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Engaging on a cross country journey by yourself can be perilous and dangerous, but for my first attempt things turned out better than expected!

I was traveling from my hometown in Atlanta to California to see my favorite band, The Dickgirl Dolls, when the bus I was riding in broke down. A mechanic was quickly called, but we were in the middle of the desert and I was told the bus wouldn’t be operational until the following day. They even set us up in a nearby motel free of charge, but this was unacceptable. The show was that afternoon, and in just a few hours… I had to get back on the road!

With no car rental places nearby I only had one option: hitchhiking.

So off I went, dressed in scandalously short, bleached denim women's booty shorts that barely left my ass covered, my tank top that stopped about two inches above my navel, and my backpack that held the necessities.

What’s with the getup, you ask? I was planning on getting laid at the concert, sue me.

Not long into my journey however, I quickly found that the jeweled buttplug I had planted inside me that morning was, for lack of a better word, really digging into me.

Sure, I had originally assumed I was just going to be sitting on a bus all day and not traversing a desolate highway on foot, but in my hurry to the show, I had forgotten to take it out beforehand.

The sensations sent its signals through my body with each step. Priming it. Priming me. Despite no immediate sexual encounter.

That all changed however, when I heard the tell-tale bellowing of an eighteen-wheeler behind me.

I turned, glancing over a shoulder and holding out a thumb, and watched as the massive machine barrelled towards me, radiating the glaring and overbearing sunshine.

With no other car in sight, I raised my thumb and watched as the barrelling monstrosity slowed down to a crawl, stopping just beside me along the desolate road.

The hiss of its brakes signaled its stop, and when it finally came to rest I glanced up at the elevated  passenger door, deafened by the growling, idle engine.

After a beat, I grabbed a rail and hoisted myself up, popping open the door and gasping aloud.

I had been expecting a heavyset, bearded man with a worn baseball cap and ratty clothes, but instead, sitting there in the drivers’ seat behind a large wheel, was a beautiful, yet tall, dark-haired woman no older than thirty.

She smiled as I gawked at her, clearly disregarding my clumsy stare.

“Well hey there, honey!” She piped loudly with a big, booming voice. “How ya doin? Hop on in. Get outta this heat!”

She had a slight southern twang to her words. It was cute, and obscenely sexy. I could have totally seen her drinking beers and riding a mechanical bull at some dive bar, before or after winning the annual arm wrestling championship.

“Th-thanks,” I replied, hoisting my little body up into the seat beside her.

After plopping my big butt down I took a moment to look her over, and her me. She was wearing a tight pair of jeans, with a flannel shirt over a tight black tank top.

She was, in every sense of the word, fucking stacked!

Her tits were massive, wrapped just barely even in her two layers of clothing. Below, her jeans strained at every inch of her, peaking out little hints of creamy, tanned skinned in the various rips and tears of its fabric.

What this woman was doing driving this truck I had no idea, she would be much more at-home on the runway or in some glamour magazine.

“Where ya headed, hun?” She asked,

I pivoted in my seat and stretched my shirt out, unfolding my Dickgirl Dolls logo on its front.

“Ooohhh,” she chuckled, “the concert. I see. Well you’re in luck! I’m takin’ this haul to Vegas so I’ll getcha there in plenty of time!”

“Really?!” I shrieked, dumbfounded.

“You bet,” she continued.

“Gee, that’s awesome. Thanks so much!”

She smiled again, “no problemo, honey. Just sit back and relax. You can change the station if you want.”

“I’ve got tunes on my phone, but thank you,” I replied, holding up my phone to show off my playlist.

She put the truck in gear and we lurched off down the road. A few moments later, and just before I clicked play to start my music, the CB Radio on her overhead console crackled to life.

“Anyone see that hot little slut tryna hitch a ride off sixty-nine out there?”

My mysterious passenger chuckled then snatched up her mic.

“Sure did, Janie. Just picked him up!”

I stared at her in absolute shock. Were they talking about me?!

The garbled voice came back again, “ten four, Hung Holly. You have fun! See ya in Vegas!”

‘Hung Holly’ chuckled again and said, “you betcha. Over!”

After she hung up her mic she just went back to driving, as if I hadn’t just heard the exchange.

I sat, and blushed, listening to the rumble of the engine under the pregnant silence.

We exchanged names, but she seemed to deliberately not mention the ‘Hung’ portion of her moniker…

The miles went on and the desert flew by outside, interrupted occasionally by a passing car or road sign. We made idle small talk periodically, but I never summoned the courage to ask why her trucker handle was ‘Hung Holly’...

I could guess though, and my thoughts solidified my wonder when I happened to glance down at her crotch, where an absolute massive bulge strained the front of her jeans. She would shift occasionally, and one point I saw her lengthy protrusion extend down one of her pant legs.

Holy fuck, I thought. She was packing for sure, and the notion that I was alone with this beautiful, well-endowed woman sent my heart aflutter.

To make matters worse, the rumble of the truck was sending a near-constant vibration through my buttplug, making every nerve on - and in - my body tingle.

As the sun set, a few lights bespeckled the horizon, and signs indicated a motel was ahead.

And then, to my surprise, the truck began slowing down.

“Wh-what’re you doing, Miss Holly?” I asked.

She smiled at me and said, “just makin’ a quick stop. Need to stretch my legs.”

“Oh, okay…”

Sure enough, the truck boiled down and she parked in the rather empty parking lot of the shabby motel.

“Just a quick stop,” she said, eyeing me up and down.

I saw the bulge in her jeans swell and bit my lower lip…

After she cut the engine, I hopped down out of the rig and waited at the curb while Hung Holly went into the office and returned with a room key.

“Wha-what’s this?” I squeaked. “We’re staying?”

“Yeah, thought we’d get a room and…” she took a big step towards me and leaned over to whisper in my ear, “you can pay me for the lift.”

I blushed again, feeling her eyes lumber over my body.

Holly stood back up, putting her hands on her hips like a superhero.

“I saw you staring, honey.” She said with a grin. “I know you wanna taste.”

My eyes shot open! Was she really suggesting what I thought she was?!

She snickered again, “and I wanna replace that plug you got in there with something else!”

Hung Holly reached down and palmed her thick bulge, giving it a quick shake.

My cheeks burned even brighter, but God damn was she a sexy specimen…

“Shall we?” She asked.

“S-sure…” I replied, “lead the way.”

She stepped closer and said, “no, you walk ahead of me. I wanna watch that ass move. Room two-oh-three.”

I blushed again and spun on my heels, heading inside on the search for the room.

Figuring out that the ‘two’ meant second floor, I found it easily enough, just around the corner from the elevator. There were only a few other rooms on the entire level, and at the end of the hall was a steel door that led to a stairwell.

At least we’ll be alone, I thought to myself, so we can make all the noise we want…

I strutted down the hall in front of her, conscious of my girly trainers and frayed jean shorts that hugged the twin orbs of my ass.

When we arrived at the room I tried the handle but found it locked, so I turned to her with a frown.

“You’ll need this,” she said, holding up a keycard.

I nodded and went to snatch it, but ‘accidentally’ knocked it from between her fingers and it dropped to the floor!

“Oops,” I said with a cat-like grin.

Watching her eyes on my body I bent at the waist, feeling my shorts ride up over my legs, exposing even more of my big, smooth ass and the pink thong I had on underneath. The tiny string of my panties rubbed against me, stretched tight over the plug still lodged in my butthole.

As I reached for the card, I felt her warm hand slide over my ass, giving it a quick squeeze.

Oh my God… The gall of this woman!

"Very nice, slut!" She stated as I briefly paused, letting her touch me.

I remained bent over, letting Holly grope me there in the hallway. Her hand slid around my thigh and her fingertips passed over my straining coin purse, squeezing it too.

Just as swiftly, her hand returned to my flank and her fingers slid between the hefty globes of my butt and up my thong, causing a jolt of electric tingle as she got to my jeweled butt plug!

I looked back at her and she smiled.

Then she tapped the plug with her middle finger and said, “let’s go inside.”

I opened the door and let her in, her hand still planted firmly on my ass.

We entered, my head spinning with dirty thoughts as she jiggled my hefty, bubbly buttcheek.

No sooner did we grace the threshold, Hung Holly spun me around and her lips met mine! A deep kiss ensued, with her tongue exploring my mouth, and I returned the action with passionate enthusiasm!

With her hands on my ass, she pulled me close, our faces glued together.

When she finally pulled us apart, she looked me in the eyes and whispered, "Strip me."

She stood there, waiting, and I took a moment to soak in her immaculate, busty form.

But I didn’t dare keep her waiting long.

I trembled with excitement as I peeled her flannel over-shirt off her shoulders and shucked it to the floor. Then I pulled her undershirt over her head, revealing a tight, fit torso and mammoth pair of tits! They flopped free and jiggled slightly before coming to rest right at eye-level.

Shirt gone, leaving her topless, I slipped to my knees and began undoing her belt.

Fumbling with her jeans for a moment, I slowly pulled them down around her robust thighs, revealing a pair of red panties with an enormous, protruding bulge!

“Holy shit…” I huffed, mouth watering.

“You like?” Holly asked.

“Mmmhmm,” I murmured, immediately leaning forward and kissing it, feeling it pulse and twitch as my lips connected.

She groaned as I slid my mouth down, nuzzling her warm genitals through the thin fabric. It was so hot… so distended… so virile, and it throbbed against my face like a balloon ready to burst.

Unable to take it anymore, I slid her underwear down, slowly revealing more beautiful flesh, and Hung Holly lived up to her namesake.

Her half hard cock curled and swung outward, tapping my cheek as it arced from its confines. It engorged instantly, as if the air of the room and the heat from my breath gave it new life.

My God it was fucking huge… thick and long, with undulating veins on either side of its preposterous length. It swiftly hardened, stretching out past my entire head, and I nearly went cross eyed trying to take it all into focus.

We stared at one another for some time, me and her behemoth.

Until suddenly, she stepped back and spun, nearly knocking me out with her baseball-like cock if I hadn't ducked. She walked over and sat in the only chair in the room, then spread her legs, looked down into my big, saucer-like eyes, and said, "C’mon then. Show me what you can do bitch."

My heart raced at the comment…

Looking my sexiest, I made a show of slinking down like a panther and crawling on my hands and knees to the epic fuckpole sticking straight up from her loins. Closing the distance, I swiftly took half her juicy cock into my mouth, swirling my tongue over the head.

"Fuck yeah you little slut!" She moaned as I began bobbing on her rapidly hardening cock. “Just like that…”

Soon she was at full mast and I was in cocksucker heaven!

I worked her length in and out of my mouth, conjuring up copious amounts of saliva so that I could inhale more and more. My spit ran down her beefy cock, dripping down onto her big beautiful, swollen balls. With each in-swing, she threatened the entrance to my throat, and my God I wanted it.

"Yeeaahh baabyyyy!" She moaned, thrusting her sex up into my eager mouth each time I dove forward.

I worshipped her cock with just my mouth for several minutes, maintaining eye contact all the while. Holly chewed her lower lip as I devoured it, dipping my head down faster and faster, doing my best to get her the best damn blowjob she had ever received.

She murmured depraved things as I fellated her, telling me I was her good little slut before leaning forward and groping my ass again, tapping and twisting my butt plug as I swallowed her gorgeous womanhood.

The new angle forced my throat open.

“GLUH-SLUP!” I choked briefly but she sank in undeterred, feeding several more inches.

I moaned like a whore in heat as she began working the plug in and out of my ass, before pulling it out and replacing it with her finger.

“MMmmMMpphh!” I groaned as she sank in, beginning a slow ‘sawing’ motion with her talented, digging probe.

Her digit was warm and slick, far more carnal and intense than the much stubbier, shorter plug.

"Thaaat’s right, slut,” she purred as she fingered my hot little hole. “Get that cock niiice and wet.”

Soon she was soaked, just as ordered, and I broke away from her thick piece to admire it.

Her flesh was all I could see: a giant cock slick with my saliva and waiting for more.

Until her hand and my shiny plug came into view, and she popped it in between my puffy, reddened lips.

I suckled on it willingly, looking up at her as a smile crept across her face.

“That’s a good girl,” she began. “You like how you taste, hmm?”

I nodded.

“And you like it when I tell you what to do?”

Once again, I nodded, this time blushing.

She plucked the plug from my mouth and asked, “you ready for this dick, honey?”

“Yes!” I belted out. "Please! I want your big hard cock in my ass… Please fuck me!!"

She wasted no time, grabbing the lube off the end table and ignoring the condoms before leaning forward again and drizzling the hot liquid down over my winking fuck tunnel. First it was just in my crack, but soon after she began coating my entire ass, and after drizzling more liquid along her mammoth rod like mustard onto a hotdog, she tossed the bottle and spread the lube over my backside, giving it a healthy shine.

With both hands massaging and rubbing the oil over my ass, and her fat cock re-lodged down my windpipe.

“Mmm, fuck that’s right,” Holly hissed. “You want me to take you to Vegas, you better take me to heaven, you lil slut. I’m gonna make you mine!”

I don’t know what turned me on more, her actions or her words, but I could feel the moment arriving.

The saliva I produced began to cover my face and mix with the earlier remnants of cum. The taste excited me more as she fucked my mouth. Her steely cock plunged in and out of my windpipe, pulling the thick saliva from deep within my throat, coating her cock and balls.

Lewd yet rhythmic, "Gawk! GLUCK! Gawk!" Sounds permeated the room.

I could feel her cock swelling in my throat when she suddenly grabbed my hair and pulled me off by the hair, dislodging her footlong muscle from my throat with a wet and slimy - SLRRK!

Thick, heavy strands of saliva connected my drool covered face to her glistening, swollen and very sexy cock! I gasped for air, thoroughly degraded but in-fucking-love!

I gasped aloud, sending saliva spilling out onto the chair and floor.

She released my hair, stood and flanked me, pushing my face into the carpet at the feet of the chair.

Holly moved slowly but methodically, until she was behind me wedging her slippery cock against my still-hungry hole, leaving little doubt about what she was going to do next…

"Who's pussy is this?!" She asked, sending a shiver down my spine.

"Gla-hah! You-yours!" I huffed as she lined up behind my oil-covered ass and slapped her meaty cock between my buns

Her thickness rapped against my butthole, making it tremble.

“It sure fuckin’ is!”

Suddenly she repositioned, I felt her fat bulb plant itself at my hungry, slippery exit, and I gasped.

Instinctively, I made it wink, trying to envelope my practiced boyhole around the hot bellend that was currently leaking hot pre into my chute.

I felt both her hands on either of my buttcheeks, then she pulled them apart, and finally her hard cock pierced my anal ring.

“AAHH!!” I screamed as her head pushed in undeterred!

Her cockhead entered my body and I let out a long squeal of pain. But my effeminate howl quickly transcended into a low and animalistic groan as she sank in.

Pushing back into her, I felt my hole opening, obediently accepting the hot, hard girlcock.

"Relax whore,” she said as another couple inches slid into my hungry chute. “Let me take you." 

I found myself whimpering as she moved forward, sinking inch after inch inside.

Soon her balls came to rest against mine. They were hot and heavy, a far cry from my tiny, useless nuts.

“Oh my Gawd…” I mewled. "Fuck me! Please fuck me!"

Wasting no time, she began sliding in and out of my body, driving my nerve-endings crazy with excitement.

As her cock slid against my prostate, I shivered and purred, milking it for all its worth.

She began fucking me with long, full strokes, burying her cock deep and then retreating so only her swollen head remained in my quivering ass before sinking back in!

I couldn’t help but moan.

"You like being fucked, dontcha?" She asked.

My excitement increased at being referred to as a girl!

“Mmmhmm, yes!”

SLAP! A hand came down hard on my big, glistening buttcheek!

I cried out like a whore and nearly came right there.

Instead I crumpled, sending my torso and face into the floor, inadvertently hoisting my flank up high behind me.

At this, Holly began pounding my fuck hole like a desperate machine, jackhammering me like a piston-only beast.

I whimpered and moaned as she repeatedly thrusted deep, over and over, her sexy hips slapping my thighs harder and harder!

After a few minutes, she pulled out, leaving me empty, gaping…

“Gah! Hah…” I muttered. “Wh-why’d you stop?”

"Be a good slut and suck my dick!" She snarled.

I spun around on my knees and instantly throated her glorious cock. The taste flooded my brain, and filled my senses as I bottomed out on her length, throating her with newfound practice.

Once fully throated she took over and began pumping into my windpipe, sending all the saliva I had stored dripping down my chin and splattering onto the floor.

I was in sissy fag heaven, as her cock repeatedly slid into and bottomed out into my throat. Simultaneously, I could feel my winking, lubed hole oozing and bubbling, hungry to be filled once more!

Her assault on my throat was heightened by her words; calling me a "slut" and "bitch" and “faggot” all while she picked up speed!

Suddenly I felt her cock pulse… then her tip swell… and she began grunting....

Holly gripped my head with both hands and bottomed out, pinning me against her pelvis before letting loose a loud, violent, and howling orgasm!

“FFFUUUCK!” She bellowed, still pinning me down.

Her blasts filled my belly, then my throat, then my mouth. She was retreating as she came. And before I could swallow she pulled out completely and painted my face in thick, white seed!

The first shot hit the bridge of my nose and cheek, the next arced a line from my eye to my jaw and the last, coated my upper and lower lip. The hot essence caked my chin, soon dripping down like creamy icicles.

Always the slut, I took her cock in my mouth and sucked her dry, not willing (or unwilling) to lose a single drop.

She purred throughout, stroking my head and running her fingers through my hair as she humped my slimy face.

As she recovered from her powerful orgasm, I sat there on all fours… patient and willing… her sticky load on my face and my mouth full of her strong, pungent seed.

"Show me faggot!" She sneered.

Obeying, I opened my mouth, full of her thick cum pooled within, and showed off the white load polled atop my slutty tongue.

"Swallow it, bitch!" She commanded, granting me what I so desperately wanted.

I gulped down her delicious load and she smiled when I showed her my empty mouth.

"You like being degraded, dontcha faggot?" She asked.

"Yes!" I nodded. “Yes, Miss Holly!”

My aptly named hung companion sat back on her haunches as I blew her to completion. Completion being complete and utter draining of her heavy, virile balls. Only when my job was done did I let her flop out from between my lips, sending her half-hard cock hanging between her legs, hanging low and almost touching the carpet.

She leaned forward and pressed the underside of her pointer finger to my chin, forcing me to look up. Sitting there, on my hands and knees, gazing up at her, I felt like I was in love. Until-

SPA-TOO! She spat a big glob of saliva slip right into my face!

I gasped, but her words cut me off.

"Your mouth doesn't come off my cock until I say. Is that clear?"

My mind raced at her degrading treatment, and my own cock was as hard as an iron bar, dripping with pre-cum.

“Y-Yes, Miss Holly!” I said, nodding quickly.”

"You're a dirty lil faggot arent you?" She asked.

"Y-yes!, I'm a dirty faggot!" I replied.

"How dirty are you, boy?" She asked. “You already sucked my cock after it was in your ass.”

I responded honestly.

"I’m the dirtiest!” I bellowed. The filthiest! I love being degraded and humiliated! I will do anything for you!"

She stood after the words left my mouth, turned around, and bent over onto the chair, hoisting her big, heart-shaped ass into my face. Then with both hands, opened her ass cheeks, exposing her pink, puckered asshole.

"Then eat my ass you dirty little fuck!"

I leaned forward, burying my face in between her perfect ass. My tongue immediately found her hole and sank inside, letting the taste meet my tongue. Strong and powerful, yet salty and delicious.

"You'd better clean it faggot or you won't be getting this dick again!” She said with some malice. “You want this dick don'tchu?"

I had to forcibly pull her big buns apart to speak.

"Yes! Absolutely!” I howled in between fervent licks before diving back into her hole, feasting on it with my tongue.

I was so turned on my cock began to dribble onto the floor!

"That's what I thought, faggot.” She chuckled. “Nothing’s too dirty for you is it?"

"No! Nuh uh!" I murmured as I came up for air, before returning to her delicious booty hole.

After several minutes of tonguing her ass, she moved away and turned my body so I was on all fours, facing the clear, slippery mess on the kitchen tile.

"You made a fucking mess faggot,” she gestured to the small puddle of my pre-cum. “Clean that up!" 

Without question I dropped down and licked up my splattered mess from the dirty floor; the sweet taste of my drippings mixing with salty, acrid god-knows-what. I felt like a dog. A very horny and perverted dog, dependent on his mistress for food.

When I finished, I returned to my position, on my knees with hands out, like a puppy awaiting a treat.

Holly was standing, waiting for me, and fully erect once more.

My beautiful, busty, well-hung muse walked around me, letting a hand slide along my shoulder as she arrived behind me. Then, with a forceful nudge, she pushed me down so that my cheek crashed into the same tile floor I had just been licking. Behind my upturned ass once more, and in one solid thrust, she buried her dripping cock balls deep in my aching hole.

I screeched in pain and surprise as she began thrusting away, plowing deep into my guts.

She hammered away, drilling my cock tunnel, gradually moving me forward until my chest was against the now-hot tile. Her powerful thrusts caused me to emit a series of high pitched, feminine sounds each time she hilted into me!

"Here you go bitch!" She howled. “Is this what you fuckin’ wanted?”

“Y-Y-YESH!!!” I bellowed into the floor.

Her powerful fucking increased the strength with each of her fervent thrusts, mashing my tiny body into the tile with each violent pummeling!

I tried to hold back, but could not fight it! The feeling of her long, girthy cock slamming against my prostate was just too much.

My balls spasmed and my cock exploded! I could feel my orgasm causing me to convulse on her cock!

She growled, burying herself balls deep in my clenching fuck tunnel and jackhammering like there was no tomorrow!

After another snarl I felt her cock swell and… one, two, three, four, five, six… seven spurts of hot cum burst into my bowels!

Her hot cum filled me, flooding my guts!

I mewled and trembled, shivering as she filled me, emptying her mighty nuts.

She stayed there for a bit, pinning me to the floor, allowing her softening cock to belch out all of its contents before it fell free from my well fucked hole…

“Gah-hah,” I groaned, shuddering.

But her words struck home.

"Clean me!"

I turned on wobbly, jelly-like knees, barely able to keep myself upright on my hands and knees. But when I had, I lovingly sucked her cock clean of her cum, my saliva, and the taste of my ass. After several minutes, she again gave me direction.

"Clean your mess too, faggot!"

Looking back, I saw my own pitiful semen stain awaiting atop the tile, glistening in the light.

I licked the last of my cum up from the floor. And as I did, I could feel her cum leaking from my gaping hole. Her warm seed ran down my smooth, puffy taint, and I trembled each time my asshole winked and bubbled.

When my mess was sufficiently cleaned up I spun on my knees again, once more returning to my ‘puppy dog position’.

"Good boy," she said, "Now, I want you to go to the vending machine by the lobby and get me a soda. And don't wipe that mess just yet, let it run down your leg."

“Oh,” she said, stopping me. “I found this in your bag. Why don’t you wear it?”

With a lazy, under-handed toss, she lobbed a pink tank top and matching mini-skirt at my feet. I recognized them immediately. They were the only other set of clothes I had packed, hoping to give some lucky concert-goer the satisfaction of fucking a full-blown femboy.

But now that treat was hers.

I was humiliated, but knew I would do it. Going commando since she provided no panties, I pulled on my skirt, which now thankfully covered my soft cock, shimmied into the tank, grabbed my wallet and reached for the room key.

"Oh, no faggot!" She belted out. “Only take the change you need. Leave the rest.”

I took the few spare coins that were lying on the counter and set out down the hall, unsure what else she had in store for me.

Stepping back out into the hallway was like arriving on an alien planet. Briskly and suddenly, I was no longer in the hedonistic room of dickgirl pleasure, but instead thrust back into the real, living, world.

Noticing rather quickly that my spit and cum splattered chest had soaked my tank top, I looked down to find my nipples poking through the thin, wet fabric.

In addition to being a walking wet t-shirt contest, I had cum all over my face, on both thighs, and a thick trickle down to my left leg when I got to the vending machine. I hurriedly bought the soda and began my return trip, thankful that I hadn’t run into any other guests. But after I had turned and was heading back, a door opened behind me and I heard someone enter the hall!

I didn't dare turn around, but could hear footsteps right behind me, and closing in fast.

"Oh wow!" A woman’s voice called out, followed by a giggle! “How you doin cutie pie?”

I turned, humiliated, catching the lecherous eyes of a busty brunette. My cheeks burned brighter as she soaked me in, and things only got worse when my hardening cock started to raise the front of my skirt. She was obviously Futa but I had to get back to my mistress. 

“Sorry! Gotta go!” I yelped, scurrying away.

I got back to the room and there was a note on the door.

"Welcome back FAGGOT! I'm taking a shower. Strip out here and leave your clothes by the door. Then you can come in!"

“P.S. I have nasty plans for you…”

The woman walked past behind me, and I could feel her eyes on my ass. The skirt barely contained it, leaving two twin cheeks hanging out the bottom. I felt helpless, locked outside in my tiny pink mini-skirt and wet crop top!

Eventually she vanished into the elevator, and I snatched the note off the door.

Disrobing per Hung Holly’s command, I pulled my shirt over my head but paused as another sound reverberated from down the hall. The fire exit door, opening and closing. But I heard no footsteps, so they must have gone.

Hesitating briefly when I tucked my thumbs in the waistband of my skirt, I looked around once more. Seeing no one, I slid them down, rolling my skirt over my wide hips until it crested their curve and spilled around my ankles to the floor. Fully nude now I looked down…

My cock was standing straight up and there was no way to cover it!

I peeked around the corner, still seeing no one. Until…

CLA-CLAT! Another loud noise startled me, sending my room key flying through the air. I spun in place, back to the fire exit door that had now startled me twice. This time however, and to my horror, stood a middle aged man in a suit staring back at me!

My cheeks burned as we stared at one another.

His eyes grew wider and wider as he looked me over, mouth agape.

Nervously, I quickly spun and bent over to snatch up the keycard. But as I did I felt my cum-splattered asshole yawn from my stretch, putting it on display to my silent, gawking spectator!

The cool air tingled against my cum-coated, well fucked hole! I felt so slutty, trashy and horny!

I stood there, naked, anxiously chewing my lower lip like a lifeline!

The cum drying on my ass, balls and leg now felt cold and pulled at my skin. I was truely a faggot, a cock whore, enjoying my degrading submission to a woman who's name I didnt even know!

Just before I fainted, I plucked the card off the floor and rushed to open the door, trying to ignore the man staring at me just a few feet away.

I rushed inside without looking back, and was only a few steps within when I heard the shower shut off.

Looking about the room I noticed the door to the bathroom was partially open. Steam billowed out, creeping across the floor like a supernatural mist. To my right was the chair and end table, where I saw my backpack open and my things strewn about.

Shit! She was still going through my things! And I was helpless to stop her!

Just then, like clockwork, Holly exited the bathroom wearing nothing but a towel around her waist. Her namesake represented itself once more, because I could see the mammoth appendage between her legs, pressing against the shaggy fabric.

To make matters worse, her big, mountainous tits dripped with condensation, jiggling slightly with each new heavy footstep into the room.

She entered like a king at a feast, eyeing me up after scanning the room for hostiles.

“Where’s my drink you worthless bitch?” She said with a sneer.

My hard cock twitched at her words…

I quickly produced it, holding out the cool beverage in a shaky hand.

Holly grabbed it, popped the tab and began chugging, finishing off the tiny can (in her hand anyway) in just a few quick gulps.

When she finished, she burped, crushed the can effortlessly, and tossed it onto the floor.

After a quick glance up and down my naked body, she vanished back into the bathroom.

“W-what are you doing?” I asked.

There was no reply. Just the sound of more rummaging.

"I... I need something to wear!" I responded frantically.

“That’s what I’m working on, slut.” She called out.

A second later my pink, lace thong flew from the doorway, landing at my feet.

“Put those on!” Her voice called out, loud enough for anyone around to hear. “And get in here!”

Obeying quickly, I slipped on the panties and scampered onward.

Once in the bathroom she pointed at the floor.

Dropping to my hands and knees, I crawled to beautiful, hung, Holly before rearing up and sitting on my heels, looking up at her like a lost puppy.

She moved forward until the head of her juicy cock was resting against my open mouth.

I looked deep into her leering, demonic eyes. They looked serious and wicked, like a cat’s eyes, like a set belonging to a woman staring at her submissive fuck toy, a faggot being examined by a real alpha predator. I held her gaze as my mouth was slowly filled by her hot, wet cock!

She saturated my taste buds, sinking herself into my drooling orifice. All while looking me right in the eyes.

Her own lids fluttered, and she sank in undeterred.

Saliva built within my mouth, unable to go anywhere but from the corners of my lips. Most came out my mouth and ran down my body, some found its proper place in my stomach, and as I struggled to breathe, she bottomed out once more.

But I never broke eye contact… Never.

Where most might falter I instead looked into her eyes as I endured my panicked struggle of a faggot trying to please a real woman.

I was being tested by her and did not want to fail…

As her cock hardened to full, egregiously inflated within my throat, she smiled at me. I quickly swallowed her salty shaft and inched forward on my knees, taking more of her moist cock in my mouth.

I sucked her furiously, flexing my throat muscles around her pole over and over again, and would not have stopped except she suddenly pulled me off her rock-solid pipe.

In a flash she was gone, and I was left panting on the bathroom floor…

When I came to my senses I followed her, finding a collar hanging on the doorknob on my way out…

Just one more thing that I had stashed away, and thought I hid, in my backpack.

It was a pink, faux-leather material emblazoned with the word ‘SLUT’ on the front in chrome letters.

I fastened the collar on and stepped out the door.

Hung Holly was sitting in the chair opposite the doorway, now completely nude. In her hand was my jeweled butt plug.

But that wasn’t what nearly stopped my heart…

It was THE OTHER FUCKING WOMAN sitting at the foot of the bed!

She looked at me and I recognized her. It was brunette from the hallway: beautiful, stacked, and just as lecherous.

“What? … Who? …” I whimpered, looking over at Holly questioningly.

But she just smiled.

"You have a guest to entertain faggot,” she bellowed. “Don't just stand there, on your knees!"

Looking over at her, reluctantly yet eagerly, I bathed in her smile.

She was rubbing the plump bulge in her jeans shorts, getting the mammoth cock within ready for my patronage.

I dropped to my hands and knees and crawled to the stranger. She was around the same age as Holly, late twenties, maybe early thirties, and was dressed similarly.

With a quick glance out the window I saw another eighteen-wheeler, and surmised she was another trucker.

Just my luck!

I crawled up, saw where her cock laid inside her jeans, and kissed it lightly. It twitched in response, and I felt it move through the fabric.

"Mmm… You like dick don't you little cock sucker?" The strange woman asked.

"Uh huh!” I purred. “I love dick, madam!"

She stood up and removed her shirt before dropping her pants, revealing a nice, thick cock that spooled out and tapped me on the chin.

“Whoa,” I said, wondering how she got a beast like that contained without panties.

She then gestured for me to stand.

So of course I did, still clad only in my pink thong and with a raging erection tenting out the fabric in front of me.

She ran her hands over my body, examining my curves, and running her fingers over my collar before cupping my ass with both hands. Her fingers found my backside, and her palms diligently massaged my fat, plump, smooth ass, sending thrumming electricity through my spine!

"If you make the faggot cum, it has to clean it up…” Holly said with a chuckle. “In fact it has to clean up ALL cum!" 

It made me so hot to hear her talk about me like an object…

The brunette stranger let go of my ass and with her free hand stuffed her fingers into my wet mouth. I dutifully sucked each one, twirling my tongue around them and moaning like a whore. With eyes closed I fellated her nimble digits, at one point even clasping her wrist so I could devour them to the knuckle.

“Mmm, good girl,” she purred before saying, “now get back on your knees.”

Plucking her fingers from my mouth I dropped down until I was eye level with her hard, cut eight inch monster.

She smelled sweaty, but I love sucking dirty cock so I was soon taking her to the balls.

My throat was used to all this by now, allowing me to effortlessly swallow her entire length.

And she was groaning wildly!

Hung Holly spoke as she walked around behind me, placing a hand on my shoulder and moving her other hand down my flank.

"My friend here has never been with a boy like you,” she said, gripping the end of the plug and twisting it around. “Especially not with a faggot like you that lives for cock."

Holly ran it down my spine before cupping my big, hefty ass, soon finding the buttplug and giving it several long taps.

With a playful twist she removed my butt plug and I groaned around the shemeat currently hilted between my lips.

My humiliation drove my vigor to start self-fucking my throat on the strange woman's cock, and as did I felt Holly lifted my ass by the love handles, her big cock quickly finding its welcome home inside my hot, fuck tunnel.

Soon I was pushed and pulled into a rhythm between the two busty, hung women, see-sawing back and forth as if I were an axe between two lumberjacks.

They went on like this, taking turns heaving in and out…

I felt like a Chinese finger trap, but instead of a pair of fingers inundated at either end, there was a pair of meaty girlcock’s heaving back and forth out of either of my holes!

Suddenly though, just at the brink of another orgasm, the older woman pulled from my mouth.

"I wanna to cum in his ass!" She blurted out.

After a chuckle, Holly pulled out of me, spun me around so my ass was in the air facing the other woman, and pulled my mouth down on her wet, slimy cock.

The spit-roast began again, but this time reversed. Two hard cocks thrusting in and out of both my slutty holes!

I was soon flipped over on my back and pulled so my head hung over the bed.

Holly lined up and slid her cock deep into my throat and I willingly opened. She sheathed her hot, wet girthy length down my windpipe, plugging me with utter satisfaction. Feeling her cock with each thrust, and clamping a hand on my throat, she began fucking my face upside down.

The pressure she exuded must have made my throat feel even tighter, and I could feel my flesh distending each time she hilted inside.

All the while the stranger was pumping into me, holding my lower half up by the hips while she fucked me raw.

I was in heaven being used by these two women, one dominating me and slowly: choking me, while the other pummeled my asshole! I felt so euphoric I hardly noticed my balls drawing up tight!

Unable to make any noise aside from gurgling mewlings, I exploded!

The head of my useless dicklet must have popped free from my panties because the first spurt of cum hit Holly’s big, bare tits before splattering down onto my own chin, chest and belly.

The stranger, overcome by my orgasm and spasming hole, drove deep and howled, filling my rectum with hot sperm!

As I came all over myself, Holly pulled her cock from my windpipe and began slapping it against my face, sending the cum from my chin and neck splattering like rain drops over the rest of me!

With a chuckle she stood and disappeared, and her cock was quickly replaced by another. Slick and cum-covered, it hovered over my face and I went cross-eyed trying to look at it.

“Open up, slut,” I heard the stranger say.

Obeying hastily, I opened wide and stuck out my tongue, waiting eagerly until she fed her thick piece into my upturned mouth. I sucked it clean as she leaned forward, hilting as she played with my pointy boy-nipples.

Holly moved around behind me and lifted my legs, pulling my ass off the bed to impale my body on her cock, once again claiming my anal sleeve as her own.

Unlike the stranger however, she did not start slow, instead she fucked me hard and fast, forcing me to scream around the cock down my throat!

My muffled cry was stifled however, as thick jets of girlcum soon flooded my throat, mixing with the cum that was already in my belly.

The stranger pumped her gallons into me, eventually retreating to jerk the last of her essence down onto my face.

When she was finished she too slapped her cock against my lips, then un-straddled herself from the bed and off to the chair opposite.

Laying there, with my head hanging off the side, I watched in an upside down stupor as the strange woman casually dressed across the room. All the while Holly pounded me into humiliation, grunting and huffing as she jackhammered, pulling my tiny body in with each thrust. She rode me to orgasm, mixing hers and the strange woman's cum in my guts and turning my hole into a sloppy mess!

After she finished breeding me for the second time that afternoon, I dutifully sucked and licked her clean while the double load of cum dripped from my ass onto the tile floor.

As per the rules, I of course licked up the thick, creamy mix.

When the strange woman left Holly had me take a shower. When I came out, she was holding the steel cock cage I had buried in my suitcase!

“Found something,” she said with a grin, sitting with legs crossed in the hotel room chair.

She had dressed while I bathed, donning her shirt and jeans once more.

After securing my cage, Holly gave me a glass of water and two pills. One I recognized as Viagra, the other ecstasy.

“What’s all this?” I asked.

I was going to be miserable confined in that steel chastity cage with such a hard cock!

"You’ve done good, faggot, but we’re not done yet!” She said. “I have a surprise for you."

I tilted my head curiously, waiting for her to pluck her phone off the table and hold it up to my face.

It was an online advertisement on some app called FutaXTC…

I read it as quickly as I could, but almost didn’t believe what I was seeing.

It read as follows: dirty submissive fag for free no limits use, tonight only!

Below it was the name of the motel and my room number!

“What… about the concert?” I whimpered.

But Holly just laughed.

“There’s still plenty of time. If you can ever walk after my friends and I are done with ya!”

She led me back into the bathroom and began caking makeup onto me. After that, she made sure my ‘SLUT’ collar was in place, and blindfolded me. Completely nude otherwise, she had me get on the bed on my hands and knees, ass in the air. My swollen cock strained inside its steel prison, but dripped profusely. I could hear my thin spew dribbling onto the sheets.

It didn’t take long before I heard a knock, and the door open…

Multiple footfalls padded into the room.

My God, I thought. How many were there?

“Come on in ladies,” I heard Holly say. "The slut’s on the bed, and it’s yours to use!

THE END
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