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Author’s Note

I used to think that hackers should be punished to the severest extent of the law. Capital punishment! Yeah!

Then I realized they are nothing but sneaky, little creeps who don’t have a life.

And, I started thinking about other things to do with them.

This story is about one of the other things.

Enjoy, and…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Sandy never would have noticed. She would have gone blithely on, dressing and undressing in full view of her computer, showing her breasts and junction freely in the privacy of her bedroom.

Fortunately for her, her computer broke.

Well, it didn’t break, just filled up on malware.

Actually, it wasn’t the malware so much as the ads.

She hated ads.

She felt that ads were an unfair intrusion into what she felt was her property.

She understood that on TV the companies had to pay for the movies and TV series they made.

But when every Tom, Dick and Harry wanted to push their latest cure/gimmick/political viewpoint on her, whether she wanted their stuff or not, and not offering even poor programming, just wanting her hard earned money, that was too much.

So, on a bright, sunny morning, wanting to get out of the house and take a walk, and wanting to visit her friend, Marsha, who happened to be very good with computers, she packed up her computer and sauntered down the street.

She hopped on a bus, rode half across town, and tapped on Marsha’s door.

“Hey, Sandy! I see you have your computer with you. Tired of the ads, eh?”

Sandy smiled ruefully. “I’m so tired I could pop. And I brought you some fancy coffee. Want to sip while you work?”

“Absolutely!”

So the two girls walked into the kitchen. Sandy percolated the beans and Marsha worked on the computer.

For a half hour the girls chatted. Marsha delved into the computer innards and deleted malware, she checked for intrusive little buggers that would throw pop ups at Sandy when she least expected it. She adjusted any things that needed adjusted, and they talked about their favorite subject: boyfriends.

“I wish,” sighed Sandy, “that I could find a man who would give me the sex I needed without all the problems.”

“Ha! Better to ask a fish not to drink. Men think that lust is love and prefer perversion over people.”

“Tell me about it! My last attempt at dating I tried a dating service.”

“What happened?”

“The ‘dream date,’ according to his profile he was perfectly matched for me, seemed okay, until desert, then he couldn’t hold back. Then he started asking me all sorts of weird questions. Do I believe in anal sex, that sort of thing.”

“That might not be bad.”

“It was anal sex for him!”

Marsha almost spit out her coffee as she laughed, then she said, “Honey, that’s not bad!”

“It’s not?”

“Sure. Look, he didn’t beat women, wasn’t addicted to alcohol or a cocaine addict or anything like that, right?”

“Well, I don’t think so. I mean, I didn’t really get into it with him, but, except for a bit of interest in weird sex he seemed sort of…normal.”

“Take it from me, he was normal. Comparatively. Look, I’ve studied these things, and a guy who is interested in being on the bottom, that’s what they call it, is totally fixated on being abused, not being the abuser.”

“But, isn’t that bad?”

“Meh? Who knows. But in this day and age when men are creepy, it’s better to just take them, accept them for what they are, that sort of thing.”

“I just don’t see it.”

“Look, is it going to hurt you to shove a few fingers up his ass?”

Now it was Sandy’s turn to almost spit out her coffee.”

Marsha chuckled. “Go on, put your digits where the sun don’t shine, and you’ll brighten up his life. He’ll end up hopelessly devoted to you, do anything you say, lay at your feet and beg.”

“You’re kidding.”

“Nope. The fact of the matter, if you want to look at the conspiracy thing…” Marsha arched her eyes in question. Not everybody could have a conspiracy.

“I love a good conspiracy. Tell me.”

Marsha nodded as she typed on the keyboard and opened up files and looked for buggers.

“Apparently the government is putting chemicals in the water to turn kids gay.”

“What? What chemical?”

“It’s called Atrazine.”

“But why would they do that?”

“Because the government is insane and sucks and wants to control people. And, think about it, if a guy like your dating game date was a little too soft, maybe it’s because he’s been drinking the government kool aid called Atrazine.”

“No!”

“Mind you, I’m not saying there’s anything wrong with sexual preferences, but they should be a choice. Your sexuality should not be dictated by a bunch of government bureaucrats.”

Sandy was silent for a long moment. The idea that the government could be engaged in social engineering, to put it mildly, was crazy. But it was well known that the government was guilty of bed things.

The government had refused to give black prisoners medicine when they had STDs, just so they could study how the disease played out. This was back in the forties, but…still…

And the CIA was guilty of distributing LSD back in the 60s, ostensibly so they could get the anti-war protestors on drugs and stop interfering with the government’s plans to wage war in southeast Asia.

And lately the government had covered up the fact that over 30 labs —American labs—that produced chemicals of mass destruction in Ukraine, backing a war and risking nuclear war to do so.

Yes, the government was capable of anything. But…turning men into women. Then she snickered.

“What?”

“According to you, the government is doing us a favor by turning boys into girls.”

Marsha grinned. “Well, I don’t know, but if that’s the way of the world, should we just accept it? Maybe take a little advantage of—what the fuck?”

Sandy sat up, “What? What did you find?”

Marsha looked at her friend, her brows tilted downwards. Then she raised both hands to the sides of the computer and waved them for her to be quiet.

Sandy waited.

Marsha put on a sort of fixed smile. “Listen, girlfriend, I want to run a program here, so…let’s go get some brunch.”

“Well, uh…”

The look on Marsha’s face made Sandy blink. But she went along with her girlfriend.

“Okay. Let’s head over to Starbucks.”

“All right. I’ll start the program,” she pressed a key, “There. Okay, let’s go.”

The two girls walked out of the apartment, down the stairs, and over a couple of blocks.

All the way Marsha kept her silence, bit her lip, and just shook her head when Sandy asked her what was going on.

They arrived, ordered their lattes, and sat in a corner of the room.

For a long minute Marsha kept her silence. She just stared into space, took but a single sip of her coffee, and thought.

Then she turned and focused on her friend.

“Sandy, in your computer, you’ve got a stalker.”

“Don’t you mean a hacker?”

“That, too.”

“Huh?”

“Somebody has hacked into your computer, disabled the light on your camera, and is watching you.”

“What?!”

“It’s easy enough to do, but most people wouldn’t think of it. They’d rather look for your bank account, not activate your camera without you knowing it.”

“But why would anybody do that?”

“Because they want to watch you.”

Sandy’s jaw officially dropped and she stared at her friend.

“As I recall you have a small desk in your bedroom and you keep your computer open.”

“Yes.” She was dazed by the thought that somebody could be peeking at her. “But…why…” and then it hit her.

She dressed and undressed. She sat her her desk and brushed her hair, put on make up, all over the open lid of her computer.

Marsha nodded. “That’s right. Somebody wants to see you…that way.”

Standing in the middle of the room, taking off her dress, taking off her bra and panties, exposing herself.

Sandy started to shake and tears came to her eyes.

Marsha reached out and placed her hand on Marsha’s.

“No panic. Breath. It doesn’t matter.”

“But…somebody is…they could…”

“No danger. They’re peeping Toms, not rapists.”

“How do you know?”

“Because that program has been running for a long time.”

“It has?”

“It’s been streaming for over six months.”

“Somebody’s been watching me for six months?”

“But nobody’s done anything, so you’re safe, and now that we know we can take precautions.”

Little tears were at the corners of Sandy’s eyes and she was quivering.

“Come on now. Relax. You’ve found out the worst, so we can do something about it.”

“But…what? How? Oh, no! I have to move out! I should call the police! I need to—“

“You will do no such thing!”

“I won’t?”

“No. Look, if you shut your computer and call the police he’ll be warned. And even if you call the police on the sly, without him knowing it, those clodhoppers will take your computer and ransack it. He’ll see that and shut down and hide all trace. But even if they did catch him, you know what they’ll get?”

“What?”

“All his files on you. The police will have all his videos of you dressing and undressing. I know those idiots, they’ll sit around in their squad room and jack off to you.”

“The police wouldn’t—“

“Honey, the police are the biggest crooks of all, and by this I mean perverts.

Sandy was struck silent. She had tears trickling down her cheeks and Marsha picked up a napkin and leaned across the table and carefully blotted the water up.

“But what will I do?”

Marsha smiled.

The two girls returned to Marsha’s apartment and acted normal, and like nothing had happened.

“I see the program is done. You’re ad free until the next time.”

“Thank you, Marsha. How can I repay you.”

Marsha, in front of the computer, with the stalking program and camera still working, took a step forward and kissed Sandy on the lips.

In one way it freaked Sandy out. She had never kissed a woman before. But it was necessary to their plan. They had to distract the stalker, whoever he was, and keep him interested.

Marsha put her arm around Sandy’s waist and walked her towards the bedroom. Another kiss, and they were in the bedroom and the door was closing.

And they broke down in silent giggles.

“Oh, I can see him now!” Marsha laughed, she rolled back on the bed and moved her hand up and down in front of her crotch. She looked like she was jacking her dick.

Sandy couldn’t stop giggling. But underneath her giggles she was contemplating her friend.

The kiss had only been a peck, but…it certainly did warm up the cockles of her heart. But she wasn’t a lesbian.

Or…could it be? Hmmm.

“Okay,” said Marsha, unaware of here friend’s excited thoughts, “let me get out…here it is!”

She reached onto the closet’s top shelf and pulled down a computer.

“Give a second to power up…”

She plugged in, turned on, and shortly was checking various systems.

Sandy stood and watched, and felt the heat rising from her pussy.

Damn! How could a simple kiss do this to her?

She rubbed her groin gently, and wanted to run into the bathroom and finish herself off.

Marsha worked the keyboard expertly. She hooked up to Sandy’s computer in the next room and started backtracking the hacker.

She couldn’t find his IP address, or anything like that, but she could turn off his camera light and activate his camera.

Talk about turn about is fair play!

“Finally, she sat back. “Okay, he’ll be up in just a—what’s wrong?”

She stared at Sandy, who was staring at her with a strange expression.

“Sandy?”

“I…uh…”

“What’s going on? Are you all right?”

“I…uh…”

“Sandy?”

“That kiss,” pause as she dealt with tons of embarrassment. “It…it turned me on.”

For a second Marsha was blank, then a grin began to creep across her face.

“It didn’t.”

Sandy nodded, her face quite red.

Marsha stood up and took a step towards her friend. “We’ve always been friends, really hit it off, but I didn’t think you rolled that way.”

“I don’t. I didn’t. I…I don’t know what to think.”

Now Marsha was inches from her. Smiling. She reached up and took Sandy’s head in her hands, buried her mitts in Sandy’s soft and bouncy curls, and leaned in.

The first kiss was a peck. A tease for the idiot watching on the computer, a way to keep him busy watching while Marsha set up her computer and went after him.

This kiss was more. It was a full fledged ‘I want you to have my babies’ kiss.

Sandy shivered, her knees quaked, and Marsha let her collapse on the bed, followed her down, went in for the second kiss.

And third and fourth, and…

A half hour later Marsha opened her bedroom door and sashayed out.

A dazed Sandy followed her. Both women were in their panties and bras, and the computer watched them hungrily.

Sandy could hardly walk, but a giggle blurted out of her.

She had come to get her computer cleaned up, and she had wound up discovering a pervert was stalking her, and having an affair with her best friend.

Lord!

She stood by the bed and looked at the full length mirror on the bathroom door.

She was a good looking woman. A great looking woman. She had large breasts, which breasts were tipped by some pretty excited nipples. They jutted out obscenely and made her so happy.

Her waist was thin thanks to all the cardio and Pilate she did. Her butt was under control, nice and round and ready for sitting.

Or, if the pervert was watching, for whatever anal activities he was fantasizing about.

She stepped closer to the mirror and studied her face.

She liked to think it was a kind face. A pert nose with just the barest hint of an upswing at the tip. Her brows were carefully plucked and arched over eyes that were somewhere between blue and grey.

Her lips were probably her finest feature, however, and she liked to wear lipstick. Red lipstick with plumper included, and a glossy overcoat.

She realized that this was what the stalked was looking at. This was what the stalked was…playing with himself over.

She had never thought of herself as a sex object, but now, after having experienced the best sex of her life…hmmm.

“You rea—“

Marsha entered the room and stopped and stared at her friend, and that knowing smile once again slid over her face.

“You like what you see?”

Sandy smiled, and it was a happy smile. Happier than she had been in a long time.

She turned, presenting a full view of her nudity, and showed her teeth. “We’re going to do this again, aren’t we?”

“Absolutely.” Marsha looked downright radiant. “Now get dressed and get out of here. I have things to do.”

Sandy dressed, taking a bit extra time to feel her body, to run her hands over her legs, to heft her bosoms and just feel that which had suddenly awakened.

A couple of minutes later she picked up her laptop, gave Marsha a kiss, and looked at her deeply for a moment, then left.

She was whistling as she headed for the bus stop.

Marsha was whistling, too. And felt like dancing on the ceiling. God, that had been fun. And she did have wonderful feelings for her friend. And she had always thought of her friend as off limits, but…now…she hummed and took her computer into the living room and placed it on the table she used for computing.

She opened a few files, made sure she was hidden, and tapped a button. The stalker was on the screen.

He was actually pretty good looking, in a soft kind of way.

He had an oval face with a small nose. Brown eyes that seemed incongruously trusting,  and he wore his hair long. Long like down to his shoulders.

Which gave Marsha the hint of a bad idea.

Bad for Mr. Stalker, whoever he was, but great for her and Sandy.

The girls had spoken of what they might do when they discovered the stalker, but now, having seen him, certain ideas gelled and Marsha began contemplating and even planning.

She began recording the screen, put it on automatic so it would record whenever the fellow was looking at his computer, and stored the incoming files in a folder.

She opened up a smaller window in the upper left hand corner of her screen and watched what he was watching.

Then she sat back to watch.

He was boring.

He just licked his lips and stared at the porn.

Mountains of porn flashing across his screen, and across the little screen in the corner of Marsha’s computer.

She watched as he studied women with big boobs. Lots of big boobs.

Okay. he had a boob fetish. That was already obvious because he watched Sandy getting dressed and undressed, and she had pretty good-sized melons.

From boobs he went to fisting, and Marsha leaned forward. This was more interesting.

He passed over the men fisting, and getting fisted, and focused on lesbians fisting.

Okay. Like the so called ‘dream date’ of Sandy, he was interested in anal. Most men were, though not to this extent.

He stared fixedly as women rolled on mattresses, making out, then rubbing, and finally fingering, and…

Marsha sighed and realized she was getting hot. Damn. She wasn’t a full blown lesbian, more of a bi, but this…this was gold!

Then she hit the mother lode.

The stalker stood up and stepped back from the computer. He was pantless. Naked from the belt down, and he had a boner.

But the boner wasn’t much. It was small. Mr. Stalker had serious inadequacy problems.

Most dicks were big like sausages.

Small dicks were like hot dogs.

His dick was like a Vienna sausage.

Pale and pink with a little button head.

And his testicles were about as big as marbles.

But, small as his dick was, it was hard. And throbbing. And leaking.

Marsha wasn’t breathing now, just watching him

He was wearing a cock ring, probably trying to make himself look bigger. Maybe just trying to stay hard longer.

He took it off and laid it on the edge of the table his computer sat on. She stared at the silver circle, thinking how small it had to be.

He probably had to have it custom made; he was that small.

He sat down and called up his sites

Shemales. Ladyboys. Men with boobs and dicks.

Some of the men had big boobs, some almost non-existent. Just young men with flat chests but all made up and their faces totally feminized.

Regardless of the size of their meat, of their peenys or boobs, they had sex. Lots of sex.

Sex with hands and mouths and fingers and fists.

Sex with men, women, other trannies.

It was hotter than the sun on a summer day! It was hotter than a turkey inside an oven on Thanksgiving. It was just so damned hot!

It was so hot that, when the stalker sat down and started stroking his teeny weeny…Marsha began pummeling her pud.

For long minutes she watched, and fingered herself, and watched him stroke his puny prick and squeeze his tiny balls.

Oh, Mr. Stalker! You bad boy! she thought.

Then, with a massive grunt, much more massive than a tiny cock like that deserved, he climaxed.

As did Marsha on her end of the line.

Then, the point of creation having been achieved, be it in a perverted fashion, he shut down his computer.

She left hers up and running and went to take a shower.

And, man, she needed one.

First that tryst with Sandy, oh, my God!

Then to discover that she got off on stalking the stalker…Oh. My. Golly goshums!

So she went into the bathroom, hopped into the shower, and damned if she didn’t relieve herself again!

Three days later Sandy went to Marsha’s apartment again. They had planned to wait a week, but Marsha said she had the goods, and Sandy was anxious to see her friend again, anyway.

She really wanted to see Marsha and find out if she would still feel the same way, still experience the same overwhelming sexual emotions.

She walked up the stairs, tapped on the door and entered.

“Hey, girlfriend!” Marsha came to her and gave her a massive kiss.She chewed on Sandy’s lips and felt her breasts until both women were gasping.

Then Marsha stepped back and said, “Whew!”

Sandy was, again, weak at the knees and holding onto the edge of a table so as not to fall down.

“We’re going to have to take some time for ourselves,” Marsha stated, “but first we need to discuss Gerald.”

“Gerald?”

“Gerald Stinson Stevens. His friends, and we might as well consider him our friend, call him Jerry. Not that he has many friends.”

Marsha led Sandy to the computer table where two chairs were waiting. Sandy sat down, Marsha powered up, and Sandy gasped.

“Him!”

“You know him?”

“He’s…I took my computer in to get it fixed a little over six months ago!”

“Well,” quipped Marsha. “He fixed it all right, and fixed it so he could visit you any time he wanted. Now, several things. First, here are his files on you.”

Marsha went through scenes. Sandy washing her hair. Sandy eating cereal and watching TV. Sandy fixing dinner. Sandy hurrying here and there.

Sandy was confused. “That’s not much. He’s just watching me watch TV. That’s like watching paint dry.”

“Then he had this file.”

More scenes flashed across the screen.

Sandy get dressed and undressed. Standing and feeling her boobs. Putting on make up in her bra and panties.”

“Oh,” breathed Sandy, watching herself in more private moments.

“Then there’s this file, which is the money shots.”

Sandy on the bed, with her fingers, with a vibrator, moaning as she pulled on her nipples and made herself cum.

Sandy’s face turned red.

Marsha just chuckled. “Hey, we knew it was coming to that. And it’s not like I haven't seen you squirting your brains out.”

“Yes, but…him…”

“Ah, yes. Him. Shall we take a look at him?”

Sandy stared at her friend, and Marsha pulled up more files.

“You’re going to have to buy me a storage device. Devices.” She muttered, then she opened a file.

First, a couple of scenes concerning how Marsha had found out about him.

He opened a letter with had his full name and address.

“I was able to do some stalking of my own once I knew who he was.”

Second, normal Jerry. Him reading books, watching TV. Cooking dinners, which mostly consisted of throwing packages into a microwave.

Third, Jerry watching the computer, and this got very interesting.

Sandy watched him watch boobs and fistings and shemales.

She watched the avid, greedy, hungry, horny expression on his face.

She watched him licking his lips and…she saw his teeny weeny.

Oddly, suddenly Sandy felt contrite. “Oh, that poor man. No wonder he’s the way he is.”

Marsha side glanced her friend. Interesting reaction. She hadn’t felt such compassion, but now that she felt her friend feel sorry for the stalker…she started to feel a little guilty.

She had been thinking in terms of making fun of him, trapping him, doing things to him that would result in embarrassment and even incarceration.

“Keep going.”

Marsha turned back to the screen and called up the next file.

Jerry, putting on a dress, and masturbating.

And crying.

Putting socks in his bra. Relieving himself, then his face tortured and miserable in the aftermath.

Jerry was a conflicted person.

He wanted to play dress up, but lacked knowledge and…and he felt guilty. Really guilty.

He tried to change himself, got distracted by the sexual excitement, then hated himself.

Typical man. Wanted to be a woman, but couldn’t bring himself to go against society and family and friends and…and whoever.

Whatever was in his mind.

The girls sat back and stared at the screen, which Marsha had frozen with a big close up of miserable Jerry.

“Why me?” asked Sandy.

Marsha shrugged. “It’s a good question. I would guess that you awakened something in him. Maybe the way you talked to him when you handed him your computer. Maybe you were just the first opportunity. I didn’t see any other files, any other women, so…you’re the one.

Sandy looked at Marsha. “God help me, I feel guilty. I know it’s illogical, but I feel badly for him. He’s hurting.”

“I know what you’re saying,” agreed Marsha. “At first I didn’t At first I thought he was just some stupid pervert. Then I started thinking of that conspiracy theory I told you.”

“The Atrazine?”

“Yes. What if he’s just a helpless victim of the government? What if his system has fallen to the programming?”

“Are you saying he doesn’t want this to be happening? This…feminization?”

“Well, I am and I am’t.”

Sandy blinked at the made up word, and realized how right it was.

“First, if he’s changing because of a government conspiracy, he may not have choice, and the kindest thing would be to help him accept what is happening.

“Second, I think that this couldn’t happen unless the person, on some level, agreed with it.

“There are people in the same boat, people who have taken the Atrazine, and they don’t change. I think, on some level, Jerry wants what is happening to him.”

“So what do we do?”

“I don’t know.”

Sandy went home and stood in front of her computer and put on a show.

And felt like crying for the tortured soul on the other end of the computer.

Yes, he had hacked, stalked, but…would he have if the government hadn’t made him that way?

She stood in the middle of her room and slowly took her dress off.

She turned this way and that, preened and looked at herself in the mirror on the back of the bathroom door, and knew that Jerry, the torture computer geek, was watching her.

She took off her bra and sat at the computer table and tried to ignore the fact, even while she pandered to the fact, of him staring at her large and beautiful boobs.

She put on lipstick, smacked her lips, and wished she could reach through the computer, grab him by his long hair and tell him: It’s all right. You’re okay! And: I’m on your side now!

She brushed her hair, turning this way and that, presenting her breasts to him. Wishing he could fix himself, but if he couldn’t…if he couldn’t…what was she thinking?

She stood up and stripped off her panties.

She put a leg up on the table, giving him the big view of her snatch, and began shaving her legs.

She shaved her calves, her thighs, though they didn’t need it.

then she began shaving her pussy.

She used a small, pink razor and bent so that her tits hung and showed her excited nipples.

Around the folds, scraping off the tiny whiskers.

And she felt like crying as she thought, I hope you’re getting off on this, Jerry.

Finally, she went to bed. And threw back the covers and used her vibrator.

“Oh, yeah!” she moaned aloud, knowing that he could not only see her, he could hear her.

She writhed and twisted and humped, and hoped this was better than watching the fisting, big boobed women he was focused on.

When she was done she turned the lights off, got back in bed, and curled up and thought about him: her lover who never touched her.

Now that she knew him…would she want him to touch her? To relieve himself? To overcome his twisted, tortured feelings?

That would depend on him, of course.

Who was he behind his perversions?

And she went to sleep.

…pounding on the door.

“Sandy! Sandy!”

Sandy leaped out of bed, brought out of sleep, through a daze and into full wakefulness.

It was Marsha! And what could have happened?

She opened the door and her friend burst into the room. “Come on! Get dressed!”

“What’s wrong!”

“Jerry!”

Sandy looked at her computer and thought of the previous night. She had teased him. Mercilessly. For the right reasons, but…what had happened.

“Don’t worry, he can’t hear us. He’s erased all files and gone off line.”

“So…?”

“He bought a rope.”

“A rope?”

“I think he’s going to kill himself!”

“Oh, my God!”

It took Sandy less than thirty seconds to throw on clothes. No make up today. running shoes.

They dashed out the door and down to the bus stop within a minute,

And, luck of the Gods, a bus was just pulling up.

They got onto the bus, Marsha stuffing a couple of bills into the coin box, which caused the bus driver to glance at them.

And the bus started up.

Across town they went, biting their knuckles, worrying, whispering between themselves.

“Do you think he’s hurt himself?”

“Oh, God! I don’t know.”

“I put on a show last night.”

Marsha looked at her.

“We talked about it, and I felt so badly for him…I might have pushed him…”

Marsha nodded. “Maybe.”

“Oh, God!”

“Stop that! Don’t feel sorry for yourself. This is on him!”

“But maybe we can help?”

“Maybe, if we get there in time.”

They were standing near the front of the bus, watching the street, and the address came up.

They left the bus on the run. Turned up a walk and ran for the front door.

“Jerry! Jerry!” Marsha pounded on the front door.

No answer.

Marsha tried the knob.

“Out of the way!”

Marsha stepped aside and Sandy tried a big, karate kick on the door. It burst back and they ran into the house.

Jerry was hanging from a beam, his feet kicking and his face red. He was struggling to get his hands under the rope, but he couldn’t. It was too tight.

He was dying right before their eyes!


Part Two

The house was small and a weird mix of tidy and messy.

He wasn’t a messy housekeeper, he just didn’t do much housekeeping. So there were dishes piled, books stacked, things out of place, but it was over time. Generally speaking, Jerry was a neat person who just didn’t clean up over time.

Half the living room was dedicated to comfort, a big lounge chair, a big screen TV, stacks of fiction novels.

The other half was dedicated to computers. A table held several machines, there were books on programming, and tools to take apart the computers.

The front room had a high ceiling crossed by several beams, and between the two halves of his living room, Jerry had thrown a rope over the central beam, stood on a stool, and kicked the stool.

Hanging, struggling, suddenly realized that life was too precious to give up, Jerry gasped and kicked and struggled. He had kicked the stool mere seconds before the girls had pounded on his front door.

Sandy grabbed his legs and hoisted. She wasn’t strong enough to lift him much, but it was enough to give a moment of relief.

He gasped and stopped kicked and tried to pull himself up.

Marsha saw where the rope had been tied off and ran to it. And couldn’t loosen the knot.

She ran to the kitchen, found a knife and came back.

Sandy tried to hold him up, but her arms were tired and she cold feel his legs slipping through, putting more weight on the rope.

“Gah…gah!” he gargled, his fingers scrabbling.

“Hold on,” Marsha grated, and she began sawing at the rope.

The one thing Jerry had done right was keep his big kitchen knives sharp. Strand after strand snapped, and suddenly the rope gave way.

Jerry fell, taking Sandy with him, then they were laying on the floor, entangled sobbing.

But the relief from having his life saved now entered the awkward moments of recognizing what he had done, and the two girls in his house.

“Off,” yelled Marsha, pushing Jerry away.

Jerry rolled onto his back and held his throat. His fingers began trying to loosen the rope that had held him.             

“I’m sorry,” he whispered to no one. “I’m sorry.”

“I’ll say,” snapped Marsha. “Are you all right?” to Sandy.

“I’m okay. Check Jerry.”

Marsha turned and sneered. “You idiot.”

“I know…I know…” but he was curled up now, facing away, too ashamed to look at them.

“Sit up, you bozo. Look at us.”

It took a full couple of minutes, but Jerry was finally sitting up, braced on his arms, and facing the girls.

“You,” he breathed.

“Yep,” Sandy stood up. She was shaky, and she sat down on the edge of Jerry’s recliner. “What the fuck did you think you were doing?”

“I…I don’t know…I…”

“Jerry,” Marsha said, “We know you’ve been spying on Sandy.”

He looked up at her. Realizations were shooting through him.

“That’s how you knew I was…I was…”

“You were offing yourself. Yes. I discovered your program, put my own program in and we’ve been watching you.”

“Then you…then you…”

“Oh, shut up. You have some whiskey or something?”

He nodded. “Top of fridge.”

Marsha headed for the kitchen, glasses, ice, bourbon, and, hopefully, some Coke.

While she made clinking noises in the kitchen Sandy reached out and touched Jerry’s shoulder.

He looked at her, and she had never seen such a stricken look in her life. He was the definition of shattered.

“It’s okay, Jerry. I know about you wanting to dress up. I know what you look at on the computer. I know all about you, and it’s okay.”

He was sniffling now. Tears were coming. “You do?”

“Yes. And I know about you peeping on me, and it’s okay. I’m not upset.”

“You aren’t?” A big tear rolled down his cheeks, then one on the other cheek.

“No, Jerry. And I don’t judge you. I don’t think ill of you. I’ll…” she hesitated as she realized what she was saying. “I’ll help you.”

Jerry bent his head forward and his forehead touched her knee. He began to sob, deep, wrenching sobs from the depths of his soul.

She put her hand on his hair and let him cry.

“What the fuck,” mumbled Marsha, coming back into the room. She hand Sandy a drink, put on one the side table next tot he recliner for Jerry, and sat in a tattered sofa and sipped her own.

An hour later…

Jerry sat on the stool he had kicked himself off of in his aborted attempt to commit suicide. He was holding his second drink, and was finally able to talk a little.

The marks of the tears on his face were stark.

“I don’t know about any conspiracy theory,” he said. “I just know that I’ve felt this way all my life.”

“You want to be a woman.”

“I don’t know,” he admitted, glancing downward. He was still having trouble looking them in the eyes. “I mean, I don’t want a man, I’m not gay, but when I…when I put on a dress,” he glanced fearfully at the girls, “I feel better. Like everything is right.”

“So why do you masturbate? Why not keep that feeling?”

“I can’t help myself.”

Marsha nodded to Sandy. Men. They can’t help themselves.

“Then we should start there,” said Sandy. “We need you to stop masturbating. And you can wear what you want.”

“I can?”

“If you stop masturbating.”

“But I’ll have a…a boner. Like…all the time.”

“So have one. I don’t recall that boners were against the law the last time I read the penal code. Heh. Penal code.” And she snickered like Beavis and Butthead.

“Well, but…I can’t wear a dress to work!”

“You could, if you felt that strongly about it, but you don’t have to. Look, an employer buys your time, and it’s his, and if he has a dress code then you have to abide by it. But your time is your own. Dress up, make up, do what you want to do.”

“You can wear lingerie to work,” put in Sandy.

“Sometimes I do,” he admitted. “but only panties.”

“So wear the whole nine yards. Panties, a training bra, garter and nylons, whatever you want. Under your clothes is you. Your overclothes are the dress code that your boss has expected. Why don’t you start your own computer repair business?”

“Well, uh…I thought about it, but…”

“But you’re too chicken.”

Sandy glanced at Marsha.

“Well, he is! If he’s too chicken to wear what he wants, then he’s too chicken to start his business.”

Then an odd thing happened. A connection was made in Jerry’s mind. “So if I have the courage to…to dress like I want to, then I have the courage to open a computer repair shop.”

Both girls agreed.

“Then I have to do this.”

“And what about the rope that almost snuffed out your life?” asked Sandy.

“God. I’m sorry. I thought…I thought it was the solution, but when I was up there, choking, couldn’t do anything, and everything started getting dark…I felt awful!”

The girls were silent then, and three more drinks were concocted.

“I know…I don’t have any right…”

“What, Jerry?” asked Sandy.

“Well, I don’t know about a lot of stuff, about…about girls.”

“You ever go out with one?” asked Marsha.

He shook his head.

“Well,” she said wryly, “this is a helluva first date.”

They all chuckled, but almost cautiously.

“No, I mean…I don’t know how a girl…how she…”

“He wants help with make up and stuff,” said Marsha, dryly.

Sandy snorted. “Is that all?”

Jerry looked at the floor and was miserable. For a guy who knew his way around computers, and had to be smart, he was pretty dumb.

“Okay. So if we agree to help you with make up and everything, then you agree to never, ever, never, in your whole fucking life no matter what, try to hurt yourself again.”

“Oh, I won’t!” he blubbered.

And so began the second life of Jerry Stevens.

The next day Jerry went to work. His throat was a little sore, but he wanted to work. He also wanted to experiment with wearing lingerie.

Marsha had gone home, but Sandy had stayed the night, sleeping on the sofa under a thick blanket.

The house was warm and, in a way, comfy. It was lived in, and in spite of Jerry being a pervert, it was…comfy.

At six in the morning Sandy woke up, and woke Jerry up.

She entered his room, kicked his bed and pulled off the covers.

Jerry jerked around and looked up. He was not a morning person. Also, he was a morning woody person.

His tiny peeny was sticking out a couple of inches and he had to go.

He covered up and tried to hide himself.

“I already know, Jerry. But I’m not here for your dick, anyway.

“You’re…you’re not…” he sounded awfully stupid.

“No. And I want you to use this Nair.”

He took the bottle and stumbled towards the shower. Twenty minutes later he was standing in the middle of the bedroom, naked, Sandy walking around him and appraising him.

“So you’ve had a small penis all your life?”

“Yes,” his face was redder than a baboon’s ass.

“No woman has ever seen it?”

“My mother, but I guess she doesn’t count.”

“Probably not. But did she ever say anything to you?”

He shook his head. He was obviously embarrassed.

“Has any woman ever touched it.”

He shook his head and looked like he was ready to faint.

“Come here.”

He stumbled across the room and stopped in front of her.

She reached out and took his penis in her hand. She looked up at him, no expression on her face.

“How’s that feel?”

“Ah…uh…ah…”

She smiled. “I know. Let me stroke it for a while.”

She moved her hand back and forth, and his whole body swayed very lightly. His eyes were half lidded, and his mouth was open.

She watched him, thinking about how much he must have been enjoying it.

A lifetime of denial, of humiliation, or thinking less of yourself. No wonder he had tried to hurt himself.

She let go.

“Oh,” he said.

“Don’t worry. We’ll do it again. But right now we have to get ready for work.

She had brought over a couple of old bras and panties, a garter a couple of pairs of nylons.

He put the panties on, and he stared at the little bump he created.

“You know,” she mused, pulling the material tight and patting his little dingy, “You shouldn’t worry about how long your cock is. After all, you feel it, it’s long enough for you…” she shrugged.

He almost fainted.

She helped him put the bra on. There was a lot o loose material in the cups and he stared at the material.

“Don’t worry. You’re not going to wear this.”

“I’m not?”

“Nope. I just want to size you. I’ll go get you some training bras today. Some other things. And maybe some day we’ll have to get you some bras with big cups.”

“Like yours?” He seemed dazed by the thought.

“Like mine,” she smiled. “We’ve got time, let’s paint your toes.”

“Pain my…”

“Shut up and sit down,” she said kindly.

She shaped his toenails, trimmed them, and painted them a beautiful pink.

“Now you can go to the beach,” she quipped.

He laughed, but in the most embarrassed way.

He stepped into a garter and she rolled nylons up his legs.

He stared down at his legs and was amazed.

It was beautiful.

Sheer, sleek, sexy…just like a woman’s legs!

“Did you want to wear shorts today?” she asked, a twinkle in her eyes.

He looked up, stricken, and she laughed. “You’re easy.”

And, for the first time, he laughed.

He went to work and she went shopping.

He fixed computers and she sized bras.

He had to deal with a constant boner in his pants, his panties, and she had to handle the fact that she was turned on.

She was feminizing a man!

She had never even thought of such a thing, but now that she was doing it, she was actually feeling wet down there.

She called Marsha and admitted it.

“You’re feeling wet, eh? Oh, you little horn dog! And at your age!”

“Oh, stop that. I tell you something personal and you make fun of me.”

“I know,” and she giggled so hard that Sandy was compelled to join her.

“So what do I do?”

“Are you attracted to him?”

“I don’t know. I mean, he’s nice, but he’s got so much baggage, and…he was a stalker, you know.”

“Hell, who cares what he was. What matters is what he is, and I’ll tell you the problem.”

“What’s the problem?”

“You’re taking responsibility for him. Whatever he saw in you, whatever made him stalk you, you’re seeing something in him. Maybe even the same thing.”

It was an eye opening conversation, and when Sandy hung up she was more confused than not.

She was attracted to him? She thought not. But…was she seeing something in him that he had seen in her?

Hmm.

Well, whatever, when he came home from work she went right to work on him.

She did his fingernails, and while he was staring at them, she styled his hair.

He had beautiful hair. Long, and easy to wave. A little styling and it had body and curled down around his bare shoulders, and…she noticed how stiff his nipples were.

“Look at you,” she teased, touching his nips.

“Don’t!” he shivered.

“Do,” she responded, and she slapped his hands away and rubbed his nipples, and, finally, she leaned forward and put her lips to them.

“Oh, fuck!” he wheezed.

She looked up at him, her eyes amused. “I think not. Oddly, while you’re a handsome fellow, and pretty nice under all the perversion, I don’t think I want to make love to you.”

The look in his eyes was so very, very sad.

She grabbed his peeny. “But that doesn’t mean I don’t want to have fun with you.

He gasped and gulped and felt so close, but once again she giggled and backed off.

“Later, skater. Right now we have to finish fixing you up.”

She cleansed his face with sponges and put on primer.

He stared at himself in the mirror.

He was, finally, being made up.

Such dreams. And finally being realized.

She put eye shadow on him, light grey that looked like his eyes were smoking. She outlined his eyes and curled his lashes and added mascara.

He was shivering. Just light quivers that she noticed, and appreciated.

She had never imagined making a man over could be so…tantalizing.

The more she made him up the hotter he got the wetter she got.

There was a big, swelling in her chest, her expanding heart, and it felt like it was going to bust, along with her sex organs.

She was done, and he looked like a woman.

“You need earrings,” she said.

“Should I? I mean…work!”

“You can wear studs to work to keep the holes open. And, yes. You should. In fact, I’m doing it and you have no choice. Then I’m going to pierce your nose, and your penis. And your nipples. And I ‘m going to run a chain from your nipples to your noses.”

He couldn’t help it. He knew she was ‘funnin’’ him. He giggled.

Like a real girl.

Which made her happy, because she could see his mind buying into what was happening to his body.

His mind, who knew what he needed long before he did.

Now he was fully en femme. From his ears dangled a line if boxes and square and circles. Two colors. Gold and silver over three shapes. So beautiful.

His hair was a raven’s waterfall splashing on his bare shoulders.

His face was delicate, shaded just perfectly to emphasize his female shapes, and neglect his male shapes.

His body was tummy shaped, which gave a slight bulge to his chest, just the hint of tits to be.

His butt flared very slightly, and…he looked like a woman.

And he loved it.

When he was done Sandy sat down on the suicide stool and called him to her. She took him in hand and began rubbing him. Kissing him. Squeezing his tiny testicles.

It didn’t take long. He had had a lifetime of horniness, of unfulfilled dreams, of lust never requited.

She smiled as he let go, and didn’t mind at all that he got it over the front of her blouse.

Sandy had never had so much fun in her life.

But she also had unresolved issues herself.

On a Friday evening she went over to Marsha’s house to try to resolve what was unresolved.

“What are we doing?” she murmured, as Marsha cuddled against her, felt her breasts, kissed her vagina.

“Having fun,” answered her friend, using fingers freely and bring ing her to the edge of orgasm.

Yet the orgasm wasn’t showing up. It was difficult, didn’t want to be summoned, stayed away.

It took an hour, and a lot of work, before Sandy popped.

Heck, Marsha had popped in five minutes.

And then she had stayed at the task for another 55 minutes to please Sandy.

They lay there on the bed, breathing hard, facing up, their breasts pointing towards the ceiling, their nipples hard.

“You weren’t so much in the mood tonight,” Marsha mentioned.

“I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be. We’re here for fun, and you weren’t having fun.”

“I was.”

“You were feeling good, but your mind was elsewhere. You were thinking of Jerry.”

“Oh, God!”

“I’m right. I know it. So what about Jerry?”

“I don’t love him! But I’m fascinated by him! I live to make him over, to feminize him. I’ve never experienced such a feeling as this!”

“Better than when I do this?”

Marsha reached down and grabbed Sandy by the mons, inserted a finger and wiggled.

“Oh, no!” Sandy groaned, wiggling her hips and pushing into Marsha’s hand. “Don’t make me choose!”

“You already chose,” sighed Marsha, withdrawing her fingers. “You wouldn’t ask not to choose if you hadn’t already chosen.”

Sandy lay on her back and thought about that, and realized that her friend was right. She turned to Marsha. “What’ll I do?”

Marsha pushed her shoulder back, rolled over and mounted Sandy. “Do this,” and she kissed her, pressing her plump lips, feeling the full sensation of sexual contact.

“And this.” She grabbed a handful of boob, lowered her head and suck the nipple.

“And this!” She dove her fingers downward, put them together and made a pointed fist.

Sarah arched, her hips shook like an earthquake and her eyes rolled back in her head.

She knew what she had to do.

Sandy arrived at Jerry’s house with a couple of suitcases.

Jerry was sitting at the computer, fully made up, and watching porn.

“Whacha got, sweet cakes?” She placed the suitcases on the floor.

“What are you doing?”

“Moving in. What are you doing…aha! Porn! Move over!”

Jerry was standing up already, staring at the suitcases.

“You’re not moving in.”

“Yep. Don’t move over, don’t sit down. Go get us some drinks. It’s time we had a talk.”

Jerry headed for the kitchen. He made drinks, and his mind was spinning like a mirror ball. Thoughts were shooting out, concerns and considerations filled the air in his head.

He brought back the drinks and put them on the table.

Sandy was scrolling through his computer.

“This must be the one you use for porn. Right?”

“Uh…”

“Of course it is.” She looked at him. “Is this the one you used to spy on me?”

He nodded, feeling touches of shame.

“Excellent. Find me some prostate milking.”

He blinked, then sat down. In between sips of their bourbon and Coke he moused to a site that specialized in prostate milkings.

“What are you looking for?”

“Instructions.”

“For what?”

“How to milk you, silly,” she grinned at him, then studied the scenes on the computer.

“Milk me?”

She turned back to him. “Okay, time for the talk. You’re a pervert, right?”

“Uh…”

“Don’t deny it. You hacked me, you stalked me, you like to dress up like a girl, and…you’re a pervert.”

He still didn’t want to admit it.

She leaned back in her chair. “The good news is that I’m a pervert, too. Oh, I didn’t want to admit it. Not me! I’m a good girl! But then I meet you. And what’s the first thing I do? I start teasing the pervert. Then I save his worthless life,” she was holding his hands now and leaning closer to him, looking into his eyes, “and I dress him up and make him into a girl…and now I’m moving in because, damn it, I need this. Whatever you saw in me, that attracted you to me, that made you hack and stalk me…I see that same thing in you. Honey, I need to explore my perversity. I need to find out what it is that draws us together like moths screwing on top of a light bulb. Honey, I’m going to milk you tonight. And it won’t be long until I’m wearing a strap on. And we’re going to get you the biggest set of knockers a man can buy. And you can quit your job and we’ll open a computer repair shop and you can dress like a woman 24/7/365 for the rest of your life, if that’s what you want. Do you understand?”

He was trembling, his lip quivering. He was being taken charge of, and given the things he had always needed. He nodded.

“Good. Now, I want to do a little research, find some nifty things to do to you tonight before I milk you. Why don’t you move my suitcases into my bedroom—that’s my bedroom, though I’ll probably allow you to sleep with me, as long as you control yourself and don’t make me spank you.”

“Spank me?”

She smiled. “‘Spank me?’” she mimicked him. “You’re already asking questions instead of following my wishes. Now go put my suitcases next to the bed. Then make me another drink, then get your butt back in here and let’s look at some porn. Do you understand?”

And Jerry said what men have been saying to strong women for the history of mankind.

“Yes, dear.”


Epilogue

The customer walked out of the computer repair shop with his computer under his arm.

His computer had been cleaned, polished, de-wormed, anti-virused, made more efficient, and…he was smiling.

But he wasn’t smiling because of the computer. He was smiling because of the two women in the shop.

One seemed to be concerned with paperwork, filling orders, that sort of thing. She was good looking, but a little bossy.

Not that he minded bossy women. He liked women who knew what they were doing in bed.

No, he was smiling because the other one was really good looking, and had some really great knockers!

Most computer technicians were geeky, little creeps, probably spent all their time looking at porn.

Well, she wasn’t geeky or creepy, and she could look at porn with him any time!

Whistling, he walked away.

Inside the shop Sandy sat at her desk and faced Jerry. “You were flirting with him.”

“I was not!”

“Were so! I’m a woman, and I know what a flirt is!”

“Okay. I was flirting. What are you going to do about it? Spank me?”

“Yep.”

And the two women looked at each other and grinned.

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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