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Gerald sat along the side of the rural highway. Not a car in sight along the stretch of mostly flat road. His mustang had broken down in the middle of the summer heat, and alls he could do to keep himself cool was hide underneath the little shade the frame of the car provided, hoping someone would drive by. He knew he should not have kept the convertible roof down.

His car battery had died while in the midst of his little cross-country stint, driving to visit some family in Kansas. He had all his luggage in the trunk, complete with some gifts for his momma and sister. After calling them and telling them of his situation, he was scolded by his momma for trying to take a backroad, where they knew there was little else out that way and if he had any car troubles, and it would be a long time before anybody could reach him. Still, he decided on taking it, always having enjoyed the scenic route. Now Gerald was thinking scenic routes were just about finished on all his future trips.

Sitting, for the last 3 hours since just before noon, he was waiting for anybody. The GPS on his phone said there was a mechanic about 25 miles up from where he was, far too much of a distance to travel on foot, as anything could happen to him, or his car, while he attempted to close that distance. He figured that it would be best if he watched over his car, as it was his pride and joy and got awfully defensive about it, and instead try to hitch a ride if he could. He had called earlier about a tow service but was told there were none within the area, and that a tow truck could only get to him by about 8 PM. So he was stranded, in a mid-west desert of prairie and farmland.

As he played with some dandelions that he tore out of the grass nearby, passing the time in the dullest ways imaginable, not wanting to waste the battery on his phone playing games, he heard something. It was a car. The unmistakable rev of an engine in the distance. After several long hours, he finally had a bit of hope!

Quickly, he got to his feet, holding his hands up above his eyes to block out the sun as he peered into the distance. It was a small car, but a car nonetheless. He immediately started waving as the car floored itself on the blacktop. It zoomed right by him, leaving a faint dusty trail in its wake as his clothing broke against the wind it kicked up.

"Damn!" He said aloud. Gerald had passed up his fair share of hitchhikers in the past and was beginning to resent the fact that he did. A good bit of karma from helping one of them would be a great deal of help to him now, that much he was certain of.

Falling back against his car, he returned to the same lifeless mode he was in before the car had come and gone, tearing up grass and occupying his mind with senseless thoughts. Then he had an idea. His mother's gift was in the trunk, along with his sister's. He considered, for a brief moment, taking a cue from how women who hitchhiked would get rides; showing some skin. He shook his head. I mean, what was he going to do; use his momma's gift dress and his sister's make-up gift set to put together an ad-hoc getup to attract some car, if one might happen to drive by again? He quickly reached for his keys, unlocking the trunk.

Pulling out the dress and putting it to his body, he compared sizes. It was a beautiful blue with white polka dots sundress, with short sleeves that had wavey edges, while the skirt portion came down mid-way between his hips and his thighs. His mother was a curvier gal and he knew it would fit him quite well. He just had to use something to accentuate the waist on it. Finding an old shirt and tearing it to create a makeshift sash belt, he thought, "Yea...Yea! This could actually work!"

He spent the next few minutes, crouching behind his mustang, fitting on the dress, then tying the sash belt around his waist. Looking over his figure, he noticed the flowing nature of the skirt accented his hips and butt quite well. Then he noticed his arms and legs; they were a bit too mannish, specifically in regards to their hair. Taking out his shaving kit, he went to work, carefully scraping off the hair on his forearms and legs. He was not too hairy of a guy so it did not take him very long, also shaving his face a bit, using the side mirror on the car to get a good look and make sure he had little to no five o'clock shadow. He looked good, but not good enough. Taking out his sister's makeup kit, whispering, "Sorry Sarah." As he tore it open. He went to work, using foundation on his chin and neck area to further hide whatever stubble could faintly be seen. He did his eyelashes up, plucked his eyebrows a bit, put on some bright red lipstick, then looked in the mirror. He was beginning to look like a real catch. The only problem was his short black hair.

Diving back into his trunk he found an expensive silk shirt, a gift to him from years ago. He decided 'desperate times calls for desperate measures', tearing off a large piece and using it as a head scarf. Perfect. It hid his hair well.

Looking in the mirror after he had finished, he was excited, but he felt a bit uneasy. He looked great, in fact too great. He resembled a young Mae West, but only vaguely, with a bit of Greta Garbo in his eyes. While he thought he looked believable enough, he thought going into his glove compartment to grab his mirrored shades would help mask whatever masculinity still resided in his eyes.

Now feeling confident behind his mirrored sunglasses, he readied himself psychologically for what he was about to do. The wait for another car now seemed even longer than before, the pent-up anxiety over whether this would work or not and whether he would like the fact that it might work. Still, he waited, intently.

After another hour he began to hear the rev of an engine, larger than that of before. It was a pick-up truck. Not quite new, but not too old either. It had a dulled finish on it but looked sturdy and reliable. This was Gerald's moment of truth.

Positioning himself on the side of the road and putting one leg firmly out in front of himself, barefooted, having painted his toes as well just to be safe, he looked on with restrained hope. To his surprise, the truck began to slow.

Rolling up beside him, the truck driver, an older man, thin, looking to be about in his 50's, wearing denim and a canvas button-up shirt asked him, "Hey, you need a ride, little lady?"

Gerald tried to restrain the joy he was feeling, not sure how to put on a believably feminine voice, so decided to just nod his head eagerly.

"Well then get on in here!" The old man exclaimed, jovially.

Hopping into the truck, the old man asked him, "Where you off to?"

Gerald knew he was going to have to speak at least a little bit. Thinking briefly, he put on a whispery feminine voice, "Up to the mechanic, down the road." Gerald's glossy red lips fidgeted slightly, looking at the man through his mirrored shades, hoping his cover was not blown.

"Well sure, I can do that!" The old man said.

Gerald breathed a heavy sigh and smiled, leaning back in his seat.

"But, can you do something for an old fellar like me, perhaps?" The old man said, laying a gentle hand on his exposed, freshly shaved, smooth thigh.

Looking down with internal surprise but a completely blank stare, he then looked at the old man, who was looking back at him, lustfully. "Uhhhh-" Gerald was short on words. "I'm not-" His feminine whispery voice seemed to be working, so he tried his best to continue doing it, feeling the old man's hand slide up and down his leg as he spoke more. Clearing his throat, he softly held the old man's hand. "I'm married." Gerald said, hoping to put an end to this discussion.

"Well hell, me too!" The old man responded, still smiling at him.

"Well...Shit." Gerald responded, half-breaking his feminine voice.

The old man had begun unzipping his denim jeans, pulling out a floppy and wrinkly cock, though which looked surprisingly virile, and was growing with intensity by the moment.

"O-Oh my!" Gerald said, surprised, feigning a feminine demeanor, his whispery voice returning.

"Just a little lick?" He asked. "'Course, you could always wait for the next truck." He finished, getting ready to hide his penis back in its sheath.

"Wait, wait, no!" Gerald clamored, with fake excitement. "I just. I've never done this sorta thing before. Give me a moment, would you?" He finished, turning away towards the window, giving a heavy sigh, before turning around and going down on the old man.

"Ohhh, I like that!" The old man moaned.

Gerald's lips enveloped his slightly sweaty cock which was growing stiffer in his mouth by the second. His red glossy lips left a trail as he began to go up and down on it. He tightly pinched his eyes shut, trying not to think about it, but you can only do so much mentally when you have a growing cock filling more and more of the cavity of your mouth and the taste of it on your tongue.

"You remind me of a young Audrey Hepburn!" The old man sighed, placing a hand on Gerald's scarfed head as he sucked away, reluctantly. Gradually, he felt his hand move down his neck, then to his back, and then to his rear, pulling up his sundress. Gerald had removed his underwear when getting dressed originally. He did not want the underwear to have a visible panty line, or to draw suspicion, so he was going commando, and his eyes widened as he felt his skirt raise, revealing his bare, hairless ass. "Oh, mama!" The old man expounded, grabbing a fistful of Gerald's tight, slightly muscular, but slightly fatty behind.

Gerald began to suck him harder and faster, wanting him to finish before things drew to an even more difficult phase of this exchange.

"Hey, slow down there!" The old man asked Gerald. "We won't be able to enjoy the second half!"

Gerald lifted his head from the old man's now raging erection, a slight strand of saliva connecting from his lower lip to the man's cock. He looked up with a dumbfounded, incredulous look. In his feminine whispery voice, he replied, "Well, maybe I'll just wait for the next truck." Before getting up and opening the door.

"Oh, come on!" The old man pleaded. "We were already halfway there."

Stopping midway out the door of the truck, Gerald looked back. He knew the old man was right. He had already sucked a cock for this ride. If he left now he would have done it for nothing. Hanging his head low, then looking back into the truck, he climbed in and shut the door.

Turning around, he flipped his sundress up, revealing his hairless cheeks, which parted themselves naturally, revealing his nubile virginal anus, and a few whisps of pubic hair scattered within his crack. Gerald strategically placed a hand over his testicles and penis, hiding them and pulling them forward so as to not alert the old man to his gender and blow this whole exchange.

The old man's narrow hard cock slid against his hole, failing to penetrate it a couple times, before the old man gripped it tightly and guided it in, his puckered hole spreading over his head and shaft.

"Ugggh!" Gerald groaned. The only time he had felt something inserted into him like that was during doctor visits. A hard, turgid, cock felt quite a bit different. Gerald felt goose bumps roll over his skin as he pushed deeper into him, putting pressure on his prostate. The old man was enjoying himself immensely at the sight of the sundressed faux maiden's ass, tightly hugging his cock, grunting with each rocking thrust in the truck.

Gerald began thinking about how when he would be giving this sundress to his momma, he would be reminded of this event every single time he saw her in it; an old man riding his ass for a hitch. He closed his eyes and whispered nonsense to himself, hoping for it to end as soon as possible, but the old man seemed to have some stamina in him.

He did not count how long the ordeal lasted, but by the end of it, Gerald's ass gaped slightly, slowly returning to its shape, before he sat back down on a towel which the old man had offered him. The rest of the car ride the way was awkward, at least for Gerald, who sat there, sore, and slightly ashamed. Ashamed both because he resorted to doing such a thing just for a ride, but also because he was half erect, and trying to hide it underneath the sundress. Looking over at the old man, he saw he had a wide smile on his face, happy and contented.

"Well, we're here!" The old man said, reaching the mechanic shop.

"Thank you." Gerald said, slowly beginning to waddle out of the truck. Stopping before completely exiting, he turned around and asked, "Uhm, can you wait for me? I need to see if he has a spare battery for my car, and I'll need a drive back."

"Sure Miss, anything for you." He finished, adding a wink at the end.

Gerald gave a fake, cordial laugh before slamming the door and walking into the shop. The bloated lightly bearded man in his mechanic jumpsuit was reading a magazine in a chair behind the counter, oblivious to Gerald.

"*Ahem*" Gerald said, waiting for him to take notice of him standing there.

The mechanic's eyes rose up from beneath his hat lazily, before standing reluctantly at the counter. "May I help you?"

"Yes, I was wondering if you had a spare car battery, you see, my car, it died on me about 25 miles back that way." Gerald explained.

"Sure, what kind of car you got?"

Gerald told the mechanic, who looked through his stock, pinpointing the price. "That'll cost around $225."

"Oh, sure, no problem!" Gerald exclaimed. He still clung to his feminine voice, given that it would be easier than using his masculine voice and explaining the whole situation to this man. Suddenly, Gerald became nervous. He left his wallet back at his car.

"Oh, I think I left my wallet in my car, let me just-" Gerald turned to head back to the truck, though saw out the windows of the shop that the old man had left him. Turning back around, giving a smile and pretty laugh, "Do you think you can drive me to my car? My ride left."

Pushing his hat upwards, the mechanic eyed him. "Sure ma'am."

They both walked around to his truck, fitted with various utility shelves and boxes, and threw the battery into the back, securing it, before setting off. Gerald rolled his eyes at the thought of the old man. Got his rocks off and left him there; typical.

Pulling up to Gerald's mustang, the mechanic whistled. "That's quite a 'beaut you got there. How much that cost you?"

"Full price." Gerald said, smiling back at him, then exiting the truck. The mechanic exited and retrieved the battery, following Gerald out and around to his driver-side door. "Just a sec." He said, before leaning over the car door, underneath the dash to unlock the hood.

The Mechanic tilted his head down and to the side, getting fluctuating views of Gerald's nice smooth ass underneath his sundress, getting the faint view of his naked curves and sun-kissed skin. The mechanic could not help but to yank his collar on his jumpsuit from the sudden alluring sight.

Coming back up, Gerald remarked, "Now for the money." He went around to where he had left his pile of clothes, his wallet having been in them, only to notice his pile of clothes were gone. "What the-" Then he began to think. It was him. It had to be. The old man doubled back and robbed him!

Spinning around, then quickly resting a hand on the side of his car, giving himself a relaxed look, Gerald then remarked, "It seems I don't have the money."

The mechanic looked at him. "You don't have the money...for the battery?" He said, for clarification. "Any at all?"

"No, I-...It's the damndest thing, it seems someone stole it."

"Well, that's a real shame, miss. Is there anything else you can pay with?"

"No, you see, I was robbed. I don't even have my credit cards on me."

"No, I get it...You don't need to pay me with money." He said, grinning in his chubby little face.

"I-" Gerald then stopped, looking at him perplexed, before realizing behind his mirrored glasses of the situation he had yet again found himself in.

On that lonely stretch of road not a car could be seen for miles, save for the broken down mustang of Gerald, and the mechanic's truck which accompanied it on the side. Not a soul in sight, as Gerald, in a white polka dotted blue sundress, laid over the side of his car, ass exposed, getting plowed in the dying sunlight for a replacement car battery.

This was going to be the last time Gerald ever drove out to visit his family. He would either be flying or they would be coming to him.
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