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PART ONE

“Hey! Look at this!” Chuck came out of the bathroom with a towel around his waist.

Josie looked up from here iPad and blinked.

Chuck was pudgy. Not fat, just a little chunky, and he was hairy. Real hairy.

And he had shaved his pectoral muscles.

Josie shook her head and said, What the fuck?”

“See? I shaved my tits! Now I’ve got boobs like you!”

Josie was a medium thick, and she had nice, big boobs. Now Chuck’s, with a bit of fat on his pectorals, looked like hers.

“What did you do?”

“I shaved my pecs, made ‘em look like boobs, just like yours.”

Josie started laughing, behind the laughter was a gleam of eagerness. “Come here, let me feel those puppies.”

Chuck sashayed over, letting his hips sway, and his pectoral boobs actually jiggled a little bit.

“Oh, my God! I love it!” Josie felt a surge of sexuality explode from her groin. She brought her hands up and felt his now smooth tits.

“God! If these were only real!” She plastered her mouth onto his nipples. They weren’t big, but they were exciting.”

“I thought you’d like them,” Chuck laughed. He looked down as she suckled on him.

Sucking on his tips, Josie pulled the towel off and grabbed his nuts. His cock was already at half mast, and it quickly spurted  up.

Chuck groaned as she squeezed him. He wanted her to suck him, but she looked up at him, “Honey, you need to do this to your whole body.”

“What?”

“I’m serious. I’ve never seen anything so hot in my life. You’re burning my pussy up. Go use my Nair. Get rid of all your hair!”

She didn’t want to let go of his boobs, but she had to. She pushed him away, towards the bathroom, and the look in her eyes was like that of a hungry wolf.

Chuck didn’t expect such an exciting reaction to his little joke. He backed off, and now he was excited. Josie was fairly complacent as a lover, and he had become a bit lackadaisical as a result. But now, the fever she was displaying, he was getting hornier.

“Really?”

“Fucking really. Stop. I’m coming with you. I want to watch this.”

They went into the bathroom and Josie got out a bottle of Nair. She didn’t wait for him, she slathered it over his skin, smushing it into his hair. She rubbed it in circles and it turned into a sort of foam.

“My cock, too?” He moaned, loving the slick feeling of being. rubbed.

“Of course,” she muttered. She coated his balls, stroked a layer onto his cock, and rubbed it alongside his asshole.

Chuck stood for a long minute, looking at his body, looking at his body in the mirror. then he looked at Josie.

“I always thought you like my hairy-ness?”

“Not really.”

“Well, I’m about to be baby butt bald.”

Josie gulped nervously. “I can’t believe how hot this has got me. I feel like my pussy is going to cum just anticipating.

Chuck grinned. He was nervous, this was kinky, but…what man isn’t kinky?

After fifteen minutes Chuck said, “It’s getting a little warm.”

“When it’s hot we’ll rinse you off.”

“Okay.”

They didn’t have long to wait. Only a minute passed and Chuck said, “It’s like a bad sunburn now.”

Into the shower he went. Josie followed him, too excited to wait. The warm water rained down and they rinsed him off. Her hands swiped him and his hair slid down his flesh and onto the tiles. It only took a minute for his body to be a gleaming, pudgy sheen of slick flesh.

“Oh, fuck!” Josie moaned. “Get out. I want to see you.”

Chuck stepped out and started toweling himself off. Josie grabbed the towel and told him, “Don’t move.”

He was bare. He was bald. There wasn’t a trace of a hair on his body, and in their exuberance they had gotten rid of his head hair. He still had a bit of eyebrows, but his scalp was hairless.

“Oh, no!” Chuck yelped, catching sight of himself in a mirror. “I’m bald!”

Josie had a hand over her mons and was squeezing. Her knees were slightly bent and toughing. She was having a hard time breathing. “No…it’s okay,” she gasped out. Just sit on my vanity!”

Chuck, now a bit alarmed, sat down at her vanity. He stared at himself in the mirror.

Josie, still breathing hard, her hands trembling, picked up an eyebrow pencil. She took several breaths and tried to steady herself, then she braced her hand on his cheek and drew in his eyebrows.

It worked. The dark color, aided by the thin line of remaining eyebrows, made it look like he had eyebrows. Of course they were thinner, and she had to make them arch a little, but it was good.

Chuck’s mouth opened and he stared at himself.

He had had thick eyebrows. Now he had thin eyebrows. He moved his forehead and they waggled. It was sort of neat, but he still wondered how long it would take for his real eyebrows to grow back in.

“What about my head?” he blurted.

“Don’t worry…” Josie went into her closet. She rummaged through things and couldn’t believe how her chest was pounding. Her nipples felt like flashpoints. Her chest was blushing.

She came out with a wig.

She put a strip of tape on the front lip, placed it carefully over his head, and pressed down.

Chuck was suddenly aware that he had a boner. A big boner. It was throbbing and he put a hand down and held it. Fuck,” he whispered.

Josie came around and turned his head towards her. She inspected his face closely, then nodded.

“What do you think.”

“Your eyes need more work,” she answered.

It had started as an accident, but now there was a sense of the serious about it.

Josie picked up an eyeliner pencil and very carefully, now her hand was steady, traced his lower lids, then his upper lids.

She smiled. She smudged the liner a bit, then realized it was all or nothing. She put more eyeliner on him and smudged it to create a shadowy look around his eyes.

Chuck stared at the pencil so close to his eyes and gulped. “What are you doing?” Though he had an inkling.

“Shush,” she said.

Then, smiling, she raised up, took his hand off his penis and sat down. His thick member slid right into her and she sighed.

“Nothing could be finer than a penis in vagina in the morning.”

Chuck laughed. He was excited, and the rhyme of the old song excited him more. It should have been ‘nothing could be finer than to be Carolina in the morning.’

He shuddered as she wiggled on his dick.

“Hold still,” she snapped.

She used mascara and lengthened his eyelashes. Lucky male, he already had thick eyelashes, now they were thicker and longer.

Chuck was having a hard time holding still. His dick was high up in her and the head was responding to the rubbing of her inner flesh on the under head.

“Oh, geez,” he whispered.

Josie smiled and reached behind her. She picked up a tube of lipstick and twisted the bottom. Nice, bright red.

She rolled it onto his lips.

“That burns.”

“That’s a built in plumper. Your lips are getting bigger.”

Chuck could feel it. It was like coating his lips with special hot sauce, that kind that makes you cry. He could feel his lips and he licked them to cool them down.

“Stop that!”

“Stop what?”

“Don’t lick your lipstick off. Let it sink in.”

He nodded, and the beginnings of nervousness welled up inside him.

He sat while she gave him long, red fingernails, and he sipped more booze. He needed to.

Chuck, in spite of having his penis her slit, was really feeling nervous now. He had shaved his chest for a joke, but he suddenly realized that the joke had gone too far. They had played with make up and role reversal a little, but now they were going far beyond a little playtime.

“I don’t think I want to look like a girl.”

“Do you want me to suck you off?”

He smiled. He was a sucker for a blow job.

“If you let me do this I’ll not only suck your dick…I’ll get out the strap on.”

Chuck was hooked. He loved the strap on, but she rarely poked him. She wasn’t repulsed by poking him, she was just sort of ‘what’s in it for me?’

“Now then. I’m going to get you into a corset, and you’re going to take it. Do you understand?”

Visions of blow jobs dancing in his head, dreams of pegging swirling about his cranium, he nodded.

Josie smiled and went back into the closet.

The corset was the real thing, low scoops for the tits, boned, ties in the back.

“Lay on the bed.”

He did.

She fastened the hooks, then had him roll over. She began pulling the ties.

“Oh, I can’t…breath.”

“Take small breaths, high in the chest.”

He tried, and it worked. He was still a little faint, but he could function.

The weird thing was that the corset pushed his chest up, and now his ‘boobs’ looked even more real. Certainly bigger.

“You have to pee?”

He did, so he did, and returned to the bedroom.

“Okay, on with the chastity tube.”

He groaned, but peeing had let him go down a bit and he slipped the thing on.

Josie grinned. “I love that thing.”

“It does make me horny,” admitted Chuck.

She clicked the lock and laughed at the look on his face.

“Every time I do that you look like you’re going to choke.”

He said nothing, just stared at his groin as it started to fight the nefarious device attached to his peeny.

Josie brought out a wrap around dress and put it on him. The lapels crisscrossed, and he had cleavage showing. It was shimmery blue and though he was pudgy, he now looked curvy. Real curvy.

“What am I doing?” he asked himself.

“You’re getting fucked the way you like it.”

His mouth was twisted in a slight frown. But the cock struggling in his cage reassured him. There was nothing like being horny and contained.

“Okay, let’s get your gaff out.”

Sighing, he went to his drawer, had trouble bending over because of the corset, and found his gaff.

He sat on the edge of the bed and she knelt and put the gaff over his feet and pulled it up. When it was high enough he helped, and they snugged it tight.

Now he couldn’t get a hard on, and his whole package was stretched back between his legs. He had a totally smooth front.

“Here’s some nylons.”

She helped him roll the nylons up. His legs were now fine stems, curvy and sexy and very feminine.

“Don’t make me wear the high heels.”

She took mercy on him and gave him one inch flats. Then, mercy forgotten, she got out small padlocks and put them through the loops. His shoes were now locked on.

“Fuck,” he whispered, but she just laughed.

He was almost done. She added a bit more make up, hung some earrings from his lobes, then told him to go make a couple of drinks.

Chuck walked down the hallway. He could make some clicking sounds with his heels. Not the super hard clicking, but it was enough that he wouldn’t be mistaken for a man.

Chuck went into the kitchen and got out the Wild Turkey Long Branch. He half filled two glasses with ice, poured in the Long Branch, then added Coke to take the burn off.

Some people liked the burn, said that was what made it real sipping whiskey. Chuck didn’t, and neither did Josie.

He sat down at the table and sipped his drink and waited for Josie. Three minutes later he heard the click of her heels in the hallway.

He smiled. He loved it when she got dressed up. She had a killer body and he loved to see it all packaged and sexy.

She entered the room and his jaw dropped.

She was wearing a pair of jeans. They were too long and only her tall heels—which made her taller than him—enabled her to keep the leg hems from dragging on the floor.

Her blouse was a sturdy blue chambray, nothing fancy. Oddly, she had no chest.

Then he realized: she had bound her boobs! Just like his cock was in prison, her big, glorious, beautiful boobs were in prison!

And her hair was tied back, pulled tight in a pony tail. And the pony tail was down the back of her shirt.

No make up. but her beautiful skin didn’t need any.

Not even any lipstick. Her beautiful, naturally curvy M of a mouth was naturally pink and soft.

She didn’t look like a man, but it was obvious that she was dressing like one.

Then he noticed the pièce de résistance.

Her pants were slightly loose at the crotch, but Chuck could see the big roll hanging down. She was wearing her strap on!

“What the fuck?” blurted Chuck.

Josie just smiled and picked up her drink. “I’m the designated driver tonight, so you can drink as much as you want to.”

Chuck quaffed his drink and, his hands shaking, made himself another one. He couldn’t stop looking at her crotch.

Josie topped her drink off with pure Coke. She smiled. “Okay, lover, this is the night we make all your dreams come true.”

He took a big gulp of his second drink. He wasn’t much of a drinker, and he was going to be drunk pretty fast.

While he took big sips, Josie picked up her phone and started texting.

“Who you texting?” asked Chuck.

“Just some friends. Letting them know I’ll be busy.”

Chuck nodded, and sipped. He looked at the rim of his glass and saw lipstick. When he blinked the world shuttered a bit because of his lengthened lashes.

“Well, okay.”

Josie smiled.

Josie drove. The man was in charge, right?

They headed down Main Street and took a road leading out of town. They went through the agricultural district, and just before the road up the mountains she pulled into a roadhouse.

‘Benny’s Bowl!’ read the sign. It was just inside the big, front window and it had blinking Christmas tree lights on the edges of the letters. There was a rough painting of a bowl of chili with a tendril of smoke rising from it. Somebody had managed to pull the sign out, written ‘Balls’ over the bowl, and put the sign back in place. Over the years the owner had just left it.

Chili wasn’t the main draw of this place, anyway.

“You’re bringing me to a biker bar?”

“It’s not totally a biker bar. It’s been upgraded.”

Chuck stared at the building, and he felt a touch of fear in his heart. He was dressed like a girl, bikers liked girls, but he didn’t think they liked fake girls. What would actually happen to him if he went in there?

“Come on, honey. I’ll protect you.”

Josie chuckled and got out of the car. With a remark like that Chuck decided not to get out.

Josie opened the door for him and he just sat there and shook his head.

Josie told him to get out a couple more times, but he refused, then a pair of Harley’s drove up next to the car.

Chuck was white-faced now, feeling a bit of terror.

“Hey, guys. My girlfriend won’t get out of the car. You want to help her?”

The bikers were big, chunky fellows, both over six feet, and both with a hard layer of muscles under the fat.

They looked at each other and grinned.

They put their kickstands down and stepped off their bikes. They sauntered the few feet to the car, then stopped, a puzzled expression on their faces.

“You ain’t…”

“Are you…”

Josie reached down and squeezed her big, plastic meat. “Honey, I’m all man.

The two bikers started snickering, then laughed. It was so obvious that Josie was a woman. Then they looked into the car.

Chuck’s eyes were big and round. He had cleavage and was made up, he was more difficult to assign manliness to.

The bikers realized he was the male, and snickered. They reached in and grabbed Chuck and just ripped him out of the car.

“Ow!”

“Oh, that don’t hurt, mama. Now come on in and have a beer or eight.”

Chuck was squeezed between them, and the biker on the left put his arm around Josie’s waist and they headed for the bar.

The inside of the bar was just starting to come alive. There was a band doing a pretty good Doors imitation, the lead singer knew how to growl and wail. The drummer was a large woman, almost round, and she knew how to beat the skins.

Bikers were sitting at the bar and they turned around and, seeing who it was, yelled greetings.

The barman, a skinny dude with a fu manchu, was pouring beer and mixing drinks non stop.

“Hey, guys, we brought a couple of girl friends with us.”

Josie grabbed her big weenie and squeezed it. “I’m a guy, and don’t you forget it, unless you want me to pork your fat asses!”

The bikers howled, slammed their mugs on the counter and slapped each others backs.

Then two biker mamas strode out of the restroom. They took one look at Chuck and Josie and approached them.

One of them, a hard-faced woman with scraggly hair and missing a tooth put her arm around Josie. “How about it, honey, wanna fuck?”

Again, the bikers all laughed, then they calmed down and watched to see what would happen.

The other woman, who had a skinny face with a ton of lines on it and absolutely no tits put her arm over Chuck’s shoulders. “While Sandy fucks your man, you wanna fuck?”

Chuck had had enough. He squeaked, “I’m really a guy.”

This caused the loudest laugh yet.

“You had me fooled,” yelled the woman. “Barney! Give us some beers.”

Josie yelled out, “Chuckalina wants bourbon in her beer.

Chuckalina. Chuck was mortified, terror stricken, and wanted to run out of the bar faster than the roadrunner escaped Wiley Coyote. He wasn’t given a chance, however. Two large bikers came up next to him and propelled him towards a booth. Chuck was pushed into the booth and bikers slid in after him. There were three bikers and the thin faced girl.

Jose was back at the bar talking to a couple of the bikers.

“Hey, mama. You’re a pretty good looking bitch.”

Chuck held up his finger with his wedding ring on it. “I’m married.”

One of the bikers opined, “I like married women most of all. They know how to do it best.

Another biker said, “Nah. They get married and they turn into nags.”

A mug of beer, half filled with bourbon, made its appearance and Chuck, desperate, began sucking the super potent suds through a straw.

The band was playing Moonlight Drive, and more bikers charged through the front door.

The argument at the table was getting louder, and suddenly one said to the other. “If women turn into nags when they get married, where does that put your wife?”

Everybody stared at the biker who had the question put to him. He half stood up and yelled across the bar. “Betty! Are you a nagging bitch!”

The woman in question, she was short and powerful looking turned and said, “You want some you fucking cunt?”

The whole bar, even the band members, laughed.

The guy in the booth put up his hands, grinned, and yelled back, “No, dear.”

Within minutes Chuck finished his boilermaker. Well, technically it wasn’t a boiler maker, it didn’t have a shot glass in it, but it had all the ingredients.

The bikers were now talking about the value of chain drives vs belt drives.

The booze had caught up to Chuck and he belched, very unladylike, and said, “I gotta go.”

His eyes, under the make up, were a bit bleary. His lips had really responded to the plumper and they were big and fat and red.

“Aw, honey, the party has just started.”

“No. I gotta go go. I gotta,” he thought about how women would say it. “I gotta tinkle.”

Laughing, the bikers let him up and two of them helped him across the dance floor to the restrooms.

As they passed the bar, Chuck saw Josie talking to a huge biker. She was saying, “Heck, you been fucking the bitches your whole life. Isn’t it time to find out how the bitches can fuck you? When the shoe is on the other foot?”

Chuck frowned. He felt punchy, and he didn’t totally understand what Josie was saying.

They went down a short hallway and came to the rear door. Just before the rear door were two doors, one on each side of the hall. The one on the right had a sign that said, ‘bitches.’ It was burnt into the wood with a wood burning tool. The door on the left had ‘bastards’ on it.

“Which one you want, honey?”

Chuck had no idea what the difference between bitches and bastards was, so he just pushed through the door on the right.

A mama was just coming out, and she stopped and stared at Chuck.

“Outa the way, Shelly. Our new mama needs to tinkle.”

Chuck headed for a stall. He was followed by the two bikers. He lifted his dress, pulled down his gaff, and sat on the toilet.

The bikers, grinned widely, leaned against the sides of the stall door and watched.

Chuck normally never would have been able to pee in front of men like these. He was a private person, anyway, but all the beer had run right through him and he started peeing.

“What’s that thing he’s wearing?”

“You mean ‘she’s wearing?”

“Yeah.”

“It’s a chastity tube.”

“Really?”

“Yep.”

“So he can’t…’she’ can’t get a boner?”

“Hell, look at her, if she wasn’t sitting down she’d be spraying all over the place.

Chuck ’s head was down and he watched the yellow stream spray out of the tube. He belched. And a long minute later he was done. He wiped as best he could, which caused the bikers to chuckle, then he pulled up his gaff and let down his dress.

He started out of the stall, but the bikers stopped him. “Hey, Mama, time for you to put out a little.”

“I’m not…you can’t…”

One of the bikers pulled him out of the stall. He pushed Chuck over the sink counter and unzipped his pants. He pulled out a hog that was appropriate for a man of his size. It was fat and thick and long and his balls were large and hairy.

A woman walked in. “Geez, Harry,” she said as she washed her hands and looked in the mirror. “Couldn’t you do that in the other bathroom?”

“Nah.” Harry lifted Chuck’s dress and gripped the waist band of the tight gaff. He was about to pull it down when a huge roar erupted from the front room.

The bikers looked to the door as if they could see what was happening.

The woman looked out the door, grinned and turned back to Harry and his friend. “You guys won’t believe this.”

They left Chuck bent over the corner and went to the door. Big smiles lit up their faces, and they didn’t even look back at Chuck. They just charged back into the front room.

Chuck straightened up. He pulled his dress down and looked at himself in the mirror.

God, he looked feminine. His tits were really pressed up and they made him look skinnier than he was. His wig was holding up, and his make up was fine.

He brushed a hand through his hair a couple of times, then staggered out of the bathroom.

The front room was a madhouse.

Half a dozen women, really sexy women with big tits and tight dresses, had entered Benny’s Bowl. They were immaculately made up. They were grinning, and the bikers were all gathered around them. At the end of the bar several of the regular biker’s mamas were clustered and looking pretty sour. Women missing teeth couldn't compete against these babes.

Chuck stood at the other end of the bar, just outside the short hallway to the restrooms, and looked around. Getting rid of that load of used beer had done him good, but he was still pretty dazed.

Josie came up next to him. “How’s it going, honey?”

“I dunno,” he swayed.

Josie snickered and called out for another boilermaker. Ten seconds later she was putting it in Chuck’s red tipped paw. “Relax, honey. I called the girls up, and they came down to help protect you.”

“They almost fucked me in the bathroom,” blurted Chuck.”

“Oh, okay.” Josie licked her lips and smiled.

Chuck tried to figure it out. Did she want him to be fucked? Was she really here to ‘protect’ him? Or did she have some nefarious, ulterior motive?

But there was no answer. He sucked the super suds and then she took him back into the bathroom.

“Let’s fix you up, honey.” She powdered his face and checked his eyes and repainted his lips. When she was done she peered at him, patted his cheek, and pulled him back out to the bar.

In the bar Josie’s friends were having a blast. All these big, dirty men gathered around, leering at them, appreciating them, it was fun.

Chuck and Josie watched as one of the biker women, the one who had admitted to being a nagging bitch, stomped across the floor, grabbed her husband and pulled to get him to leave. He shrugged her off. She came to the bar and asked for a beer. Beer in hand she turned to Chuck and Josie. “Things are going to get out of hand if you and your friends don’t leave.”

Josie just laughed and gave her plastic peeny a squeeze. “Men don’t fuck men.”

“Yeah? Well when the boys get done with Chuckalina he might not be a man anymore.

Chuck turned to Josie. “What’s she mean?”

“Nothing, baby. Just drink your drink. Barkeep! We need another one!”

The band on the small stage was screaming ‘Light my Fire.’ It wasn’t as good as the original Doors, but it was appropriate to the scene.

The biker mama went back to her girl friends, and they started to leave. Not all at once, a couple of a time, but shortly the bar was filled with a couple of dozen, big, smelly bikers, a half dozen beautiful women, and Chuck and Josie.

And the band, of course.

“Come on, honey, let’s dance.”

Josie was wearing heels, and that put her an inch taller than Chuck in his one inch flats. He was wasted, so she put her arms around him and took control.

The dance floor was just a little square of parquet missing pieces. Still, it was usable, and Josie held Chuck and spun him slowly around the floor.

She didn’t move fast, in spite of the song, because he would have fallen down.

He put his head on her shoulder and held on.

Josie was having a ball. Sure, things might get out of hand, but the bikers seemed to leave her alone for Chuck. They preferred the female illusion over the male illusion. Still, she had made sure they were both protected by calling her friends.

“You want me to fuck you, honey?”

Chuck nodded his head against her flesh. “Umm.”

“Do you like being a woman?”

“Uh huh,” he reached up and took one of her hands and placed it on his tit, just inside the dress.”

“Oh, my,” she said. “Your nipple is erect. You’re horny.”

“Uh huh.”

At that point one of the bikers moved in. “Mind if I cut in?”

Josie smiled and handed Chuck over to the biker.

Chuck was out of it. He didn’t care. He just latched onto the new body and let himself be handled around the floor.

“You’re pretty sexy, Mama.”

He spoke through a big, bushy beard. His eyes were small like a pig’s. Chuck held on and felt the muscle sliding underneath the fat. This was a guy who could take the motor out of a Harley and cross the street with it in his bare hands. Chuck was a pipsqueak compared to him.

The biker reached under his dress and felt his boob.

“Hey!” Chuck protested weakly.

“I heard you got your prick all trapped.”

The biker reached under his dress, there was no pretense at dancing now, and felt Chuck’s crotch.

“Shit! Feel that! What’s it like?”

“It makes you horny,” Chuck burbled the explanation.

“So you’re like horny right now.”

Chuck nodded. He didn’t understand why they weren’t moving around.

“So you’d like to fuck right now.”

Chuck nodded. He was thinking of his wife, not this monster brute who was manhandling him.

“Well, come on. Let’s go out back and I’ll show you how a real man does it.”

The biker put his arm around Chuck’s waist and near lifted him up. He headed for the short hallway that led out back.

Chuck looked to the side and saw Josie.

Josie looked at him and smiled.


PART TWO

The biker pushed open the back door and strode onto a gravel parking lot. His engineer boots scrunched loudly and he head for a car in the corner.

Chuck struggled, beating feebly at the biker’s arms.

“Come on, missy,” his voice was gruff when he spoke. “Let’s have some fun.”

The biker reached the car, it was an old Chevy with spots of rust on it. He pushed Chuck over the hood and lifted his dress.

Chuck tried to kick, but the biker just pushed the small of his back with one hand and unzipped his pants.

His cock was huge. It was like one of those big, over-sized cucumbers one sees in a store. He held it in one, pulled Chuck’s gaff down and—

“Hey!”

The biker turned. The women were all there.

“What?” The biker asked, a bit confused.

“Off limits.”

The biker stood and scratched his head. “What? How come? She’s good looking!” As if being good looking was perfect justification for a bit of forcible love making.

“Sorry, dude, she’s ours.”

The women’s heels made sharp sounds on the gravel as they moved in. They shoved the biker aside and one of the women pulled Chuck’s gaff up and straightened out his dress.

Chuck staggered as they helped him back across the parking lot. He was still drunk, but the incident had depleted some of his drunkenness.

“Well, hey! Wait a minute!”

Two of the girls stopped and turned around. They looked at each other and grinned. One of the girls said, “I think that’s a dick between his legs.”

The other one nodded. “Toss you for it.”

“You think he can’t take on two of us?”

Now the biker was grinning. His prick was poking out from under his large belly.

“I can handle two bitches.”

The two women moved forward and one squatted down and took his big penis in her mouth. It was almost too much for her and she gagged. The other one reached into his pants and fondled his balls.

“Now we’re talking,” the big guy sighed.

The last thing Chuck saw, as he was pushed through the back door, was the big biker lifting one of the beautiful women up and sliding her down over his cock.

When Josie saw Chuck go out the door she had raised two fingers to her red lips and given a shrill whistle.

The bikers were a bit surprised when all the women jumped up and headed for the back door. A few of them followed the women and watched the play. More of them just headed for the bar and more beer.             

The bikers cheered when the women came back in. They made room at the bar and Chuck was soon sucking down another boilermaker.

He found himself at a booth and Josie was sitting next to him.

“I thought…I thought you were going to let him…”

“Oh, honey. If that’s your bent, go to it. But you should have some choice in the matter, right?”

Chuck nodded. He was close to tears. Being taken outside against his will, being reminded of how weak a man he was next to some of these behemoths, it shook him.

He sipped again, and Josie brushed his hair back and studied him. “You really are a beautiful woman, you know.”

“I am?” he sniffed.

“Oh, yeah. We’re going to have to do this again. I love dressing you up and taking charge. Makes my pussy all wet.”

Chuck stared at her.

“There is, however, something you should know.”

He sipped more suds and waited.

“These girls all came here to rescue you. You owe them.”

Chuck looked confused. “I do?”

“Of course you do. And at the end of the night they’re going to want to collect.”

Chuck had no idea what Josie was talking about.

“Right now, however, they’re going to have to fuck all these guys. If we don’t fuck them they’ll get surly, and then we won’t be able to stop them from doing what they want.”

“Me,” Chuck admitted.

“You. If they get mean they’re going to want to take you outside and have their fun, and there won’t be anything I or the girls can do to stop it. Have you seen how big these guys are?”

He looked around the room and nodded. They weren’t all monsters, but most of them were. They wore their jean jackets with the club logo on the back. A lot of them had fat, over flowing bellies, but they were strong under that, and a few of them looked absolutely mean.

Chuck turned to Josie and asked, “What are they going to…”

“We’re going to fuck them. All of them. I believe it’s called ‘pulling the train.’”

“You are?”

“Yep.”

“But…even you?”

“Especially me. Heck, I’m responsible for getting these girls here. If I didn’t do it…” she shrugged.

“But can’t we just leave?”

“Take a look at the front door.”

Chuck turned and saw two bikers locking a chain around the door knobs. They looked at each other and grinned.

“Seems like it’s already started. Take a look at the far corner.”

At the far corner one of the women, her name was Shiela, was standing in front of a table. She unbuttoned her jacket top and her boobs were exposed. Then she lay back on the table and spread her legs.

She was a stunningly beautiful woman. Her body was yoga-ed and pilatied. Her breasts were big and thrusting. Her ass was round and her waist thin. She had on expensive high heels and her clothes were high class.

One of the bikers placed his huge paws on her knees and he moved in between her legs. Chuck could just see the frightening size of his hog, and then it was shoved into Shiela.

“Yee haw!” yelled the biker, and he began moving his hips back and forth. Shiela’s legs jerked and twitched as she opened up to make room for his massive girth.

“Oh, my God!” blurted Chuck.

“It’s okay, she wants to do this. And she knows it’s for a good cause.”

“She does? It is?”

“There’s something you should know,” Josie said, putting an arm around Chuck’s shoulders.”

He stared at her.

“Women like to fuck. Us girls here, we all went to the same schools. We would go out on the weekends and see how many men we could fuck.”

“You would?” breathed Chuck, his eyes big.

“Oh, yeah. Yes. When I was in college I averaged a half a dozen a men on the weekend. I would have back to back dates, and they would all end up in a bed somewhere. Or in the backseat of a car, or a park bench. Hell, once I fucked a black man in the back of a bus. When he came another moved in, and I must have fucked a dozen guys before the bus reached the end of the line. Big guys. Sausages like tree trunks. I had so much sperm in me…I left a snail trail for two days.”

Chuck’s mind was blown. He couldn’t believe it. Josie fucked him every once in a while, but not a lot. She complained of headaches, and she gave him a few handjobs, and once she had blown him, but…not his Josie!

“But, you…we don’t do it that much!”

“I hate to tell you this, my love—and I do love you—but your cock isn’t the biggest in the drawer. Actually, it’s on the small size. It gets me horny, but it doesn’t satisfy. And, to tell you more truth, I really got off on dressing you up. I got so hot, hotter than I got in college. When I realized how hot it was I called my girlfriends. I didn’t plan on this particularly, I just sort of moved with the whim. I figured we’d all have a little party, and…so I remembered this bar and its reputation, but then I saw all the bikes parked out front. And the little party became a big party.”

“But…but…”

“Now then, the girls are doing what they can to make sure you don’t get reamed out so big a car could drive up your butt. And I have to help.”

“But…honey…”

“Your asshole, you see, is damageable. It only has so much stretch in it. Our pussies, they can expand, and they aren’t in danger.”

“But, you can’t—“

“Oh, yes. I can. And I must. I have talked to some of the bikers, and they have agreed to this. So, my love….” Josie stood up and unbuttoned her shirt.

Chuck wanted to stop it. He reached out, but a big biker moved in and sat next to him. “Easy, dude. Or dudette. Whichever you prefer.

Chuck watched in horror as Josie threw her shirt up in the air. It got caught on a ceiling fan and started going around and around.

She undid her pants and used her heels to hold the cuffs to the floor as she pulled her legs out of them.

She was a built girl, and when she took the binding off her boobs it was easy to see how built.

She was a perfect 36 by 24 by 38, with triple F cups. Her tits flopped out and several of the bikers who had gathered let out a cheer. One biker, scraggly chin whiskers and a large belly, moved out and grabbed Josie.

Josie gave a shriek of delight when he slung her over his shoulder like a sack of flour. Chuck could see her perfect, round ass, and when the biker turned and headed for a table he saw how her big tits drooped. But, droopy or not, her nipples were as hard as he had ever seen them.

If the girl on the table in the far corner was the hors d’oeuvre, Josie started the main course.

Across the room girls stood up and began disrobing.

The bartender poured himself a drink and came around to sit on the front of the bar. He sat cross legged and watched the festivities as he drank a beer.

If bikers wanted drinks they simply walked behind the bar and made what they wanted.

Chuck was trapped at the table and he watched in shock.

Woman after woman showed her sexy legs, her bountiful bosoms.

Woman after woman went down on big, beefy bikers.

Woman after woman was picked up and carried to a table, or a booth.

This can’t be! he thought.

Yet it was.

He watched as panties and bras were thrown into the air. At one point every woman was lying on a table, legs spread, as the hulking monsters screwed them into insensibility.

Chuck tried to get up at one point, and the bikers just laughed at him and shoved him down.

There were more than two dozen of the brutes, and that meant there were four bikers to every woman. And the bikers would screw, spew, and move to another table.

Women sat up every once in a while and wiped evidence of bukake off their faces. Then they lay back down.

Women ended up on their hands and knees, dicks in their mouths and pussies. Or assholes.

The band was still playing! It was almost as if Jim Morrison himself was crooning out his filthy lyrics.

‘I’m a back door man!’

‘Mother, I want to…’

‘Now you show me your thing!’

On and on it went. Dirty, fat beasts poking their huge members into the tight holes of beautiful women.

The men loved it. They took breaks to drink up, then went back to the endless shuffling between tables. Surprisingly, they were gentle with the women.

The women loved it. They loved the big, fat bodies descending on them, being trapped by bulk as the men pushed their monster penises into them.

It had been a long time since college. Most of them were married and, truth, a little tired of the polite, marital poke on a Saturday night.

These were women. Real women. They wanted real sex. This was a night long in coming, and truly appreciated.

Chuck sat at the table and absorbed the debauchery. Women that he had come in contact with through his wife. Beautiful women, throwing themselves on the fire of lust and perversion.

But, hey, what’s a little perversion between friends?

The bikers took turns baby sitting Chuck, and they kept him supplied with bourbon and Coke. Chuck drank and he drank, but he couldn’t get rid of the sight of beautiful women being defaced, degraded.

And, the most terrible thing in this night of nights? His cock kept wiggling in his chastity tube. It kept trying to get hard, as if it wanted to be free and turned loose on these wanton women.

For hours it went on.

He watched his wife take man after man. She even waved to him at one point, her face a mess of cum and happiness.

But, like all good things, it had to come to an end.

It was six in the morning before the bikers finally had had enough. Yawning, happy, they unlocked the chain and opened the doors.

They hugged the ladies good by and sauntered out into the early morning sunshine. Moments later the sound of roaring engines disappeared down the long road.

Chuck walked over to where Josie sat a table. The girls were starting to gather, and they heated up some coffee and sipped, naked, and wiped the semen off their bodies.

Chuck sat down next to Josie and she smiled at him, placed a hand on his hand, and ignored him.

“He was so fucking big I thought he was going to split me,” offered one girl.

“Did you experience those two short guys? They got both of their dicks into my hole at the same time!”

The girls chatted happily and exchanged stories. Big dicks and exhausted holes.

Finally, one of them said, “Well, there’s only one thing left to do.”

All the girls looked at Chuck and grinned.

Chuck backed up a little. “Wait a minute,” he said.

“Why?” asked Josie.

“Well, uh…I…uh…”

“Oh, hell. Can we do this later? I’m tired, and if this is really his first time then he should probably get some rest.”

Most of the girls nodded, but a few looked disappointed. “Strike while the iron is hot,” muttered one.

Josie was fine with it though. She was yawning when she said, “Party at my house tonight. Bring your friends.”

The girls nodded, shrugged, and it was agreed.

Josie led Chuck out of the bar and out to their car. She opened the door for him, and closed it politely.

Inside the car Chuck said, “I can’t do this.”

“Nonsense. Do you know what those girls did for you? They saved your lily white ass from being made as a big as a barrel. your asshole, that is.”

“Yeah, but…they liked it! They wanted it.”

“Not all of them. Some of them came just because they knew you were in trouble.”

“That doesn’t make sense.”

“Unlike men, who enjoy a little gangbang, women think it should be a matter of choice.”

“Then I have a little choice here.”

Josie frowned. “Sure. But…you would be hurting a lot of feelings. they put out for you. They risked themselves for you. They’re all going to have to check themselves for STDs, and some husbands aren’t going to be so understanding.

“But I don’t want to!”

“No. You probably want to. You’re a man, after all, but you’re afraid.”

“I am not.”

But the conversation was at an end.

Josie drove back through town, an unhappy look on her face. They reached their house and she got out and walked into the house. She ignored him.

Chuck was done for. He was tired. All the alcohol he had ingested.

He walked through the house and was stunned when he found the bedroom door locked.

He knocked. “Josie?”

No answer.

“I’m sorry, but…you’ve got to understand.”

Her voice, low and hurt, came through the door. “I understand that it’s okay for people to risk their lives for you, and you won’t do anything for them.”

“That’s not it!”

But Josie wasn’t speaking any more.

Chuck tried a few sentences, but when he heard the bedsprings creak he gave up.

He walked to the spare bedroom and lay on the bed.

He was still wearing a dress, and he took it off, then he managed to get his corset off. He didn’t know what to do about the make up, and he didn’t want to go out and get pliers to cut the padlocks off his heels.

He lay down and stared at the ceiling.

Was Josie right? Should he just bend over and submit himself to their…their…and suddenly he realized that he didn’t really know what they were going to do to him.

It was going to be sexual, he knew that. But…what were they planning?

But he did sort of know.

Josie had a strap on. She used the dildo on herself occasionally, and she had used it on him on occasion, but…would she really let all those women fuck him?

She would. And his cock struggled inside his chastity cage.

Fuck.

What was he supposed to do?

He wasn’t sure when he drifted off to sleep, but it wasn’t a happy sleep.

Chuck woke up about three in the afternoon. Seven to three, that’s eight hours, and he felt okay.

In fact, he felt a little wired. He felt like a charge of energy was running through him.

He got up, looked at his body, and sighed.

He wasn’t the most manly of men. He was a little pudgy, especially without the corset. His dick wasn’t that big. And now he was painfully aware that Josie knew it, too.

Moment of truth. How could women not know that a guy wasn’t endowed? It was downright empirical. You didn’t even need a measuring stick. Just grab it in one hand and hold it.

He grabbed his chastity tube and held it. The tube was all the size, what was in it was not.

He sighed again.

He had had a night to sleep on it. All those women protecting him from those bikers. Those bikers would have torn him apart.

And when he was asked to pay back a little…he balked.

He did owe them.

He went out to the kitchen.

Josie was sitting at the table drinking coffee. She looked at him balefully, disappointed.

“Yes.” he said, and the sun came out. Her eyes lit up. Her whole persona changed.

“Really?”

He nodded. “You’re going to have to fix me up again, I’m a little worn.”

Suddenly she was on her feet, holding him, kissing him. “Honey, we’ll fix you up gorgeous!”

When she finally let go of him Chuck was happy, but he was also scared.

They ate a light meal, Josie glancing happily at him every once in a while, and Chuck hid his apprehensions. Finally, about five o’clcok, she began to get him ready.

First, make sure his hair was all gone. It was. Second, redraw his eyebrows. Yep. Third, she put him in underwear, tightening that corset extra hard, making sure it looked like he had boobs.

While she worked on his make up she gushed, “I’m going to do this to you a lot from here on out. You work from home so I can really go to town. Do you want to try hormones? One of the girls said she can get some super duper pills that will slim you down even as they pump up your boobs. Of course we could just get you implants, that would be fun, but then if we got you implants and had you take hormones, too, you might get too big. Ha! Isn’t that silly of me? How could you get too big? You’ve got a slightly wider than female chest, you can probably get twice as big boobs as a girl your size. And we’re going to have to grow your hair out. This wig is fun, but I want to be able to style your hair. Of course hormones will cause it to grow fast, but that’s okay. the faster the better, right?”

While she babbled on he sat and just thought about it.

He was going to be totally feminized if she had her way. And the way she occasionally rubbed a hand across her tits, she must be totally turned on. How would he satisfy her if he took hormones? Hormones were supposed to shrink your dick, and his was already a little small. Of course he could always use a strap on on her. A big strap on. He remembered how she moaned so loudly in the bar, taking those monster, biker dicks. How had he never tumbled to his own inadequacies? Why hadn’t he ever tumbled to the fact that he was too small. Yes. He was going to have use a strap on. They could use big dicks, even funny sizes and shapes. He had an image of Josie on all fours in front of him. Him hanging on to her hair and plugging her with a giant horse’s dong. They made horse’s dongs. And pig dongs and dog dongs and…and, as he recalled, they even had monster dongs. Weird curlycue shapes. He wondered if she would like that? would that please her? Or was she still going to have to go out to biker bars and get reamed till she screamed?

As he meandered through his thoughts, trying to subdue the rising excitement within—he was scared but the closer he got to his own reaming the more excited he got—Josie finished up his make up and pulled a real tight, reddish dress over his head. She was careful not to mess the make up, and she spent some time brushing out his wig and reattaching it.

While she was working on the wig he stared at himself in the mirror and wondered what was to become of him.

He had read all about transgenders, shemales, that sort of thing, but he had never imagined himself as one of them.

But…it was looking likely now.

For one, Josie liked him this way. For another…he liked it.

He liked looking at his fingernails, his lips in the mirror. He could imagine himself thinner, with big boobs. And she was right. His body could handle very large breasts.

DING DONG!

He jumped and looked at the clock. It was six o’clock. He was done and Josie was getting ready. Tonight she wasn’t going to go male, but she was going to have a sizable prick under her dress. This she had promised him.

Chuck answered the front door and two women breezed in. It was Shiela and a girl named Sandy.

“Look at you!” Shiela gushed as she hugged him. “You are so beautiful.”

Then it was awkward moment. Until Chuck took the bit in his mouth and mumbled, “Thank you for what you did last night.”

Then the awkwardness was gone. He walked them into the living room, excused himself to pour them some drinks, and when he returned they were comparing notes over the fucking they had taken.

“That one named Roger. He had the biggest. He must have been ten inches.”

“I know. He wanted to take me from the rear, but I begged off. He was so nice about it.”

Chuck handed them their drinks, then: DING DONG!

Two more girls. Two more drinks. And before he was done, DING DONG!

Now there were six, seven counting Josie, and Chuck was kept busy making drinks. As he brought the drinks in he noticed that half the girls already had strap ons on. They had shown up wearing them, and they fondled their cocks through the thin material of their dresses and kept glancing at him.

For an hour everybody chatted and pinched Chuck’s bottom. A couple of them insisted on feeling his breasts, and he gave a light moan as they cupped his boobs and squeezed them.

Then it was time.

A slow moment in the conversation, a few glances at one another, and Josie said, “Well, the reason I called you all together…” and they all laughed.

Chuck was now red-faced, but determined to go through with it. “Where did you, uh, want me?”

There was some argument there. A couple of them wanted to take him back in the bedroom, but Josie insisted, “Right here. Just like we served the men last night, I want him bent over the end of the couch and howling for mercy.”

The girl’s laughed, and then two of them got up and led Chuck to the end of the couch. As he knelt on the cushions and bent over the end of the couch he saw that three of the woman had stood up, and lifted their skirts, and were fondling their pricks. They moved their hands back and forth, as if jacking off.

A jar of lube made its appearance and the girls slathered up and stood in a group behind him.

Shiela came up in front of him and commanded, “Suck it, bitch boy.”

Everybody laughed, and Chuck took her penis in his mouth.

Shiela gave moaning sounds and fucked his face gently. He gagged a little, then found he was able to take quite a bit of the dick in his mouth.

Then he felt the first woman kneel on the couch behind him. She placed her hands on his back to balance herself, then very gently slid here cock into him.

Chuck’s eyes opened wide. There was a little bit of pain, but it was mostly pleasure. In a handful of seconds it was all pleasure.

He felt her slide in and out, and the friction of her cock rubbing against his anal passage made him swoon.

Shiela bent down and kissed him and whispered, “Don’t pass out now. I don’t want you sleeping when I put it in you.”

Chuck nodded, and the girl behind him reamed him, opened him, stirred his insides with the tip of her dick.

He marveled. This was what a pussy felt like. This incredible, warm, full feeling.

Why didn’t more men do this?

After about ten minutes another women replaced the first.

He wasn’t sure who was fucking him when. His senses were addled by pleasure and he just started pushing back with his butt, corkscrewing and trying to get as much pleasure as he could.

He knew when Shiela left his front and went to the rear, but she was the only one. And then he realized something. There were more than seven women in the room.

When Josie came to check on him he whispered, “How many?”

Josie smiled and said, “I don’t know, honey. All of them.”

Now the room was filled with laughing, chatting women. They all had cocks hanging from harnesses buckled around their hips, and they all patted his butt and complimented him and told him how beautiful he was.

Finally, there were no more women inside him. He felt empty for a second, then they were doing something to his butt. They were putting something sludgy into him.

Shiela came around and kissed him and explained. “You’ve never had the joy of semen dripping from your behind, so we made up a little dish of extra thick cream for you.” She giggled. “You’ll be dripping for days!”

Then the women helped him to his feet. They hugged him and kissed him and welcomed him to their midst.

Chuck had never felt so happy. He had gone from being a pushy man into being an accepting, submissive woman.

Not that these women were submissive, but he was.

He counted over twenty women standing in the living room, and when they chanted, “Speech…speech…speech,” he stood at the front of the living room and face them.

“Come on, honey, say something nice.”

Chuck looked out at the women standing there. They were beautiful, with large breasts, immaculately made up, wearing dresses under which various types of dildos hung.

For a moment he was speechless. What do you say to women who have made you into a different kind of man, a better man?

But he figured it out.

“When can we do this again?”

And the women cheered.

END
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Here are the first two chapters from…

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!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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