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Author’s Note

Don’t you just love those old John Wayne westerns?

But…what if John Wayne wasn’t the man you thought he was?

What if he painted his toes red and kept them hidden in his manly boots?

What if he was wearing a corset under his cowboy clothes?

What if he shot the bad guys not because they were bad, but because they knew his secret.

He was a sissy!

At least, you might think so after reading this little story.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“I’m going to town, Ma.”

Ma Turner sighed and rocked. Her fingers, old but still nimble, worked her knitting needles. “Ya shouldn’t oughta,” she said.

“Got to. What kind of a man would I be in I didn’t go into town. We need supplies, and I ain’t scared of Will Barkley.

“It ain’t a matter of being scared,” the old lady said, the needles flashing in the sunlight coming through the side window.

“You ain’t no gun hand, and he is.”

Perry stood in the doorway, he already had his coat on and his beaten hat was in his hand. “Don’t matter. They’s a Marshal in town, and—“

“Pshaw! Marshal Johnson ain’t worth a cracked egg.”

Perry stood and turned his hat by the brim. He wished he could get his mother to understand, but he knew she never would.

“I got to.”

“Well, don’t take your gun to town then.”

“”I got to.”

She looked up, the needles on hold. “You take that gun to town and he’ll pick a fight and shoot you down.”

“I’ll be careful.”

She glared at him. “It’s that gal, ain’t it? You got to prove somethin’ to her.”

“It ain’t Lucy.”

Lucy worked at the saloon. She worked downstairs, cleaning up and serving, but the stigma of being in a saloon was still there.

“Boy, you listen to me. Your daddy thought he was tough. He hung out in saloons, he got friendly with the wrong kind of people.”

“You talkin’ women?”

“I’m talkin’ people. You take it as you like it. At any rate, he thought he was good with a gun, but when it came down to it he ended up gut shot. Laid on thet kitchen table for three days, crying and moaning, then dyin’.

“I ain’t daddy.”

“No, but yore like him. You got a stubborn streak. You think yore tough as anybody, but you ain’t.”

He stood surly. He was tough, and she didn’t know it.

“Look at you. You got a soft face. You work hard enough, but you got them big, soft eyes, and you ain’t even big like yore pa. You ain’t tough.”

Perry had had enough. He had stated where he was going, which he was obliged to do, but now it was time to go. No matter what his mother said.

“I’ll see you when I get back,” he said, and before she could object he turned and went out the front door.

Ma stopped rocking and stared at the door, then she turned to the left and reached out for the table, and her bible.

It was a thick, well worn bible. Been talked out of for weddings and funerals, and she hoped to God it wasn't going to be a funeral.

She opened it, not considering a page to be read, just letting it flop open. It was Deuteronomy 22:5, and her eyes fell upon:

The woman shall not wear that which pertaineth unto a man,

neither shall a man put on a woman’s garment

Ma Turner blinked and read it again.

Now why on earth had the good book opened to this passage?

Perry saddled up Bella. He straightened the blanket and pulled the cinch tight.

“She don’t understand,” Perry groused to the buckskin mare. “She thinks I can’t take care of myself, but I can.”

The mare looked back at him, whickered, and pushed at him with her nose.

He looked over to the wall next to the big double doors. There was a long gun there, the kind of rifle that people put in their saddle holsters and meant nothing.

Good for hunting deer, or rabbit, or some other critter that was good for eating.

Next to it hung his father’s pistol. He kept it in good working order, and oiled the leather holster regularly. His mother refused to have it in the house, which was why he kept it out here.

The rifle or the pistol.

The rifle was not a trouble gun. The pistol…could be.

A pistol could be used for shooting snakes, or other trouble makers.

Did he dare take the pistol?

It would go a long way towards stating his intentions.

But it would also represent him as a man. A man who wasn’t afraid of anything.

Oddly, the thing that decided him was a sudden thought of Lucy.

Lucy, who warmed his heart at the thought of her. She was his height, slender, but she had a mighty big chest for a young gal.

He frowned. Some people said she was going to go work in the upstairs with the fancy girls.

No. She wouldn’t. He cared for her, and…she wouldn't.

But, no matter where she worked, what would she think of a man who was afraid to wear a gun to town?

He walked to the wall and took down the holster. The oiled leather was smooth to the touch, a gun could slide out of that holster slick as a pat of butter slides across a hot skillet.

He felt the cold metal, ran his hand over the handle, the cylinder, the barrel.

It was a killing tool. He could feel its power just holding it.

He thumbed the hammer back, then let it down gently.

He checked the loads, it was loaded, and strapped the belt around his waist.

It felt good, the heavy metal hugging his thigh.

He pulled it and aimed.

He liked to practice drawing, and he thought he was pretty good.

He slid the weapon back into the holster and mounted Bella. “Come on, girl. Let’s go to town.”

He put a gentle heel to the mare’s ribs, pulled the reins and the mare turned and snorted and trotted out of the barn.

Ma Turner saw him from the side window. She saw the pistol at his side, and she closed her eyes and prayed.

Dear Lord…

The town of Last Chance had been a mining town for many years. As the veins petered out miners packed up and left, and what was left was a vicious, little cowtown between Prescott and Flagstaff. There was just a Main street, with a stage way station on one end, two bars, and half a dozen businesses. The businesses were typical of a small town: hardware, livery, millinery, a general store, a jail leftover from when vigilantes needed something to break into, and a dozen houses just behind the businesses.

Also in the area were a dozen ranches, and between the ranches and the stage line the town managed to stay in business, and even thrive a bit.

After all, who wanted to journey to Prescott or Flagstaff for a little Saturday night fun?

Bella trotted up Main Street. She tossed her head a bit and acted like it was her that was wanting to come to town for a good time.

Perry sat tall, like a cowboy.

He was more of a ranch hand, the Turner Ranch being rather small, but he thought himself better than that.

Sam Jones was in the livery, forking hay, and he raised his head and glanced after Perry. He noticed the gun, but didn’t think anything of it. All men went heeled these days.

Mr. Rivers looked out from the bank. He was a portly fellow who always wore a suit and shiny shoes. He had an image to present.

Rivers noticed Perry, but not the gun. He held up people with a pen, not a pistol.

In front of the the Last Chance Saloon four cowboys were sitting in round backed chairs. They leaned against the front of the building and made important statements that had nothing to do with anything.

Will Barkley’s horse was at the hitching rail.

Perry felt his heart beat faster, and kept looking straight ahead.

He was not here to get into trouble, though he was sure he could handle any kind of trouble that Will might give.

He pulled Bella into the hitching rail in front of the general store, dismounted, and stepped up on the walk. His boots made clumping sounds, and he pushed through the front door.

It was cool in the store, and his eyes passed over the pants and shirts on the center table. Women’s goods were on the right, and Mrs. Sherman glanced at him, but was busy talking to Shirley Goodson.

On the left was the sundries, and behind the counter at the back were the things Perry needed.

“Hello, Perry, how’s your ma?”

“Pretty good, Mr. Sherman.”

They talked for a minute then about the weather, whether the railroad was ever going to come by and wouldn’t that be the death of the town, and the age old complaints about Republicans and Democrats the damned fools is all the same.

“So what can I get for you today, Perry?”

“I just need some coffee, sugar, I broke a pair of pliers, and…”

The list was short, but Mr. Sherman didn’t miss an item. “I’ll put that together for you right away. You going to be in town long?”

“Just an hour.”

“Figured on saying hi to a certain young lady?”

Perry turned red.

Sherman grinned. “You young uns suffer so.”

“Well, maybe.”

“Well, good. Somebody ought to rescue her from thet saloon.”

“She just works downstairs,” Perry spoke gruffly.

Sherman held his palms out, “No offense.”

“I know,” Perry sighed.

Then Mr. Sherman walked to the front of the store and looked out the window. He turned to Perry. “Maybe you better put it off for a while.”

Perry looked, saw Will Barkley’s horse. “Ain’t no reason to wait.”

The shopkeeper turned to Perry and started to speak, but held his tongue at the look on the boy’s face.

With that their business was concluded, and Perry stepped out into the sunshine.

His boots made a clumping sound on the walk as he headed towards the Last Chance saloon.

He saw people staring at him.

The gun on his hip was a comfort.

The cowboys resting against the front of the saloon saw him, nudged one another, and let their chair legs down to the wooden walk.

They were a ragged bunch, their boots down at the heel, their pants near worn through, even their hats were dirty and bent out of shape.

“Howdie, Perry,” said Henry Pearson. He was the kind of fellow who said hi to your face but something else to your backside.

“Henry,” Perry acknowledged the rough-faced man.

One of the cowpokes, the one nearest the door, shook his head. That was Jimmy Richards. He wasn’t a bad sort, and he was warning Perry off.

But Perry just gave him a wan smile, and they both knew that he was going into the saloon.

He pushed through the batwing doors.

The saloon had a smoky feel to it. The bar was polished, and the beer mugs slid the length easily. Clem Haroldson, with his fancy mustaches, cleaned shot glasses behind the bar. He looked up, stared, then shook his head.

Don’t do it, get gone, this ain’t the place for you…

Because…

Will Barkley is here.

Perry stepped past the round table with the eternal card game going. One of the players was Will Barkley.

Will Barkley was a burly chested tough. He wore a stetson and a black vest. When not playing cards he liked black gloves. He spoke in a loud voice and was fond of hearing his own opinion.

But it wasn’t all swagger. There was a mean streak a mile wide behind the glittering, dark eyes. And as Perry passed the round table those eyes lit up.

“Deal me out, boys.” His chair scraped on the floor when he pushed it back.

“Hey, Clem. How about a beer?”

Clem leaned forward, “Head out the back, boy. Will’s comin’.

But Perry wasn’t about to shy away. He was a man, and not taken to runnin’.

“A beer.” Perry kept his eyes straight at the bar man.

Clem’s hands shook a little as he poured a beer. He placed it on the counter, his eyes large and wanting to say more, but Will Barkley stepped up next to Perry.

“Whiskey,” Will’s gravelly voice commanded.

Licking his lips nervously Clem poured a whiskey, then he went down to the far end of the bar, away from the trouble. Once there he called to old Billy, the drunk, and whispered into that worthy’s ear.

Perry lifted the mug and sipped. Sighed, and put the mug down.

Billy went out the back door of the saloon.

Will tossed his whiskey back and looked at Perry in the long mirror behind the bar. “You got guts coming to town like this.”

“I don’t want no trouble,” Perry answered. He took another glug of his beer.

“Well you—“

“Perry!”

They both turned, and Lucy hurried across the floor.

She was a good looking girl. A fine nose, even eyes, and an oval face. Her eyes were blue and her hair cornhusk yellow. But it was her shape that Will was leering at.

Women in the west, unless they were fancy girls, or just worked in a saloon, wore their tops buttoned. Lucy didn’t worry about buttons, and she had a lot of flesh showing. Showing and jiggling.

Her bottom was round, her waist thin, but her top…

“I’ll like to poke that,” said Will.

Perry wasn’t there for trouble, but he didn’t like what Will had said. He pushed, and Will’s feet hit the spittoon and got tangled. Suddenly he was falling across the floor.

Lucy stopped her rush and put a hand to her mouth.

Will was reaching for his pistol even as he bounced on the wood floor.

Perry didn’t think, didn’t even realize he had drawn, then flames erupted and blue smoke rose and obscured the scene.

Perry stood there, his father’s gun in his hand, and wondered why he wasn’t falling down.

Then he was wondering why Will was staying down.

Then he started to understand.

Will’s bullet had passed by his face, whistled up and slapped into the wood molding at the front of the building.

Perry’s bullet had caused that flower of blood on Will’s shirt. The flower over his heart.

“Oh, Perry!” Lucy cried, now shocked, now both hands pressed high on her chest. “What have you done?”

Clem was still behind the bar. The cowboys outside were raising their voices. The stillness after the gunshots was louder than the shots.

“Oh, God!”

Perry’s mind started to work, sort of.

He had shot somebody. Sure, it had been a fair fight, but Will had two brothers, and they would come looking for him. It would be a blood feud.

And he finally realized what a position he had put his mother in.

It was Lucy who acted first. She grabbed Perry’s arm and hissed, “Go for the back door, slam the door, but sneak up the stairs. My room is 204. Be quiet. Go.”

She pushed him towards the back of the saloon.

Perry stumbled across the bar. He was confused. What the hell had happened? What had he done? Had he really killed Will Barkley? It all seemed so hazy, a memory of something else.

Clem stood up behind the bar in time to see Perry go down the long hall at the back of the building.

Perry was still holding his pistol. When he entered the hallway he figured out it belonged in his holster. He pushed it home and came to the back door.

Go up the stairs. It felt like he was thinking through molasses, but he was actually figuring things out pretty fast.

Why upstairs? Because if he ran out the back he would have no horse and his only option was to try and get away through the creek. And if he tried the creek his footprints would be visible, and if he didn’t come out the other side they would go up and down the banks, maybe for miles, searching for him.

So…not the creek.

Which left the upstairs. Lucy’s room. And he figured it out. Hide instead of run.

He had the presence of mind to push the door open, and it slammed back with a loud sound. Then he tip toed up the steps.

Clem finally yelled, “Help! Get the marshal!”

Men crowding into the saloon, the thunder of their boots on the wood floor.

“He went out the back door!” Lucy gasped and pointed.

Clem nodded. “I heard the door!”

Men crowded around the dead Will Barkley.

A man in death is just like a sack of feed. Lays there and doesn’t move. There wasn’t a lot of blood, surprisingly enough.

“Shot him dead center.”

“Damn!”

Several men headed for the back door, they passed the stairs just as Perry rounded the corner of the stairs. They pushed through the door and ran for the creek.

Perry sat at the top stair and pulled his boots off. With all the shouting and yelling downstairs it was likely that nobody would hear him, but he didn’t want to take a chance.

He tiptoed, in his stocking feet, down the length of the hall.

He caught a glimpse of the townies running down to the creek and looking across, then up and down.

They had obliterated any trace of his own foot prints in their hurry to find him.

Room 204 was a corner room at the end of the hall. It wasn’t locked and he opened the door and slipped in.

For all the yelling outside, it was quiet in the room, and he looked around.

Lucy had herself quite the set up. The room was not popular with customers because it was over the saloon and faced out on the street. It was much quieter at the other end of the saloon.

It was a large room, and the bed was made of iron and and had a deliciously comfortable feather mattress. When Perry finally sat on it he thought he was going to sink straight through to China.

On the other side of the room was a table that the women used for their face paint. Lucy used more paint than the regular women, but less than the fancy girls. She had a complete collection of creams and ointments.

Next to the table was a stand up screen behind which she could change her clothes. But he only noticed that out of the corner of his eyes, because the girl sitting at the make up table turned and stared at him.

“Lucy?”

He was stunned. He had just left Lucy downstairs, there was no way she could have gotten past him on the stairs or in the hallway, yet here she was. The same pretty face, the same large bosoms, the same insouciant grin.

And her breasts were showing.

She smiled, “Well, hello.”

Perry was sweating. He could see the Marshal come running across the street, Bob Horner was yakking in his ear and the Marshal had his pistol out.

But…the mystery of Lucy…”Lucy? How did you…”

She frowned. “Are you the cause of all that shooting downstairs?”

“You saw me shoot Will Barkely. You told me to hide here.”

At that moment they heard the sound of doors opening and closing down the hallway. Somebody had figured that he might have gone upstairs.

They both looked in the direction of the slamming doors, and the woman pursed her lips. He was scared, but she seemed amused.

“Well, I didn’t like Will. He was nothing but yellow piss. You probab—“

“Please! I don’t want to get arrested.”

The sound of the slamming doors was getting closer. They could hear men saying things like, ‘He ain’t here.’ And, ‘Not this one.’

“Well, you ain’t too bad looking…”

His hands were shaking and he looked around wildly.

“Go behind the screen, behind the robes on the hooks.”

Her directions didn’t make full sense, how was he supposed to go through a wall on which were hung robes?

But, no choice, he darted behind the screen, saw the robes, pushed his hand against the robes, and found it. There was a door to a large closet.

He slipped his hand past the robes and found a doorknob. He pulled and the whole row of robes swung back. He stepped into the closet and closed the door, and just in time.

Through the door he heard the door to the room open.

“EEK!” Lucy was naked up top, and he could imagine her giving a little scream and covering herself.

“Sorry…sorry, ma’am. We’re looking for a murderer.”

“He’s not here!” Her voice was high pitched.

“Sorry, ma’am, we got to look everywhere.”

Perry looked around the small room. It was filled with clothes and all the various accouterments that women wore.

There were corsets, feather type scarf things, all manner and color of dresses, shoes, fancy stockings, underclothes, hats. There were a few plains garments, but most of them were brightly colored. Fancy girl clothes.

For a moment Perry was confused. Why did Lucy have all these fancy clothes? She worked downstairs!

But…how had Lucy gotten upstairs before him?

He stood, confused, in shock by what he had done, and then he heard the sound of men searching the room.

He put his hand between two filmy looking dresses and parted them. He stepped behind them, knelt down and cowered into the corner of the closet.

He sat, heard thumps and bumps as the men looked under the bed, out the window onto the balcony.

He was shivering, then he was distracted.

His Ma had bed clothes. An old cotton nightie. But it was nothing like the clothes he was hiding amongst.

He touched the garments, felt the slithery, slick, silken robes.

And dresses. And…and see through things. And his penis was suddenly rock hard.

He could smell the faint whiff of female flesh, and lots of perfume.

He put his face into a robe and about fainted. He had never smelled anything so delicious in his life.

Then he realized he was next to a basket. The basket was filled with used panties and bras and things.

He couldn’t help himself. He reached into the basket and felt a soft pair of panties. He held them to his nose and sniffed.

He hadn’t been with a woman before, and he had never smelled anything like this.

It was musky, the odor tickling his nose, making him dizzy. It was pungent. Something about it made his cock pound, and sometimes it was just a pee smell.

He moaned, and the robes parted and Lucy stared at him. Then she grinned. He had panties pressed against his face and he was inhaling and he looked like he was in heaven.

“I guess that’s why Lucy likes ya.”

He was frozen, caught with his face in panties, and managed to ask, “Are they gone?”

“You was so lost in my panties that you couldn’t even hear them.”

He looked at her chest, and was dismayed to find that she had covered it up.

She grabbed the panties and pulled them free. “No more free looks for you, sunshine. Now come out of there and tell me what’s going on.”

She grabbed him by the ear and lifted him.

“Ow!” he followed her out of the closet and into the room.

She almost literally threw him on the soft, featherbed, and he sunk down in a pile of fancy clothes.

“If they come back just crawl under all the clothes. Now. Talk!”

“But you know what happened! You were there!”

“And what did I see?”

“You know!”

“Tell me anyway.”

“Will Barkley was…he said…” and he blushed.

“Will Barkley said what?”

“He said…” Perry looked down, “he said he’d like to poke you.”

Lucy stifled a giggle. “He didn’t!”

“And then I pushed him and he fell, and he come up with a gun and…and…”

“And you shot him for telling Lucy he wanted to poke her. You silly boy! That ain’t the worst thing I ever heard, nor—“

Tap tap!

Perry dove under the clothes, pulled them over him, and held still.

Lucy went to the door and opened it.

It was the Marshal, and he was speaking low. Perry couldn’t hear much of what was said, but it was some sort of an apology for his men rousting her room.

Perry risked a slight finger move and opened a hole between the garments he could peer out of.

“Oh, Marshal,” said Lucy. “They ain’t done nothin’ bad. Not like you.”

The Marshal grinned. “Then you ain’t mad.”

Lucy reached down to the Marshal’s pants and felt his groin.

The Marshal groaned, and Perry’s mouth opened in shock.

What was Lucy…what was she…

But it was obvious what she was doing. She unzipped the Marshal’s pants and went down to her knees.

Perry was blinking, then he wasn’t blinking. He was watching in stunned shock.

Lucy moved her head back and forth and the Marshal grabbed her blonde curls and helped her.

She mumbled and gulped, and the Marshal sagged against the door, and it was all over in a minute.

Suddenly he stiffened up, jerked his hips a few times, then backed away.

“Damn, girl,” he said.

“Now you go chase yore bad men, Marshal, and leave us poor, innocent girls alone.”

She pulled up his zipper, kissed his cheek, and pushed him out of the room.

She closed the door on the stupidly grinning marshal and leaned against it. She looked at the bed and giggled. “You’re getting all sorts of free shows today, ain’t ya.”

The sound of the marshal walking away.

Perry shrugged out of the pile of dresses and things and stared at Lucy.

“Lucy, you ain’t…you never…I didn’t…

Lucy opened here mouth to say something, then snapped it shut.

They could hear voices down the hall.

“Quick, back under.”

Perry dove back into the dresses. He left himself a hole to peer through, and smelled the wonderful perfume-y smell of the woman things.

The door opened and he couldn’t see past Lucy, but she leaned forward and gave somebody a hug. It was another girl. Probably one of the fancy girls. But when Lucy stepped aside to let the other woman into the room Perry gasped.

It was Lucy!

Perry sat up, blubbering, pointing at the two Lucy’s.

They grinned at him. The one that just entered the room said, “I see you met my twin sister, Lacy.”

“Lacy?

“Yep. Didn’t know I had a sister, did ya? She just got here two days ago. Started working with me last night.”

Lucy looked at Lacy. “Course she’s more a fancy girl than me.”

Slowly, Perry emerged from under the pile of sexy clothes.

“You, but…I seen you…”

“He saw my tits. Then I had to give that bonehead marshal a blowjob to distract him. So what happened?”

Perry knelt on the bed and listened as Lucy recounted the tale of his gunfight.

“I knew they was gonna come after Perry, and I like him. He’s a little stupid, but he’s nicer to me than the others, so I told him to hide and sent them out the back door.”

“Where are they now?” asked Lacy.

“‘Cept for that lame ass marshal the men have all gone up and down the creek. They’re shore they’re gonna get Perry before dinner, maybe have a hangin’ for desert.”

“Oh, no!” whispered Perry.

The girls turned to him.

“So what you want to do with him?” asked Lacy.

“I dunno. We can keep him here for awhile, till the hub bub dies down, then maybe we can sneak him out of town.”

“You think he can shoot his way out? That marshal is an idjut, and the cowboys is just that, cowboys. Ain’t a real gunfighter amongst them.”

Lucy regarded Perry. “I don’t know. He shot Will quick and square. Never seen somebody so fast. Hey, Perry. Can you shoot everybody like that?”

“Shoot everybody?” he cried, “I still don’t know what I done! What am I gonna tell my ma?”

“If you can shoot you don’t have to tell her nothing, and nobody’ll come looking for ya. Heck, it was a fair fight.”

“Self-defense,” snorted Lacy. “That’s always a good one.”

The girls stared at him for a long minute, then Lucy said, “I don’t think he can act the gunfighter.”

“I know. He looks so darned scared.”

“You’d be scared if you kilt somebody,” moaned Perry.

“Not necessarily,” said Lucy kindly.

“Well, there is one solution,” Lacy commented.

“Yeah?”

Lacy moved forward and put a hand to Perry’s face. She felt his skin, turned his cheek, ran her fingers through his hair.

Perry enjoyed it, but he probably would have jerked back, except he was still in shock.

“Yeah. Take a look, he’s scared, and he’s got such a soft face, but we got soft faces and we ain’t such crybabies.”

“That’s true.”

“What are you saying?” asked Perry.

“So what if we could make him like us. Soft on the outside but hard on the inside. What if we could change him.”

“Change a man?” Lucy snickered.

“Yeah.”

Lacy’s tone made Lucy think, and suddenly she stopped grinning. She moved towards Perry and put her hands on both sides of his face. She turned his head side to side and peered intently.

“He’s got a round face, the jaw isn’t too strong.”

“But it isn’t too weak, either. He ain’t no coward or he wouldn’ta shot Will.”

Lacy moved up and moved her hand through his hair. “He ain’t brushed out, but he’s long enough. We could curl it up right nice.”

“A little make up…maybe a corset…we could pass him off as our younger sister.”

“Wait a minute!” Perry blurted. “What are you talking about?”

The girls just smiled.


Part Two

“You want to get out of here?” Lucy asked as she brushed his hair.

His hair was cowboy long, the result of rarely getting to town, and rarer even having the money.

Now it was being curled and teased with a little pink ribbon to one side.

“I can sneak out at night,” Perry groused.

“No, you can’t. They’re watching everything. All the roads, even the creek.”

Lacy powdered his cheeks, put blush on them, and started working on his eyes.

They had spent the afternoon getting all the hair off his body. All of it. From toes to tonsils.

Perry had stood for it because he had to, and because he had never been naked in front of a girl, let alone two girls.

His penis, of course, was as stiff as a branding iron.

“My, look at Long John Silver,” teased Lacy.

“Now don’t you go getting him to poke you. I saw him first.”

“But you never got your poke, so he’s still on the market.

Lucy colored his lips bright red, and he looked down his nose, cross-eyed, and tried to see what he looked like.

Lacy grabbed his dong and said, “This here is mine, and if you don’t agree I’m going to shake it till it squirts, and nobody is going to get nothin’!”

“Okay! Okay!”

When they were done he looked feminine. Very feminine. Maybe, except for the lack of boobs, more feminine than the sisters.

They dressed him, put him in a bright red, satin outfit that hugged the body.

“If it wasn’t for the corset it wouldn't fit,” observed Lucy.

“We might have to pull it tighter, anyway.”

“Okay.”

The sisters pulled on the corset strings until Perry thought he was going to explode.

“I…don’t…see…”

“Shush, up, sweety. The more you talk the less men like it.”

“What…do…”

Lucy placed her mouth on his. His eyes grew big. He felt his penis throb and he stared at her. He could feel thrills shooting up from his dong, and now he really couldn’t breath.

She moved back with a smile and he gasped.

“Now, shut up or I’ll do it again.”

“But!”

She did it again.

Lacy sighed. “You are such a bad woman.”

“Says the woman with his cock in her hand.”

“But I’m just holding it to make sure he don’t squirt. Right, honey?”

Perry just tried to breath.

The girls giggled and continued dressing him.

“I’d like to put a corset on him.”

“Too big. Just a small bustle will do. He’s gonna have to draw his pistola eventually.”

“I am?”

“What do you think we’re doing all this for, sweetie?

“Uh…”

“Now, we need to talk about how we’re going to get him out on the floor.”

“Out on…”

“The floor. Oh, you won’t be a full on fancy girl, but you’ll have to serve drinks and sit on men’s laps…”

“And talk about the first thing that pops up,” chortled Lucy.

“Pops up? You mean…men’s…things?” He was aghast. He felt a terror nibbling at his belly.

“Of course, honey. If you’re going to learn anything, you’re going to have to go all the way.”

“But…why?”

“Because that’s what makes women tough.”

“It is?” He looked back and forth between them.

“Of course it is. You take a man’s weenie up your poonie and you grow to have little concern for those big, bad men.”

His head swiveled back and forth.

“And for a fancy girl like me,” Lacy interjected, “It’s worse. Imagine a dozen men a night wanting to use your hole, and they are stinky and smell of garlic and booze and they don’t give a care for your fine dress…they just rip it off and poke away and you’re left sitting there yawning and wishing a real man would come along.”

“Some one loving and caring,” sighed Lucy.

“Yeah. Not like these bone brain cowboys we got hereabouts.”

Perry was silent after that. Even though he had never screwed a woman, he could understand the way these girls felt.

But it just didn’t come together in his mind how that would make him tough.

“Okay, let’s put on his booties and see how he looks.”

They bent and laced up some boots. They looked like witch boots, but they had heels, and they did present the ankles.

“Okay, stand up.”

Perry stood up. He was shaky on the heels, and he had never felt so awkward in his life.

Normally, it was like the jeans he wore helped in the stand up business. But dresses had no confines, didn’t help nothing at all, and even made him wobble a bit.

He stood and they moved him over to a mirror.

It wasn’t a full length mirror, but he could see most of himself.

He was a woman. Round hips, corseted waist, and the corset pushed his pectorals up so it actually looked like he had small bosoms.

“Ooh la la,” murmured Lacy appreciatively. “He reminds me of Fifi, that French girl back in St. Louis.”

“Yes, he does. In fact, let’s model him after her. Perry, your name is Fifi, and you can understand a little English, but you don’t speak much. That’ll give you a chance to look puzzled and stall at least for a few seconds. Say, ‘Oui M’sieur.”

“Wee misuer?” he mispronounced.

“Oui…M’sieur.”

Lacy corrected him again and again, until he could say it easily, then, “Now say ‘no, no, M’sieur.’”

Again, he practiced until he had it down, and Lacy said, “Okay, that’s yes and no. That should do you.”

“I don’t have to say anything else? They’ll believe I’m French?”

Lucy used a cream on his breasts and they started to shine a bit.

“Honey, that’s all you have to say, because that’s all these cowboys understand.”

Lacy mocked the local cowboys: “Can I poke you ma’am? No, no, M’sieur. Can I poke your bottom, ma’am? “Oui M’sieur.”

“Poke your…bottom?”

He had never heard of such a thing.

Truth, he hadn’t heard much of anything concerning women in his life. But he did know the dick was supposed to go in the front hole, and poop came out of the back hole.

“Sure. It’s fun. Some gals like it so much that’s all they want. There was even a house down in New Orleans where the men specialized in getting poked in the bottom. Can you imagine that? Fully growed men dressed up like you are now, and that’s all they did. Wasn't a woman in the place. Not even for regular poking.”

Lucy shook her head. “What is the world coming to.”

Then they were done. The girls grinned at each other and squeezed each others hands, and hugged Perry.

Perry, more confused than ever, and feeling like a heifer that was comin’ out of his mama backwards, watched the two girls and tried to figure out what the heck was happening.

“Her name is Fifi, Clem. She’s our friend, and she’s only going to be here a while.”

Clem stared at the French girl. It was true he had had no Frenchies at his saloon, but this one was a looker. Didn’t matter what country she came from, she was giving him a boner, and he had been immune to working girls for years.

“Same deal, I get half of all her pokes.”

“Sure,” said Lacy.

“Absolutely,” agreed Lucy.

“But she’s pretty picky. she’ll spend a while figuring out who she wants for a poke.”

“Long as she doesn’t wait too long. I got a business to run.”

The cowboys came in that night, and, as usual, they drank red eye and played cards and danced with the girls.

And they eyed the French girl. The new girl. The really good looking girl.

“I’d like to poke that one,” many a cowboy was overheard to say.

And if they didn’t say it they thought it.

Fifi, however, was playing hard to get.

She danced only reluctantly, and she didn’t want the men to hold her tight and press their boners up against her.

Some of the cowboys grew a bit surly at her attitude, and they grumbled as they tossed back their whiskey.

“Lucy?” Clem motioned to the girl. “That new girl, that Fifi, isn’t working out. She doesn’t want to dance, and all she does is drink whiskey. Not even water, like the regular gals, but whiskey.

Lucy frowned. She and Lacy had noted the lack of commitment on Fifi’s part, and something had to be done.

Lucy went over to Lacy, whispered a few sentences, then they went for Fifi.

Clem couldn’t hear what they were saying, they were whispering, after all, but they dragged that French girl into the back room.

What the heck?

But he had a bar to tend, and if things didn’t work out he could just get rid of somebody. So he poured whiskey and beer and listened to the talk of the manhunt.

That Turner boy still hadn’t been caught…but they’d catch him. They surely would, and then there’d be a noose party.

Goin’ and shooting Will Barkley like that. Sure, Will was sometimes an asshole, but you just don’t go around shooting up people. Not even assholes.

Well, at least not normally.

Lucy and Lacy each had one of Perry’s arms and they dragged him into the back room.

“Hey?” He was half snockered.

“You bone brained idjut,” snarled Lacy. “Here we go to all this trouble to get you free and all and you just sit there like a frog on a log.”

“But…I don’t know what to do! I don’t know how to act like a girl!”

Lacy snorted. “Normally I’d say you act intelligent, but that’s not what men expect.”

“They expect you to touch their shoulders, maybe reach down and pat their thing-a-ma-jig….”

“Then sit on their laps and when you feel something nice you wiggle a bit.”

“If yore lucky they squirts right then, and they leaves you a good tip.

“If yore unlucky then you take them upstairs and make sure they squirt.”

“But…I…don’t know…and…”

“What…”

Perry wailed, “They’re men!”

The girls looked at each other, sighed and shook their heads.

“That’s all?”

“Holy pecker and the virgin Mary.”

Perry stared at them. confused, forlorn, not knowing what to do.

“Okay,” nodded Lacy. “We’re going to have to take matters into our own hands.”

Perry’s eyebrows dipped as he frowned.

Lacy turned him to her, pulled him to her, and kissed him.

It was a great kiss. Out of all the kisses in the world, this was a really good one.

Perry lost himself in her mouth, his peeny started to pulse, and he might have even squirted.

But Lacy held out her hand behind his back and Lucy put an iron frying pan in it.

BONG!

Little birdies flew around Perry’s head and he went to his knees.

Lacy held him up and whispered hoarsely, “Roll that barrel over here.”

Lucy did, and they used little lengths of rope to tie him over the barrel. They lifted his dress, pulled down his panties and stared at his throbbing dingus.

“What we going to do about that?”

“Well, we could shoot it off.”

“Too big. Wouldn’t be hard to hit that thing.”

“No, it wouldn’t.” Both girls snickered.

“Okay, let’s just pull it up, get it out of sight.”

They ripped the ends off of the ties on Perry’s corset and lassoed his pecker and balls. They pulled his package up tight and ran the laces all the way to his neck. They secured it at the neck and stood back.

There Perry lay. Head down. Butt in the air. Manhood all hidden.

“Turn the lights down, and one of us had got to be in here with him.”

“I’ll take first shift. You send them back and collect the money.”

With that, the business of Fifi the French girl opened.

Lacy crossed the room to the first cowboy she saw and whispered in his ear.

He perked up, swigged the last of his whiskey, and headed for the back room.

“That’ll be a buck,” Lucy said.

The cowboy paid her, then stepped into the room.

It was dark, but he could see that big, beautiful, white ass waiting for him. The dress was up, the panties was down, and…damn! He was going to have to take this one in the back door!

For an hour the cowboys paid their dollars and entered the room. And came out happy and grinning like a preacher who’d saved a soul.

Clem was ecstatic. He hadn’t made so much money on a girl since…since he didn’t know when!

About halfway through Perry woke up.

His head hurt a little, but not too bad.

But what was that really nice feeling sawing in and out of his ass?

He tried to talk, but the girls had gagged him.

He tried to wiggle, but the cowboys thought was even better.

“Hold on, honey. I’m about to…yee haw!”

Hot liquid dripped down Perry’s backside.

And he figured it out.

Men are funny creatures. They want to poke everything they can, but they never understand, or at least seldom understand, how much joy it is to get poked.

The feeling of penetration. The slithery sensation as their nubbins are rubbed, as their holes are filled.

Perry went through that. He didn’t understand, even as the pleasure was given to him. But to be poked again and again, he began to understand.

It felt good.

It scratched an itch he didn’t even know he had.

But it also conflicted him.

He wasn’t supposed to like it. He wasn’t supposed to enjoy being taken like a woman.

And therein lay the lesson that Lucy and Lacy had planned for him.

At first, it was a mild resentment. He knew he wouldn't be able to do this again. Men would look down on him if they knew. Men would treat him badly. If he thought Will Barkley was a bully, it was nothing compared to what would happen if the men found out they had been poking a man.

Then the resentment grew. It almost grew in proportion to the amount of times he was poked.

Men were dumb. Boneheads. And he started to understand the attitudes of Lucy and Lacy.

All men did was walk around and squirt, and walk around and squirt some more.

And they laughed and made bad jokes, and it was like they were nothing but a bunch of sap-headed bulls.

Poke. Poke. Poke.

Not that there was anything else to life, but they could at least act like it!

Not one of the cowboys said, ‘Excuse me, ma’am,’ before they mounted him.

Not one of the cowboys said, “Thank you, ma’am,’ when they dismounted.

They didn’t even slap his ass, like they would a horse which had been ridden hard, and say, ‘Thanks for ride, honey.’

Instead, they headed out to brag, to tell the others how great they had been, and they should try it.

And it even crossed Perry’s mind that he was nothing but a lousy fuck!

But it was the cowboys who were lousy.

What did the cowboys know? They just poked and acted like a bunch of darn fool school kids!

But the worst was reserved for the last.

“New girl in town, eh, ladies?”

The voice was gruff and gravelly and Perry would have recognized it anywhere.

It was the Marshal.

“You got to talk to Clem if you want your percentage.”

“I already talked to Clem, and I already got my cut. No, what I’m here for is a poke.”

Perry listened, and was disgusted. Foul mouthed marshal was going to get a free poke.

And suddenly Perry understood why women charged for what should have been free.

They charged for all the bonehead cowboys who didn’t say ‘please’ or ‘thanks.’

They charged for being the receipt of inconsideration.

They charged for the free ones they had to give out just to stay in business.

That was the moment, when the marshal buttered up his dick and stuck it in, that Perry lost all respect for his fellow men.

That was the moment.

Perry lay on the featherbed and the girls massaged his used rectum.

They used oils and liniment and rubbed his shoulders, they massaged his limbs, which were sore from being tied up.

They sometimes just lay next to him and kissed his cheek and told him it was going to be all right.

They giggled and rubbed him with their breasts and gave him long, lingering kisses. And twice—they took turns—they made him squirt.

And Perry wasn’t angry at them. The girl were making their living the only way they could.

It was the men he was angry at.

He loved Lucy. And maybe Lacy. And he hated how they had to live because of men.

Men who poked and paid.

Men who treated them like they were property and nothing more.

Men who had poked him until he didn’t think he could shit.

The day passed, and another night.

But Perry didn’t go downstairs as Fifi.

Then, on the next day, he was able to walk pretty good again, and it was time to go downstairs.

The girls had taken off his make up and dresses and undergarments.

They had washed his ranching clothes, and they kissed him and hugged him as he put on his gun belt. Then he walked out the door and down the stairs.

He stepped out of the hallway and into the saloon proper and at first nobody noticed him.

Cowboys playing cards and drinking.

A group of men around the marshal, commiserating about how the murderer had gotten out of town without being seen.

“I just don’t see it,” said Sam Brucker. “There warn’t no tracks, and there…”

He kept talking, but Johnny Fields caught sight of Perry. He nudged the Marshal, who looked at Johnny, then turned to see what Johnny was looking at.

And the sound in the saloon died away to nothing.

Upstairs the girls were dealing a deck on the edge of the vanity table. Lucy said, “You think he’ll live?”

Lacy scoffed. “Ha! You think they’ll die?”

The marshal was tall and gruff, he brought law to a miserable little cowtown by being able to bully the bullies. But it was a lot of hot air, too.

He turned fully and faced Perry.

“Wal. You come to give yoreself up, boy?”

Perry stared at the man. He was an innocent boy, and innocent no longer.

Now he was feeling a tad resentful.

Resentful to the man who had hunted him. To the man who hadn’t asked anybody what had happened and found out it was a fair fight.

Instead, he had just given himself over to the mob and run with the idea of catching young Perry and stretching his neck a wee bit.

The Marshal took a step forward, but Perry shook his head.

That was the moment the cold, hard attitude of the boy reached out over the room and made itself felt.

The Marshal frowned. He had talked a good game the last few days, been the big man, but now there was something he didn’t like about all this.

“Boy?”

Perry waited. No expression. It felt like he was a cold wind on a hot day.

The Marshal made a motion with his fingers and two men stepped up next to him. James and Earl Barkley.

Thuggish boys, not too quick on the thinking end of things, but real quick with a dirty laugh.

Or a chance to avenge their dead brother.

“Best unbuckle yore belt, boy.”

Still, not a word, and a man in the front of the saloon suddenly went out the batwing doors.

Nobody ever knew who drew first, though there was much discussion in the aftermath, and a lot of ideas.

What wasn’t up for discussion was how fast the kid was.

The Marshal and the two brothers were still hoisting their hoglegs when Perry’s father’s pistol started spouting flames.

The Marshal fell first, gut shot, holding his insides. He would live, but only on the generosity of others. But he wasn’t much use to begin with.

James and Earl fell about the same time. One through the shoulder and the other through the leg.

Perry walked forward, and when Earl tried to lift his gun Perry shot him through the brisket. He wouldn't last out the week.

James just lifted his hands—well, one hand—and cried. He was done with gun fighting, and bullying, forever.

The crowd in the saloon moved back, gave Perry plenty of room to pass.

Perry pushed through the batwing doors and headed for the stable. His horse had been put there, and he needed to go home. His Ma would be worried.

In the barroom the men slowly started to talk, and that was how legends were born.


Epilogue

The town of Last Chance settled down pretty quickly, except for the talk, of course.

At the Turner ranch Perry swore to his mother he’d never get in trouble again, but he did insist on wearing his father’s pistol. One could never tell when some do good, idiot marshal might take it into their head to arrest Perry.

What was left of the Barkley kin didn’t amount to much, and the next year they would sell out and move to California. Word had it that they became politicians.

Lucy and Lacy became part owners of the Last Chance saloon, which was fine with Clem. They always kept a plentiful supply of the best lookin’ girls, and they were better businessmen than him. After a couple of years he pretty much retired, bought a house in town and sat on his front porch and sipped brown liquor. Not the watered down kind.

Perry pretty much kept to himself, though a gaggle of youngsters always pointed at him when he came to town, and sometimes followed after him.

And why did he come to town?

Some say it was for Lucy.

Some say it was for Lacy.

And some say it was for what those two girls did to him in the upstairs of that old saloon.

And it didn’t always involve dresses and make up and thrilling under garments.

But sometimes it did.

END
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Sissy Ride: The Book

PART ONE

My name is Alex Trenton, and I didn’t mean for it to happen. In fact, even though I took the first step, I am not responsible. I am the victim here.

I was sitting at my computer, it was a Tuesday night. I had a bourbon and Coke I was sipping, and enjoying very greatly, and I was surfing porn.

I know, me bad, but Tanya, my wife, was at a convention for the week. I was all alone, and…and I was sitting there in my bathrobe, stroking my hog, getting all excited over the babes I was looking at.

Big breasts heaving, while some big-dicked stud plowed them.

Some cock tunneling between big breasts and shooting cream all over the delightful flesh.

Or, my favorite, big breasted woman on all fours, jerking back and forth, facing the camera so I could see those enormous hooters and those red, red lips.

Money shot after money shot, squirting over buttocks, boobs, gorgeous faces, and I was ready to shoot my own load.

DING! The box flashed up on my screen. I had a message.

I started to delete it and stopped. It was from…Mistress Mandy?

Mistress Mandy? Who the hell was that?

I didn’t recognize the name, but there was this little round picture of, get this, red lips, on the message.

I love red lips. And I know I shouldn’t have done it, you’re not supposed to open anything you don’t know on the web, I opened it.

The message read:

I saw you the other day and knew.

You are the perfect man.

I’ve been stalking you.

I want you to do something for me.

I blinked. Stalking? Out of the blue?

I went over all the women I had met over the past few weeks.

There were women at work. There were women on the street and in stores. But who, what woman, would pick a guy out at random and stalk him?

DING!

Please do something for me.

You have to.

I’ll die if you don’t.

She’d die? What the heck?

Merely a figure of speech. No intention.

But it was powerful, made me notice, made me not delete and block.

I typed:

Who is this?

I sat back, sipped a bit of bourbon, and wondered.

Was it Marsha? That secretary at the office? I had flirted with her, but she knew I was married.

Or maybe some clerk at the grocery store. Maybe some young thing bagged for me, and now wanted to…’bag’ me.

My thoughts and fantasies were interrupted by…

DING!

It doesn’t matter.

I just know that you like porn,

and that we have the same tastes.

She knew my tastes? Maybe it was just a random porn advertisement, searching for a sucker.

No. There had been request for money. The internet always wants your money.

I typed:

What do you know about me?

I sure hoped some Russian hairball wasn’t sitting over in Moscow, drinking vodka and chuckling and thinking, ‘I got a bite!’

DING!

I know you like big titted girls getting it doggy style.

I know you’re fascinated by men with breasts.

I know you look at all the sites

where men are dominated by woman.

I know you’ve had a deep interest

in meeting a mistress

who will take you where you want to go.

It was off the internet. Only somebody on the internet would know what I liked to surf.

DING!

Watch this!

A simple link. Did I dare click on it? What could it hurt? I wouldn’t get a virus unless I clicked on something on the site, just looking at something wasn’t going to hurt.

I clicked on the link.

A window opened, a title page, and I just about dropped my jaw all the way to the floor.

Mommy Compilation part four!

Casca and Ryan and…and all the other big titted mothers I had seen again and again. It was one of my favorites, but how had this ‘mystery messenger’, this ‘Mistress Mandy,’ known?

And I knew she, I hoped it was a she, was into my computer history.

And she wouldn’t even have to crack my computer. All she had to do was hack into my Google history, or some other source.

I was actually sweating at this point.

DING!

I need you to do something for me.

You’ll like it.

I’d like it? I’d like what?

And I was scared, but I was also so mind fucked that I didn’t know what to do.

I was being stalked.

But it was sex.

And I was drunk and horny.

I hadn’t gotten any for a week. My wife was away.

I stared as some cock exploded the white stuff all over Casca’s titties on the screen. Possibly the most perfect tits in the history of the world.

I looked down at my lap. I was stroking myself. I had stopped when the messages started, but somewhere along the road I had started stroking again. Probably when the Mommy Compilation opened up.

And I knew, it was the idea of the secret stalker. It was somebody, who I didn’t know at all, sending me sexy messages.

I typed:

What do you want me to do?

DING!

Put on your wife’s clothes.

What!?

I typed:

You’re kidding.

DING!

She’ll have a bra. Put it on.

Do you have condoms?

I didn’t want to answer, but I was compelled. This was getting too weird.

But it was a fantasy I had always had. Putting on a woman’s clothes. I had read every entry on Literotica about cross dressers.

Just the thought was making my boner even more erect.

I looked down at my lap. There was a drop of pre-cum sliding out of the head of my cock.

I typed:

I have condoms.

DING!

Do it.

Now.

Please.

I couldn’t bring myself to move.

I typed:

This is too weird.

DING!

I’m not asking you to cheat.

I just want you to enjoy yourself.

To do what you want to do.

Where’s the harm?

I typed:

Who are you?

DING!

You’ll never know if you don’t

put on that bra.

Put water in the condoms.

Place the condoms in the bra.

I sat there. I sipped. My dick was getting harder. I was close to cumming, but I didn’t want to cum. If I came I would lose my sexual urgency, and I wanted to keep it high.

I wanted to put that damned bra on.

I wanted to have tits, no matter how fake.

DING!

Please.

I typed:

What do you get out of it?

DING!

When I know that you are wearing that bra I will jill off.

that is my reward for helping you.

It was a woman. She had said ‘Jill off’ instead of ‘Jack off.’

But her reward was for helping me?

I typed:

Helping me?

DING!

Helping you find the truth of yourself.

Helping you give in to your secret urges.

Helping you realize that it’s okay…

to be a woman.

I stared at the words on the screen. I felt like I was apart from my body, and there was a faint scream way back in the basement of my skull.

I had never thought about being a woman.

But seeing these words on the computer, putting that together with the things I watched on the internet, the porn I read…did I want to try it?

Did this ‘phantom messenger’ know something about me that I didn’t know? That I needed to know?

I typed:

I’ll do it.

Before I was out of the swivel chair my screen dinged:

HURRY!

Fuck! I thought. What was I doing? What would Tanya think? I knew this was definitely beyond the limits of our relationship.

But it wasn’t like I was cheating. I was just…a little horny.

I’d do this, wack off, and see if I liked it.

I didn’t think about what would happen if I did like it.

I walked down the hall to my bedroom. I opened my wife’s drawer, then closed it. She would notice if I used something all folded and neat.

I went into the bathroom and looked in the hamper.

Bingo. A pink bra, and it looked like it was well worn, a little stretched.

I tried to put it on and couldn’t. Damned thing was weird. And I couldn’t reach up behind myself and fasten the clasps like I had seen Tanya do so easily.

Then I remembered. I had seen her method. I pulled it around my stomach and fastened it and then pulled it so the cups were in front and…cripes! The thing was inside out or something.

Of course. I mentally figured out the proper procedure, put the cups the right way, fastened it, pulled it around, and bingo. I was wearing her bra.

It was a little tight. She was more narrow than I. But not that tight.

And the boobs, thank God, were big. I’m one of those lucky guys that had a wife with big boobs.

I went into the bathroom and looked in a mirror.

A guy with a bra. Not sexy. But then why was my peter bouncing like a puppet on strings?

I returned to the bedroom and got out two condoms. The nozzle in the bathroom wouldn’t work, so I had to walk through the house. The curtains were closed, but it felt so weird, and kinky, and my dick was really enjoying this. I actually dripped some pre-cum on the hallway floor.

The kitchen sink wouldn’t work.

I went into the garage, and the laundry sink worked. I put the condoms over the nozzle and watched while they grew bigger.

How big is a boob? Especially when it is fake and about to be put into a bra like the one I was wearing?

I liked big boobs, so I let the water build up, and the condom grew bigger and hung down, and I stopped and tied it off.

I filled the other condom, trying to make sure they were the same size.

I put them in my bra.

‘My’ bra. Not Tanya’s. In some weird way I had fashioned ownership over her lingerie.

I walked back through the house, now bouncing and jiggling.

God, it felt good, and I left more pre-cum splatters on the floor. I was really leaking now.

I looked into the mirror.

A man with boobs. Fuck!

I went back to the computer.

I typed:

I did it.

DING!

What’s it like?

I typed:

Weird. Sexy.

DING!

Are you hard?

I didn’t even think about how bizarre this was. I was now officially too horny to think straight.

I typed.

I’m really fucking hard.

DING!

Good.

Don’t jack off, yet.

I typed.

Why not?

DING!

I want you to do something else.

I typed:

What?

Now I realized that I was into the game. Heysoos! What was happening to me? But I was too horny to stop.

DING!

Put on a blouse, or sweater, or something

that will really show your boobs off.

I typed:

I‘ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

I got up and went back to the bedroom. I went through my wife’s closet. Blouses were so thin my bra would be too visible, the fakery would be too easily seen.

Sweaters were too tight. I was afraid I would stretch them out.

A jacket? I had visions of myself, stacked, showing cleavage through the open front. But, no.

Then I saw the dress.

Fuck! A dress? The Mystery Messenger had said a shirt, but I didn’t think she would complain if I put on a dress.

It was purple. Just a little loose at the neck. Stretchy. It wouldn’t get all pulled out of shape.

I took it off the hanger and held it up.

Right size.

I put it on.

Oh, God! I thought I was going to cum right there! Then I realized something. I was dripping so much I was going to leave stains.

Quickly, I lifted up the dress and looked around.

Damn! What would a woman do it she had a cock that was dripping…then I laughed. A hard bark. I was imagining really strange things.

Then I realized the solution.

Still holding my dress up I went to the hamper and pulled out undies. Panties. A match for the bra I had on.

I put the panties on, then opened a drawer under the sink and pulled out a Kotex.

I put it in the panties where my dick would drip, and pulled the panties up. I let my dress down.

‘My’ dress.

And realized I had gone too far. The Mystery Messenger, Mistress Mandy, ‘MM’ I would think of her from here on out, had only said a shirt. But now I had on a dress and panties. And…a Kotex.

Which thought made my dick surge so hard I was afraid I was going to cum in my panties.

Could the panty liner catch a load of sperm? I didn’t think so.

I quickly fumbled up the dress, reached into my panties and squeezed my cock. Hard. I waited, and slowly the urge to squirt faded.

Sighing, I went to the kitchen, poured another drink, then went back to the computer.

I typed:

Couldn’t find a blouse.

No response.

I typed:

I put on a dress.

Is that okay?

DING!

Wow!

Perfect.

How do you feel?

Truthfully, I typed:

I almost came in my panties.

DING!

You’re wearing panties?

I typed:

I had to.

I was dripping.

I needed a panty liner.

Nothing for a while. I started the Mommy Compilation video over again.

I watched those big breasts bounce and sway as men ground into women, and I felt…proud? Happy?

I had my own set of tits!

Whoever this MM was…she had called me rightly. There was something so horny and intoxicating about wearing woman’s clothes.

DING!

Lipstick.

My mind just sort of popped. The only thing that kept me from passing out was the fact that I was sedated by whiskey.

I typed:

What?

DING!

You know you want to.

I typed:

No.

I don’t.

I can’t do that.

DING!

I can see you in my mind’s eye.

Sitting there so sexy.

Your big boobs overflowing.

I can see you with long hair,

all curled and wavy.

I can see your face,

perfectly made up.

But,

most of all,

I can see your lips.

Your red, red lips.

Does your wife have red lipstick?

Really red lipstick?

I didn’t sip now, I gulped. I needed the liquid courage.

Putting on lipstick? That would be like the final line to cross!

That was so far out there I didn’t think I could do it!

I gulped again.

DING!

For me?

Please?

I need to see you in my mind’s eye.

I need to know your lips are sexy red.

Blow job red.

Red enough for me to kiss and kiss.

Can you imagine me kissing your red lips?

Can you?

I could. Oh, my God, I could. I could see my lips, round and red and waiting to be kissed.

The drinks hitting me harder, I typed:

I’ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

I ran, actually ran, to the bedroom, to the back bathroom. I opened the medicine cabinet. Nothing there.

Then I realized I was drunk and not thinking. My wife wouldn’t leave her lipstick in the medicine cabinet, especially when she had a make up table.

I went to her table, and there, sitting to the side, all by itself, almost like it wanted to be noticed, was a thin, gold tube.

I sat down and opened the tube. It wasn’t the roll on stuff, but a little applicator.

I puckered my lips at the mirror and began painting.

One coat made them red. Two coats filled in the cracks. Three coats. I wanted this to be perfect.

They were. Beautiful, luscious red. A light metallic sheen to them. And they looked plumper. I looked at the tube.

BUXOM

Lip stain and plumper

Lip stain? A dull thought shot through me. What was the difference between lip stain and lipstick?

Still, nothing connected.

I stared in the mirror for a long time. My lips were larger, so that was what the plumper was. And I was so-o-o sexy.

Big boobs. Red lips.

I stood up.

I wasn’t big boned, but I could use a corset or something. Still, though I was a bit angular, I was so fucking turned on I couldn’t believe it.

I picked up my glass and took a sip. There was only the lightest trace of lipstick on the glass. It must have dried fast.

I went back to the computer room. I sashayed through the house. I sauntered through the rooms.

My chest swayed, and I tried to put some sway into my ass. And I got an idea. Heels.

I had often admired how my wife’s ass swayed when she wore heels.

I returned to the bedroom and searched my wife’s closet.

In the back, a pair of three inch stiletto heels. She never wore them anymore. They had open toes and a sling on the heel.

I put them on, and barely fit. My toes stretched the front strap, and the heel strap, but I managed to stand in them.

I was shaky, had to work to keep my balance, especially with all the liquor I had been drinking.

I stood for a long moment, just practicing standing, and I saw it. On the top shelf, in the back of the closet, was a box. My wife’s wig. She hadn’t worn it for ages. Had only bought it for one occasion, a bad hair cut.

I took the box down and opened it. A blonde wig. Long and curly.

I tried to remember how she had put it on, and fitted it to my head. It took a while, but I managed.

I walked out of the closet. Red lips, big tits, long hair, and my ass swaying like it was a hammock.

Fuck!

And my dick was pushing my panties out and spoiling the look of the dress.

I returned to the computer room.

MM had left another message.

Where are you?

I sat down and typed:

I couldn’t help it.

I couldn’t stop myself.

DING!

What did you do?

I typed:

I put on the lipstick, then I put on high heels.

I even put on my wife’s wig.

DING!

Oh, God!

My pussy is throbbing!

I want to see you!

Even drunk, I thought, no way!

I typed:

No way!

DING!

Well,

take a picture for yourself.

Take a few pictures.

You’re going to want to remember this always.

I typed:

I will.

DING!

I need to cum now.

I thought about this. In my addled state I wondered. Is jacking off at the same time cheating? Did I dare?

Of course I dare. I was drunk and horny and I needed to squirt in the worst possible way.

I typed:

Me, too.

DING!

We need to cum at the same time.

I typed:

How do we work this?

DING!

Stroke yourself,

at the end of one minute cum.

I will do the same.

The idea of cuming together, separately, was erotic, and I lifted my dress out of the way and grabbed my cock.

DING!

Look at your computer.

Computers have the same time.

Get your message ready,

just say ‘now!’

send it when your minute changes.

When the minute changes again we cum.

I took a quick sip, prepared my message, and watched the digital clock on my computer.

The numbers changed. I sent the message, and began stroking.

Oh, God! It felt good, within ten seconds I was holding myself back.

I could imagine her, whoever she was, diddling her pussy. Maybe using a dildo, definitely a vibrator.

She would be playing with her tits, maybe even sucking a nipple.

I wanted to suck my own nipples.

I fondled my balls.

I stroked.

Time passed, I was on the edge…on the edge…

The number changed.

“OH…OHHHH! Oh! Oh!”

Semen spurted across the room. A long rope of sticky, white fluid. My hips locked up and I couldn’t move, white heat filled my mind and everything got dim. I had never experienced such an explosive cum in my life!

Then it was done.

I sat for a minute, drained and not wanting to move, but I had to send a message.

I typed:

Was it good?

DING!

God!

Massive!

I’m still feeling little earthquakes inside.

I typed:

Thank you.

DING!

Talk to you later.

Don’t forget to take pictures.

I blinked It was like a lifeline had been cut. My whole world had been invested in that messaging. And now it was…over?

I typed:

Wait!

When will we talk again?

No response, and the message window disappeared. She had officially cut the line.

Stunned, satisfied, mystified, I knew I had to take pictures.

I reached into a drawer and took out my good camera. No stupid cell phone for this babe.

I put it on a tripod and set it up in the living room. I used the timer and took a series of pictures. I posed. I kissed at the lens. I flaunted my tits. I never felt so sexy.

And the nice thing, my bump was gone. My boner down, the dress was smooth and not showing any hint of my package.

And then, finally, it was over.

It was time to get undressed and be a man again.

Truth, after I had cum I was ready to change back. I guess that was a good thing. It meant that I just wanted the sex, I didn’t want to remain a woman. which shows how people can delude themselves.

Still, I stalled just a bit longer.

I uploaded the pictures to my computer and put them in a file, and I hid the file.

I smiled. Nobody was going to find these puppies.

Then I washed my glass out, odd, the lipstick stain, as light as it was, was very stubborn. Didn’t want to come off.

Then I washed a bunch of glasses. They were just sort of dusty, and I imagined myself a woman, just sitting around and doing housework.

Then I washed the cupboards off, cleaned a few more things, and realized the time.

It was two in the morning! And I had been prancing around like a woman for hours! Hunh! Maybe there was a part of me that did want to be a woman.

Then I talked myself out of it.

It was just a one time thing.

I went to the bedroom, thought about sleeping as a woman, then decided against it. I wasn’t that horny anymore, though I did have an inner buzz of excitement running through me.

I took off the wig and put it away. I took off the dress and hung it up. I took the water condoms out of the bra and put them in the sink. I didn’t pop them, I wanted to wear them again. I probably wouldn’t, but…I just left them in the sink.

I took off my panties, and the liner was soaked from the pre cum I had emitted earlier. I smiled at the thought of how much juice I had shot. God, what a night!

Finally, I looked in the mirror at my lipstick. Lip stain. My lips were still plump. This stuff really worked.

I decided to just hop into the shower and wash the stuff off.

I turned the water on hot, hopped in and soaped up.

I rubbed my lips, soaped them good, rubbed them some more, and grinned. I would be clean now.

I got out of the shower, dried myself off, and looked in the mirror.

Oh, no! The lipstick was still there.

I grabbed a washcloth and soaped it up and scrubbed my lips some more.

They stayed red. In fact, because of all the rubbing they were a little redder.

A little worried, I went back to the computer and powered up. I researched lip stain.

Long lasting than lipstick. It doesn’t just apply a color over the lips, it stains the skin.

My jaw dropped and I stared at the screen. The site I was on had dozens of red lips on it. Lips on women. Red lips where they should be. Not on a man.

What had I done?

I researched some more. Most stains came off within a day. I looked up the particular brand I had used. Three days. One day to lose most of the color, but three days to lose all the color.

Three days.

It was Wednesday night. That meant Thursday, Friday, and Tanya was due home on Saturday. Saturday afternoon.

Yes. It would work, though there might be a little redness left. but i could talk fast and cross my fingers…it was workable.

But, first, I was going to have to call in sick. I couldn’t be seen at work with lips like these.

So I set my alarm and went to sleep.

And woke up late. And my head hurt.

I groaned, rolled over and picked up my cell.

There was a message on it, from Tanya.

Tried to reach you last night.

Where were you?

I was dressing up in your clothes, my love. Why do you ask? I giggled.

I called up work and put on my best fake cough. It was pretty easy, and they bought it. Heck, in this day of COVID the slightest wheeze was an excuse to lock down and quarantine.

I called Tanya then.

“Hey, babe! How you doing?” she greeted me.

“I’m good, but I miss you!” At least I missed you until last night, and then I was a bad boy.

“Oh, I miss you, too. I can’t wait to feel your big dick in me.”

“Whoa! I like that! Tell me more.”

“I couldn’t help myself,” she giggled. I masturbated last night.”

What!? She never did such things. She was the original Miss Goody Two Shoes.

“I can’t believe it.”

“Believe.”

“Well, how was it?”

This talk was turning me on. And I was already turned on by having dressed up the night before, and by looking at my red, red lips this morning.

“Oh, I had a big bang. The kind that just sort of take your breath away and leave you dazed and confused.”

“Geez, hearing you talk like that has given me a boner. I’m going to have to jack off.”

“Don’t you dare! You save it for me! When I get home I’m going to jump your bone seven ways from go.”

“Oh, so you can beat off, but I can’t?”

“No. You’re a man.”

“And I have a man’s needs.”

“You’ve had your needs filled too often, and you’re going to get your needs really filled when I get home. So no jacking off!”

DING!

I stared at the computer screen. MM had sent me a message? Right while I was talking to my wife!

I clicked on the message box.

“Honey? Are you there?”

“Uh, yeah!” My mind was caught between two conversations, I was fumbling the ball.

On the screen:

Hi, lover.

You ready for tonight?

Oh, no!

“Yeah I can’t wait to fuck you,” I said.

“You sound kind of funny. Is everything all right?”

“Oh, yeah…”

I typed:

Yes.

I said: “I’m just looking forward to making love to you.”

DING!

We’re really going to go crazy tonight.

Are you ready?

“I’m ready,” I said.

“What?”

“What?” I was getting confused.

DING!

We’re going to paint your nails

and dress you all the way up.

“You just said you were looking forward to making love, and then you asked ‘what.’ What’s going on?”

DING!

Then you’re going to walk around.

Outside.

You’re going to be so brave.

I tried to separate the conversations in my head. I pushed the MM aside in my mind, turned my swivel away from the screen, and said.

“Sorry honey, I just cut my finger. Paper cut.”

“Are you all right?”

“Oh, yeah. No big deal. And I can’t wait to see you.”

DING!

I ignored the bell. “I’m going to go crazy on you.”

She giggled. “That sounds like fun. But can you handle a real woman?”

As opposed to a computer message woman? “Oh, yeah. I feel like real woman right now.” I blinked. Was there something revealing about what I had said?

DING!

“Like the Shania Twain song,” she said.

I searched my mind. I didn’t want to read messages. Oh, yeah. I remembered the song. I hummed a bit of it.

Tanya sang: “Man, I feel like a woman.”

DING!

But now I was successfully in the groove. I put aside the thoughts of the constant messages and focused on my wife.

For a long minute we talked, and even talked dirty, to each other. then it was time to hang up.

DING! DING! DING!

Her last words were, “Well, take care of yourself. You do sound a little strange.”

“I’m fine. And I look forward to this weekend so much.”

“Me, too. Bye, lover.”

I hung up, and I was aware that MM had opened up by calling me ‘lover,’ and that my wife had hung up calling me ‘lover.’

What a tangled web I was in.

I turned to the computer and looked at the messages.

I want you to tell me what you want.

I want to Jill off with you again.

Would you like to put on eye shadow?

In my mind I am kissing you right now.

I’m playing with my pussy, it’s hot and wet for you.

I’ll talk to you tonight.

This has been the first part of

The Sissy Ride!
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