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I can’t say which is better: the silky smoothness of my legs after I have just shaved them or the rush of cum from a man’s cock as he shoots his load down my throat.  Both experiences make it fun to be a drag queen, let me tell you!

Hi, my name is Beverly - at least on the weekends, that is.  I realized I’m gay during my sophomore year of college, a few days after my 19th birthday.  My first man-on-man experience was serving as a cum repository for my English Literature professor.  For an older man he had quite a libido, which I explains why I was always so sore after he fucked me.  He sprayed gallons of red-hot sperm into my wiling ass that semester, which explains how I passed without ever studying!

In my senior year I discovered my love of crossdressing, which added a whole new dimension to my queerness.  I met a drag queen at a local bar and she taught me how to do makeup and find clothes that would fit a “special” girl like me.  Some of my fondest memories are of the two of us feminizing each other and then 69ing until the sun came up.  

Eventually I met a woman who, like me, wanted to get married just for the sake of her career.  Some professions look at a single person as being a tad queer, if you know what I mean.  She was a lesbian, of course, and had no interest in my dick.  

But she has a lot of resentment towards men, which she expresses when she flogs me on a weekly basis.  My ass has permanent scars running across it from her sadistic beatings. I smile every time I sit down, and feel the burning pain that lingers deliciously after each whipping.

On the weekends she drives two hours to be with her lover, while I stay home and submerge myself in my feminine persona.  Every Friday I rush home from the office, strip, and shave every last bit of hair from my body.  I rub scented lotions into my skin, which makes me feel all nice all girly.  I follow up by slipping into a pair of fishnet stockings, which I hook into place with a frilly garter belt.  Then come the panties, of course; black satin ones are my favorite by far.  

Over time my breasts have grown to form a decent-sized “A” cup, thanks to certain hormones I take.  I slide into a peach-colored bra that supports my bosom nicely.  Then comes the cosmetics, followed by a blond wig and some obscenely whorish outfit.  Minis-skirts and low-cut tops always look great on me; they make me look like a two-bit street walker, which is the look I prefer anyway – as do most of my lovers.

I hang out at a local gay bar that’s full of horny men looking for quick sex.  Usually I blow half a dozen guys in the parking lot before the night is over.  I never tire of the way a man starts to gasp just before he gets off between my lips.  The really aggressive ones grab the back of my head and force me to gag a bit on their cocks, which I just love. 

I recently discovered the fun a girl can have while hanging out at a local truck stop.  The place is filled with burly men who haven’t had sex in weeks.  Sometimes they figure out that I’m a queen, others time no.  More often than not they simply don’t care.  

Last Saturday I met a driver who was looking for a woman just like me.  I was going from one truck to another offering to give free head.  By not charging, I avoid any risk of being arrested.  Plus, it makes me feel even sluttier than usual, which is always a huge turn-on.

Anyway, it was about midnight and I had yet to find a taker for my services.  That happens sometimes, particularly if the driver’s wife is riding with him.  I was just about ready to give up when I decided to knock on the door of a cab parked by itself in a dark, distant corner of the lot.  

The overhead light above the truck was burnt out, which gave the whole scene an eerie glow as I approached the huge vehicle.  My stiletto heels clacked against the asphalt as I crossed the lot.

I reached up to pound on the truck’s door when it swung up forcefully.  I took a step back, worried a bit about what I would see.  But, to my delight, the trucker was a large, muscular man wearing tattered jeans, black leather boots, and no shirt.  I was so turned on that I felt my cock straining against the silky fabric of my panties.

Unlike most members of his profession he was lean and tanned, with ribbed abs and a chest covered in dark hair.  He had a slightly scruffy beard that gave him a lumberjack look.  A shock of jet-black hair graced the top of his head, but he had gentle blue eyes that made me want to trust him.

“Come in!” he said in a deep, commanding voice as he reached out to take my hand.

“Gladly!” I said, letting him help me into the cab.

I climbed into the truck and sat next to him.  I smelled the faint odor of bourbon and noticed that he had a bottle of some wickedly strong Kentucky brew sitting near the shifter knob.

He noted my interest in the bottle.  “Care for a drink?” he said, smiling.

“Don’t mind if I do,” I said, crossing my legs and running a hand up my left thigh.

He poured a shot and offered it to me.  I choked a little as the burning liquid worked its way down my throat; it tasted vaguely like cum, but stronger.  He laughed at my dilemma.  

“It’s pretty strong stuff,” he said.  “It’s what you might call a ‘home recipe.’  I pick up a bottle or two when I drive through the Bluegrass State.”

We fell into a pleasant chat that lasted a few minutes.  I learned that his name is Craig and that he’s a long-haul driver who is on the road 99% of the time.  

I was enjoying the talk so much that I almost forgot the purpose of my visit.  Then he rested his hand on my knee.  His hands were rough, just like a real man’s should be.  I was instantly aroused.

He started to reach into my skirt when I told him, “before you go too far, you should know that I’m not quite a ‘regular’ girl.”

I frowned, half expecting him to call me a pervert and to get the hell out of his truck.  But, to my delight, he grinned.  “You’re referring to the fact you’re a drag queen, right?” he said.  I nodded.  “Honey,” he said, sliding his hand further up my leg, “I knew that when I saw you walking towards my truck.” 

I gasped as his fingers slid into my undies and gently caressed my dick.  “It’s okay,’ he said.  “I’m known to swing both ways, and you’re just what I’m looking for tonight.”

Before I knew it we were kissing passionately.  Breaking our lip-lock, I began pressing my lips into his chest, swirling my tongue around his nipples. Soon his skin was covered in scarlet from the color of my lipstick.  He released my dick as I moved down his stomach.  

I let him lean backwards as I unzipped his fly, then out came his swollen shaft!  It was huge, with a large mushroom head and a blue vein pulsing down its side.  I wrapped my eager lips around his member, working it in and out of my mouth. 

Minutes went by as he writhed in ecstasy.  “Oh, oh god baby, you’re sooo good at giving head,” he said as I went down on him.  Then, with a sudden jerk, he sprayed his searing-hot load into my mouth.  His cum was sweet, like nectar, and I greedily drained his cock as he pumped his sperm into me.

When it was all over we rested for a few minutes.  Then he looked at me and smiled once more.  “Want to retire to my sleeping bunk?” he said.  “I think it’s time I fucked you like the queer slut you are.”

He didn’t have to ask me twice, of course.  In seconds I was reclining face-down on his soft, warm mattress.  Then I felt the full weight of his fit body press down on me as his giant cock slid deep into my ass.  My sphincter struggled to relax and accept the swollen object that was invading it, as Craig pounded me like a slab of beef. 

Luckily, my panties had a hole neatly cut in back just for the occasion, so I could feel the satin material rubbing against my flesh the whole time.  

Finally, with a thrust so strong I felt like my back would break, Craig ejaculated inside my body for the second time that evening.  As he came so did I.  Together we cried out, our twin orgasms sending waves of delight through our tightly locked bodies.  It was by far the most intense sex I have ever had – and the most satisfying.

Craig and I did many other things to each other that night, many of them so depraved that thinking about them makes me blush.  I slept in his arms, and the next day I gave him a final blow job just before I staggered back to my car.  My ass was raw from the multiple poundings it took that night, but I couldn’t have been happier.

I spent the next few days pining for my lover, but my longing was rewarded this morning when I got a call from Craig.  He will be passing through town on Saturday and was wondering if I would drop by his truck again.  I think you already know my answer.  This is going to be another great weekend for one lucky little queen!
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