothing inside. She didn’t think there would be. Somebody breaching the inside of her house would have set off fire alarms.

She turned off the inner security system.

She looked at the backyard. Nothing. Slight green taint on the screen because it was a night vision camera, after all.

She shifted to the front. Nothing.

She looked into the side yard, and there it was. Laying against the side of the garage like a sleeping possum was a heat signature. The shape of a man. At least, she assumed it was a man.

But, man or woman, there was no danger to her. Not with her training.

She left the computer room and went to her safe room. She pulled on  black panties, then black tights. She slipped into a tight, long sleeve shirt. Her boobs really stuck out, but that was okay. She had loved her ‘badges of honor.’

She looked at the combat boots, thought about them, then decided on a pair of black loafers.

A stocking cap, which she tucked all her long, golden hair into.

And black gloves.

She thought about taking the time to paint her face, especially the white area around her eyes, but if she stayed to the shadows she wouldn’t need the paint.

She hurried back into the computer room.

The figure in the side yard was on his feet. Sleepy time over, eh, Bozo?

She walked silently through the house, opened a closet and took out night vision goggles—those would cover the whites of her eyes—and headed through the kitchen.

She arrived in the garage as Max rounded the corner.

Max stood and inspected the property. It was nice. Lawn and pool, a good patio area for barbecues, a row of fruit trees in the back. Not bad.

He kept in the very thin shadow of the back of the garage and moved towards the back door.

Inside the garage Sandy was watching him. Standing right in front of him and watching him.

His face was a it distorted in the goggles, but it looked handsome enough. Oval. Dark hair. Maybe brown eyes to match the hair. He was slender. Looked fit, but not muscular.

Sandy smiled and undid the lock. She moved so softly she didn’t make a sound.

On the other side of the door Max tried the lock.

It turned, but he didn’t open it.

He didn’t often go into houses, but every once in a while…and right now he wanted to inspect the rest of the premises.

He let go of the knob and moved along the garage to the patio proper.

Sandy moved through the house like a wisp.

He cupped his hands around his face and looked through the glass. Couldn’t see much. He didn’t see Sandy standing to one side. Watching. Waiting.

Max moved on. Now he was braver. No signs of life, no dogs, no TVs in back rooms. He walked in the open.

There was a two piece hanging over the back of a lounge chair.

He smiled and fingered the material.

Sandy with him and she watched as he felt her bathing suit.

Pervert Arabs! They live in a village where women where all black mumus. They got excited at something as simple as a pair of panties. Or a goddamn bathing suit!

She tightened her fists briefly, then resumed a combat readiness mode.

Max looked up at the moon. He sighed. Nothing here. The two piece was cool, but he already a few. So, nothing. A wash. Unless…unless there was something in the garage.

He frowned. It was a general rule not to go into houses, and garages were part of houses.

But garages were far away from sleeping quarters.

He remembered the time he had found a whole pile of discarded underwear.

God, he had been in heaven that night. Picking and choosing, his boner totally boned, couldn’t wait to get home and try things on, and do a little do whacka do wacka do wacka do. That had been one hell of a squirt that night.

But he would have to go in the garage.

But when women didn’t have outside lines they usually had the goods in their garages.

Do whacka do whacka. Stroker that poker. Choke that chicken until he ba-gawks!

He looked at the rest of the house. No sign of motion. Didn’t see the woman in black wearing the night vision goggled watching him.

Do it! he said to himself.

Inside the house Sandy watched him. For a moment she thought the invader was going to cut and run. Those damned Arabs. This was just a scout, a bit of reconnaissance. Not even worth taking out.

Then the figure in her backyard moved back into the shadows, along the back of the house, and she kept pace with him.

As he moved, she moved.

She angled up to the kitchen, she knew now, she had a feeling. It was the garage all along.

She darted through the kitchen and through the garage.

She saw him in front of the garage window, he didn’t even peer in now. He just reached for the knob, gripped it, and turned.

The knob turned easily. Sandy kept everything oiled and in top shape. Got to keep your gear in top working order.

The door swung inwards silently.

Max leaned forward a little. He peeked. It was dark, real dark. He was going to have to shine a light to see anything.

He reached into his pocket and took out an Ozark Trail pen light. It was an LED, plenty bright enough. He had used a rubber band to put a piece of thin cloth over the light. It would give a glow sufficient for him to see, but not be visible to anybody else unless they were in the room with him.

He flicked on the light, saw a shape, and a far heavier flashlight obscured his vision. Coming in on an arc. Not really perceivable, except as a shadow moving.

He started to jerk back and the heavy flashlight hit him.

BONK!

Right on the forehead.

Max went down. Straight down. Not a muscle so much as twitched. He was out like a…well, like a light.

Max’s arms hurt. They hurt in the shoulders, and seemed sort of stretched out/hurt in the triceps.

“Ow,” he whispered.

He became aware that he had spoken, and confusion washed over his mind.

What was going on? Why did he hurt? What was going on?

He opened his eyes. It was dark. He was hanging from something. His wrists were tied, and it was by his wrists that he was hoisted.

He grunted and groaned.

He turned his head and saw light, the outline of a door. A kitchen door in a garage…and it burst upon him where he was. He had been walking into a garage, doing his thing, looking for lingerie, and the lights had gone out.

He pushed with his feet and realized he was touching the floor. He managed to figure out how to stand. It took some of the pressure off his arms and the pain slowly receded. But not all the way.

“Hey!” It came out a croak. He swallowed a couple of times and tried again.

“Hey!”

Sounds of a chair scraping, then the outline of light became a door opening and a woman turned on the lights and stepped into the garage.

Max blinked and tried to see, but the brightness was too much.

“Who…what….”

Then his vision managed to return.

She was the neighbor. The tall one with the huge breasts. She was wearing camo pants and combat boots. She was wearing a tight boy beater which showed acres of cleavage and her perfect breasts. He stared at the thin material, and the way her nipples showed through bra and shirt.

He looked up at here face.

Gawd! She was beautiful.

Her face was a perfect complexion with diamond-blue eyes. Her lips was a perfect M, highlighted by shiny, red lipstick.

Her hair was long and blonde, shiny and wavy.

But her expression was stern.

“Let me go,” he asked.

She walked around him. Inspected him.

“I don’t know your name, but could you please let me go? It hurts!”

She stopped in front of him, stepped closer, and he leaned his head back to get away from her.

When she spoke her voice was low, carefully modulated, husky. “You don’t even know my name but you come in the night. A sneak thief. Doubtless trying to steal my panties, or this.”

She reached up and hooked a finger in his bra. She pulled and the material snapped back against his skin.

Oh, God! He was naked…except for his bra and panties! She had undressed him.

He looked around and saw what was left of his clothes on the floor beside a chair. There was a knife on the chair, and he could tell, even with just a glance, that she had cut his garments into tiny pieces. His pants were shredded, his shirt was in quadrants.

“Please…” then, “What did you do to my clothes.”

“Searching for contraband, sweet cheeks. I’m happy to say you had no weapons on you, no drugs, no other terrorist paraphernalia.”

“Of course not,” he blubbered. “I…can’t you let me go?”

“I find a terrorist sneaking around, infiltrating my property, probably scouting for an invasion force, and I’m supposed to let him go?”

“I didn’t mean any harm. I—AIIEE!”

She had grabbed his nuts. He realized that she had made his panties crotchless, and it turned out she had done so with a knife, a very sharp knife, poking the blade around his package!

Now he was back up on his toes, and her hand squeezed.

“Oh…oh…let…let go!”

But she held his nuts, lifted them, then licked his cheek with a large, pink tongue.

“What village are you from?”

She let go and he wanted to curl up and hold himself. But all he could do was stand and feel helpless.

“Village?” he asked, his voice sounded like a frog’s fart.

“I know you’re Taliban. So what village sent you?”

“What? I’m not Taliban! You’re not making sense!”

Now she closed her hand around his shaft. Gently, and she stroked.

“Listen, sweet cheeks, I’m an interrogation specialist. We can do this the easy way or the hard way.”

Her hand moved back and forth and the ring of her fingers was just tight enough to make him faint, but with excitement, not pain.

“You can talk, or I’ll wring it out of you.”

She wrung his dick, harder now, and he moaned.

She let go, put her hands up to his face and held him.

She kissed him, fiercely.

His penis was ramrod stiff and he could feel the hot flesh of her body through her thin clothes, rubbing against the head of his dick.

“There!” she let go of his head, thrusting it back an inch. “Now, speak. Where are you from? What’s your village?”

“Look, I don’t come from a village! I live in the house at the other end of the street. Second one in on the right. Now can you let me go? Or call the police? Or something?”

She laughed at him, showing hard, white teeth. “Ha! the police are stooges. They’ve been infiltrated. They’d call the mayor and the mayor would call the governor and the next thing you’d know you’d have a bunch of your fellow robe toters coming down here trying to break you out.”

“But—“

She whirled and walked to a corner of the garage. She turned on a desk lamp and he saw a door set up on saw horses like a table. She rummaged through the papers and found a map. She angled the desk lamp’s snake neck up and illuminated the wall.

She used thumb tacks to mount the map, pressing them through the paper and into the two by fours.

She picked up a magnifying glass and—it was a map of this street!

Probably taken from Google earth. It showed the roofs, the yards, the green, bushy trees. Cars.

She examined his house minutely, then circled it with a rad marker. She was careful not to press so hard as to rip through the paper.

“So. We have a cell right down the street.”

She returned to him, her boots didn’t make much noise, she was soft footed, but her breasts still juddered. She stopped an inch in front of him. “How many in your group?”

“It’s just my granny and me!”

“A family, eh!”

“Lady, please, I didn’t mean any harm.”

She reached up and pulled the cups of his bra down. She gripped his nipples and slowly twisted them.

“OH! OW! OW!”

She let go and whispered into his ear. “You’re going to talk, cup cake.”

She licked his ear.

“You’re going to tell me everything I want to know.”

Her hand stroked his thigh and came to rest over his package.

Oh, God! he moaned. Please, not my nuts!

But it was his nuts. But, she didn’t crush them with her vice grip this time. She held them softly and palpated them.

“I like you Arab types. You think you’re so tough, but when I’m done you’re a puddle of oozing cheesecake. You’ll tell me everything when I’m done, and wish you had more to tell me.”

Now Max realized that the woman wasn’t all there. Something was wrong with her. She was all dressed in military style, even had night vision goggles on the door/desk.

Her attitude was military strict.

And this stuff about him being a terrorist…it was crazy!

“What’s your name?” Her lips brushed his ear.

“Max. My name is Max. Please—“

“Well, Max…Max the Arab…my name is Sandy, and I’ve been here in the sandbox for a couple of years, and all I do is break down fools like you. Fools who think they’re tough.”

The sandbox? Oh, God! She thought she was in Afghanistan! She really did think he was in the Taliban!

“But take the clothes off one of you big, bad, studs,” she emphasized each word by jerking up on his balls, and then he was on his toes, squeaking helplessly. “And what do we find?”

She hooked a finger in the waistband of his panties and snapped it. “This!”

She let go of his nuts, thank God! and reached up to his bra. She slid her hand under the material and cupped his pecs. “And this!”

She had her lips right on his ear and was sliding her words softly and directly into his brain.

“I knew it when I first landed and had a look at you bozos. Wearing those big, old dresses, there had to be ladies’ lingeries underneath. And, you know? I was right.”

She put her hand on his face, fingers and thumbs on his cheeks, and pinched his mouth into a pucker.

“You know what your weakness is? Sweetheart?”

“Nu…no!”

“It’s sex.”

She laughed an odd laugh. A little high pitched. A little sharp.

“You’re all a bunch of mommy’s boys. You all want to be girls, hiding behind your mother’s robes, and your mother is ashamed of you, all the women are ashamed of you, and you know how I know?”

“No.”

“Because they hide their faces behind those stupid rags.”

Then Max said something really stupid. “You’re prejudiced.”

Rage twisted the woman’s face, an ‘off her meds’ rage, a sudden storm in the desert, then it passed and she was focused again.

“It isn’t prejudice, sweet cheeks. It’s war. We’re at war and you are the enemy and I’m going to break you.”

“But we’re not at war! Biden got us out of the mideast!”

“Biden! Ha! He’s a stooge for the global powers, the banksters. He didn’t leave, he left millions of dollars of equipment, which the Arabs sold to China so they could buy more weapons and…”

She blathered on and on. Paranoid, and a conspiracy theorist. And Max was hanging from her rafters and she had his balls in her hands. Her strong, capable hands, hands trained in the military to rip his manhood right off him!

She walked to the desk/door again and stared at the map.

She turned to him, a look of glee on her face.

“So you’ve infiltrated the neighborhood, have you? Well, I’m going to infiltrate the infiltrators.”

She picked up a strap with a little penis set in it. She wrapped it around his head, shoved the penis part in his mouth, and buckled it behind his head.

“What are you doing! Wait! Don’t Mphmmmph!”

She grinned. “I love these penis gags. I love the way they fit in your mouth. After an hour or two you’ll love it, too. You’ll be sucking away, happy as a clam. All you Arab types like sucking a little cock, eh? Now, I’m going to pay a visit to your house. Your granny, eh? Well, we’ll see. Don’t go away.”

She turned off the light. He twisted and managed to see her going out the back door. She had pulled on a black shirt, very tight and long sleeve, and was holding the night vision goggles in her hands.

“MPHPHPHMMM!” he tried to yell, but only grunts and groans emitted from his penis filled mouth.

Then he just stood there, almost dangling, his arms stretched upward, and waited.

Sandy moved down the street. She moved with confidence from shadow to shadow, the night vision goggles giving her unparalleled viewpoint of the street.

Nothing moved. No sounds.

She thought about the Arab she had hanging in her garage.

He was young, skinny, not much of a figure of a man. Certainly not like the Rangers she had deployed with.

The Rangers. Strong, sturdy men with a mission. Many had died. Some right under her hand as she tried to administer first aid. Head shot, gut shot, limbs blown off. Some crying from the terrible pain, but all looking up at her with desperate eyes.

Don’t let me die!

But she couldn’t stop them from dying.

She came to the house at the end of the street. The second one in, the Arab had said. She took a position and watched it, and her mind turned back once again.

She had washed out of SEAL training. Not a big thing, except to her pride. From there the navy had returned her to being a combat nurse. She had traveled the globe, and lived through a few hot spots.

Navy corpsmen, or corpswomen, were assigned to whatever branch needed them. She was assigned to accompany Rangers a lot.

The Rangers liked her.

She crawled under bushes, walked around the house, pressed an ear to the wall and listened.

No sounds.

She entered the house and went from room to room.

The kid had a stash of porn. Nothing wrong with that. Arab or Ranger, they all had stashes of porn. Some more than others. Some less.

The old lady was sleeping soundly in a large bed.

Sandy studied the pictures on the dresser. Arab kid loved his mother. Grandmother.

Now Sandy was confused. The kid didn’t look like an Arab in the pictures. He looked like a regular American kid.

Sweet cheeks and apple pie collided in her mind.

She shook her head, then left.

She walked up the street, deep in thought. How had they managed to get a cell all the way into the heart of America?

She returned to the garage, slid in so silently the kid didn’t see her.

She walked around him, and he saw her shadow moving.

“Mmph!”

She stepped up to him, pulled the penis gag out of his mouth, but didn’t say anything.

“Please! You’ve got to let me go! I need to help my granny!”

She let go of the penis gag and it snapped back into his mouth.

“Mmmpphh!”

She frowned. There was something wrong here.

Then she shook her head to clear her thoughts.

There was nothing wrong. She had a prisoner and she had to interrogate him. She had to squeeze out what he knew, wring him out, the Rangers were depending on her.

She took the gag out of his mouth. She reached down and began to wring him.


Part Two

Max hung from the rafters, exhausted. It had only been an hour, but it felt like a lifetime.

First, Sandy, that was her name, would twist his nipples, then suck on his cock.

Or she would twist his balls and suck on his nipples.

Back and forth, again and again.

He would be brought to the peak, ready to squirt, then she would shift. From pleasure to pain, from pain to pleasure.

She liked hearing his moans, but if he got too loud she put the penis gag back in.

She was right. He had grown to love the thing. He could close his mouth as hard as he could, not crack his teeth, and that relieved the pain. Or the sex.

By now he didn’t know which, pain or pleasure, was worse.

Right then she was on her knees, slurping away, getting him right to the edge.

“Please! Please! Let me cum!”

He felt the throb deep down, the start of his roiling semen trying to get up the shaft, but she backed off, squeezed him until he was no longer in danger of squirting.

She stood up and began twisting his nipples. Slowly and gently at first, causing pleasure. but she would twist harder as they went along, and Max would be reduced to a shivering, crying puddle.

“You know, it’s always sex with you guys. You run around in your dresses and want to be women. I’m always finding you guys wearing bras and panties. I’ve even caught guys with eyeliner.

When they break, before they break, they claim it is part of their night time disguise. But we know better, don’t we?”

Max groaned. She was pinching harder, twisting further, pulling his precious nubs outward.

“You realize, of course, that I’m going to make you into a little girl?”

He stared at her through pain filled eyes.

“Yes. I’ll shave all your hair off with my trusty K-bar. Then I’ll make you up. If I let you go your own people would kill you. But, don’t worry, I won’t let you go. I’ll just turn you over and…isn’t it weird? You like to be little girls, and you like little boys. What’s wrong with you guys?”

Max was sobbing now, and she finally let go of his nipples.

She grabbed his cock, and now it was the soft and gentle approach.

She rubbed the knob, even reached down to her own crotch and rubbed some moisture into her hands, then rubbed his knob.

“You like that, eh? Big, bad perverted Arab.”

He groaned as his juices started to percolate.

Then she stopped. Stepped back. “I guess it’s about time.”

“Time …for…what?” He was so tired.

For answer she picked up the big knife on her desk/door. It was a K-bar. A military knife. The blade seven inches long and razor sharp. A knife designed for combat, for the rendering of human bodies.

“What are you…”

She plugged his mouth with the penis gag and whispered into his ear. “Don’t move. I don’t want to cut anything off.” She paused, then grinned. “Yet.”

She began to stroke his body with the k-bar. She knew how to use a knife, and the terribly sharp blade slid down his flesh like a well oiled lawn mower.

She stopped to the wipe hairs off the thing every once in a while. Her attention was total now, and every once in a while he saw the tip of her tongue poking out between her full lips.

Down his legs, feeling that sharp thing slide like a water skier over his flesh.

Down his arms, stripping the patches of hair in his armpits.

She cut off his panties, a simple pull and snick, and he was naked down there.

She held up his penis and shaved his balls.

His penis was hard, and she actually wiped some of the precum off and used it for lubrication.

Swish, swish, wielding the knife like a master chef cutting long, green onions.

And his penis stood straight out the whole time. He was on the edge, and felt like he would be for the rest of his life. He just wanted to squirt.

She moved around his waist, shaved the hair right out of his crack.

She slit the bra and dropped it on the floor and did his chest.

“Just think,” she said as she shaved the sparse hair he had on his chest. “A little flick of the wrist and you wouldn’t have a nipples.

He groaned, his body wanted to react, to jerk, to squirm away, but he knew that would be dangerous.

She ran her fingers through his scalp. “I’d love to make you bald, maybe glue a wig to you, but…you’ve got nice hair.”

“Please.” His voice was a thin, little rasp.

Then she had the knife down there, threatening his hard shaft, his swollen balls.

“A quick flick of the knife, and you will be a girl. A little Arab girl. Why, give you some HRT, or even just out and out implants, and you could sell yourself in the back alleys of Kabul.”

He was fading, swooning, and she wasn’t about to have that. She  pulled the penis gag out and grabbed his head and pressed her lips to his. She kissed him, brought life back into him with this simple display of affection.

He throbbed.

He pulsed.

He sobbed.

She moved her head back and frowned at him. “Why do I like that?”

“Lady. Sandy. You’ve got to let me go. I’ve got to take care of my granny.”

She frowned. I never get that. You say you love your family, and yet they’re part of your cell. How can you do that to them?”

“Please. I never did anything to you. I—“

She popped the penis gag back in. “Lies,” she whispered.

She went to a corner of the garage and opened a large packing box. She bent over the edge and rummaged, and her ass was high, a round rump that was deliciously sexy.

“Please…” he whispered.

She straightened up and turned with a grin. She was holding a new bra and panties, and a small box.

She approached him, put the bra and panties on a chair, and opened the box.

She snickered as she extracted a penis shaped tube from the box. “You guys love this one. It’s military grade. Got a pick proof lock. The only way to get it off is to cut it off.”

She brought out a ring and bent down. She pulled his hard cock and his tight balls through the ring. Then the hard part started.

He was erect, tremendously erect, and she pushed the tube over it.

It hurt, and it didn’t help that she kept slapping his penis in an effort to get it to shrink.

At first he didn’t think it was going to happen, but she kept shoving and slapping, and his peeny finally shrunk enough for the tube to slide on. She connected the ring and the tube and…he was trapped.

He looked down, but didn’t have the angle to see it.

He could feel it, though. His penis was trying to get stiff, but it couldn’t. It would chub up, then come to a strangled stop.

It pulled on his nuts, but…he was imprisoned!

She stood back, a wide grin on her face.

“There are three things involved in breaking you. One, dress you up like a woman and send you out for the world to see. Your own people will likely stone you to death. Two, trap your little weenie. I do that and it’s like all your juices back up and drive you insane. Three, pork.”

Max blinked. Pork?”

“Of course,” she shifted gears, I could just cut it off.” She held his cage, shook it. “But then how could I play with it? I mean, you’re horny now, I made you super horny, and it’s going to drive you crazy. Now you couldn’t even jack off if you were free! Do you know how desperate you’re going to be?”

He stared at her in shock.

She came close to him, kissed his ear and said, “You’re going to be so desperate you’ll tell me everything. Absolutely everything.”

Down in its cage Max’s pecker danced a wild dance, banging its head against a metal helmet.

The next item Sandy put on Max was underpants. But these weren’t just any underpants. They were specially designed thongs.

She put his leg through one leg hole, then the other, then pulled them up his slick legs.

She was in her tight boy beater, and her breasts rubbed against his body all the way up.

She reached in from behind and attached a cord to his tube, then pulled the cord back and up and attached it to the waist band of the thong.

Max grunted as everything was forced up. It hurt…and it felt good at the same time.

“This will keep your little boner from being a big boner and sticking out. She grabbed his tube and shook it, “dirty, little party crasher,” and moved it firmly into place.

He was bent forward a little now, ‘pooched,’ as it were.

“That’s nice,” she said as she deliberately pressed her big tits against him.

Max groaned with lust, and he felt something come out of the end of his pecker.

“Uh oh,” said Sandy, as a big drop splatted on the floor of the garage. “Somebody’s leaking.”

She arranged a corset around his waist and fastened the hooks up the front. Then she went to the rear and pulled the ties.

One by one, she put a knee in his back and tugged, and his breath left him.

“I…can’t…”

“Don’t try so hard, my little Arab. Just breath high in the chest. You’ll survive.” She giggled. “That always cracks me up. Women in America used to wear these all the time, and you, big, bad terrorist, can’t handle a couple of minutes.

She gave a final pull, and Max felt air leave him.

For a moment he thought he was going to die, that he wouldn’t be able to breath, but slowly, with little gasps, he managed to suck in enough air to keep going.

And, stunningly, about a half hour later he was actually functional. He could breath, with difficulty, but he wasn’t feeling like he was going to die.

“All righty. Panties, corset, how about some nylons?”

It was awkward, rolling the nylons up his legs, but she pulled it off fairly efficiently. He felt the tight ring of rolled material moving up, up, squeezing his legs, and once again his dingus danced in his cage.

Apparently his penis liked all this attention.

She snapped clasps over the nylons, then picked up a pair of high heels. “You’ll like these,” Sandy said. “They’ll take a load off your arms.”

She bent and slipped first one high heel on him, then the other.

He was taller by three inches. He was wobbly, but his arms took advantage of those three inches and he bent them a bit and sighed.

But, in the end it was a trade off, aching arms for aching arches.

“Okay, titty time,” Sandy chortled. “I love this part. Do you know what ‘vacation boobs’ are?”

“No,” he gasped.

She loosened the top of the corset and explained, “Women who want to see how they look with bigger boobs get them. Fluid is injected into their chest and their boobs are bigger. It lasts a couple of months, then they can decide whether they really want big honkers. That was what I did.”

She stood back while he grabbed more air and thrust her chest out. “I was always big, but I reached a point in the military where I knew that bigger breasted women were promoted to higher rank. Being a medic I had access to everything medical, and it was a simple matter for me to order the material I needed for vacation boobs. Of course I didn’t want them to disappear in a couple of months, so I ordered the special stuff.”

She thumped her right breast with a fist. It shook like jello, but didn’t sag. “Best boob military money can buy.”

“You’re not going to…”

“Oh, yes. Little Arab boys, especially the ones with teeny weenies, should always have a great set of honkers.”

He opened his mouth to yell, but she just plopped that damned peeny plug back into his mouth.

He chewed on the thing, his eyes wide, as she got out what looked like a gallon jar of some kind of fluid and a set of syringes.

For a moment he struggled and tried to yell, but she grabbed his weenie, missed, and realized that he was no longer grabable. She looked down at her hand, cupping his ‘mons,’ and pursed her gorgeous lips in a frown. “Damn. There’s times a prick is handy. But…” she grabbed his nipple and twisted until he shut up and opened his mouth with pain. “If you wiggle I could make a mistake with the needle. A simple syringe needle, if moved at the wrong time, can leave a nasty gash. Now, do you want to hold still? Or do you want some ugly scars?”

He held still, and she went back to injecting the boob material into his chest.

She was very methodical, and very sure of herself. She injected and injected, and he was able to look down in horror and see rather sizable breasts appear on his chest.

At last, she stood back and smiled. “I wish we could go bigger, but that’s not bad for a first time. A month from now your skin will be all stretched out and we can really make you big. Maybe even as big as me.”

Oh, fuck, he thought.

She pulled the peeny plug out of his mouth. “”Be nice now,” she warned, “Or I’ll cork you like a bottle.”

He nodded tiredly. Oddly, his heart was pounding, and so was his dingus. It smashed its head against the inside of the cage and dripped constantly.

She looked down at the sound of drops on the floor. She saw a puddle formed between his high heeled feet.

“Oh, my. I didn’t notice while I was working, but you might need a panty liner. Or, hmm. Maybe I could just put a catheter, one with a plug in the end, up your little dick hole. We could unplug you every once in a while…I’ll have to think about that.”

Sandy put away her medical gear then returned to Max. “Okay. Now that you’ve got boobs, let’s put a bra on you and tighten up that corset.”

Again, Max put up with the pulling of the corset ties. Then she arranged a bra about him.

He had worn bras with big cups, and it was a waste of material, but now he filled the cups, and then some.

His boobs bulged over the top of the bra.

Sandy pulled the lip of one cup out and rubbed his nipple with a finger. Now his nipples didn’t hurt. Now they felt good, very stimulated, and they caused his face to turn red.

Why did it have to feel so good?

“You’re looking pretty, Fatima,” Sandy joked. “Shall we try some make up?”

Now Max’s face was truly red. The lingerie hadn’t bothered  him because he wore lingerie. Sure, he was embarrassed, but not like now!

Sandy perched on a stool and had another stool next to her with a make up kit on it.

She picked up a little sponge and reached for his face.

Max jerked and tried to get away.

She kicked him in the groin. She was perfectly positioned and her combat boot came up and cracked on his pulled back chastity tube.

He grunted, turned white, and wanted to puke.

“If you move I’ll kick harder,” she spoke conversationally, as if kicking him in the nuts was nothing.

He didn’t move. He just gulped and suffered as she cleansed his face with the little sponge.

She held the sponge up so she could see it. It was now black, and she said, “See how dirty your pores were?”

He groaned.

She applied primer, went to foundation, then added blush.

“We’ve got to make your cheekbones look higher,” she mused. “Also, we have to change your color just a wee bit. It’s interesting to note the differences between men’s and women’s faces.

Max stood in his high heels, his chest pushed out, and suffered as she shadowed his eyes, applied liner and mascara, and made him beautiful.

But a man was suppose to be handsome! Not beautiful!

He almost moved when she put lipstick on him, but managed to restrain himself.

After the make up she gripped his earlobes and pierced them. She put  little strings of diamonds that ended in a small loop.

“Are you done?” He was almost sobbing from the mortification.

“Got to brush your hair out,” she said, which she then proceeded to do.

Now he was transformed. She had managed to flip the end of his hair under and he looked like a little doll.

His heart was pounding.

He was scared.

But his cock was going absolutely ape shit nuts in the cage. It pushed, stretched his sack, tried to get out.

No way.

Then she was done.

He stood on his high heels, with large breasts, in a dress, with make up, his hair done nicely, with earrings, and was caught between crying and rejoicing.

He felt sexy!

After the years of dabbing in panties and bras, he had been moved up to the big leagues!

“Well, darlin’,” Sandy said, “There’s the new you.”

He whispered, “Now can you let me go?”

“Not quite,” she smiled and walked back into the house.

She was gone for five minutes, and when she came back to the garage Max’s jaw dropped.

She had taken off her bloused, camo pants and replaced them with….a dick!

He stared, his eyes growing wider and wider.

It was a strap on, he dully realized. And it was big.

It swayed side to side as she walked, and he was so mesmerized he didn’t even realize it when she held a glass out to him. “How about a little drink, before you go out and get killed by your tribesman?”

“But…you aren’t…what is that…”

She held the glass to his red lips, pushed lightly and tilted, and he was forced to glug.

It felt good. He wasn’t much of a drinker, but he was now in the mood and he sucked that potion down like it was mother’s milk.

“Yes, my dear. You are going to make a full confession, or I will put this little bat of mine where the sun don’t shine.”

“No!” He sobbed.

“Don’t cry, honey. Don’t mess your make up.”

“I’ll confess!”

“Damn right you will.”

She gave him another sip, then positioned a video camera on one of the stools. She stepped out of the range of the camera.

“This is interview one with suspected Taliban terrorist Max. Go ahead Max. Tell us what you’ve done.”

Max talked. He didn’t hesitate. He didn’t quibble, he just spouted out everything he had ever done.

I papered the Reynolds’ house! I tripped Josh Wethers at school! I cheated on my fourth grade test! I…”

He went on and on and on.

When he was finally run down Sandy asked, “Tell us about your sexual crimes. Your bad habits. Nasty things you’ve done to yourself.”

He was afraid to lie. He stared at the big dingus hanging from Sandy’s junction and confessed.

I beat off every day! I wear women’s underwear all the time! I peek in the neighbor’s windows!”

After a while, when he started to run down, Sandy asked him another question.

“All right, Max, what have you put up your butt?”

Max froze. His deepest darkest secrets.

Sandy picked up on it instantly. “Aha! There we go. Max has been playing with poo poo alley! Come on, Max, confess!”

Out of sight of the camera she waggled her hips and the big dildo swung back and forth. Her meaning was clear. Confess all, or take it up the rump!

“I…uh…I have.”

She waited.

“I, uh…put my finger up there. I was young and I wanted to …I wanted to…”

Tears ran a bit of his mascara down his cheeks, but it wasn’t too bad. Sandy let him keep going.

“Then, uh…I…uh…”

“What was it, Max? A kitchen implement? A bottle? What?”

“It was a…Coke bottle.”

With that confession Max began to unclog. All the nasty, little sexual secrets of his perverted, little life began to pour out.

“I used my mother’s hairbrush for a long time. Then I went out and bought my own. Then I discovered that…”

He went on and on and on.

Sandy stood there, stoic, even-faced.

And, he ran down.

He looked down.

It was silent in the room, and not just the silence of a dark night. It was the silence of an illuminated soul. No secrets.

In a sense, he was cleansed.

Sandy nodded.

“I do believe you’ve told me the truth.”

Max nodded.

“So why are you so scared of my little toy?”

Max blinked, and it hit him. Yes? Why was he scared?

He had had all manner of things up his butt, so why should her dildo, just because it was a little more lifelike, scare him?

Sandy smiled. “Okay, have another sip, and let’s have a little snack.”

“A snack,” he repeated. His voice a broken monotone.

“Sure. A little protein, it’ll do you good.”

She walked into the kitchen, her dick swinging, her ass so sexy, and he could see her working over the stove. Putting strips of bacon in a frying pan. Soon the delicious aroma of pig wafted out to the garage, and shortly after that she walked back into the garage. Her dick was still swaying back and forth, and she was holding a big plate of bacon.

She stood in front of him. She offered him a piece of bacon.

He didn’t do anything.

She held it up to his lips, and he stared at it, then, because the night had exhausted him and because he did need nourishment, he ate a bite of bacon.

He felt it. The change in the atmosphere. Something was different.

“Have some more,” Sandy said.

He ate another piece. He chewed, and it was delicious. The grease was tasty and the bacon was chewy and—

“Have another.”

She fed him bacon, and with each slice things got…scarier.

Something was wrong.

She was studying him intently.

Finally, he asked, “What’s wrong?”

“I’ll tell you what’s wrong!” she screamed, grabbed the front of his bra and shaking it. His boobs quivered and his mouth opened in shock.

She was a fucking Jekyll and Hyde!

“What’s wrong is that you ate the bacon! You say you’re an Arab! but Arabs don’t eat bacon! It’s against their religion! You ate it! So you’re not an Arab.

She was shaking him fiercely now, and his voice stuttered, “I’m not! You said I was! I’m not!”

“KGB! Are you Russian? Are you Chinese? Who are you working for!”

She screamed out names and alphabet agencies and shook him so he couldn’t talk if he wanted to.

And he actually wanted to. He would have said anything to get her to let him go.

“Please…please…” his voice finally became understandable.

She backed up and glared at him.

“I’m the kid who lives down the street.”

“No more lies!” she shouted.

She pushed the stool in front of him.

She went behind him and pulled down his panties. His brown button was in plain view.

She reached up and released his hands.

He flopped forward, over the stool. He groaned, sore from falling on the edges of the stool, sore from being tied up all night, and then she moved forward.

“You said you liked this…let’s find out how much!”

She slapped a handful of bacon grease on his rectum, slathered it, inserted it, greased him thoroughly, then she thrust forward.

Max’s mouth opened in a big O. His eyes glazed over. He entered paradise.

This was what he had been wanting all those years of playing with his backside. This was fulfillment. This was his dream come true.

He had been fighting, and the harder he fought, the more he wanted, and now…now…

“Okay, you damned terrorist!”

She bent over him, sawed into him, cupped his big breasts, and had her way. All the way.

Max lay over the stool. Sandy sat on the other stool.

Sandy had screwed him until there was a puddle of cum on the floor under the stool.

The base of the dildo had stimulated her vagina until she had come.

And now, sexually depleted, she was trying to figure things out.

It was early in the morning. Almost sunrise.

But why had she interrogated this…Max. She remembered his name, and even that he lived down the street.

Why?

She was out of the Navy for a couple of years now. Yes, she had PTSD. Yes, she had an honorable discharge, and a full pension for medical.

But why had she…why…?

Max groaned. He felt empty. He was sated, but he wanted more. He looked up and saw Sandy sitting there, frowning.

He said, “Heysoos, Sandy. You must have been off your meds.”

Sandy started blinking.

The boy had just been talking, but what he had said…he had said…accidentally mentioned…her meds…

She leaped up from the stool and ran into the house.

She ran back to the back bathroom, unscrewed the cap of a bottle, and took a pill. She sipped from the sink, holding her hair out of the way. then she stood, hands braced on the sink, and stared at herself in the mirror.

Meds. She was supposed to have taken meds, and she had forgotten.

In the garage Max groaned and stood up. He was unbelievably tired. He just wanted to sleep.

In the bathroom Sandy came to her senses. The shadows of terrorists that had been running through her mind faded into a fog, and the fog disappeared.

She remembered what she had done to the kid. Oh, heysoos! Well, no way about it, she had to confront what she had done.

She straightened up and left the bathroom, walked back through the house and into the garage.

Max was standing, head bent, sighing.

She took his hand and led him into the house. Into the living room. She sat him down on the couch and sat next to him. She held his hand and with an emotion filled voice began to apologize.

“I’m sorry. I was off my meds. The things I did to you…I’m sorry. I don’t know what we can do about the breasts I gave you, but anything I can do I will. Anything. Please…please forgive me…”

She went on and on, and Max stared at her.

And he figured her out.

She had been a combat medic in the mid-east. She had been traumatized. And she had forgotten to take her medication.

She had thought she was back in a war zone, that he was a terrorist who had infiltrated, and…and all the things she had done to him, products of the twisted imaginings of her mind.

Then she was done. Head hanging, terribly sorry, and it was up to him.

“Uh, Sandy?”

“Yes?” she looked up at him, her eyes shiny with tears.

“Can we do it again tomorrow?”


Epilogue

He comes home in the wee hours of the morning. He feeds his granny, and she never notices that he is a girl, with boobs, and lingerie, and long hair and even make up.

She doesn't notice because she’s old. Her vision is failing and she has the early signs of Alzheimer’s.

After he feeds her she watches TV, and he goes to sleep.

When he wakes up, in the late afternoon, she is ready for dinner, then bed.

He puts her to sleep, then he waits.

The hours tick by, long seconds and short hours, until it is midnight.

At midnight he checks on his granny, then he walks out the door.

Out the door and up the street.

He slithers through the shadows, opens the gate, and waits.

He knows the alarm has sounded.

Then he walks to the back door and enters.

He is thrown to the floor, his hands are tied and he is hoisted up.

He stares at his captor.

Beautiful.

Breasts as big as his.

A face that is no nonsense and determined to break him.

“Okay, my fine, feathered Arab. You’re going to confess.”

And he does.

Night after night after night.

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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