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Author’s Note

Did you know that men obsess on their weenies?

Of course you did!

But what you didn’t know is that a lot of men obsess on what it would be like to not have a weenie.

To not be compelled to act like a fool in front of a woman.

To not have all your drive pointed towards one eventuality, impregnation.

And, to be softer, more considerate. Like a woman.

And, the other side of the coin, you would be shocked at how many women give more than a passing thought to an emasculated, castrated man.

So here’s a story about accidental castration, and the things a man, and women, have to go through.

Enjoy.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“Don’t be ridiculous,” Sarah scoffed. She sat at her vanity table, making her already beautiful face even more beautiful She didn’t even glance at him for his accusation.

Rod stared at her. His stomach was in knots and his fists were clenched.

“You go out once a month and don’t come home till late. You won’t tell me where you’ve been. I ask you again…have you been seeing another man?”

She turned to him, and her beauty hit him like a punch. She had a nose that slid down to full lips. Her green eyes examined him with humor. Her chest was on full display, the dress she chose to wear dipped deep.

“Rod. After your peeny? I would never even think of another man. Nobody could satisfy me like you.”

“Then why do you slack off on sex the week before this mysterious meeting…and why don’t you feel like sex for a week afterwards?”

She turned back to mirror, rolled red lipstick over her plum lips. “It’s your imagination. I give you plenty of sex.”

“Not really, and when you do it’s usually a handjob.”

“Piff poff,” she tutted. “You’re being childish, and if you don’t knock it off I’ll put you back in chastity.”

Rod shivered, but not from dread.

She had put him in chastity the year before. It was just for a lark, but by the time a month was up he was going out of his mind. He couldn’t look at her without his heart pounding and his weeny dripping. He had turned into a slave in that one month, and he hated it…and would forever want it.

“No,” he said, hoping she would, but not brave enough to ask. “What I want is to know what this mystery meeting is about. I want to know what this man’s name is.”

Sarah took a big breath, screwed the base of her lipstick, set it down, and stood up.

Rod’s breath went out in a huff and a gulp.

“God! She was beautiful!

She walked towards him, hips swaying, oozing confidence.

She stopped two inches in front of him, her breasts pressing on his chest, but no lip invitation.

“Honey. You’re pissing me off. I’m not going to put up with your baseless accusations. I’m not going to put you in chastity right now, but I am also going to say no sex for two weeks.”

“No,” he wheezed desperately.

She touched his cheek with a gentle palm.

“When are you going to learn that women are in charge? When are you going to learn to stop being such a boy bitch?”

He wanted to speak. He wanted to accuse her. He wanted to get to the bottom of the monthly tryst, or whatever it was, that robbed him of sexual happiness.

But he didn’t dare. The look in Sarah’s eyes warned him. Don’t say anything. Play it cool. Lose the battle so you fight the war.

She watched the affect of her words on him, smiled, and said, “That’s a good boy.”

Her hand went down then and cupped him. He grunted, and she squeezed. “Now, no masturbation. You be a good boy, and we’ll talk more tomorrow. Got it.”

He nodded.

She leaned forward the last two inches and touched her lips to his. Gently. She didn’t want to mess her lipstick.

She turned and walked out of the bedroom.

He followed her, watched her hips sway, knew she was jiggling up front, and there was nothing for him.

Whatever was going on…he was out in the cold.

Sarah picked up her purse, checked to make sure her phone was there, then smiled at him and walked out the front door.

He walked to the kitchen and stared as she sauntered down the walk and stopped at her car.

She turned, saw him in the kitchen window, and blew him a kiss. Then she was in the car, and the car was backing out.

Rod stared, and a part of him wanted to die.

His manhood was screaming in his pants.

His heart was pounding.

Everything in him wanted to run out and follow her.

But he didn’t.

Her car gone, he opened the liquor cabinet and got down cheap bourbon.

When he was feeling good he drank good bourbon, when he felt bad he drank cheap. Why waste money just to cry in your whiskey?

He took his first shot quick, stood and shivered and held onto the counter. Then he mixed a Coke High, Coke and bourbon, and headed for the computer room.

He sat and powered up the computer. He checked his mail first, but it was the usual hundred scams.

He went to Youtube and surfed for a while, but Youtube was sort of a joke. Youtube, like the other tech companies, tailored his experience, chose what the computer thought he wanted to watch, so he never had any mental stimulation, never learned anything worth while.

Talk about mental masturbation.

Then, the unfortunate truth being that he was a sex addict, he moused over to porn.

“Ah,” he soughed, sinking back in his swivel and saying hello to his girlfriends and assorted kinks.

He scrolled through various websites, looking for a thrill, but, he realized that he was already on a thrill.

Sarah had threatened to chastise him.

She had threatened to lock him up.

That was enough to boner him up for the night.

He drank another bourbon.

He sat and stared at the computer, and an ad popped up.

He reached for the mouse to delete it, then stopped.

Find Your Phone

Stolen? Lost?

Simple app finds it from any other phone.

He blinked.

He had that app.

He didn’t know why he had installed it, but he had.

He didn’t want to lose his phone, after all, and it was simple security.

And…he had installed it on his wife’s phone.

Rod smiled.

He looked at his phone.

Then he shook his head. He was already in enough trouble. No sex for two weeks. The threat of chastity. Man, he didn’t want to…or did he?

If he got caught she’d put him in chastity. Usually for month. Though she had threatened longer.

But he was already out of sex for two weeks, what would two more weeks hurt?

Especially…if it was…could he risk it?

His penis was pounding in his pants now, and he knew he could.

Well, his penis knew he could.

Rod had sort of left his senses.

He picked up his phone and called up the app.

There it was. Sarah was in the next town in the Femwood Development Projest. He had clients over there, and he knew it well.

He pulled up Google Earth on his computer and took a close look at the precise house.

It was a large ranch style. Big lawn, pool in the back, and a Mercedes in the drive.

He googled the address, but couldn’t find much more out. Zillow had it off the market, and there was no name of purchaser.

Hmmm.

What if he took a drive over there?

He wouldn't do anything, just drive past, have a look see.

Maybe he could catch a glimpse through a window as he cruised past.

Maybe he could get a name off a mail box.

Hmmm, hmmm, hmmm.

He stood up and went into the kitchen.

His boner led the way to the liquor cabinet. It was saying ‘come on, dude! You owe it to yourself to find out!’

He poured a half and half, sipped it, then stopped.

The big bottle of Coke was half empty. The Coke was cold from being in the fridge.

He smiled.

And tilted the whiskey bottle to the mouth of the Coke.

Glug, glug, glug. Whiskey added a quarter to the Coke, and he grinned.

Aw, hell. He filled the rest of the Coke bottle.

He looked at the whiskey bottle. Cheap shit. He tossed it into the trash.

The Coke bottle in hand, he staggered down the hallway and entered the bedroom. He put on black sweats, a black tee shirt, black tennis shoes, and put a full face ski mask into his pocket.

He stumbled back down the hallway and into the garage. He flicked the light on, the door open, and smiled at his ride.

Rod rode a 1000 Gsx-r. It was an older model, so would only go about 180 MPH.

Not that he took it that fast.

No, he was a coffee racer, went from Starbucks to Starbucks, chatted with other aficionados, and lived to see another day.

He wheeled his bike out, strapped the Coke bottle onto the rear saddle with a bungi, and called up the app.

He placed it in a cell phone holder, and fired up the monster.

He sipped, put the bottle back, then hit the streets.

He drove sedately, drunk, but not wanting a ticker. Not for drunkenness or speeding or anything.

In fact, he had two rules. Don’t get tickets, and don’t crash.

Still, the night was warm and beautiful, and when he got onto the freeway he opened it up a bit.

It was heady watching the tach climb, feeling the power surge.

He throttled down and cruised into the next town.

Glancing at the cell phone he followed the GPS.  He wound through the streets, stopped at one dark intersection and took a couple of gulps, wiped his mouth, and continued on.

The house was on a cul de sac, and there were only three houses on the street. It was a new subdivision and a couple of lots were marked sold, and a couple of lots were showing signs of pre-construction.

The house itself was as it was on Google earth. Minus the vicious pixelation. It was one story, and it sprawled in a shallow V. The landscaping was done, the lights were on in the living room, and Sarah’s car was in the driveway right next to the Mercedes.

Rod felt the wind go out of him as he coasted past.

She was cheating.

He hadn’t intended to do anything other than cruise past, but now he was impelled. He had to find out.

The house at the end of the cul de sac was half built and he coasted up the driveway and pulled behind a big stack of lumber.

He turned the key off and listened to his motor ping.

And reached behind himself for the bottle. He unscrewed the cap and tilted it up. Glug, glug, glug.

Now he wanted to drink.

He had to drink.

Who was she cheating on him with?

He sighed. The bottle was not half empty, and he was pretty soused.

But he didn’t feel like it because he was so down.

His wife was screwing some guy.

He dismounted and walked to the edge of the pile of two by fours. He looked down the street.

Sarah’s car was there. A silver Lexus with a black interior.

Hell. He had a pretty black interior himself.

He took another swig.

He had to find out.

There were no windows facing the end of the street, so he walked along the new curb.

There were a few shrubs around the house, but they needed to grow some.

He sucked more whiskey, then stepped into the street.

He didn’t care if he got caught now, he was miserable.

He opened the mail box and took out a letter and walked back into the shadows.

He held up the letter, but couldn’t read it for the darkness.

He moved into a patch of light and read the address.

C. Andrews.

“Mr. C. Andrews,” he mumbled.

He was swaying.

A part of him wanted to go back to his bike and ride home. A part of him wanted to ride, and forget. Leave this problem for another day.

But another part of him was driven. Find out. Who is C. Andrews?

He walked up to the side of the house. He put an ear to the wall.

Nothing. Maybe some far away mumbles, but it was like putting his ear to a rail and trying to hear what the train was saying.

He walked to the corner and peered into the back yard.

Nice lawn. Cool pool. A few immature trees. Some day there would be oak trees, but right then there was just light flowing over the lawn and the pool.

But maybe if he walked behind the pool, far enough, he could see into the house.

He circled through the field behind the landscaping.

He was wearing black, nobody should see him.

He stopped when he was directly opposite the big picture window and peered.

He couldn’t make it out, he was too far away.

Then he had an idea. He took out his cell phone and turned on the camera. Then he put two fingers on the image and widened them.

Close up via cell phone.

Now he could see into the house.

Sarah was sitting on a couch. In a robe. Her legs curled up underneath.

She was sitting like a woman who had just had sex.

Was it mind blowing, bitch? Rod thought, and the thought was like tears.

The other person, C. Andrews, was sitting in a straight back Queen Anne chair. It had been pulled around so the back was to the window, and he couldn’t see the man.

He could see a fold of robe hanging over the arm, so whoever it was was sitting naked, legs spread, showing off his dingus.

“Was it bigger than mine?” he sobbed out loud. He didn’t know how his voice could carry over the relatively flat earth.

He watched, and Sarah stood up, took an empty glass from whoever it was in the chair, and went into the another room. The kitchen.

She returned a moment later, and Rod could make out that it was wine glasses. Red wine. Probably expensive stuff.

“You fucking cunt!” he spoke louder, unaware that he was speaking louder.

Then, unable to contain himself, he screamed.

The sound wavered over the ground, struck the house, and Sarah looked up.

She probably wouldn’t have seen him, maybe even have mistaken the sound for a wounded animal, but he was watching through his cell phone, and the little, white light shone brightly in the darkness.

“There’s somebody out there,” Sarah said. At least, that’s what Rod read from her lips.

He was crying now, and he started walking towards the house.

“You bitch! Oh, you bitch!”

He couldn’t see through his tears; it was a watery world, and he fell into the swimming pool.

He came up, sputtering, still holding the bottle of Coke and whiskey, and watched as the drapes were drawn.

And he realized: all they saw was a man in black. They don’t know it was me.

With immersion in water had come a semblance of sanity.

He pulled himself out of the pool and staggered up the street, heading for his motorcycle.

He had to get out of there.

He had to figure things out.

He couldn’t be caught here.

He heard far away sirens. Oh, shit!

He made it to the house at the end of the street and around the big stand of wood.

He climbed aboard the big Suzuki and powered up.

He was doing 80 by the end of the street. He was drunk, but still had the presence of mind to slow the machine down. Still, he was scraping his pipes as he slithered around the corner.

A cop car picked him up as he turned onto the next street.

Oh, fuck! Was his only thought, and he pulled the trigger.

A GSXR-1000 has 200 horsepower and weighs less than 400 pounds.  It is Godzilla on a skateboard. When Rod turned the throttle, when he ‘pulled the trigger,’ the bike spun tires for a micro second, which caused the rear end to slip, then the rear tire caught, and the door to hell was opened.

The bike rose up, and Rod had a glimpse of a cop’s face looking up at him from behind the wheel of his cruiser. The only thing that stopped Rod from going over backwards was the construction dirt that had coated the street. The bad news was that this dirt caused the bike to judder, then the rear wheel started to slide out.

Rod was going over 100 MPH and the bike laid down on its side.

Fortunately, Rod was now on the side of the street, no pavement, and the soft earth didn’t tear his leg up.

Unfortunately, the end of the street had a newly poured curb. The bike on its side, the tires hit the curb square, the suspension gave way,  and there was no way the seat could absorb Rod’s 140 pounds impacting on it.

Rod felt a terrible pain in his crotch. A pain so great that he couldn’t deal with it and simply went unconscious. Which was all right, because he managed to miss it when the bike flipped up and he was sent sailing through the warm, evening air.

And that was it for Rod.

They say, soldiers do, that you never hear the bullet that hits you. And the fact is simple. A bullet is traveling faster than sound, so you wouldn’t hear it.

On the other hand, you might feel the accident that engulfs you, but the chances are that you might not remember it.

The mind simply doesn’t want to remember terrible pain.

Rod remembered nothing when he woke up in the hospital.

He simply opened his eyes, smacked his dry mouth, which made sense because he thought he might have been drinking.

He joked around, saw the white walls, the polished floors, the medical machines, and blinked in puzzlement. When the heck?

“Rod!” Sarah was sitting next to him. He must have stirred before opening his eyes, because she was perched on the edge of a chair, watching him like a hawk watches a family of mice. “You’re awake!”

“What happened?” he asked, confused. “What am I doing here?”

Sarah reached to the top of his hospital bed and pressed a call button.

“Oh, Rod!” then she was hugging him. Gently. And kissing his face.

As she kissed him he laughed, and he realized that he was drugged. He was just too happy to be sober—had he been drinking? Or was the taste in his mouth medicine?

A nurse entered the room. She gave a bright smile, “Well, look who decided to rejoin us?”

Rod was giddy, and he thought the world a very good place.

The nurse checked the beeping machines, then placed a hand on his forehead.

“Excellent. Not much of a temperature…let’s take a few readings for the record.”

She popped a thermometer into his mouth, picked up a clipboard and scribbled notes.

“What happened?” asked Rod.

“Keep your mouth closed for a moment, please.”

He did, and Sarah just kept touching him, hugging him, holding his hand, and crying.

Rod tried to remember. Sarah had gone out. He remembered that. Then he had gone out, on his motorcycle. But…what had happened? He didn’t remember anything after leaving his garage on his bike.

Suddenly another woman entered the room. Rod had never seen her before. She was good looking, to say the least. Large boobs, beautiful face with an aquiline nose and red lips. She was holding two cups of coffee and handed one to Sarah.

Sarah sat up and smiled appreciatively at the woman.

“Well, I finally get to meet the big lug.”

She had a smooth sounding voice. Quite melodic.

Sarah said, “Chris, this is Rod. Rod, this is Chris.”

The beautiful woman smiled. “I would have brought you a coffee, but…” she shrugged.

“Who are you?”

“We can talk about that later,” blurted Sarah, and there was something in her words that made Rod wonder.

What the heck was going on? I wake up in a hospital. There’s a mystery woman. What happened?

“You’re looking good, Mr. Patrick,” said the nurse.

“Call him Rod,” advised Sarah.

“I don’t understand. How did I get here?”

“You were in an accident,” smiled the nurse.

“I was? What kind of accident? What happened?”

Chris stood behind Sarah, one hand on her shoulder. A comforting hand.

“And, I don’t mean to be rude, but who are you?”

He was drugged, but he was also waking up, and he wasn’t getting answers. He was happy stupid, but starting to get pushy.

At that moment, saving everybody, the doctor walked in.

“Good morning, Mr. Patrick.”

“Call him Rod,” suggested Sarah.

“Rod,” smiled the doctor.

“Doc, nobody seems to want to tell me what happened! I know I was in an accident, but…can you tell me more?

“I can tell you about your medical condition, and I know a bit about your accident.”

“Finally,” whispered Rod.

“Mr. Patrick, Rod, you were in a. motorcycle accident.”

Rod’s eyes fluttered as he absorbed the information. Ludicrously, he asked, “Is my bike okay?”

“I don’t have any information about that. What apparently happened is that you went into a skid of some sort…”

Images flickered behind Rod’s eyes. He couldn’t isolate any specific image, and he didn’t understand what they meant.

“…your motorcycle struck a curb, with its wheels. I’ve been told that you were going over a 100 MPH.”

Rod’s eyes widened. He was going 100? He never did that! Why would he—“

“The impact with the curb overwhelmed the suspension system. Amazingly, except for some compressed material in your spine, which material has been successfully handled—we’ve had you in traction for two weeks,  and—“

“Wait! I’ve been here for two weeks?”

“Fortunately we received you within a half hour of your accident and the traction has been successful. No lasting damage to your spine, although you will be on pain killers for a while. The most extensive damage was to your testicles. They were crushed beyond repair and we had to remove…”

The doctor’s voice faded and Rod was shaking his head, trying to remember what the doctor had just said.

“Are you okay, Rod?”

“My…my nuts? You said something…”

“Nurse, a sedative, please.”

The nurse slapped a syringe into the doctor’s hands within ten seconds.

Sarah was on her feet, clutching Rod’s hand, The other woman, Chris, was holding Sarah.

Rod was shaking and yelling something. He was drugged to the gills, but he had heard the doctor say something about…about…his balls!

Sarah sobbing, the nurse’s lips compressed. The doctor pushing the needle into his arm. Him yelling something.

Then he went to sleep.

He woke up again. He was happy, but with an edge. He was still drugged, but he remembered the doctor telling him his testicles had been crushed, and…irreparable damage.

That was something that penetrated the happy drugs floating in his veins.

Sarah was sleeping in the chair next to the bed. There was no sign of Chris.

He lay there and watched the gloom of night lift, the resurgence of doctors and nurses in the hospital.

His testicles. Something bad, because he had thrown a fit before finding everything out.

He wanted the doctor to come back and talk some more. In his drug dazed mind he promised not to throw a fit.

“You’re awake?”

Sarah gave a stretch. She had a false smile on her face, and she leaned forward and took his hand once again.

He lay on the bed and stared at her. He had been in an accident. On his bike, apparently.

He whispered, but it didn’t come out and his throat hurt.

Sarah gave him a cup with lots of ice chips in it.

“Easy,” she said, and she helped him hold his head up while he drank.

He lay back, sighed, and in a more normal tone of voice, “What happened to my bike?”

“It’s totaled,” she said.

“Fuck,” he sighed. “I loved that bike.”

“I didn’t.”

He met her eyes and asked the question that terrified him. “What about my balls.”

How Sarah got through the next couple of minutes without breaking down into sobs she never knew. A part of her was shrieking. A part of her was calm and clinical.

“Your bike hit the curb, they think you were doing over a 100, and your body smashed your testicles. They were crushed. No hope of repair. They removed them when you were brought in.”

“They removed my testicles.”

“I had to sign a paper saying it was okay,” She sniffed and gulped, but kept her equilibrium.

“So I have no nuts.”

“Your penis is okay, but…yes. Your testicles have been surgically removed.”

It was like he was staring into a big, black yawning pit. He felt like he was wavering, about to fall into the pit, and it took a moment for him to be able to speak.

“So…what happened? Why was I riding my bike so fast? Where was this?”

Sarah spoke with no emotion, just flat out said it. “Apparently you used some sort of GPS app to track me down. You were following me…”

The way she said it it was more like she felt he was stalking her.

He blinked, and memories tugged at him.

“I followed you?”

“You wanted to see who I was having an affair with.”

Memories flooded in. Not memories of the accident, those were locked away by pain, but remembering the GPS, getting drunk, going to the house and…and…what did he see?

But he didn’t have to wonder. Sarah told him.

“Chris is my lover. You met Chris. I’ve never had a lesbian relationship, and it was…quite heady. I should have handled things better, and now that this has happened…”

“But you said you weren’t seeing anybody?”

“I said I wasn’t cheating on you with a man. Chris isn’t a man.”

“Semantics.” As the thing unfolded in his mind Rod was amazed. He wasn’t hurt, though. He had already been hurt enough that this small pain was negligible.

Rod stayed in the hospital for two more weeks. When he was finally released, free from all but a couple of tabs of Vicodin a day, he felt like an old man.

He used a pair of canes to walk, and had to get used to the feeling of walking without something between his legs, something to keep his legs apart. This required the use of different muscles in his basic walk, and a certain awkwardness that lasted for about a month.

During that time Sarah stayed with him most of the time.

And he met Chris, again..

She was his wife’s lover, and he was quite curious.

Why would a woman make love to another woman? Especially when she had a man?

But, as they talked, and as Sarah entered into the conversations, Rod came to the realization that he hadn’t really been a loving, trusting husband.

He was obsessive about sex. He was constantly grilling Sarah about people, suspecting her of cheating, and, in essence, his accusations of cheating had driven her to cheat.

Weird. Ironic. Understandable.

And it hurt him.

But now that he was deprived of his manhood, and certain impulses, he accepted it all.

He made mental adjustments, and he realized that he wouldn't be making love to his wife again. And that resulted in possibly the oddest conversation of his recovery.

“What do you mean we won’t be making love again?”

Sarah was sitting on the edge of the bed and Chris was watching from the bedside chair.

Rod had delivered the sentence nonchalantly, almost like a humorous afterthought.

“I’m sterile. No nuts. In essence, castrated. Not much future in sex.”

Chris frowned, her mouth twisted to the side a little, and she listened avidly.

“What you received was an orchidectomy. That’s only the testicles. You can still achieve erections.”

“I know. They just won’t be as hard, and they might not last as long.”

“So the only thing lacking is desire,” Sarah accused.

Silence for a moment.

“Do you not desire me now? Now that I…”

“Now that I find you’ve been having sex with a woman?” He lifted his eyebrows and simply gazed at her.

“Yes,” she blurted after a moment. “And…so what.”

“So what?” He frowned.

“So what if I made love to somebody else. I still love you. I’m married to you. Why shouldn’t I want to be intimate with you?”

“Because…” but he trailed off. He didn’t have an answer to her question.

“You know,” commented Chris, “this may indelicate of me, but did you know that when your wife and I made love there was no dick involved?”

Rod said, “Fuck!” and looked away.

But Sarah wasn’t about to let it go. “It’s true. And if Chris and I can do that, then you and I can.”

He returned a level gaze to her.

“So I’m supposed to make love like a lesbian.”

The room grew silent after that, and they were all thinking.

It was Chris who said, “Why not?”

Rod sputtered. Then just looked away.

Sarah reached for his hand, which he had folded across his chest. She held it, wouldn’t let go, and said, “Rod. I love you. We’ll get through this. And if you have to learn to make love in a different way, we can handle that.”

Rod stared at her. He was a mix of emotions, a bundle of raw nerves that tried to worm past the Vicodin in his system.

“Rod, I’m not letting you go.”

Little drops of water formed at the corner of his eyes, and he would have cried, except that Chris said, “Me, neither,” looking at Sarah.

They looked at her. It was silly, ludicrous, stated with humorous intent.

But there was a truth there.


Part Two

But he was home. Home with a loving wife he was trying to understand. Did she really love him? And, what was love? And, how could his wife love him, and Chris, too?

For the first couple of weeks he watched a lot of TV, but that got old real fast.

If they have to tell you where to laugh in sit coms, with that canned laughter, how funny is it?

And, documentaries were cool for a few days, but they weren’t ever going to find anything on Oak Island.

And the news not news, it was simply lies. Pure and simple.

So after a week, chomping at the bit, Rod was out walking. An hour in the morning, an hour in the evening, and another week it was two hours.

After three weeks he bought a bicycle, and, man, did that hurt!

His groin was ruined, and while he was technically good to go, there was still pain.

But, as time went on he roughed it out and began riding the bicycle.

But, as time went on, what he didn’t do was get intimate with Sarah.

Three months passed. He was off Vicodin, he could ride his bike for hours without feeling any groin pain, and he was withdrawn.

Not in an obvious way, just a subtle lack of desire to communicate. Answering communications with a happiness that was blatantly false.

After three months he came home from a long ride. His endurance was good, and his body was getting pretty damned trim.

He walked into the house and Sarah was waiting.

She had a bottle on the table, a glass full of ice, and Pepsi if he wanted to take his bourbon with a little help.

He didn’t want to drink much. He didn’t remember much about the night he drove his bike drunk into a curb, but he did know that whiskey was partly at fault.

Still, when a woman is sitting in a robe with nothing on underneath,  her breasts bulging in the thin satin, her lips painted red, and she offers you a drink, you take it.

Even if you think of yourself as a eunuch.

He sat, and sipped.

“We should talk,” she murmured, reaching across the table and holding his hand.

He placed the glass down, sighed at the remembrance of how much he loved good bourbon, and said, “So talk.”

“Not me.”

He snorted. He sipped. “I’m fine.”

“I’m not.”

“So talk.”

“You are a fake piece of shit. You smile and don’t mean it. You haven’t touched me, haven’t hugged me, haven’t even kissed me.”

He listened.

She waited.

He finally gave a little bit. “You’ve got a lover.”

He felt the pressure of her hands as she squeezed his hand harder. “That’s not enough.”

“So you want your cake and you want to eat it, too.”

His eyes weren’t exactly cold, but he was stuck in a no nonsense mode.

“It’s not me we’re talking about. It’s like you’re sitting there, stuck in a ‘I can’t fuck so I don’t want to think about it’ mode.”

He shrugged. Admitting it, not caring about it.

“It’s us. Not you, not me. I’m willing to try, but you aren’t. All you want to do is escape on your bike.”

“Not fair.”

She was taking deep breaths, and she realized she had gone too far. “Okay. But you still aren’t willing to try.”

“Try what?” A bit of bitterness escaped him. “Try fucking with a dick that won’t squirt? Not much joy in that! Try getting my rocks off? Hard to do when you have no rocks.”

Then she was half on her feet, tears streaming from her eyes, “Shut up! Just fucking shut up!”

He was surprised and sat back.

She stood for a moment, out of control, wanting to say things, but not knowing what. And she finally blurted through her tears, “It’s not about sex! It’s about us! It’s about you and me!”

Then she whirled, sobbing, and ran for the bedroom.

The next five minutes, of Rod sitting at the table, his mouth open and knowing he had screwed up, were a long five minutes.

He had to admit to himself that he was being unfair.

Yes, she had cheated, but she was sticking with him, in spite of the terribly foolish thing that he had done, in spite of the terrible accident he had undergone.

Yes, she was probably still cheating. Chris had been at their house when he had gotten back from bike rides, and he suspected that when Sarah disappeared for a few hours she was at Chris’s house.

But…didn’t she have to?

Didn’t she have sexual needs that definitely weren’t being addressed by him?

And, here it came, was he really so stupid as to drive her away? The one most important and beautiful thing in his life?

After five minutes he stood up. He sucked his bourbon down like a man about to go to the gallows, but there was a curious lightness in his heart as he walked down the hall towards their bedroom.

He stepped into the doorway.

Sarah was laying on the bed, the robe wrapped around her.

She turned away from him.

“You’re right,” he said.

Now she was listening. Every cell of her body was listening.

He walked across the bedroom and took off his clothes.

He was sweaty from the bike ride, but he didn’t think that would matter. But if it did, then he would handle that.

Naked, he had a pecker. It hung down, a long sausage that rarely got hard, and then not for long.

Interestingly, the doctor had told him that he could, possibly, have orgasms.

But he didn’t think much of that prediction.

He sat on the edge of the bed. He reached out and placed a hand on her hip. “I’m sorry.”

She moved. A slight move, like she was going to turn and face him, but was afraid.

He bent over her, kissed her shoulder.

“If you can forgive I’ll try to do better.”

Then she was turned over, in his arms, crying happily.

They held each other, and he became aware that his penis was getting hard.

He looked down and whispered, “One of those rare times.”

She didn’t whisper. She blurted, “Oh, goodie! Fucking goodie!”

She grabbed him, and he marveled at the sensations that he had been denying himself.

It felt good. It felt wonderful. It felt…stiffer.

Then she was sitting on his lap, on him, and he was inside her.

He gasped as the pleasure ran through him.

Then she was kissing his mouth, riding him, holding him like a sailor holds a life preserver.

And Chris walked in.

“Oh, shit, I’m sorry,” she murmured at their shocked expressions. She turned and walked out.

Sarah giggled.

Rod was embarrassed, but Sarah was infections, and he giggled.

“Do you want to finish?” she asked.

“”Finish what?” he stated wryly. “I’m good whenever. It’s not like I’m going to cum and suddenly be unable.” He was tempted to say, ‘I’m unable all the time,’ but he didn’t, as he had just proved that a lie.’

She lifted herself off him. “Let’s save this.”

“Anticipation is worse than death itself,” he quoted from a Steven Seagal movie.

She laughed, pulled her robe tight, and headed out to the living room.

Rod followed her but stopped at the entrance to the living room and listened.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t know…”

“That’s all right. We just…” hesitation, “what brings you over?”

“I just haven’t seen you for a week and I wanted to make sure everything was all right. From the looks of it…everything is right.”

Rod considered that statement. It wasn’t mean or vindictive. It didn’t sound like jealousy. It sounded like somebody who cared.

But she was caring for his wife.

“I’ve just been busy. Really. I meant to call you later, but…we got busy.”

Light laughter. “You certainly did. How’s he doing?”

“I think he’s coming around. He’s trying, and that’s the important thing. He’s the kind of guy who, if he tries, he succeeds.”

“Well, that’s great.”

“Yes?”

“What?”

“You look like you were about to say something.”

“Oh, I…nothing.”

“Come on, girl. Spill the beans.”

“Well, I didn’t have any…does he…does he and you, you know, doing it…does that change what’s between us?”

A pause, and a sound, and Rod realized it was a kiss.

“Well, I guess that answers that.”

“But, listen, I love you, but I loved my husband first.”

“It’s not pity love?”

“That’s a mean thing to say.”

“I knew it as soon as I said it, and I take it back.”

Silence. Then a sigh. “It’s okay. This situation, it makes us think things, and in ways, that we never could have imagined.”

“Thanks.”

And Rod stepped into the room.

The girls froze. From an expectation of privacy they had the sudden realization that Rod had been listening to them.

“Hi, uh, Rod,” whispered Chris.

“Hi.” He stood there, not grinning, but holding a grin inside. Standing full frontal, with no clothes.

She couldn’t help it. Chris looked down at his manhood, and lack of manhood.

“Rod…” Sarah started.

“It’s okay. We need to talk, anyway.”

That made Sarah open and shut her mouth.

Rod chuckled, be it a bit ruefully. To Chris: “What do you think?”

She looked up at him. “I can’t imagine.”

“Want to see it up close?”

Chris looked at Sarah.

Rod said, “It’s okay. Sarah has seen it up close, and it’s not like it’s going to spit at you or anything.”

“Well, uh…”

Rod stepped closer. “Look. Touch, if you feel like. It won’t hurt, and it actually feels good. I have full sensation, and I enjoy it, as I so recently discovered.”

Sarah blushed and looked down.

Chris reached out a hand. She was afraid. Curiosity did kill cats, after all. She touched underneath first. “I can feel the…the stitches.”

“Yeah, they’re out now, but it’s like a little zipper down there. A zipper for a carrying case that’s not carrying.”

Then she felt his shaft. “You’re hard.”

“Not as hard, but, yeah. Hard enough.”

She looked up at him, caught in the moment. “What’s it like? Screwing?”

The sensations are the same. It’s enjoyable. It’s an itch that loves to be scratched, that wants to be scratched, but therein lies a bit of frustration.”

“Physical…like…yearning?”

“More like a mental yearning. I want, but can’t have, and I suspect that will be with me the rest of my life. A testament to how foolhardy a man can be.”

“My God,” she whispered, then she looked up into his eyes. She let go of his penis, and he sighed. She realized that it really had felt good, but she couldn’t imagine the subtle depths of frustration that he must be experiencing.

“Anyway, I heard you girls talking, and I figured that maybe it’s time we cleared the air.”

He pulled a chair around and sat and faced the girls on the couch.

Now they were suddenly nervous.

They had been cheating, well, Sarah had been cheating. Chris hadn’t cheated, but she had contributed to the cheating.

Now they were confronted, and they felt guilt.

“So,” Rod said, sitting back, his cock still hard and poking up. “What do you want to talk about?”

The girls looked at each other.

Chris: “We don’t know.”

“Come on. What’s the elephant in the room?”

“Uh, me and Chris?”

“Bingo. You and Chris. Carrying on behind my back. Lying with semantics. Having a gay old time while I wasted away in a hospital room.”

His presentation was straight forward and both girls sat up straighter.

“Wait a minute! We didn’t ‘have a gay old time!’ Sarah was sick with worry, and even though I didn’t know you…I…I. cared.”

Rod nodded, and studied them.

“Look, Rod. I know what I did is wrong. But…”

“Is it?”

Both girls blinked.

“Before today I would have said you’re right. Totally wrong. Evil. Bad people. But now is today,” he shrugged.

“Now is when I face what a turd I’ve been. You, Sarah, wouldn’t have run off to a lover if I had been a better lover. To tell the truth, I don’t know what makes a better lover. More sex? Long talks? Watching stupid soap operas. I don’t know. But I do know that if I had been more caring, if I had seen to your needs, maybe this whole thing wouldn’t have happened.”

The girls were glancing at each other now, not sure what was happening.

“The unfortunate truth is that if it is sex…then I’ve come to the game a half pound short and a little late.”

“What are you saying?” asked Chris.

“Sarah, you say you love me. We’ll have time for us to know that…or we split. Chris, you say you care, and here is the rub. I want to get involved in Sarah’s life more, make up for what I’ve done. That means I have to get to know you.”

At their puzzled expressions he added, “What? You thought I was going to run a tantrum? Demand that you never see each other again? A little late for that. And considering my situation, I think I’d like your situation to continue.”

Sarah gasped.

“Just because I can’t play the man and give you sexual satisfaction doesn’t mean that you shouldn’t get satisfaction. I’m a little leery of going out and finding somebody else. And you two have already proved a certain compatibility. Now the only thing to find out is if Chris and I can be compatible.”

Rod was done. He had spoken his piece, and now he waited for reactions. The reactions weren’t slow in coming.

“You mean you want Sarah and I to continue meeting?”

“Hell, you make that sound like you have to hide. Tell me when you want the bedroom. I’ll sleep in the guest room.”

“You mean…spend the night?”

“Well, you don’t want me sneaking around and spying on you now, do you?” He spoke wryly.

“But…we…”

Rod held up his hand.

“Sarah, I love you. I’m sure we’ll continue to find out whether sex is possible.”

“Chris, I don’t know you, and I should if you’re going to be involved in my wife’s life, but I guess we’ll figure that out as we go along.” He shrugged.

Slowly, as if afraid Rod would get mad, the girls hugged.

Chris was not afraid to come to the house now, and Sarah was giddy with relief.

Once or twice a week Chris would show up, and they would adjourn to the bedroom.

Rod would go to the guest room for a while, then he would sneak out and sit in the hall and listen.

He heard the bed springs, the moans, the instructions to ‘touch me there…’ and the announcement, ‘I’m going to cum!’

He listened, and when the springs stopped bouncing and the girls were done he went back to his room and thought.

The sounds of his wife having sex with another person made him horny, but it was a reduced, ethereal horniness, one with no solution.

But, in spite of frustration, it made him happy.

He couldn’t make his wife moan like that, well, he could, but he didn’t have much desire. He just had duty and a deep, vague want.

On the weekend he would take Sarah out and they would act normal, then they would come home and he would try to please her.

It was a strange thing, sex without balls, and it was sometimes successful, and sometimes not.

One evening they lay in bed. Hot, sweaty. She had squirted, after much effort, and he had not. Whatever the doctor had meant about being able to have an orgasm without balls, it had not come to pass.

“This must be so frustrating for you,” she said, cuddling with him, her hand holding his half hard dingus.

“I suppose.”

“What does that mean?”

“I don’t know. I think I mean that I probably deserve what happened to me, in some way.

“No, you don’t.” She sat up and glared at him.

“I don’t? I didn’t trust you.”

“I wasn’t trustworthy.”

“I sneaked after you like a horny high school kid.”

“I wasn’t giving you enough sex. I was withholding, and being a bully, and…what’s so funny.”

Rod was suddenly smiling. “I remember that last day, before…and you threatened to put me in chastity.”

“Oh, well…” She wasn’t sure what to say. She was often unsure. She didn’t want to hurt Rod, and she never knew when he might get hurt. Although, the truth, he seemed to be very patient and immune to insults  now.

“Seems like I put myself in permanent chastity.”

It was funny to Rod, but not to Sarah, and she lay back down and played with him some more. Then she sat up again.

“I want you to screw Chris.”

“What? I mean…but…I don’t know. I rarely see her, and then you two are, uh, busy.”

“We’ve been talking about it. She’s willing. She’s not a hard core lesbian, her husband died and she was lonely, and that’s how we…but I want you to take her out, and broach the subject of sex.”

Rod considered his wife.

He had thought about Chris over the months, and she was a very beautiful woman. But…to make love to her?

The man he used to be, filled with testosterone, wouldn’t have hesitated. Hell, he would have sneaked off.

Maybe.

But now he was different. Now he was thinking of other people and not just himself.

“And she really wouldn’t mind a strange man filling her hole?” He described the act crudely, with a weisenheimer attitude, but he was really having fun.

“I think so. My fingers aren’t enough to really…you know?”

He pursed his lips and thought about it.

“And I think she really would like some dick. It’s been years for her. I’m sure there is a degree of frustration under the surface.”

He chuckled. “Two frustrated people take out their frustrations on each other. Sounds like a marriage all right.”

“Don’t be dumb,” but she was smiling, and she hit him with a pillow.

“Okay, I’ll tell you what. I’ll take her out, just her and me, and we’ll talk about it, and…and we’ll see, but I’m not promising anything.”

“What a weird conversation,” Sarah snorted. “My husband is not promising to not screw another woman.”

“Did I say that? huh! I guess I did.”

“I just noticed that your 90% boner is back. Would you mind pleasing me again?”

“I would mind not pleasing you.”

With that he pushed her back, spread her legs, and moved in. As he entered her she gasped, and whispered, “You know, the doctor said you wouldn't be as hard, and you might not last long, but he was wrong.”

“Oh?” he grunted as he humped.

“Unh…yeah. You’re not as hard, but that makes me work harder, and since you don’t squirt you do last longer. I think I like you this way.”

He paused, scrutinized her face, then smiled, “I should have cut my nuts off long ago.”

But that was over the line, and Sarah started crying.

“It’s okay,” he whispered, continuing his gentle in and out motions, trying to take her mind off his bad joke. “I’m sorry. That was stupid. Come on, now.”

And, she did get over it, and…it was better.

For her.

And for him, in a way it was better, too.

After all, he had wanted to be chastised before, and now he was, and while it wasn’t what he expected, he did enjoy the mental edge all that unrelieved horniness gave him.

But a squirt sure would have been nice.

Chris and Rod went to Charley Coyote’s on a Tuesday night. That was the least busy night of the week, which wasn’t saying much, but it was an ounce quieter, and they were able to sit and talk.

And they drank.

Oddly, it was Chris who was the most nervous. She mentioned this after her third Margarita.

“How come you’re not nervous?”

He chuckled. “I never thought I would say something like this, but without my big sexual drive…”

“Well, I hope this doesn’t upset you, but i like a man this way.”

“Oh?”

“Yes. Men tend to be pushy, driven to get their rocks off.”

“No worry about that with me.”

“I know, and it makes you more pleasant to be with. You aren’t leering, delivering stupid sexual innuendos. You’re just…nice.”

“I bet you say that to all the eunuchs.”

She blinked, started to say something, but when Rod simply cut a small bite of his steak she said, “You’re joking.”

“Gotcha,” he said.

“You fuck!” She snorted.

“Sometimes. But never to a conclusion.”

She sat there, staring at him. “Rod, there might be a way.”

“To where? San Francisco?”

“Stop kidding. To have an orgasm. I’ve been reading, and there might be a way.”

He placed his glass down and regarded her intently. “If this is a joke it’s in very bad taste.”

“No joke.”

He waited, then asked. “Okay. What is it?”

“I’ll tell you later.” Her face smoothed out. “After you fuck me.”

“Aha! Is this one of those sexual innuendos you accuse men of?”

“Sort of. But it’s more like blackmail.”

“Blackmail?”

“Yep. ‘Cause I’m not kidding, and you want to know, and there is no way you’re going to say no to sex with me now.”

He sat, confounded, yet relieved in a way. “Is this where I ask for a check?”

She smiled. “Yep.”

They went to her house, and while Rod wasn’t nervous, he felt a little detached. Out of it. He wasn’t against the idea of making love to Chris, but…what was her big plan?

The idea of finally having an orgasm, of getting a little relief to that subtle frustration that was with him always, was just too much.,

No way he could say no.

She started taking her clothes off as soon as they entered the front door. She closed the drapes as she lost her underwear.

Rod followed slowly. He wasn’t driven, and he realized what an oddity that was; to be less sexually motivated than a woman.

He took off his clothes and draped them over the couch.

She knelt in front of him and made sure he was nice and stiff, then she took him in hand and led him down the hall to her bedroom.

Rod had not been with a woman other than his wife since college. Before then he was just a high school boy, out for a fuck and knowing nothing.

Now he was with a woman who loved sex, but had had no man to sate her appetites for years. It was an education, and he realized that there things he could be doing to his wife that he had never thought of.

Exciting things.

Things to make her happy and quite satisfied.

Happy and satisfied the way Chris was when they were done.

“Oh, God!” she sighed, laying back. “That was…like I remember it.”

“Yeah, me too.”

She laughed at his wry wit, then she said, “And I don’t even have to sleep in a wet spot.”

“Oh, funny.”

They lay there, breathing softly, realizing that things would be different from now on.

“So what’s this big plan you’ve got.”

Chria smiled and spoke, and when she was done Rod was blinking furiously.

Could it work? Could it?

“Have you talked to Sarah about this?”

“Yep.”

“And she agrees?”

“Yep.”

“Well, Mickey Mouse on crutches.”

And the idea, her idea, was so intriguing that he insisted on pleasing her again.

The following week Rod set aside Saturday for the big experiment. Interestingly, he didn’t have much to do.

His part in the great adventure was to lay around all day and anticipate, then get rid of his hair.

He wasn’t the hairy sort, anyway, so about three in the afternoon he smeared Nair all over himself, even got the hard to reach places, and waited for the burn. Twenty minutes later he stepped out of the shower, dripping and body bald.

It felt weird, and he ran his hands over his frame.

Smooth. No little hairs. One would think he would feel more with hairs on his body, little antenna, you know. But his skin felt more sensitive.

Chris and Sarah came home about four, and they were pleased to find him sitting on the sofa, a drink in his hand, watching a football game.

They placed big shopping bags on the dining room floor and set up a station on the dining room table.

“Come on, handsome. Turn off the TV and get your sexy butt over here.”

Rod clicked the remote, put it down and sauntered into the living room.

The girls had him sit down, and they began painting his toenails.

“You know,” mused Chris, “we could probably do this with you as a man, but, I admit, it’s Sarah’s fault.”

“My fault?”

“Sure. I was an innocent heterosexual girl until you got your wicked hands on me.”

“What?” screeched Sarah, then they were all laughing.

They went to his hands and prepped his nails and fitted him with long, red fakes.

Rod held his paws up and marveled. “Wow!”

“Double wow. Looking good. Anyway, to finish what I was saying, before I was so rudely interrupted…I want you as a woman.”

“I can understand that. Not.” Quipped Rod.

“She wants a woman with a dick,” blurted Sarah.

“True,” smiled Chris. “The best of both worlds.”

They had him try on lingerie when they were done with his hands. It was awkward for him, he couldn’t even button a button, or fasten a fastener, but it was great fun for them.

“Can’t even dress yourself,” sniffed Chris.

“What a sissy,” chuckled Sarah.

They stood back and inspected him, and Sarah said, “You know, he’s going to make a great woman. Biking has slenderized his body, but he needs boobs.”

“It’s true. We need to get him some implants.”

“I’m not going to get boobs!” snorted Rod.

“We’ll see,” and Sarah grinned at Chris, who grinned back.

When they were done he was clad in panties, a training bra, nylons, and they even tried some high heels on him.

“Good Lord,” he murmured, catching sight of himself in the big picture window.

He was looking very feminine, and they hadn’t even started on his face.

So they started on his face. Sarah work on his eyes and Chris cleansed his pores, put on the primer and lipstick, and his transformation was coming around.

“I knew there was a reason you didn’t cut your hair,” said Sarah as she brushed out his locks.

“Oh?”

“You’re a sissy at heart.”

He looked up, and the girls both laughed, so he grinned.

“You know, it is weird.”

“What?”

“I don’t have my nuts, and I suppose that’s changed the testosterone and estrogen balance in my body. I probably have more girl chemicals in me, and…”

“And what?”

“And I sort of like it.”

“Well, listen to that! The man who can be a man, or a woman.”

“Or halfway in between.”

They were done with him now, and he stood up and looked at his reflection.

They were right. He did need boobs. But he still looked like a woman. A flat one, but…yes, implants. Big ones.

But outside of that one lack, he was a woman. No question about it. His eyes were dusky caves from within which glittered his sexy eyes. His hair was curled under in a bob. It was layered and shaped and…it looked good.

His body was totally female, but he sure wanted tits.

And, standing there, inspecting himself, he saw himself as the girls did.

He wasn’t a man. Not in body, and now not in clothes.

Or, truth, in attitude.

He was lacking testosterone. A lot of it. And the estrogen was there.

“I’ve got a boner bump,” he observed.

“You won’t when we’re done with you,” and the girls took his arms and walked him back into the bedroom.

Rod lay on the bed. On his belly. A pillow under his hips to raise his butt up.

The girls giggled and compared strap ons.

“Mine’s bigger!” said Sarah.

“It’s not what you got, but how you use it.”

“Says the girl with the little ding-a-ling.”

“At least I won’t be stepping on mine.”

“You wish.”

Rod watched the girls by bending his head and looking through his armpit. They were standing like a couple of studs, comparing their dinguses. He cleared his throat.

“Oh, sorry, bitch. Are you ready?”

“Hey! I never talked that way to you!”

“Bet you wished you had now.”

“Just wait until the shoes on the other foot. I’ll show you some trash talk.”

“Says the girly boy with his butt in the air.”

They were all chuckling, and that was good.

“Okay, flips for who’s first.”

Chris won the flip and she stepped up to the side of the bed. She climbed on and knelt between Rod’s legs.

“All right, honey, are you ready to see what’s so great about being a woman?”

“Only if you stop talking.”

She laughed and took a jar of lube from Sarah. She began reaming his hole with a finger, spreading lots of lube over him and into him.

He liked it. It felt good, and he started moving his rump around.

“All right!” And Chris leaned into him, onto him, and filled him with her plastic pecker.


Epilogue

Two months later Rod stared at himself in the mirror.

The implants were perfect, and he loved wearing a real bra, and not that training thing.

His shape had really filled out, and now he was always dressed like a woman.

He wore lingerie and dresses and went shopping with Chris and Sarah.

And he was happy.

Sure. Sometimes he thought about what it had been like to have a pair of balls. But when he had had them he had sure wasted a lot of seed. A typical man, he had squirted whenever and wherever he could.

Now his orgasms were scheduled. Once a month the girls would take him in the back bedroom and do him.

And they didn’t have to dress him up now, he took care of that himself.

Suddenly the door opened and Chris and Sarah entered.

“Thank God!” Rod remarked. “It’s my time of month.”

“It sure is, honey,” and they took turns kissing him, and eventually led him down the hall to the bedroom.
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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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