

Shemale Onslaught

(Rough Gang Sex With Reluctant Wimp) 

Chapter 1:

              I broke down in the middle of nowhere. Some dusty southwest highway on my way back to the city. Nothing around for miles and no cell phone reception. I was parched and exhausted, if I couldn't find someplace soon I'd be a goner for sure.

              And that's when I stumbled of it. A lonely biker bar along the empty road. The sign read “Stiff Jenny's.” Weird name but maybe I could get help. Call a tow truck or something.

              A line of motorcycles outside told me there were people present. Probably some yuppie weekend bikers, they seemed to love riding around this state. Every weekend you'd see some dentist dressed up like he was in Hell's Angles, his housewife cling to the back of his rig and dressed in tight leather. On Monday through Friday she was a meek soccer mom, but when the weekend rolled around she turned into one hot biker bitch.

              These weekend road warriors might be dorks, but I was sure I could get help from them. The bar probably had a land line phone and air conditioning. Hell, I could even grab a beer and some snacks while I waited.

              Things were finally starting to go my way.

              As I got closer I could hear hard rock blaring out of the building. There was no doubt about the place being occupied. I also caught a glimpse of two smoking hot biker babes. These weren't your ordinary frumpy-housewife-turned-fake- biker type either. They looked like the real deal.

              Leather mini skirts that barely covered their tight, toned asses. Fishnet stockings. Long high heeled boots. And skimpy little crop tops that could hardly contain their massive tits. 

              Things just kept getting better and better for me.

              When I walked past the two women my neck nearly snapped. They were so hot that I couldn't stop staring at them. So much for subtly. 

              Both of them looked at me with faces of disgust. My rampant sexism hadn't gone unnoticed. Perhaps things weren't going to go as well as I'd thought. Oh well, nothing a sincere apology couldn't fix. I'd try and explain the incident as best I could. It might help.

              Two things happened when I walked through the front door of Stiff Jenny's. 

              The first was that my jaw hit the floor. Every patron in this bar, and I literally mean every single one of them, was a beautiful woman. They were all dressed up like bikers and they were all hot. Supple breasts, long legs, revealing outfits, and high heels. I was astonished. What type of bar was this?

              But my amazement was short lived. Because right after I stepped inside, everything was enveloped in an overwhelming silence. It was like a scene straight out of a Saturday morning cartoon. The music stopped and it was so quiet that you could have heard a pin drop. All that was missing was the sound of crickets chirping.

              I wasn't the brightest guy alive and even I knew that the girls didn't want me in here. They had turned off all the music and stopped their celebration just to make me feel as uncomfortable as possible.

              “Um,” I began meekly. “Hi, uh, I was wondering if I could use the phone. My car broke down a few miles back and I need to call for a ride. Is that cool?”

              Dead silence.

              The room remained quiet for what seemed like an eternity. Finally, someone spoke. It was the bartender.

              “I'm Stiff Jenny and I don't like your kind coming to my bar. But since you had an emergency I'll make an exception. You have two minutes to call a tow truck. After that,” she gestured to the door, “Get the fuck out.”

              I gulped. These weren't those motorcycle riding posers. I was in a real biker bar filled with some serious bad bitches. One wrong move and there would be trouble.

              “O-O-O-Okay,” I stammered. “Thanks.”

              I approached the bar and nervously dialed the phone that Stiff Jenny handed to me. The nearest tow truck company was pretty far away and they wouldn't be able to help me for at least an hour.

              I told them I could wait. Big mistake.

              “Look,” I began. “I know I said I'd go after making my phone call. But the tow truck won't be here for at least an hour. Can I just buy a beer and stay here until then? I won't be any trouble, honestly.”

              Stiff Jenny looked me dead in the eye and remained silent for an uncomfortable amount of time. “I gave you the opportunity to leave and you blew it.,” she said. As she spoke she nodded to someone behind me. “Now I'm taking that opportunity away. You could have left and now you can't.”

              “Um, excuse me?” I didn't quite follow her logic. “Are you saying I can stay now?”

              An evil grin crossed her face. “I'm saying that you have to stay.”

              At that moment I heard a load “click” like a door was being locked. Turning my head I saw the two women from outside. And they were both heaving a deadbolt across the exit.

              I was trapped!

              “OH NO!!!” I screamed. “Please don't kill me!”

              Stiff Jenny laughed at my cries for help. “Why would we kill you? We're lovers, not fighters. But we still have to teach you a lesson.”

              “A lesson? Why?” 

              “Chasers like you come in here all the time. Trying to have sex with us. If the girls wanted that they'd be out at some shitty club. But they don't. My bar is a safe haven for beautiful T-girls who want to have fun without being hit on.”

              “T-girls?” Even though I was asking Stiff jenny what they were, I already knew the answer. Too much late night porn browsing had given me a minor fetish for them.

              “Transsexual women. Don't play dumb. We all know why you're here. Men like you always try and feed us the same bullshit stories, and we see through it every time.”

              Stiff Jenny and her gang were convinced that I had made up a story about my car breaking down. There was no way I could reason with them. Talking wasn't going to work, I'd have to get out of this the old fashion way.

              I turned towards the door and took off in a full sprint. If I could move quick enough they might be caught off guard.

              I made it halfway to the door before one of the women stuck out her leg and tripped me. As I crashed to the ground Stiff Jenny issued an order to her gang of bar goers, “Pin him down!”

Chapter 2:

              Hands began groping me, grabbing at my arms and legs. I could feel my clothes being torn as the women tried to wrestle me down. Still I struggled. There was a chance of escape, and I wasn't about to let it get away.

              As I fought back and crawled on someone ripped my pants off. My bare lags and boxer shorts dragged across the wet and dirty bar floor. Another hand gripped my underwear's elastic waistband, peeling my shorts down to my ankles.

              All the excitement and adrenalin had made me horny. My hard dick plowed across the thin layer of scum that coated the floor, it made me feel dirty and disgusting. 

              With my underwear around my ankles it was hard to move or resist their onslaught. The shemale biker gang soon had me overpowered. Their hands pulled my boxer shorts all the way off and they pinned my arms and legs away from my sides. I was now bottomless and spread eagle on the floor.

              Stiff Jenny made her way through the commotion, standing in front and towering over me.

              “Well well, if you were so innocent why'd you run?”

              I couldn't think of a good answer.

              “You douchebags are all the same. And that's why we need to teach you a lesson. T-girls are not sex objects for your pleasure. Understand?”

              I nodded.

              “I don't think you do. You need to experience it in order to appreciate what I'm saying. That's why my girls and I are going to fuck the shit out of you. Right here, right now.”

              The two girls from outside walked up beside her. They then knelt down, each grabbing half of my shirt. With one firm yank they ripped the fabric, leaving me completely naked and helpless.

              “Please,” I whimpered, begging for their mercy. “I didn't mean any harm.”

              Jenny's facial expression changed. She looked sympathetic. “Well in that case,” her tone had become mother like and nurturing, “We'll have to fuck you twice as hard for lying!”

              All the women cheered.

              Jenny pointed to the two girls I had seen outside before. “Kim and Bella, you make him jerk you off.” 

              Next she pointed to a swarthy, darker skinned women who wore a biker hat resembling one of those old WWII German officer caps. “Stacy, you throat fuck him.”

              “And me,” Jenny pointed at her chest triumphantly, “I'm going to make him take me up the ass.”

              The women all cheered again.

              “Let's teach this little prick who's boss!”

              More cheers erupted from the crowd.

Chapter 3:

              I'd never been gangbanged before, but from what I'd seen in movies I knew it wasn't going to be pleasant. However, I did have one last escape plan up my sleeve. When the girls went to flip me over and put me in position, I'd break free and get away. It wouldn't be hard to steal one of their bikes, or hide out in the empty countryside.

              My thoughts were interrupted by Jenny. “Let's give him a show, come on girls!”

              Jenny, Kim, Bella, and Stacy all assembled in front of me. From where I was on the floor, I could look up and see all of them.

              “Let's give him one of our famous strip teases,” Jenny ordered.

              The girls all began to pair up. Kim and Bella got together and Stacy and Jenny formed another couple. Each of the women began to sexually tease and play with her partner. 

              They started making out, running their hands up and down each other's bodies, and groping at their partner's breasts.

              I watched as Kim and Bella kissed, their tongues darting into one another's mouths. Bella let out soft moans as Kim fondled her breasts, gently pulling her top down and exposing her big, beautiful tits.

              Jenny rubbed her hand against Stacy's crotch. I watched in amazement as a growing bulge began to rise up. Judging from what I saw, Stacy was well hung shemale. Her hard cock strained to break free of her tight mini skirt, yearning to make its home in my wet and reluctant mouth.

              The sight of these women playing with one another and the thought of sucking this stunning T-girl's dick were making me horny. I watched in embarrassment as my own pathetic cock began to swell.

              Jenny looked down at me and smiled, “I think he likes it.”

              The other girls all looked down and laughed.

              “What's it like knowing that us girls have bigger dicks than you?” Taunted Bella.

              My face turned bright red.

              “Fuck, now I really want to make him my bitch,” Stacy added. “He's such a wimp. And look at his hard-on, he's practically asking for it.”

              Stacy pulled down her skirt and her massive throbbing cock immediately sprang to attention. “Open wide,” she cooed.

              “You'd better wait your turn bitch. I need our new plaything to suck me first. Otherwise I'll have to fuck him dry.” Jenny pushed Stacy away and ripped her own skirt down. A rock hard 10 inch cock stared me in the face. It was so big that I let out a little gasp of excitement.

              “You're so big!” I exclaimed. “How can I fit all that?”

              Jenny laughed. “I knew you were a little cock slut.” She stepped forward and grabbed my head, pulling it forward as she lowered herself on to my chest.

              “I also knew you'd try and escape if we let you change positions. Now you're our prisoner for good. Plus you'll have to watch us fucking you now.”

              Jenny shoved her cock towards my face while pulling the back of my head, before I could resist her dick had pressed itself against my lips.

              “Open up bitch!”

              Jenny's musky scent and long cock didn't turn me off like I thought they would. In fact, I was actually getting hornier. I could feel my cock twitching in anticipation. 

              I parted my lips and Jenny slid the tip of her member into my mouth.

              Without thinking, I began to bob my head back and forth, engulfing her whole shaft and taking her all the way in.

              “That's it,” Jenny purred. “Suck me just like that.”

              As I sucked she got harder and thicker. It was incredibly erotic. Using my tongue and mouth to pleasure a hung shemale biker was exciting and rewarding. 

              Jenny moaned, “Fuck! I'm about to cum.”

              She then pulled herself out of my mouth. “We have to save that for the grand finale. Kim, Stacy, Bella! Get over here and let our little slut slave take care of you.”

              I looked up and saw that all three girls were naked now. And each one of them had a giant cock. They were so large that the average porn star would probably blush. At least a good nine inches on average. And thick too.

              Kim and Bella got on either side of me, grabbing my hands and guiding them to their meaty hard-ons. My fingers wrapped around each staff and I began to stroke.

              Jenny moved down my body and positioned her enormous rod right in front of my tight virgin ass. Slowly she began to press against my quivering opening. My asshole slowly gave way, opening up to accommodate her massive beast.

              As Jenny began to slide inside of me, I moaned. The feeling of being penetrated was unlike anything I had ever experienced before. I could feel every inch of her as she filled me up and stretched me out. My dick began twitching and throbbing as Jenny continued to feed her cock into my soon to be ruined ass.

              Jenny fucked me slowly at first. But she soon built up speed, ramming me hard enough that my body began to rock back and forth.

              While Jenny was fucking, Stacy lowered herself on to my chest for some sucking. I was so lost in the moment that I eagerly devoured her dark and swarthy shaft. 

              The four shemales worked as one, pumping their dicks into and against my body in a sort of rhythmic harmony. Every thrust brought me great joy. I was no longer a man, no, I had become something else. Something greater. I had become a pleasure center for these four beautiful and misunderstood T-girls. A place where they could take out all their frustrations at the world. I was a living breathing fucktoy.

              As the women continued to fuck me, I grew more and more aroused. My dick continued to twitch and throb. Finally, after a particularly deep thrust from Jenny, I exploded. Cum began to spurt out of my tiny hard-on, spraying all over my chest. I had just experienced my first hands free orgasm. And it was better than anything else I'd ever felt.

              “Fuck! That was hot,” moaned Jenny. “Now I'm really about to cum!”

              As she spoke, Jenny shoved herself as deeply inside of me as possible. Her long hard shaft began to quiver and shake, swelling and growing deep within. As it grew I felt something warm fill me up. Jenny had just came, coating my insides with her wonderful and delicious shemale cum.

              “Now I'm about to bust,” said Bella.

              “Uhh,” sighed Kim. “I'm going to burst too.”

              “Make that three of us,” Stacy chimed in.

              “Girls,” Jenny interrupted. “Why don't we give our new friend a nice bukkake?”

              As soon as I heard her words, a sense of fear and shame washed over me. It was one thing to get creampied, but having a bunch of strange T-girls cum on my face was humiliating.

              Stacy got off my chest and the girls hoisted me on to my knees. The three remaining shemales then surrounded me and shoved their dicks in my face.

              I reluctantly began to suck and stroke, tears welling in my eyes. 

              As I bobbed my head back and forth and frantically stroked each cock, I burst into tears. At the same moment, all three women unloaded on my face. 

              Thick ropes of hot creamy cum splattered against me. They sprayed all over my face and mouth, covering every inch. Between the hot steamy cum and salty tears, there wasn't a dry spot left. 

              “Looks like bitch boy finally learned his lesson,” Jenny said smugly. “You shouldn't go out looking for sex, otherwise you just might find some.” She laughed.

              After Jenny stopped, there was a long silence before someone finally spoke.

              “Holy shit!” One of the girl's in the crowd shouted. “I just checked my phone, we're at $863,592. And that's only for part one.”

              I wiped the tears and cum from my face. “No fucking way! That's three times as much as I expected. We're rich!”

              Jenny ran up and hugged me. “You're so smart. Staging this whole situation and live-streaming it as Shemale Biker Gangbang From Hell was the best idea you've ever had.” She kissed me on the cheek.

              The girl who had shouted our earnings ran up and showed me her phone.

              “No fucking way,” I muttered again.

              “What is it?” Asked Bella.

              “We've already got a million dollars in pre-orders for part two!”

              Every single person in the bar began to laugh, shout, and cheer. My brilliant new idea for a gritty gangbang porn film had been a success. With a few hidden cameras and some up-and-coming transsexual talent, I'd made myself, and all the girls involved, very wealthy.

              The public demanded sex with well hung shemales, and they demanded that it be rough. What better way to give the people what they wanted than to stag an elaborate scenario where it looked like an ordinary guy was getting brutally fucked against his will.

              Scrolling through Bella's phone I could see that folks were eating our video up. People had paid in to watch it live, pre-ordered the second half, and were even buying recordings so that they could view it again and again. 

              By the end of the night we'd make at least five million dollar. 

              Smiling, I dropped back to my knees, ready to begin shooting the second part of our smash hit. And this time I was going to take on every single shemale in the bar.

The End.
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