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CHAPTER 1:

I know that letting a strange person into your car is not a good idea. It can be dangerous. Hitchhiking is actually illegal in some states, and as a rule of thumb one should probably just avoid the whole situation entirely. However, like many men, I'm a sucker for a damsel in distress so when I saw an attractive young lady thumbing a ride along the side of the road something in me felt compelled to pull over.

She looked so lost and forlorn and we were kind of out in the middle of nowhere. I thought that it was probably better that I picked her up than some twisted pervert who would try to rape her...or worse.

"Where are you headed?" I asked politely as I rolled down the window on the passenger side.

"Just to the next town would be great. Anywhere that gets me a little further away from here," she said.

The poor girl obviously had her troubles, which were none of my business, but my heart went out to her. She looked pretty young and she was even more attractive than I thought when I just caught a glimpse of her on the road. She was also dressed a bit provocatively, which made me wonder whether she was running away from home, or from an abusive boyfriend, or maybe from a pimp. A pretty young girl could get into all kinds of trouble if she fell in with the wrong crowd, I thought.

"Hop in," I said as I unlocked the door for her.

She didn't have any luggage, except a fairly small backpack, which she tossed in the back as she got in. If she had a weapon on her it would surely have to be in the backpack because there wasn't really anywhere on her body to conceal one, the way she was dressed.

"Thanks," the girl said with a smile as she fastened her seatbelt. "I've been trying to get a lift for hours."

"Hitchhiking is kind of dangerous, you know?" I suggested, taking a slightly fatherly tone.

"Oh, it's not as bad as all that. I do it all the time. You meet some creeps, but most people are actually pretty cool."

"I'm glad to hear that. Maybe it's just one of those urban myths."

I tend to be a pretty sociable person so I enjoyed the company on what would otherwise have been a rather boring drive through an extremely boring stretch of road. The fact that my temporary traveling companion happened to be such a nice-looking girl only made things all the more pleasant.

"I'm Mark, by the way. What's your name?" I asked.

"Candy," the girl replied.

"I'll bet you hear a lot of pickup lines with a name like that."

"Oh, yeah. I've probably heard them all by this time."

I tried to gently see if she wanted to talk about her troubles but she didn't seem to. She seemed more interested in me. Where I was going, where I was coming from, what made me stop for her in the first place. I was kind of flattered that she was that interested.

We drove on for a while and then I felt something on my crotch. I quickly glanced down and realized that Candy had her hand in my lap and was rubbing me through my pants.

"Hey, you don't have to do this, you know. I'm happy to give you a ride. I don't expect anything in return," I said a little nervously, feeling myself starting to get hard.

"It's okay, I want to. You seem like a really nice guy and it's only fair that I compensate you for the lift somehow," she said as she unfastened my belt and zipped down my pants.

I think I tried to protest again, but I don't really recall. She had my dick out in a flash and was stroking it with her soft pretty hand. Was this my lucky day, or was I just being setup for some kind of a scam or a robbery? I was suspicious, but it's hard to think clearly when a cute stranger is jacking you off while you drive.

"I don't know if I can concentrate on the road like this," I moaned softly.

"Pull over then. Unless you're in a huge hurry," she suggested.

I wasn't in such a hurry that I was going to turn down this once-in-a-lifetime golden opportunity. It was like something out of a pornographic fantasy, I thought. This never really happens in real life, does it?

I pulled over and Candy unfastened her seatbelt so that she could lean across and get my prick in her mouth. She kind of spat on my cock to lubricate it and then proceeded to stroke me with one hand while she worked the top part of my rod with her lips and tongue. I have to say it was the best blowjob I ever had, which made me suspect all the more that she was a prostitute. Well if she was, and all she wanted was a ride, it was a pretty reasonable bargain. I had already decided to offer her a few bucks when we got there, so if it ended up being payment for services rendered instead of charity, so be it.

Stamina was never my strong suit. I tended to be one of those guys who ejaculated fairly quickly the first time I got hard, but if the woman was willing to wait for the next round I could usually keep it up much, much longer with each subsequent act. She didn't flinch when I started to cum in her mouth. I had expected her to pull her head away, or spit out anything that got inside her, but she swallowed it all down easily. She must be a whore, I thought. Who else would be that casual about cum swallowing?

I felt a little guilty about having taken advantage of her in a time of distress, but it had been her idea and I had at least told her that she didn't have to do it. I also felt really freaking good about the BJ I had just gotten. What a pleasant surprise!

The next surprise I got wasn't so pleasant. I felt kind of weird and my body got really hot. I knew that there weren't any sexually transmitted diseases that worked that fast, but I assumed that Candy had somehow drugged me, or something, although I couldn't see how that was possible. I hadn't had any sort of food or beverage since she got into the car, and I know she didn't stick a needle in me. Was there something in her saliva that could possibly poison me like this?

"Oh, shit, I'm so sorry," Candy said as she sat back in her seat and watched me begin to shake. "It happens so rarely that I've kind of come to expect it not to happen."

"What happens?" I practically shrieked, my voice being so nervous that it actually sounded much higher pitched than normal.

"It's a long story, honey, but I'll try to explain the best I can. One night I was driving along a road like this when I caught a flash of a girl in my headlights. It was raining and pretty cold and I felt really sorry for her so I pulled over and offered her a ride. She was very sexy, and I was just a horny young guy anxious for sex anytime anywhere. When we came to a rest stop she suggested that we get in the back seat and there I fucked her without hesitation. A moment later I felt what you're feeling now. My body got hot and I had convulsions and then it was done and I was changed. From that moment on I wasn't a man anymore, I was a woman, just like you are now."


CHAPTER 2:

It was completely impossible but it seemed to be true. My whole body had changed. I couldn't totally see it but just glancing down at the bulging breasts under my shirt was enough to demonstrate that something had happened. I grabbed the rearview mirror and tried to see my face. It was totally unrecognizable to me now.

"Why did you do this to me?" I whined.

"I didn't mean to, honey. Believe me, I have no control over that. Apparently it's a pretty random thing. I've been doing this for over two years now and this is just the third time I've changed someone. Maybe it has something to do with the stars being aligned just right or something, but I've never figured out any pattern. Usually it's just sex and then I'm on my way again," Candy said with a shrug.

"But what's the point of all of this? Why were you changed at all? Why me?"

"Again, I have no answer for that. All I know is what I was told when I was changed. If you want to change back into a man you're going to have to have sex with 1,000 different men who pick you up as a hitchhiker. Doesn't matter what kind of sex, but they have to cum inside you somewhere. I'm at 329 so I'm about a third of the way home."

"This can't be real," I moaned.

"That's what I thought, too, honey. But unfortunately it's as real as can be. So unless your secret dream has always been to be female you're just going to have to get out there and start hitching like I did. Of course unless you've got some unlimited bank account to draw on you're going to have to find some way to live, too, so it's hard to devote all of your time to hitchhiking."

"So what makes you think the person who did this to you wasn't lying about the number?" I asked. "How do you know it's really 1,000? Maybe it's 2,000 or 10,000, or never."

"That's possible, but all I know is what I was told and so I'm telling you in case you have to pass the information on to someone else. What else am I going to do? I don't want to stay this way forever. I'm sure my job is long gone and my wife must think I totally ran out on her, but even if I can never put my world back together again at least I'll be a man once more. That's what keeps me motivated and keeps me trying. It's ironic that the only way to restore my manhood is to have 1,000 men cum inside me, but it is what it is."

"But that makes us like vampires or something?" I pointed out.

"It is sort of like that, I guess, but we're not physically harming anyone or stealing their soul or something. And I'd much rather drink semen than blood any day of the week."

"I can't go home like this. How would I explain it? Who would believe me even if I tried to explain it?"

"I know, honey, it's going to be a little rough, but if you're strong enough and resourceful enough you'll get by. I pick up waitress jobs here and there to make a little cash, and I've turned some tricks, and sometimes you can find somebody to shack up with for a little while. Use your head, and more importantly, your body. That's a bankable asset. Just try to avoid the cops. You're going to want to dress like a whore to attract potential rides, but that means the cops are going to treat you like a whore, even if you're not charging anybody anything. I usually never try hooking when I'm hitching. The guy might turn you down, and then you've wasted your chance, or worse, he might report you to the police. If you're going to try prostitution I suggest you stick to truck stops, and rest stops, and cheap motels. Places like that. You might spend some time in jail but at least it's a roof over your head and three meals a day," said Candy, trying to sound hopeful without too much luck.

"But I don't like men, I mean, sexually," I said aghast.

"So what? You're not doing it for fun. My advice is dress slutty, don't wear underwear very often, and go for the BJ whenever possible. You probably won't have to get undressed or waste time finding somewhere to do it, and if you get good at it you should be able to get a guy off pretty quickly and get back on the road. You can always sell your car if you need the cash, and it can be pretty tricky to manage having a vehicle with all the hitching you're going to do, but on the other hand it's a place to store your stuff and somewhere to get out of the rain or the cold."

I was dumbfounded and in shock. My whole world, my whole identity, seemed to be gone in a flash. I had a business call to make in the morning that I knew I'd never make. I had planned to get a room for the night in town and then be fresh and ready for my meeting in the morning, so I decided to at least get the room while I tried to figure out what to do next.

I invited Candy to spend the night with me, since I was still anxious to hear more details about this odd situation, and because she was the only person in the world who knew what I was going through and I really didn't want to be alone. She offered to split the cost of the room but I was happy to pay for it. I still had money at the moment, and I needed her help more than she needed my room. Besides, I had the company credit card. I could probably use that for a little while until they realized that I had gone AWOL.

Candy suggested a dive on the outskirts of town, as that was her usual budget range, but when I told her about the credit card she agreed that we might as well splurge and get a decent room, not that the town had anything special to offer in the way of accommodations. I felt bad about ripping the company off, but it really wasn't my fault and this was kind of an emergency.

The desk clerk looked at us a little funny as I flashed the corporate gold card, but it went through the system all right and he handed over the keys. He probably thought we hookers that some executives were going to come over and bang during the night, but that wasn't really his concern. What horny businessmen did with their money was none of his business, as long as the money was good.

The room was clean and looked like it had been painted fairly recently. There was only one bed, but there was a pretty nice TV with a variety of cable channels, and a bathroom with a shower/tub combination. We must have been quite a sight; Candy with her skimpy shorts and halter top, and me with my baggy men's pants and sports shirt.

When I finally got a look at myself in the mirror I was astonished. No one would ever recognize me in a million years. I was actually kind of hot, I thought. I guess that was good, since it appeared that I was going to have to attract some men while I tried to sort this whole mess out. I suppose if you have to be a girl temporarily you might as well be a pretty one.

After using the bathroom Candy tossed her backpack on the floor and hopped on the bed where she stretched out. She was really beautiful, I thought. No wonder I stopped for her. She probably had no trouble at all getting rides from strange men.

"I guess we'll be bunking together," I said a little shyly.

"No problem. It's not like we're total strangers anymore. I've already sucked your cock so whatever we do tonight is free play, as far as I'm concerned," she said casually as she kicked off her shoes and turned the TV on. "I fuck men because I have to but I fuck women because I want to, and I'll bet you look pretty yummy to under those clothes."

I suppose that made sense. Candy was a man like me underneath this female exterior. Why shouldn't she still like women? The thought of mixing in some hot lesbian action with this whole hitchhiking nonsense made the thing seem a little more appealing. Candy hadn't become any less attractive in my eyes, even if they were looking out from behind a female body.

"I guess I'll have to come up with some female clothes from somewhere," I said as Candy mentioned my attire.

"We can get you set up tomorrow. You won't need too much to get started. It's not like you're going to be going to fancy balls or something. Skirts are handy for easy access and tops just need to be revealing. It doesn't have to be fancy, just slutty. The only thing you'll want to invest in is some good shoes because you're going to be doing a lot of walking," said Candy. "Now get out of that stupid old stuff and let's have a look at you. I'll show you mine if you show me yours!"

Candy pulled off her halter top and revealed her lovely round breasts. They looked so full and firm and delicious. I quickly removed my top and discovered that I had a rather nice rack myself. A little less round and a little more sloped in shape, but slightly bigger than Candy's.

"Nice titties honey!" Candy cooed as she saw my female bosom exposed for the first time. "Get over here and let me at them!"

I climbed on the bed and Candy pounced on my tits like a hungry wolf. As she put her teeth on my nipples I was suddenly reminded of vampires and wondered if this was her plan all along. Well, if it was there wasn't much I could do to stop it now having no crosses or wooden stakes handy. I let her suck away and felt myself getting moist between the legs.

It was funny. A few hours ago this girl was a total stranger to me that I might have never met if I hadn't been driving on that exact stretch of road at that exact time of day. Now she had sucked my cock and we were sharing a bed together as she played with my tits. She had gone from stranger to lover in remarkable time, and more importantly she was the only friend I had in the world.


CHAPTER 3:

"I know this is going to sound funny but I don't know how to make love to a woman, as a woman I mean," I said once we were both naked and lying on the bed next to each other.

"There's nothing to it, honey. I'll show you. Just relax and do whatever feels natural," Candy suggested as her hand found my wet pussy and began to explore it.

There was obviously nothing very natural about the circumstances that had brought me to this place, but I soon understood what she was saying. As she worked her hand on my snatch I became more and more aroused.

We may not have been vampires but we were both some kind of unholy creatures. I probably should have hated her for putting me in this mess, but I didn't really blame her for some reason. If anything I think I sort of felt a kind of love for her. Sisterly, in a way, but also very sexual. We shared a secret bond and I needed to feel the warmth of another human that night, or at least another creature like myself, if we weren't truly human anymore.

It felt amazingly good to rub my naked female body up against another woman's flesh. We pressed our boobs together and sort of flicked each other's nipples with our own. When Candy got down between my legs and started to lick me I almost immediately felt ripples of electricity shooting up my spine.

"Oh, my God, that feels so good," I said in a voice that seemed almost childlike to me.

I forgot all of my troubles as Candy slurped at my gash. She was any day as good at licking pussy as she was at sucking cock, but presumably this was her passion and the other was her profession. I knew I'd never be able to do to a man what she had done to me, but I tried not to think about it. Hopefully this was all just a weird dream and I'd wake up in the morning and everything would be back to normal.

"Fuck...I don't think I've ever felt this good in my life," I cried out as Candy methodically worked every bit of my new female equipment to perfection.

"That's one thing I'll say. You're probably going to have some of the most intense orgasms of your life this way," Candy said as I took a turn trying to service her down below.

I was in the most miserable situation one could possibly be in but I was still having probably the best sex I had ever experienced in my life, which made it hard to feel anything but almost euphoric. I got completely swept up in the passion of the moment and the two of us ended up fingering each other wildly while we locked in a long, wet, kiss.

"Shit...that was amazing!" I said with heavy breaths as I rolled over on my back and stared at the ceiling.

"Not too bad for a first time lesbian," Candy teased as she fetched her backpack and pulled out a cigarette.

She offered me one but I hadn't smoked in several years, yet when she offered me a drag on hers I took it. That was the kind of sex that just seemed to require a cigarette afterwards.

"How many men did you say you had been with? Three hundred and twenty something?" I asked in amazement.

"329 hitching, but who knows how many others I've been with by now. I don't keep track of those," she said, passing me the cigarette again.

"How do you do it? I mean, how can you stand to let a man touch you like that?"

"I do it because I'm really a man, and I want to be a man again. What else is there to do? I want my cock and balls back."

"That sounds so funny considering the way we look right now, and considering what we just did," I chuckled. "But I know what you mean. Getting my manhood back is just about the most important thing in the world so I suppose I can put up with a little humiliation and discomfort to get there."

"You just have to man up and be the best woman you can be," said Candy with a grin. "1,000 loads of cum will go by in no time."

In the morning Candy went shopping with me and helped me pick out some things that would be good for the road work. I got a pair of really short jeans, another pair of shorts that were more like skin tight hot pants, a couple of skirts, a couple of tops, a bikini, a denim jacket, and of course a good pair of walking shoes, along with some high heels that Candy said would help me turning tricks, although I doubted that it would ever come to that.

"The basic hookers starting kit," Candy joked as I put on my "working clothes" for the first time.

"I feel so exposed like this," I said, as I tried to pull my tiny little skirt down a bit, which only exposed more of my torso.

"That's the whole idea, honey. You need to give them an idea of what they could have while still being covered up enough to avoid getting arrested. Although believe me, I've flashed my boobs on the road many, many, times. It's a good attention getter," Candy said with a laugh.

I didn't want to part company with my new companion but she had 671 more cocks to service, or whatever it was, so we hugged goodbye and I wondered if I would ever see her again as I drove off in the opposite direction.

We had agreed that it would be best not to work the same territory so I was moving on to nowhere in particular. Candy told me that I would need to get a fake ID from somewhere and suggested some places to look, but they all sounded pretty unsavory. Not surprising, I suppose, since I was looking for something illegal.

There was nothing criminal at all about what I was doing right now, just driving my car down the road, but I still felt like I was doing something wrong. It was embarrassing to be dressed as I was, but it also felt incredibly sexy. It was so strange to look at myself in the mirror and see the reflection of a totally hot chick. I doubted that I would ever really get comfortable with that, but at the moment my options seemed to be kind of limited.

I had some money in the bank, not a fortune, but enough to keep me going for a little while at any rate, and as long as I knew my PIN number I could take it out of any ATM without question. I wasn't anxious to sell my car but I knew I had to find a safe place to park it while I was out hitching and looked around for some place with weekly, or monthly rates for parking.

Not being married, I lived alone but I knew that my apartment wouldn't last long if I wasn't paying the rent on it, which seemed pretty pointless if I wasn't going to be there very often, so I decided to head back to my place one last time and clean out anything of real or sentimental value that I wanted to hang onto.

Fortunately I didn't have any pets that needed looking after and if my few puny plants died so be it. They would probably die anyway as I never seemed to have any luck growing things.

It was kind of sad to leave a bunch of stuff behind, but it's like when you move and you realize that you can't take everything with you. At the moment my old life as Mark Patterson, regional sales manager, was over and my new life as...well...what was I going to call myself? I thought about it for a moment and then I saw a packet of ketchup sitting on my kitchen counter from the fast food restaurant Wendy's and decided that Wendy was as good a name as any. In-N-Out would probably be more appropriate considering what I was about to embark on, but Wendy would suit me just fine for the time being.

I jotted down a quick note saying that I wouldn't be renewing my apartment, and that I had been called away suddenly and wouldn't be back and slipped it under the building manager's door. I told him to throw anything away he didn't want to keep for himself and left the key with the note. Then I left my home and got back behind the wheel of my car and drove off into the total unknown.


CHAPTER 4:

"Hey, thanks for the lift. I was beginning to wonder whether anyone was going to stop."

I really was thankful to be getting off my feet. I had been standing on the side of the road all day sticking my thumb out without any luck at all. Obviously just looking sexy wasn't any guarantee of success. Now that I was finally in a car with a man I was going to have to figure out how to get him to have sex with me. That proved to be much easier than getting a ride.

He was a middle-aged guy with a receding hairline that he tried to disguise by strategically combing his hair across his forehead. He was also a little paunchy, but I wasn't in any position to concern myself with a guy's appearance. All men looked pretty much alike to me anyway, so one guy was as unpleasant as another.

His name was Charlie and when he heard my name he immediately thought of the fast food chain.

"Oh, really? Well I'll bet your hot and juicy," he said with a sly grin. "You probably don't remember that slogan but that's what Wendy's used to say."

I didn't remember the slogan, but it was at least pretty obvious that he was interested in whatever I had on the menu. I figured that giving him a hand job would probably be the least distasteful thing I could do, but then I remembered what Candy had said. He needed to cum inside me, and I don't think she meant inside the palm of my hand.

"Say, all this talk of food is making me hungry. What say we stop somewhere and grab a bite to eat. My treat," Charlie said jovially.

"Sure, sounds good," I replied.

It was probably a good idea to take any free meal that I could get from now on and if we stopped it would make it easier to suggest that we fuck before hitting the road again. I had decided that letting him do me from behind would probably be my best bet. I've never known a man who didn't like humping a chick that way, and at least I wouldn't have to look at him while he was doing it. The idea of putting a man's penis in my mouth was making me lose my appetite entirely.

We stopped at the first fast food place that came up on the road. It wasn't a Wendy's, but I didn't give a shit what it was. Charlie was very friendly and talkative and I let him do most of the talking as I concentrated on my food. I don't know that I've ever concentrated on a meal quite that intently before.

When we finished eating we walked back to the car but Charlie stopped before opening the door.

"I always like to have a little desert after eating, don't you?" Charlie asked with a wink.

"Sure. What did you have in mind?" I asked.

"Well...just about anything you can dish up, sweetie, I'll have a sample," he smirked as he opened the back door.

I noticed that he had parked at the furthest end of the lot and now I understood why. Apparently he wanted to do it right there, which didn't matter to me in the least. I just crawled in the back seat and sat there on my hands and knees with my butt facing the open door. A moment later I could feel Charlie climbing in behind me and heard the door closing.

"Oh, you're a backdoor girl, are you?" said Charlie happily as he flipped up my skirt. "Now that is a sweet little ass you've got there baby. Now how do you want it?"

"Huh?"

"I mean which road should I take?"

"Oh, the normal one, I guess," I sort of stammered.

"That's fine with me. I'm a real meat and potatoes guy anyway."

I was wearing a thong under my skirt and Charlie happily pulled it down as far as he could get it in those cramped quarters. Then I heard the dreaded sound of his pants being undone and felt his grip on my hips as he jostled to get into position. A moment later his cock was sliding up into my pussy. It felt sort of like when Candy was fingering me, only a lot bigger and I wasn't in the same state of arousal.

"Fuck that's big," I said out loud without meaning to.

"Oh, yeah, baby. Big and hard and ready for action," Charlie announced proudly as he began to pump away at me.

I doubt if he was very big at all, but as this was the first penis I had ever had inside me it definitely felt pretty large. I had been taken by surprise, but I quickly realized that a man probably loved hearing that from a woman. Everyone wanted to think of themselves as well-hung, even if they were only average, or even a bit less.

Charlie was fucking me pretty hard and fast, and I'm guessing that the car was probably rocking, but the place had been almost empty when we got there, except for a couple of cars in the drive through so it wasn't too likely that anyone noticed, unless one of the employees was taking out the trash or stepping outside for a smoke break. Whatever. At least I was getting it done. Only 999 more to go, assuming that Charlie was able to complete his task.

He was, and in remarkably short time, thank God. I knew that he was shooting his wad but I couldn't really feel all that much while it was happening. When he pulled out I felt a little of his hot cum seeping out and knew that the deed was officially done.

Charlie offered to drive me the rest of the way to the destination I had chosen, but I told him that I thought I would just hang around here for a while and he didn't seem to mind at all. He had gotten what he hoped for and was probably anxious to just be on his way. He offered me a couple of bucks in case I got hungry waiting for a lift and I took it. I don't know whether that qualified as prostitution or not, since there was no talk of money before we had sex, but it didn't bother me taking his cash one way or the other. A cheap meal and a couple of dollars was a pretty good bargain for what he got in return I thought.

I tried hitching out in front of the restaurant, thinking that people would probably be slowing down to check the place out whether they pulled in or not and that it would be easy to see me. Unfortunately it was easy to see me from inside the place and a rather nervous young assistant manager came out and asked me to move along.

"Hey, I don't mind," said the uncomfortable kid. "But my manager is here and he said he'd call the police. He doesn't want prostitutes working on his property."

"I'm not a prostitute," I protested.

"It's not up to me, honey. You could come inside and sit there all day, as far as I'm concerned. I don't think I'd get tired of looking at you anytime soon, but my manager is a real tight ass and I've got to do what he says."

"That's cool. I appreciate you help," I said as I picked up my oversized handbag and started walking."

"If you're still here at nine when I get off my shift maybe we could grab a drink or something," the boy called after me.

"Yeah, maybe," I said with a wave.

I doubted that he was old enough to buy liquor but I appreciated the offer. It sure felt funny to be kicked out of someplace. A couple of days ago I was a respectable businessman. I ate at places like this all the time when I was on the road. I never thought about hitchhikers or prostitutes or anything like that. Maybe they were there but I never paid them any attention.

I suppose hitchhikers are sort of like panhandlers. Most people just try to ignore them and pass by as quickly as possible. Like if you don't make eye contact they don't really exist or something. It looked like it might be harder to do this than I had expected and wondered how I would ever get through this ordeal 999 more times.

Sometimes I walked for a while and sometimes I stopped. At one point I needed to take a piss and there wasn't any sort of a facility around so I just kind of walked off the road behind a little hill and pulled up my skirt. Realizing that it wasn't going to be quite as easy to piss in the open as it used to be I squatted down and let it rip on the ground below me. It was kind of gross and I wished that I had something to wipe myself up with when I remembered that there were some napkins stuffed in my handbag.

I dabbed at my vagina until I felt that I was reasonably dry and then put my thong back on and straighten my skirt. It was starting to get dark and I had no idea how far I was from any sort of town. I thought about walking back to the restaurant and taking that kid up on his offer, but I had come too far by now so I just kept pressing on. The dude probably lived with his parents anyway and wouldn't be able to put me up for the night or anything.

Eventually I came to a small motel and gladly forked over the money for a room. It wasn't nearly as nice as the one Candy and I had shared, and more importantly, Candy wasn't there, but it had a bed and that's all I wanted to see at the moment.

I thought about Candy and wondered where she was right now. I wondered whether she had more luck than I did. She certainly had the experience to know how to handle herself so she probably was doing fine, I thought. This was obviously a learn by doing kind of thing, and at least I had gotten past the first horrible hurdle without too much fuss or bother.

I tried not to think of it as having had sex with a man as much as having succeeded in lowering the tally by a notch. If I worked at it hard enough I could probably knock out a number of these in a day and that would bring the end about all the quicker. That's all that mattered. It didn't mean anything and I didn't feel anything. Sometimes you have to just grin and bear it, or in this case bare it.


CHAPTER 5:

"You might want to try the truck stop out on State 57," the desk clerk suggested when I checked out the next morning. "A cute little honey like you ought to do pretty good there. Most of the local lot lizards are kind of on the worn side, shall we say."

I had no idea what a lot lizard was but I figured it was probably a disparaging name for the kind of hooker who worked truck stops. Everybody seemed to think that I was a prostitute. Well, it wasn't all that surprising given my appearance. Skimpy clothes, no luggage, traveling alone on foot. I remembered what Candy had said about avoiding the cops and it definitely made sense now. I had a strange man's ID and credit cards in my purse and no good explanation for why they were there. They'd probably assume that I had stolen them. I'd always heard that girls had it easier with the police because they could just start crying, but this wasn't like a routine traffic stop. They'd probably try to throw the book at me while they figured out whether I had killed Mark Patterson or just stolen all his shit. The fact that Mark Patterson had just dropped off the face of the earth wasn't going to make things any easier for me if I was pressed for answers.

I set out on the road again with no particular destination in mind, except that I thought I had better avoid that truck stop. I wasn't desperate for money yet and I didn't need to get in any legal trouble if someone made the usual assumption about my line of work.

Luck seemed to be on my side that day as a car pulled over pretty soon after I had started looking for a ride and a young man rolled down the passenger window and called me over.

"How much for the both of us?" the guy asked with a huge smile.

"What?" I stammered back.

"How much to fuck both of us," the young man said for clarification.

"Hey, I'm just looking for a ride," I replied.

"Well we got plenty for you to ride on right here, baby," the driver called out as he leaned towards the open window.

They looked like they were both in their early to mid-twenties and I sort of suspected that they had been drinking, even though it was pretty early in the morning.

"Look, if you want a ride hop in. We can haggle over the details as we go," suggested the passenger.

Since they obviously both wanted to fuck me, and I didn't care about the money, it seemed like a good idea to get in. It might be a chance to kill two birds with one stone. The passenger got out and opened the back door for me, but I soon discovered that it wasn't an act of chivalry as he hopped in the back beside me as we drove off.

"Man, oh, man, you're a hot piece of ass," said the passenger, whose name I would later discover was Joe.

"Thanks," I said as I tried to figure out the logistics of how this might work.

"How far are you going?" asked Willy, the driver.

"Just to Barkerville, if you're going that far," I said.

"Yeah, we can go that far but it all depends on far you're willing to go," Joe snickered as if he had just penned the wittiest comeback line in history.

"How about fifty bucks for the pair of us?" Willy suggested hopefully.

"We've both got really big cocks," Joe chimed in, as if that would sweeten the deal.

"Jesus, fifty bucks a piece, maybe, as long as you took me all the way to Barkerville," I shot back, my old salesman instincts refusing to let me make a terrible deal.

They pooled their resources and found that they only had $82 and change, which I reluctantly agreed to. I was willing to fuck them both for free, but I wasn't about to sell myself short since they had brought up the money thing in the first place.

"Should I do Joe first since he's already back here?" I asked.

"We want to do you at the same time," said Willy.

"Then who's going to drive the fucking car?" I shot back. "I'm in a hurry to get where I'm going."

"Well show us your tits first at least," said Joe.

"Fine," I replied as I pulled off my top and revealed my braless breasts.

Joe started pawing my boobs immediately. He kind of rubbed circles around them with his hand before squeezing them rather roughly.

"Oh, man, you got to feel these titties, bro. They're absolutely real," Joe informed his companion.

"Let me grab a feel," said Joe as he reached back and tried to tweak my nipple.

"Keep your eyes on the road," I instructed sternly. "You'll get your chance."

I had planned to get on my knees again and turn my back to Joe but apparently he had other ideas. I hadn't even noticed him unfastening his pants but when I turned to look at him I could see that he had pulled his dick out and was sporting a rather massive erection.

"Look at that nice big cock, baby," said Joe proudly as he gently stroked himself. "I'll bet you never saw a cock as big and thick as that before."

"Get real, asshole. You think that bitch hasn't seen a big cock before?" Willy chuckled from the front seat. "She probably had three of them for breakfast. One in each hole."

I was a little freaked out by Joe's large member. I had never seen such a big cock in the flesh, not that I had a lot of experience seeing other men's cocks. It was kind of scary the way it twitched and throbbed in his hand, but it was also kind of hypnotic. I had no idea how to give head so I tried to think about the exquisite job Candy had done on me, hoping that I could sort of emulate her technique. As it turned out no technique was required.

"Well what are you waiting for, bitch? Get down there and suck it," Joe laughed as he pushed my head down on his pulsating hard on.

From that point on Joe pretty much just face fucked me. He kept my head bobbing up and down while I tried not to gag, although apparently gagging was what he was hoping for. That was the ultimate statement of his manhood that he was so big he could make a hooker gag.

"So how is she?" Willy asked as he tried to shoot a glance over the seat.

"Fucking fantastic, dude! This little whore was just born to suck, and that's the truth," Joe replied happily.

"Well hurry up man, I'm hard as a rock up here. I want my turn," Willy insisted.

I was making all sorts of ugly gurgling and slurping noises but it only seemed to inspire Joe to try and shove a little more of his telephone pole down my throat. Maybe it was just as well that he took away my control of the situation since I had no idea what I was doing anyway and after a while I got the hang of letting his stick go pretty deep inside me. When he started to cum he made sure and kept my head down so that I'd have to swallow, which of course was the whole point of why I was doing this in the first place, but he had no way of knowing that.

Then it was Willy's turn so Joe took the wheel and I took Willy's...willy, after he had a chance to paw my breasts for a little while first. Willy was no less well-endowed than his buddy, so at least they were honest men on that account, and he was no less aggressive either. I think he was pretty aroused by all the action going on behind him so he didn't last too long and I was finally able to sit up and take a breather.

Suddenly the car stopped and Willy reached over me and opened the door by my side. I was just picking up my top and getting ready to put it back on when I realized that they were expecting me to get out.

"Okay, bitch, this is as far as you go," said Willy rather flatly.

"Hey, we had a deal," I reminded him. "You're supposed to take me to Barkerville."

"Well, we ain't going to Barkerville so get your ass out of the car," said Joe. "What are you going to do? Call the cops?"

That caused them to both laugh hysterically as Willy literally used his foot to push me out of the car and onto the side of the road. I had my top in my hand and I was able to grab my purse as I fell, but there I sat, naked from the waist up, fuming with rage and dying of shame.

"You got your money whore. What more do you want?" said Willy as he slammed the door in my face.

As they tore off down the road I could hear one of them yelling out the window.

"Fucking whore! You weren't worth the money!"

I couldn't hear their laughter but I knew they were probably both laughing their fool heads off right now. Their utter contempt for me had been obvious from the start, but their insane lust for me had gotten the better of them. Now that they had used me they needed to feel good about themselves again. It was really sad and pathetic and I wasn't sure whether I felt more sorry for them or for myself. I got 82 bucks out of the deal and got to cross two more numbers off my list.

Their collective sperm was already in my stomach but I spat on the ground symbolically, as if to drive out their filthy seed. Then I put my top back on, sprayed my mouth with breath freshener, and stuck out my thumb.


CHAPTER 6:

As the days went by my luck varied from moment to moment. I hitched my way back to my car and got a welcome change of clothes, paid for some more storage time, and started hitching again.

22 men had made a deposit in me in a little over a month, which didn't seem like too bad a pace. Some days the rides just weren't there, or the drivers weren't interested in sex, or I just didn't feel like peddling my ass on the highway and went to the movies instead.

I know Candy said to avoid turning tricks while hitching, but I never turned down the money if it was offered. The fact that I was a whore caused me absolutely no grief or concern, aside from the fear of being arrested. This wasn't me anyway. This was some creature that had been conjured up to take my place for some absurd and probably evil reason. If Wendy was a hooker, so what? It wasn't the goal but the money came in handy. Honestly it was better to get paid for it if I had to have sex with men. The act was bad enough. Why not get some compensation for it?

In truth the act wasn't always all that bad. The first time I had an orgasm while fucking a guy in a car I worried that something was mentally wrong with me. I feared that I was becoming gay or something, but then I realized that it was all just a matter of friction. Even the straightest guy in the world would probably get off if he was tied up while another guy stroked him. Put enough friction in the right location and nature takes its course. I had a cock filling me up and rubbing me hard for quite a while and eventually I started to cum. I tried not to attach any significance to it. It was just another form of compensation, in a way. If I had to do it better not to hate every second of it.

Sometimes I even tried to get into it. My life was an endless sequence of attempting to get men to fuck me and I always dressed the part and tried to act the part as well. I was getting fairly good at inventing sob stories if it seemed like the guy was reluctant to let me in the car, and there was no point in being shy once I was in. I'd say about half of the time the guy made the suggestion and the other half I had to introduce the concept of sex.

A guy's personality had some influence on how good or bad the experience was, although not always exactly in the way you might expect. If a guy was nice, and polite, and respectful it made it easier to try and make the experience more pleasant for him, but sometimes those crude bastards who treated me like a whore, whether I was charging them anything or not, could be kind of exciting. I could think of myself in the third person, as that slut Wendy, and sort of revel in being the ultimate bad girl.

With sex on the agenda the whole time it was kind of hard not to be caught up in it sometimes. I think that's only natural. Sometimes it felt kind of good to be touched and groped and poked, and other times it seemed kind of disgusting. My new body was definitely very sensitive and responsive to touch so sometimes I couldn't help but feel some kind of arousal, even if I didn't want to.

Even though I had only been at it for about a month I was feeling kind of burned out and thought I needed to take a little break. The logical solution seemed to be to try and find a job and a cheap place to live near work. I could make some legitimate money, have a place to crash at night, and go out on my days off and hitch if I wanted to, as long as I made sure that I could get back in time for work.

I found a little town off of the Interstate that seemed pretty mellow and low-key. There was a cafe near one of the off ramps, which seemed to provide a fairly steady flow of customers, and a dingy old hotel that rented rooms by the week. The room didn't have a TV but there was a coffee shop nearby that had Wi-Fi and I had retrieved my laptop computer from my car so I could at least stay connected to the Internet that way.

When I went to apply for a job at the cafe I was met by the formidable Mavis Cartwright. She looked like a Mavis Cartwright to me. She looked like she might have been one of those pioneer ladies who came across the desert in a covered wagon years ago. I started to go into my prepared speech but she was having none of it.

"Look, sweetie, I don't need to hear your sad story. I've heard a million of them and they always have something to do with a man. It seems like pretty young girls like you are always having trouble with men, but I suppose that's just the way things are. Do you have any experience as a waitress?"

"Not much," I mumbled.

"Of course not," said Mavis with a grunt. "Well you are very pretty, and that might get you by as long as you don't break a lot of dishes or spill hot coffee on the customers. I like to hire pretty girls because it brings in the traveling salesmen and business types who stop here more for the company than for the food, which is not to say that the food ain't any good."

I knew that scenario perfectly well. The places with the cute waitresses always did the best business along the routes I traveled, regardless of what the food was like. A pretty girl to flirt with was often the only redeeming feature of some business trips.

So I was given a uniform and became a waitress. Being the new girl I generated a fair amount of interest and a generous amount of tips that I'm sure were not because of the stellar service I was providing. Even so I did try really hard to be good at the job and got the hang of it pretty quickly. The crowd was divided into three main groups. You had the steady business travelers who came by whenever they were in the area, the travelers who were just passing through and wanted a place to eat, and the locals who tended to come on their own regular schedules.

I may not have been hitching at the moment but I sure spent a lot of time on my feet and once again learned the value of quality footwear. Whenever I had a break I just wanted to sit down somewhere for a few minutes and relax. When I worked the late night shift it was a little easier. Mavis wasn't hovering around for one thing so I could sit at the counter if it wasn't busy, or even sit with the customers, if they asked me to and I felt like it. That was more of a pie and coffee crowd, too, which made taking orders especially easy. Since I didn't have anywhere special to be I was happy to take those late shifts whenever I could get them.

An interesting feature of working at that cafe was meeting the other waitresses, who I assume were all real women from birth, although I had absolutely no way of knowing that for sure. I was pleased and surprised at how easily they accepted me as one of their own, but then of course they had no reason to know that I wasn't.

When two of the girls, June and Beverly, asked me if I'd like to go out and have a beer with them I was happy to tag along. It was a pretty lonely existence having left everyone I knew behind so the chance to make some new friends was hard to pass up.


CHAPTER 7:

"So what do you gals do for fun around here?" I asked as we sat at the bar at Jake's Place having a beer.

"Drink," said June.

"And fuck," Beverly added with a giggle.

"Of course you'd say that," June teased. "You're such a big slut."

"Look who's talking!" Beverly fired back.

"No, really, we're pretty much doing the entertainment highpoint right now," June said with a sigh. "Unless you've got a road trip boyfriend."

"What's that?" I asked.

"You know, one of these business types who makes frequent stops in town," said June. "If one of them takes a fancy to you they'll probably invite you to spend some time in a bigger town like Stanton or White Falls. They'll take you to a fancy restaurant and maybe go dancing or something afterwards. Then it's back to their nice hotel room, usually paid for by an expense account, and..."

"And they fuck your brains out," Beverly giggled again.

"Once you've been with a guy a couple of times you can usually work a little shopping trip into the mix if you're not too extravagant," June added, while ignoring Beverly completely.

"Unfortunately it's not your ticket out of here," Beverly chimed in. "They're usually married and no matter how much they talk about leaving their wives it's never going to happen. You're just a pleasant diversion on an otherwise boring business trip, which if fine with me, as long as I have a good time."

"Or get some new bling out of the deal," June said as she poked Beverly with her finger.

"Shut up! You're more of a whore than I am. What did you have to do to get that bracelet around your wrist that you're always flaunting?"

"Nothing you haven't done for a beer and bag of potato chips," said June as both girls laughed.

It was kind of funny to hear these girls calling each other whores when I really doubted that either one of them had ever turned tricks for money, but it sort of sounded like they didn't mind thinking of sex in transactional terms. I had a feeling that if I told them I had actually done prostitution they would have been horrified, even though they thought nothing of screwing a guy for a bracelet or a night on the town.

I guess the biggest difference was choice. If they really didn't like a guy they probably would never agree to go out with him, let alone have sex. In my situation I pretty much had to take any cock I could get, and if there was money involved, so much the better. It was hard to imagine actually "choosing" to be with a guy for any reason, but they were real girls so it was only natural for them.

"I just got here. I'm not all that anxious to leave," I interjected.

"You will be soon enough, sweetie. Trust me. This is a dead end highway. With your looks and figure you could probably go just about anywhere you wanted to go," said June, possibly a little enviously.

"Yeah, with a cute guy to take you there," Beverly chimed in.

One unexpected consequence of my new association was the fact that they knew exactly where to get very convincing fake identification. Drinking was definitely the local sport of choice and most of these girls had been faking their age since high school to get a hold of booze. Since I was a friend of Beverly's I even got a really nice discount. It probably wouldn't hold up to the closest scrutiny but it was definitely better than nothing.

There was nothing unique or remarkable about the waitresses I worked with, but I genuinely liked them and I liked being one of them. I had picked up some more "normal" clothes so that I wouldn't look like a hooker all the time and even started wearing a bra.

Fortunately my complexion was good so I didn't mess around trying to goop a bunch of makeup on my face but I learned how to do my lips and a little something to my eyes quick enough. The other girl's were always full of tips about some new lip gloss they were trying or some other cosmetic thing that supposedly worked wonders and they always wanted me to try it so I let them slap the stuff on while carefully observing the application technique.

The really funny thing was that they all took me for some kind of a shy virgin, or something, because I never seemed to be going out with any men, and I never even talked about guys unless I was absolutely forced to. I had probably fucked more men in a month than most of those gals had done in their entire life, but the circumstances of my copulations made it imprudent to mention.

Of course that meant that they felt it was their womanly duty to get me laid so I had to keep coming up with excuses to politely decline their suggestions. God knows I got propositioned enough at work or when I was out with the girls, but there was nothing to be gained by fornicating off the record, and as my free time was increasingly being taken up by hanging out with my new friends I hadn't done any hitching since I got here.

On the bright side, since my overhead was so incredibly low between my salary and tips I was banking a reasonable amount of cash. Even so I wasn't getting any closer to getting my manhood back so the next time I had a day off I decided to hit the road again.

Not having as many chances these days I wanted to make sure that I got results so I dressed in an extra-slutty outfit. I had on my skin-tight hot pants, with no panties on, and on top the only thing I wore was my denim jacket, with absolutely nothing underneath. I left it unfastened, which covered up my nipples and wouldn't be too obscene as long as I didn't do much bouncing around. and since the only thing I'd be likely to be bouncing around on was some guy's dick modesty was not likely to be a concern. Besides, I could always fasten it up quickly if a cop came by and no one would ever know that I had nothing on under my coat.

It actually felt kind of good to be dressed like this again and out on the open highway. That girl who worked at the cafe was just a disguise I was wearing temporarily. This was the real Wendy. The fiendish slut who preyed on unsuspected men and drained them of their sticky essence. As she stuck out her thumb and struck a sexy pose on the side of the road it didn't take long for a car to pull up.

"Where are you headed?" asked the driver.

"Oh, just down the road a ways," I replied.

"Hop in. It's too hot to be out walking."

"Thanks," I said as I climbed in the passenger seat before we pulled back out onto the road and drove away.


CHAPTER 8:

My benefactor was a very clean-cut-businessman-looking type named Randall. He had the crisp appearance of someone who dressed to impress. I guessed that he was in his mid to late thirties. He kind of reminded me of someone I had seen on TV but I couldn't remember the name of the show.

"I guess you must have dressed in a hurry this morning," said Randall after we had made our introductions and chatted a little.

"What do you mean?" I asked.

"Looks like you forgot to put on a shirt," he joked.

"Does that bother you?"

"Not at all. I'm just sorry you didn't forget to put on a jacket too," he replied with a grin.

"That can be easily remedied," I said as I pulled the front of my jacket open enough that my boobs were now fully exposed. "Is that better?"

"If you're comfortable that way I'm not going to complain," he replied.

As we continued to drive I began to casually touch my breasts, letting my fingers run circles around my areola. Randall managed to keep his eyes on the road for the most part but he did glance in my direction as often as he thought safe.

"You look familiar. Haven't we met before?" Randall inquired.

"That's kind of an old line don't you think?" I teased.

"No, I mean it. I've got a good memory for faces."

"I'm impressed that you can be thinking of my face right now."

"Don't you work at that cafe back there by the interchange?"

"So what if I do?"

"I stopped there one evening a couple of weeks ago. I ordered coffee and you recommended the apple pie so I tried it. It was very good, by the way."

"You do have quite the memory, don't you?" I said, feeling a little uncomfortable that he actually had recognized me.

"Well I'm sure I'll remember you more now for this ride than for your pie recommendation."

"Did I give you good service?"

"Absolutely."

"Perhaps I could provide you with some other little service," I said as I rested my hand on his lap and felt the hardness under his pants.

"Perhaps you could. But I would have to wonder why in the world you would want to do that."

"Maybe I'm just horny and bored and tired of serving pie and coffee. Can't a girl just like having a little adventure?"

"That all makes perfectly good sense to me but I think I should pull over. I'd much rather give you my undivided attention."

Randall pulled the car over and parked. I was ready to blow him right where we were but he suggested that get in the back, so we did. Instead of immediately whipping out his cock, as I expected him to do, he just sat next to me while we kissed and he touched my breasts. I had virtually never kissed a man, except maybe a quick peck on the cheek before I hopped out of his car. It was the first time since I had kissed Candy back in the motel room that I had felt any...I don't know...connection with someone, and that frightened me a little. When his hand moved from my boobs to my inner thigh and I felt him tracing the outline of my pussy with his fingers through the cloth of my pants I grabbed his head and kissed him even harder.

Foreplay was never part of my routine as my goal was to get in, get 'em hard, and get the hell out as quickly as possible. Randall seemed to have his own routine and different goals and I felt sort of powerless to stop him, though I knew I needed to come back to my senses and get this thing over with as quickly as possible.

To that end I reluctantly stopped kissing him and managed to unfasten his pants. As I pulled out his rather impressive hard on I felt him tugging at my tight shorts and I had to finish the task of peeling them off my body.

I was still planning on just leaning over and sucking him off but Randall spread his legs open wide and lifted me up so that I was sitting on his lap facing him, my legs also spread ridiculously wide and kind of draped over his. There wasn't a ton of room in that backseat but we managed to squeeze into position somehow anyway.

I raised up my hips and Randall held his rigid member in place as I lowered myself back down and felt myself pegged by his hardness. Then I began the process of rising and falling all over again, although this time anchored snugly by his erection. My tits were basically in his face as I worked myself up and down on his lap and he didn't fail to notice, I assure you. Off came my jacket and I suddenly realized that I was completely naked, except for my shoes. That was something that had never happened before.

Randall was fully dressed, aside from the slot we had created to let his cock roam free, and I suddenly wished that I could see his body. I let my hands run all over his chest and arms and he felt pretty firm and a bit muscular, not that I should have cared about that in the least.

I felt rather small, and light as a feather, as I bounced merrily up and down on his dick, faster and faster, while moaning louder and louder. Sometimes I stopped bouncing for a bit and kind of rocked back and forth while grinding on his pelvis, then it was back to bouncing some more.

"Fuck that feels good," I said out loud without thinking.

"Then keep doing it," he suggested. "I want you to feel good. I want you to feel great."

My feeling good wasn't the point of the exercise but I sort of appreciated the fact that he was concerned about my level of enjoyment. Whether I was charging money or not men tended to see me as a whore who was simply there to gratify their carnal desires. I don't really blame them. What kind of girl hitches a ride with a stranger and then tries to blow them within five minutes of getting in the car? I didn't exactly play hard to get.

Of course all of that was true in this case. I couldn't wait to flash my tits once I was seated and tried to steer the conversation in a sexual direction, as I always did. It shouldn't have made any difference at all that this guy took a little longer to get his prick out. If anything that should have annoyed me.

"Why don't you cum," I moaned with a mixture of wonder and exasperation.

"Ladies first," he replied.

Oh, Jesus, he was waiting for me to cum? That could be a long wait. It wasn't something that I usually experienced with a man. I figured that I might have to fake it but as I was actually having a pretty terrific time I didn't rush into my act. As it turned out I didn't have to.

When the orgasm start to hit me I was completely surprised by the intensity of it. Candy had definitely made me cum, and I think I had sort of gotten off a couple of times on the road, when things just kind of lined up just right, but there was no doubt in my mind what was happening to me now in the backseat of this man's car.

"Oh, fuck, baby, oh, fuck...yes...yes...YES! Oh, God...give me more...more...please...shit, I don't think I can take any more!"

I was whimpering and jabbering like a complete idiot. My mouth hung wide open and I think I might have actually been drooling. Breath was coming in hard, irregular, spurts and I felt like I had to kiss Randall or I would die, or something. Apparently he had the same idea as his lips found mine and our tongues interlocked in serious probing.

Why didn't I want to stop? I was done. I had finished. When you cum you wipe off your dick and go get something to eat. I just kept riding and grinding and bouncing for some reason. What the hell was wrong with this guy? Didn't he know how to ejaculate?

I discovered soon enough that he had no problem ejaculating as he began to pump his seed into my snatch. I was relieved, but surprisingly less anxious to climb off his dick and get on my way than I had anticipated. Even after I was pretty sure I had taken every drop that he had to offer I just sat on his cock and kissed him or rested my head on his chest, still trying to remember how to breathe and how to think.

"That was really wonderful," I confessed softly while my head gently rubbed against his shoulder.

"Yes, it was. You're truly amazing," Randall said as he gently stroked my hair.

"I don't know about that," I replied, soaking up the compliment anyway.

We just stayed that way for the longest time and I could even feel his penis starting to go back to normal, which was kind of sad in a way. That hard monster had been quite delightful to perch on.

"So where did you want me to take you, exactly?" Randall asked.

"Oh, if you could just take me back where you found me that would be great," I told him. "I think I just want to go home and take a shower."

I had been tempted to tell him to take me wherever he was going, but between walking out in the sun and being fucked hard in the car I really did need a shower, and the thought of jumping in someone's else's car and sucking them off didn't sound all that appealing at the moment.

"I'll definitely have to make a point of stopping by the cafe for some more coffee and pie," Randall said before I got out of the car, roughly where he had picked me up.

"Do that," I suggested.

I then leaned over to give him a quick kiss but things heated up again almost immediately and I was afraid that I'd never get out of there so I dragged myself away and started heading for home.


CHAPTER 9:

Perhaps it was inevitable that something like this would happen. My hitchhiking lifestyle was inherently charged with erotic energy. Just putting on revealing clothing and going out in public to literally flaunt myself on the street tended to put me in a pretty sexy frame of mind. Just being in a hot female body made me feel sexy, even if I was just hanging out with friends or working at the cafe.

The danger of standing on the street, so exposed and vulnerable, waiting for the next strange man to come along and pick me up, added an element of risk that could be pretty exciting. And once I was in the car my total being was focused on seducing the driver.

I was a creature that appeared to have been created for one purpose, and one purpose only...to fuck as many men as quickly as I could. As long as I stuck to that plan I was doing pretty well. It was a hard, lonely, life but I knew what I had to do. Unfortunately once I had taken this detour and started living more like any normal female might have lived I had felt increasingly like I belonged in that universe. I was accepted at face value and nobody knew the truth about me. Being a waitress may have seemed like a step down from being a regional sales manager, and my new home was nothing like my old apartment, but I had learned to be comfortable, and maybe even happy here.

I had kind of come to think of myself as a woman named Wendy who worked in this small town and went out for beers with her girlfriends on our off hours. While I doubt that my friends would ever have been bold enough to jump in a car and start fucking a stranger, I knew that they would understand what I had felt while I was in the throes of passion. I'm sure that they would have thought that Randall was very attractive and jumped at the chance to be with him. They wouldn't understand that it would have been gay for me to think about his looks at all.

My mistake had been letting Randall take the lead. Once he started all that kissing and hugging stuff I had to admit that it felt pretty much like making out had always felt. It was like when I kissed Candy I realized that it didn't matter what body I was in, kissing still felt basically the same. And in many ways I've often found kissing to be more intimate than fucking. I guess it's that whole face-to-face at close range thing.

And Randall was a good kisser. And he was a good conversationalist. And he was big, and strong, and obviously knew his way around a woman's body, but he didn't spend his whole time bragging about it, and he could be incredibly gentle as well as ruggedly virile. He was a different kind of man than I usually ran into and I wasn't prepared to handle that. The fact that I hadn't had any sex for some time probably also made me unusually receptive to stimulation.

And then there was the orgasm. It was incredible and sensational and better than anything I had ever felt before, but I was pretty sure that I could accomplish the same thing with a dildo if I really wanted to. As I've said before, it's just a matter of friction. Rubbing the right parts the right way. It's an involuntary reaction, really. So I happened to cum really hard while riding on his dick, and at the time I probably gave him more credit for that than he deserved. I was the one doing the riding. He probably could have just been a cucumber and I would have gotten the same reaction.

Fortunately he was just some random guy passing through town. It wasn't like someone I worked with, or one of the locals who I'd be bound to bump into all the time. Even if he did stop by the cafe again sometime there was a good chance that I wouldn't be working at that exact moment, or that I'd be busy with other customers and someone else would serve him. If I put him out of my mind in no time at all he would just be number 23. A guy who brought me one step closer to my goal.

On my next day off I hit the road again and got extremely lucky. I nailed three guys in one day, all quick blow jobs, and got my tally up to 26. I did end up having to walk about three miles to finally get home, but three different loads of cum was definitely worth walking three miles to acquire.

I worried a little about hitching so close to where I lived and worked. I don't think Mavis would be too pleased if she happened to drive by and saw my boobs hanging out of my jacket. Plus I really didn't want to develop a reputation with the locals. Some of those guys were all over me all of the time. As long as everyone thought I was some uptight virgin I was okay, but if word got around that I cruised the highway sucking cock I'd probably have to quit my job and move somewhere else, which I wasn't in a hurry to do just yet.

If I was going to hitch while living in this town I should probably get my car and drive to some other location and use that as the hub for my hitching. As long as I stayed within a reasonable radius of my car I could always get home in plenty of time for work. It would actually save me some money because there was plenty of free parking behind the hotel where I lived and I'd have access to more of my clothes and stuff.

It was easy enough to retrieve my car. I just had one of the girls from the cafe drive me to the parking garage where it was stored. They seemed a little surprised that I had such a nice car just collecting dust in some garage, but I explained that I hadn't planned on staying in my current location as long as I had but that the place had grown on me. I think that may have seemed even harder to comprehend, but I had my car back and nobody asked a lot of questions about it. It just meant that I ended up driving my friends around.

I had figured that staying in this hick town would drive me crazy in no time and that I'd be out of there soon enough without needing to make any sort of a plan about when to depart, but it really had grown on me. The slower pace of life actually felt kind of relaxing, rather than boring. Everybody was very friendly. It was just keeping me from hitching as much as I needed to, and that was a problem.

When Randall walked into the cafe one night when I was working rather late I knew that I had a bigger problem because I felt my pulse immediately begin to race and my heart pounding and it wasn't from the physical exertion of carrying a tray full of plates or something. I'm not entirely sure but I think my knees may have even knocked together, like some kind of a cartoon character. In any event I felt a little wobbly and stuck my hand out to lean on the counter as he took a seat right next to me.

"Well, hello, again," said Randall cheerfully. "What looks good tonight?"

"What?" I mumbled like an idiot, thinking that he looked pretty darn good in a tight sport shirt that showed off his firm chest rather nicely.

"Should I go for the apple pie again, or do you have another suggestion?"

I wanted to suggest that he get the hell out of here and never come back, but I equally wanted to suggest that he stop talking and bend me over the counter and fuck me senseless. Instead I told him that we still had some cheesecake that was pretty good, if he was into that.

He ordered the cheesecake and I tried desperately to make it look like I was busy, which was hard to do since the place was pretty much empty except for the staff.

"What are you doing?" asked Angie, the only other waitress on duty at the moment. "That guy is gorgeous, and he's obviously flirting with you."

"I think he just wants to eat and be left alone," I replied. "He's just likes coffee and dessert."

"Now that's why you never get laid, honey. You need to learn how to read a man better than that. I'm sure he likes coffee but the kind of dessert he's looking for is walking around here, not sitting on his plate. Go talk to him!"

"How's the cheesecake?" I asked lamely as I went and stood on the other side of the counter from where he was seated.

"It's fantastic. I'm usually kind of finicky about cheesecake but I'd put this up with some of the best deli cheesecake in New York," he replied.

"Is that where you're from originally?" I inquired politely.

"No, I actually grew up not too far from here but my company has an office in New York and I have to go there from time-to-time. Just part of the job I guess. When I tell people that I have to travel a lot for my work they always sound jealous, but work travel is not like a vacation. You're either dining with someone you have to impress or your eating alone, usually after everything's closed."

"You got that right," I said absent-mindedly.

"You've had some experience with business travel?" Randall asked.

"Ah...well...yeah, I've done a little of that, I guess."

"I'm sorry. I didn't mean that to be an awkward question."

"That's okay. That was just another...lifetime ago," I told him with a slight smile.

"So what time do you get off tonight?" asked Randall.

"Oh, not for a long time. We stay open late," I told him.

"No we don't, we're going to start closing in about 15 minutes," said Angie. "And you can take off right now, honey. There's no one in the joint. I've got it covered."

"Thanks a lot," I said to Angie, trying not to sound as pissed off as I was.

"It's a lovely night. I thought we could go for a drive. I've got the convertible so we could put the top down if you liked," suggested Randall.

"If she doesn't want to go I will," said Angie, only partly in jest.

"No...I'll go," I said softly, as if I had just volunteered for some extremely hazardous mission.

In a way I knew that it was more hazardous than anything I had done but I felt resigned to my fate. I went to clock out and pick up my things and walked out of the cafe and into the passenger seat of his red convertible sports car as we sped off into the night, the stars shining brightly overhead while butterflies churned at my insides.


CHAPTER 10:

"It's such a beautiful night I was thinking that we might go up to the lake," said Randall as we sped along.

I had learned from some of the girls that "the lake" was a rather notorious make out spot. It was really just kind of an oversized pond, but everyone called it a lake anyway. Apparently the locals had used it as a lover's lane for as long as anyone could remember. I'd never been there but Randall obviously had, and if he grew up around here he obviously knew its reputation.

"Why not? I've never been to the lake," I told him honestly. "I've heard about it, though."

"Well, I hope you're not disappointed. It's not the most scenic place in the world but there is something kind of magical about the way the moon shimmers on the water on a night like this."

Magical wasn't always good, I thought. It was magical when I got a BJ from a hitchhiker and she turned me into a whore that had to service 1,000 cocks. The only magic I was interested in now was the spell that turned me back into the man I really was, instead of a man pretending to be a woman going to a make out spot with another man.

There was a parking area, that already had a couple of cars with very steamed up windows so we parked on the other side of the lot. Randall suggested that we get out and walk down to the lake so I was spared the uncomfortable and inevitable moment where he made his move for at least a short time. Apparently we really were going to the lake. It wasn't just an excuse to get in my pants as quickly as possible.

The moon was full enough to illuminate the scene rather nicely, and I had to admit that it looked pretty shimmering on the water, just as he said it would. I felt very young being in a place like this at night. When I was a kid there was a canyon road that everyone drove up with their dates. It was also a place where stoners went to get high. I had taken a few girls up there and usually got something for my trouble. I had a feeling that Randall would be able to say the same once this night was through.

We sat in a little clearing under a tree that had a view of the rather rickety old pier. Apparently it had been built for fishing but there was some debate about whether the lake had ever contained any fish or not.

"Some people just like the idea of fishing," Randall explained. "It's not really important to them whether they actually catch anything. They just enjoy the ritual, I suppose."

"And the excuse to drink beer all day," I joked.

"That, too. People around here do seem to enjoy that pastime quite a bit. I'm sorry, should we have stopped and picked something up?"

"No, I wasn't dropping any hints," I said with a laugh. "I may be a lot of things but I'm not that big of a lush."

"That's intriguing. What kind of things are you?"

"Well, a slut, for one thing, but you already know that," I replied.

"I never thought that about you."

"Well, maybe you should. What would you call a woman who dresses like a hooker and lets strange men fuck her in the back of their car?" I asked pointedly.

"I don't know. Bored, horny, frustrated, curious, adventurous, maybe some combination of those things and others I haven't thought of. Just because a woman is open about her sexuality and expresses it aggressively hardly makes her a slut in my book."

"I'll have to read your book sometime because I tend to just think of myself as a slut," I said with a slight chuckle.

"So if you're a slut for getting in my car and having sex with a strange man, what does it make me, since I let you into my car and had sex with a strange woman?"

"A typical horny male."

"I think I'd rather be a slut."

"Okay. You're a slut. We're both a couple of sluts," I said with a shrug.

"Do you want to go in?" he suddenly asked.

"What, you mean the water?"

"Yeah. We used to come up here and go skinny-dipping sometimes. As I recall the water was usually pretty nice," he said.

"Well, okay...I guess so," I said slightly apprehensively.

It seemed kind of silly but I was in sort of a weird mood anyway so why not go for a swim? We both peeled off our clothes rather quickly and I got to see Randall's naked body for the first time, which was just as impressive as I had pictured it. Then we ran like a couple of dumb kids down to the shore and jumped straight into the water.

"You big liar!" I practically screamed. "It's fucking freezing!"

"It is a bit colder than I remembered," he admitted.

"And we don't have any towels," I pointed out. "We're going to die of hypothermia or something."

"Wait a minute. I think I've got a blanket in the trunk of my car."

"Well don't just stand there talking about it. Go get it!" I demanded.

Randall waded for the shore as fast as he could and then sprinted, buck naked, up to the parking lot. I laughed out loud, in spite of my misery, it was all just too absurd and surreal. When he came racing back he held the blanket open in his outstretched arms and I made a dash for it. He quickly wrapped me up and began to towel me off thoroughly.

"Aren't you freezing?" I asked.

"I'm freezing my ass off," he replied.

"Well get in the blanket, stupid. There's room enough for the both of us."

We got on the ground and sort of enveloped ourselves in the blanket like a cocoon. We were both still shivering but I could feel some warmth coming back to my skin as we pressed up against each other and hugged tightly.

"I guess that was a pretty dumb idea," said Randall.

"Probably. But watching you race nude to the car and back sort of made it all worthwhile," I told him. "You could have wrapped the blanket over yourself before you came back you know."

"I was too cold to think clearly," he said with a laugh.

"You have a really nice body, by the way. I'm glad I finally got to see it even if it was under less than ideal circumstances."

"You have a really nice body, too."

"Nice and warm at any rate."

When we started to kiss under that blanket I sort of forgot about how cold I was or that I was still kind of wet. It just seemed to happen so naturally and spontaneously. We just looked at each other and knew that we should be kissing.

"Your nipples are incredibly hard right now," Randall commented as he touched my breasts.

"The cold water had something to do with that I think," I chuckled.

"Unfortunately cold water is not great for a man's penis."

"Then I'll just have to bring it back to life I guess," I said as I grabbed his prick and began to stroke it.


CHAPTER 11:

We were even more confined by the blanket than we had been in the backseat of his car, but it didn't seem to matter that much. He managed to find my pussy with his hand while I continued to stroke him into hardness and we just kissed and touched each other until he was ready for action.

We were both sitting on our knees, kind of huddled together, so he turned me around and I tried to wiggle my ass into position but Randall had to grab his dick and get it lined up properly. Then I could sit back down and feel that wonderful sensation of being impaled on his cock, only this time facing away from him.

While I rode him he sort of alternated between playing with my tits and rubbing my clit, which drove me absolutely out of my head. I swear to God, it was like the super-sex button or something, especially when I had my pussy full of his manhood. Every time he started to play with that thing it was like I kicked it up another notch or went spinning off into hyperspace. He didn't have to wait for me to finish this time as I was creaming all over his pole in no time at all. I was quivering again, but not from the cold. At least I hoped it wasn't from the cold. I'd heard that people go into kind of a delirious state as they freeze to death, and I was definitely showing those symptoms. My mind was a jumbled blur and my speech was completely inarticulate. Well, if I was dying it was a hell of a way to go.

I had been pretty upright but after that orgasm I just let myself fall to the ground so that I was on my hands and knees. Randall was right behind me, naturally, and as we humped the blanket just kind of fell off but no one bothered to pick it up. Now he was doing the riding and for the first time I felt the power of his vigorous strokes, splitting those weird little folds of flesh that guarded the entrance to my box.

"Oh, yes, baby yes...fuck me like this. Fuck your little slut like the whore she is."

I don't know why I said that. I don't know why I said anything at all. I don't know why I was on all fours getting banged like an animal. Worst of all, I don't know why I was loving it so much.

Then I started to cum again. Or maybe I never stopped. I was out of my mind. I was out of control.

"Give it to me, baby, yes! Oh, yes...fuck me, baby...your baby needs your cock!"

I think I actually had kind of a weird, infantile voice when I said that, but I honestly can't recall. Most of the time I didn't speak, I just made kind of a high-pitched grunt. Randall didn't appear to be a big talker during sex. Most of the guys I did out on the road were always going on about how big their cock was and how good it must feel and what a whore I was for fucking them but Randall kind of let his cock do the talking. He knew how big his cock was and I'm sure he could tell how good it made me feel and if he thought I was a whore he kept that thought to himself. Oh, he grunted a lot. Occasionally he sort of half-whispered something but on the whole we just fucked without a lot of running commentary.

He finally let out a really big grunt just as the first spray of his cum fired off somewhere deep inside me. Usually that meant I could check another number off my list but I knew that this wouldn't count. I was taking this load off the clock and I didn't care at all.

When he finished we collapsed on the ground and wrapped ourselves up in the blanket again, although neither one of us was very cold any more. It just seemed like a good idea to keep the public nudity to a minimum, in case anybody happened to wander by. Plus it felt really cozy to be snuggling like that and neither one of us seemed in any hurry to be anywhere else.

"You know we might want to try this in a bed sometime," Randall suggested.

"We're just going to end up on top of each other anyway," I pointed out.

"True, but we might be a little more comfortable along the way. I hear that beds are rather popular for this kind of thing."

"Did you have any particular bed in mind?"

"Not really. I'm open to suggestions."

"We'll see. I'm not real big on planning too far in advance."

I knew very well that I had gotten myself messed up in something that couldn't possibly end well if it kept going as it was. I should never have let a man get under my skin like that but it had just sort of happened and now I had to deal with the consequences.

When you're in a woman's body and everyone sees you as a real woman, and treats you as a real woman, it's pretty hard not to sort of begin to think of yourself as a real woman. I knew I was a freak but it's not terribly pleasant to think of yourself as a freak all of the time. Being accepted and even liked for who I appeared to be was as just as satisfying to me as it was to anyone.

If I were a real woman I'm sure I'd be very happy to have a good-looking guy, who I liked, and who made me feel good all over, take an interest in me. Why wouldn't I? That would be a perfectly normal thing for a woman to want in her life. But in my life it just meant trouble. Maybe we could keep it casual and a once-in-a-while thing like those businessman boyfriends my friends were always talking about. That wouldn't be the worst thing in the world. I could try hitching longer hours to make up for the lost time or something. There was no reason to jump to the conclusion that Randall had anything serious in mind. I was probably pretty much like the pie and coffee at the cafe; just something tasty to enjoy whenever he was passing through this way.

No, I didn't actually worry about Randall as much as I worried about myself. He did things to my brain. He touched my heart and made me want to say foolish words that I couldn't possibly mean or ever live up to. To become a man again I had to be hard and focused and resolved on the only thing that really mattered to me. Throwing some kind of half-assed schoolgirl crush into the mix was only going to cloud the issue.

Of course some damage was already done. When I was a man again it was probably going to be pretty hard to shake the memory of some of the things I had done from my brain. Sex with Randall had been the best sex of my life. I hated to admit that, but there was no denying it. Sex as a woman could obviously be pretty damn good. That feeling of being deeply penetrated in the most intimate parts of your body was something I would never have imagined being so richly satisfying. Until I met Randall I didn't know what that was like. Now that I knew I worried that I would want to feel that way again as often as possible.

When we finally got dressed Randall drove me home, although I had him drop me off at the cafe. I was a little embarrassed by the kind of crappy place I lived in, and I didn't know if I wanted him to know how to find me that easily. If he came by the cafe again when I was working so be it. I had no control over that anyway. If not it would at least solve that problem and allow me to get back on the road where I knew I needed to be.

Why did things have to get so complicated? All I wanted to do was get 1,000 wads of male sperm inside me as quickly as I could. You wouldn't think that would be such a damn difficult task.


CHAPTER 12:

I started cutting back on my hours at the cafe a little, as long as there was somebody who seemed anxious to pick up a little more money. I didn't want to impose on anyone and call in favors for more time off, but someone was usually pretty happy for the extra income. I was doing fine financially so the loss of revenue was no great burden to me.

Consequently I was hitting the road with more frequency. Driving my car to a designated spot and working in a radius from there seemed to be going just fine. I even came up with a little stunt where I walked along the road holding a gas can like I had run out somewhere along the line and was looking for a gas station. That one often worked like a charm. Of course sometimes the man insisted on driving me to the gas station and then back to my car so then I had to fill the tank and drive off to prove that I was okay. I usually just found another spot to park a few miles away and started the process all over again.

On a warm day I often wore just my bikini top and some shorts or a skirt. If I was getting really desperate I'd pull my top down and flash the passing car. That tended to get a response, although sometimes it was just a stupid jerk yelling obscenities at me or someone trying to take my picture and then racing off as fast as they could go.

Working at the cafe less also had the added benefit of reducing the chance of bumping into Randall. As my tally began to grow again I became more determined than ever to put foolish distractions as far behind me as I could get them. It was still frustrating as hell because even as I closed in on number 50 I knew that meant I still had 950 to go, but it had to be done and I was plodding ahead with dogged determination.

That all came to a screeching halt when I made the decision to try hitching at night as well as in the daytime. Usually I hitched in daylight, because it seemed slightly safer, and because it gave the driver the opportunity to see me from some distance. When you're just a figure on the side of the road, caught for a moment in the headlights, it's pretty easy to be overlooked. Sometimes I ended up hitching after dark because I had no success in getting back home sooner, but in order to make up for lost time I added some night sessions intentionally.

It was on one such night when I was thumbing along, standing as close to the road as I felt doing, that a car pulled up rather slowly and the passenger door was just pushed open and waiting for me. Usually I had to go up to one of the windows and tell some kind of tale, usually leaning over strategically so that the driver could get a nice look at my cleavage. This time it seemed to be a foregone conclusion that the driver wanted me in his car, which was handy, but also put me on my guard a bit.

The driver was kind of a scary-looking dude, with a shaved head and a lot of tattoos. He wasn't wearing a shirt and I could see numerous beer cans littering the front of the car, both empty and full. He offered me a beer but I politely declined, although I thought that maybe if I drank some of his supply that would prevent him from drinking as much, but he'd probably just stop and get more if he ran out anyway.

Now I've said before that the possibility of danger could be kind of exciting, but up until now I had never really felt like I was in any serious peril. Since my entire purpose for getting into any car was my desire to get fucked by whoever happened to be driving it I wasn't too worried about getting raped. I didn't usually give anyone the chance to even think about forcing themselves on me.

I'd been treated kind of rough a few times. One guy wanted to slap my tits for some reason, and another guy grabbed my crotch pretty tight so that it started to hurt, but usually if I got any bumps and bruises it was from hitting my head on the steering wheel while I was giving a BJ or getting some red marks on my butt if someone took a fancy to spanking my ass too hard. This guy hadn't done anything other than offer me a beer, but for some reason I was a little on edge. I just got a creepy feeling about him.

"I just got out of the joint a couple of days ago," he said when he finally decided to speak. "And you know what I thought about every day for the three years I was in?"

"Not really?" I said softly, figuring now was not the time to be the smart ass.

"I thought about pussy."

"That makes sense."

"You're damn right that makes sense, and I don't need some dumb bitch to tell me that," he snarled.

"Sorry."

"I came home expecting to find my old lady waiting for me but she was gone. Ran off with some other cocksucker. I haven't found them yet but when I do..."

Suddenly a knife appeared from nowhere and I realized that he had a switchblade in his right hand. Now I wasn't edgy I was terrified and tried to calculate how much damage I'd suffer jumping from a moving car going over 50 miles an hour.

"So I figured I'd just go find some whore to bang instead. What's the difference, right? I mean, you always pay for it one way or the other, and a whore doesn't complain if you want to stick it up her ass."

I didn't know whether to agree or not so I remained silent and just nodded my head, thinking desperately of what I should do.

"What do you charge for a blow job?" he asked.

"Oh, usually about 50 bucks, I guess, but since you've been waiting so long for it I'd probably do it for a couple of those beers," I suggested.

"Aren't you the little angel of mercy," he said with a sneer. "That sounds like a fair deal to me. Whip it out and get to work bitch."

I hated the fact that he still had that open knife in his hand but I figured that he would probably let me go once I finished so I unfastened my seatbelt and got over on his lap the best I could. He was just wearing kind of like gym shorts that had no flap in the front so I had to pull the top down to get his dick out.

My hands were probably shaking but that wouldn't be noticed once I started stroking his shaft so I just put my head down and went to work.

"Yeah, that's it baby. Suck it good."

He made various similar comments along the way but I tried to tune him out. He was number 50 and I was going to get what I came for. It wasn't the ideal scenario but if I survived it everything would be fine.

I thought I had him right on the edge of popping when he suddenly swerved off the main highway and started driving down a very dark back road. I kept sucking frantically, trying to get him preoccupied with an orgasm so that I could make my escape but instead he stopped the car and yanked my head up.

"Whores like you and my old lady got no respect for anyone. That's because they've got no respect for themselves," he hissed as he held the knife to my throat.

I was trembling as he held my head by my hair and took the knife and cut my top right down the middle. My bare breasts tumbled out and he flicked my nipples with the blade a few times, but I didn't think he had actually cut me yet.

Then I was dragged out of the car by my hair and shoved up against the hood. My pants were yanked down and my legs kicked apart as he proceeded to fuck me in the ass very hard. I was pressed down on the hood so tightly that I thought my boobs were going to get burned from the heat the engine had generated but that seemed like the least of my problems.

Fortunately the blow job had gotten him very close to completion so he only lasted a minute or two in my ass. Then dragged me back to the open driver's door and reached in to grab a couple of beers.

"Here you go honey. Don't ever let it be said that I wasn't a man of my word."

With that he got in and drove away. With shaking hands I pulled up my pants and looked around to see where I was, but it was pitch black and I saw nothing but trees. I had pepper spray in my purse, but even if I had gotten to it somehow I don't think it would have stopped him. It probably would only have made him more violent.

I checked my body for wounds but I didn't see anything serious, not that I could see very well in the dark. Unfortunately he hadn't left me the torn remains of my shirt so I was absolutely bare above the waist. I just ended up clutching my purse to my breasts to cover myself the best I could and started walking. When I finally saw my car I ran as fast as I could run. I got in and started it up and was about to pull away when I just broke down in tears.

I had a sweater lying on the backseat so I grabbed that and pulled it on. Then I took a deep breath and headed for home. After surviving a harrowing incident like that the last thing I wanted to do was crash my car because I wasn't in complete control of it. I knew I was lucky but under the circumstances I didn't feel too lucky at the moment. It seemed to take forever to get home but when I finally did I had never been so happy to see a place as I was at that moment. It didn't matter if it took me 20 years to reach my goal, there would be no more night excursions I swore and I knew that I meant it.

I still hadn't turned anyone female, and I usually didn't wish that on anyone, but if there was ever going to be a time where it happened I wish it had happened to that fucking scumbag. I could just imagine how a macho shithead like that would react to the discovery that he was trapped in my situation. Would have served the asshole right. That might be the only thing in the world that would ever get him to change his ways. Unfortunately it didn't happen but if he kept picking up female hitchhikers there was always the chance that his number would be up. I liked to think so anyway.


CHAPTER 13:

As I said earlier I wasn't really worried about getting raped. The savage anal pounding from the creepy ex-con wasn't what really bothered me. If he had just been some regular guy and asked me if I'd be willing to take it up the ass I would have agreed to do so. It was that fucking knife that scared the shit out of me. He was obviously kind of whacked out of his head, probably on drugs as well as booze, and I had no idea how much control of his faculties he had. When he started equating me to his unfaithful girlfriend I feared that I was going to take the punishment he planned to dish out whenever he found her.

I had no idea there were actually people like that out there in the world. It seemed like something out of a movie. Prison was probably the best place for a wacko like that. Hopefully he'd back there soon, but not because he tracked down his woman and cut her up or something.

As much as it pained me to do it I stopped hitching for a while. I knew I was undoing all the progress I had made, but I just couldn't seem to motivate myself enough to get back out there right away. When Randall suddenly showed up at the cafe one day I just wanted to run over and hug him and feel safe in his arms. Instead I handed him a menu and told him about our lunch specials.

He played it very cool. I guess he realized that I tended to be kind of stiff at work. I was genuinely happy to see him this time, but it wasn't the ideal time or place to jump in his lap or something. I wasn't due to get off work for several more hours but I had a break coming up so I agreed to meet him outside when he finished his lunch.

He was leaning up against his car, looking very cool and sexy, and I think I almost sprinted into his arms.

"I've missed you," I said as I pressed my head against his chest.

"And I've missed you. I've come by I don't know how many times but you never seemed to be working. I was beginning to think that you were trying to avoid me," said Randall.

"Not really. I just needed some time off."

"We all do sometimes. But I hope that doesn't mean that you've used up all your vacation time. I was planning on asking if you'd like to go on a little trip."

"You want me to go with you on a business trip?" I asked.

"No, nothing like that. Like I said, a business trip isn't a vacation. I just thought it might be nice to spend a little planned time together somewhere. Maybe somewhere that had a bed."

"That would be different," I joked. "And I can get away for a couple of days with no trouble at all. I just have to work out the schedule with some of the other girls. Where were you thinking of going?"

"I don't know. We could go to New York if you wanted to compare cheesecake."

"As tempting as it sounds why don't we keep it a little more simple the first time out?" I said, not entirely sure how serious he was.

"Well where would you like to go?"

"I don't know. The girls are always talking up Stanton," I volunteered.

"It's not exactly London or Paris, but they do have a decent hotel in town with a nice view of...whatever there is to look at in Stanton," Randall said with a shrug. "If you like Thai food there's a pretty good restaurant there."

"Love it. Let's pencil it into the itinerary."

So it appeared that I was going to go away for a couple of days with a man and sleep in a bed with him and eat Thai food in the bustling metropolis of Stanton. My friends would be thrilled because I would sort of be joining the club at last, and I'll admit it was part of the reason that I had passed on New York for such a relatively tame destination. I liked the idea of being able to join in the conversation about "business type" boyfriends who took their women to Stanton or White Falls and showed them a good time. It would also get them off my back about thinking I was a virgin. They would know that I wasn't going just for the fine dining.

My friends were all buzzing with excitement when they heard what I was up to and naturally they had tons of advice about everything from where to shop to how to behave in the bedroom. It was all so silly, but I appreciated their interest and their concern.

One thing they brought up, that I hadn't actually considered, was what I was going to wear to bed. I usually just slept naked, or maybe in a t-shirt, or something, but since I was going on a date with a man, and some kind of romance was implied by that, it seemed like it might not be a bad idea to bring along some kind of sexy lingerie.

On the one hand it seemed kind of like a waste of money, since I imagined that whatever I wore would be quickly removed and that Randall and I would be naked in bed, but on the other hand that stuff was kind of pretty. I was used to dressing in sexy and provocative clothes, and that always got me kind of turned on, so maybe it wasn't such a bad idea after all.

The selection in town wasn't terribly great so I got in my car and went somewhere a little more cosmopolitan. June said she knew of a good shop for that sort of thing so I brought her along.

Some of that stuff looked pretty complicated to me. There were all of these hooks, and loops, and straps to contend with. I wasn't sure that I'd even be able to figure out how to put it all on, but June insisted that I give it a try.

I have to admit that as I looked at myself in the mirror, all dressed up in stockings and garter belts and whatnot, that I looked pretty darn sexy. I felt really sexy, too, which was one of my main goals. The stuff was just so freaking feminine. When I had on shorts and a tank top it was still basically just clothing like I had always known. Tighter and more revealing than I would ever have worn as a man, but still just pants and a shirt. Wearing a skirt, or even putting on my waitress uniform, always gave me that weird feminine kind of feeling, but I was getting that feeling in spades now.

Ironically that didn't bother me as much as it used to for some reason. Whenever I felt especially feminine I tended to revert to my third person thinking. It was just that slut Wendy trying to act like she was a real woman. Dressed as I was, preparing to spend a weekend with a man, I didn't mind feeling like a real woman at all. I didn't feel stupid being all soft and frilly. I knew that Randall would like it and that seemed more important to me than how I felt about it anyway.

I felt sort of guilty that I was deceiving Randall this way. He seemed like such a genuinely nice guy he didn't really deserve to be tricked, but he was getting what he wanted so it was probably a fair transaction. He'd never know that I was really a man, so he'd never have any reason to think about it. And like my pals always said, these businessman types are never serious. They'll say whatever they think you want to hear to keep you on the string, but in the end they always go back to their wife or steady girlfriend, who obviously had no idea that their man had something on the side. Or if they suspected it, they were either very understanding or had just learned to live with the reality of the situation.

My life was a mess but I was glad that I would never have to deal with that shit. Looking for lipstick on some guy's collar. Constantly checking phone bills and credit card records to see if there's anything suspicious. Maybe even following a guy around to see if he's actually where he's supposed to be. I'd heard plenty of stories from married businessmen I met on the road, or worked with at my old company. They always seemed to be terrified of getting caught, but it never seemed to stop them from cheating. I could never figure that out and always wondered why they had bothered to get married in the first place.

Fortunately that wasn't my problem, and wasn't likely to be anytime soon. At the pace I was on it was obviously going to take years to get my cock and balls back and by then I'd probably be so messed up psychologically that I might never want to have sex again with anybody.

At the moment, however, that wasn't the case and I knew full well that I would be having sex, and probably plenty of it, in a hotel room with a view of scenic Stanton. And even though I had already been with Randall twice, and had 50 total men on my resume, I still felt a little nervous he put my suitcase in the trunk and we drove off in his red convertible. How in the hell had I ever gotten myself to this place in life?


CHAPTER 14:

I had stopped in Stanton a few times in my life, just to buy gas or grab a meal, but I had never had any business there that required me to spend the night so I didn't know the town well at all. I suppose that was one of the reasons why I chose it. I didn't really want manly memories popping into my head accidentally.

The room was nice. Probably better than I would have expected this town to be able to offer and it did have a view of the town, which looked pretty much like any other town to me, but then I traveled so much on business that every town sort of seemed the same now.

Once we were kind of settled in Randall came over and put his arms around me. We started kissing but then I suddenly jumped back like I had just been bitten by a snake or something.

"Wow...it just occurred to me that I haven't given you head yet," I said in amazement.

"Is that something on your bucket list?" Randall joked.

"No it's just, I mean I usually, shit never mind. It just popped into my head for some reason," I replied.

"Well I'd hate to put you behind schedule if you're working on some sort of an agenda here," Randall said with a grin as he unfastened his belt.

I think I flashed him a kind of goofy grin as I slid down to the floor and finished the task of getting his dick out of his pants. Usually I tried to make sure that a BJ was all I did, and by this time I thought I was getting pretty good at it, but so far the circumstances had been different with Randall.

Suddenly I had another sort of weird girly tingle. I almost always had sex in a car, which was always cramped and awkward and everyone just sort of squished together. Now I was literally on my knees, with a man standing in front of me, while I stuffed his big cock in my mouth happily, like it was some kind of treat.

There was no justification for it. I hadn't been tricked or trapped or cornered into being in this situation. I wasn't adding to my tally so that I could be restored to my manhood. I was simply doing what I felt like doing at that precise moment, though for the life of me I couldn't figure out why I wanted to be doing it.

I felt kind of possessive, in a way, like I wanted to make him my man. I wanted to win him over and make him want me, and only me. It was an utterly ridiculous thought on every possible level, but I felt it, for a moment anyway. This was just another dick to suck off. Bigger than some I'd had, but smaller than others. They all just kind of twitched and throbbed the same way and they all delivered the same kind of payload at the end.

That's what I wanted to think, but damn if Randall didn't make that difficult for me. He wasn't one of those assholes who kept reminding me of what a worthless fuck hole I was and he didn't need to push me around to prove that he was a man. I appreciated that and it just made me want him all the more. This was a man who made me enjoy the fact that I was smaller and weaker than he was. I just wanted to please him very badly.

I was in kind of a giddy mood and I think I was actually giggling as I sucked him off, like some silly teenager doing something she knows is wicked mostly because she knows it would piss her parents off if they ever found out. We were two consenting adults, and the idea of anything I did now in my life being wicked was long past debate, but I felt light-hearted, and light-headed as I looked up at Randall and saw the contentment on his face.

Usually I gave head because it was the quickest and easiest way to get a guy off, but as I worked Randall's lovely tool I wanted to prolong the experience as much as I could. I didn't know that having a man's penis in my mouth could be this enjoyable for me. Obviously I had pretty much gotten over the stigma of knowing that I was a man giving another man a blow job, but I never expected in a million years to be doing it so freely and lovingly.

I wanted to know every inch of his cock. I wanted to feel all the bumps and veins. I wanted to savor the taste and the smell of it. I wanted him to feel like if he tried for the next 20 years he'd never find anyone who would worship his cock as well as I did.

Fucking moron! If I could have stopped and slapped myself in the face I think I would have. Instead I took his dick and slapped it against my cheeks a few times before I devoured it once more. Give up, loser, I thought. You're too weak to fight this in the condition you're in. Some twisted prankster out there thought it would be funny to turn unsuspecting men into helpless harlots of the road and I was just unlucky enough to have been ensnared in that trap.

I knew that I needed to stop trying to put meaning or context into everything when everything about me defied logic or explanation. How do I know what that spell really did to me anyway? I think Candy was being as honest with me as possible, but for all I know she was really the devil or something. Perhaps she'd appear just as I was about to complete my task and tell me that I had to do another 1,000 men for some reason. I didn't know what to believe, but I knew what I felt, and right now I felt like I was where I wanted to be, of my own free will.

When Randall ejaculated in my mouth I sort of swished his cum around a little before swallowing it, trying to take in all the subtle flavors and nuances, like some kind of a wine connoisseur. It tasted pretty much like cum, but I wanted it to be a little different. Something unique that I could always identify, as utterly stupid an idea as that was. There was only one guy who stood out in my mind. He sort of reminded me of cinnamon toast, for some reason. That was some pretty tasty cum, but usually it was more like gooey, salty, yogurt. More texture than taste.

Randall sort of made me thing of almonds, so I went with that. My man had almond flavored jizz, although I doubt if I could have passed a blindfolded taste test.

Even after I had drained him I kept going. The slickness on the head of his penis seemed to glimmer in the light coming through the window and I didn't want to let go of it just yet. I kept licking him all over and poked the tip back in my mouth along the way, all the while trying to keep my eyes on him so that he would see how much I loved doing this.

When I finally set him free he picked me up and carried me over to the bed, sitting me down on the foot of it before pulling off my shoes and then my rather tight jeans. Next he pushed my legs apart and gave me the same kind of goofy grin that I had given him.

"Now it's your turn," he said as head disappeared between my thighs.

If he was surprised that I wasn't wearing any panties he didn't mention it at the time. I was dressed casually, but not in my slut clothes. Even so, I wasn't really in the habit of wearing underwear any more than I had to. It was required under my waitress uniform, and sometimes I wore a bra when I went out shopping, or having a beer with the girls, but a lot of times it just seemed like kind of a hassle. When I was hitching I didn't want to fool around with a lot of wardrobe complications and I guess that habit just kind of carried over sometimes. I'm guessing that Randall appreciated the practicality of that thinking. It just meant he could get to my pussy all that much faster.


CHAPTER 15:

I have very little experience with having my pussy licked, but I do know that Candy did it extremely well. I'm not sure that I would describe Randall as any sort of an expert but he was definitely enthusiastic. And in all honesty giving oral sex, either way, is as much about your attitude as it is about your skill.

When I thought about it I realized that Candy was the only person in the world who had ever licked my pussy. As you can imagine that would probably take some maneuvering to accomplish in a car, and it did me absolutely no good as far as my quest was concerned, so I had never done it. I liked that thought. Randal was the first and only man to ever go down on me. It was the only kind of virginal thing I could offer him.

"Oh, fuck, honey that feels AWESOME! Yes...oh, yes...oh, fucking yes..."

I was definitely the dirty talker of the pair.

"Not too much on the clit, baby...that's it...that's perfect..."

Did I just call him honey? I usually stuck to calling men baby, or sometimes stud, if it seemed like they needed encouragement to finish the deed. I had one fucking pervert who wanted me to call him daddy while he boned me from behind. He kept referring to me as his little girl. I have no idea whether he even had a daughter or not, but I was glad that he didn't break out his wallet and show me a picture of his 12-year-old. I think I would have puked right there in the car. Better that he act out his sick fantasy with some highway whore than, God forbid, trying to do something about it for real, but it still struck me as a creepy game to play.

I figured that by the time I reached 1,000 men I would have seen, heard, and done everything there was to see, hear, or do, but given the remarkable human capacity for sexual depravity I would probably only be scratching the surface.

As for my own moral depravity I seemed to have waded into an especially tricky quagmire. If I were a real woman I'd probably be happy as a clam right now. I had stumbled across a pretty terrific guy who seemed to like me, or at least liked having sex with me, which was all that really mattered anyway. I was in a nice air conditioned hotel room with nothing to do for the next couple of days but eat, shop, and fuck, not necessarily in that order. My man was performing cunnilingus on me and making me cum. The whole deal would have seemed pretty sweet if I didn't know that it was just a little detour on my road back to being male.

Randall did his duty down below for an astonishing length of time, and I probably could have let him go on even longer, but I smiled when he finally got up and I saw him rubbing his jaw. I had felt that once when I was licking pussy. I didn't know exactly when to stop so I just kept going and going. It was so much easier to know when a BJ was through.

The town of Stanton didn't really offer much in the way of entertainment options, but the Thai food restaurant lived up to the hype. It was a semi-buffet arrangement and I probably ate more than was ladylike, but I was hungry and the food was really good.

Randall asked if I'd like to go dancing, but that was something I was totally clueless about and not anxious to learn. He actually seemed kind of relieved when I turned down the invitation and told him that what I really liked to do on my days off was go to the movies. We headed for the local multiplex and had no trouble at all choosing a film we both wanted to see. Perhaps one of the rare advantages of being a man trapped in a woman's body.

Afterwards we retired to the room to resume what we had started earlier in the day, and the real reason we were here in the first place. I slipped into the bathroom and struggled to climb into my sexy night stuff, but after getting it all on and checking myself out in the mirror I thought it might be worth the trouble. I was usually so casual about my appearance or trying to look like a street walker, but now I actually looked like a rather pretty young lady.

When I came out I think I saw Randall's jaw actually drop. Of course it might have just been sore from bean licking, but I got the distinct impression that he was impressed by my choice of wardrobe for the evening.

"My God, Wendy...you're fucking stunning," he said, sounding genuinely surprised.

"Do you really like it," I teased as I gave a little twirl.

"I love it. And I love the way you look in it. Now get over here and let me kiss you!"

I was tempted to race over and hop up beside him but being in this outfit made me try to do some kind of a sexy walk, letting him take it all in as I made my way to his arms. I don't know how sexy my walk turned out to be but the way I was dressed I don't think it really mattered. His lips and hands were all over me the moment I was finally on the bed.

"You're magnificent, darling. I don't know how I ever got this lucky, or whether I even deserve it or not, but I can't stop thinking about you," said Randall as he nibbled on my ear and kissed my neck.

"I'll bet you say that to all the girls," I replied, partly kidding but figuring that it was probably true.

"No. You're so different. So special. There's just something about you that feels...unique."

I was unique, all right. I had no idea how many creatures like me were out there thumbing for rides and cum, but I was probably a member of a pretty exclusive minority.

"You don't have to say that. I'm not some naive, starry-eyed schoolgirl. I know what it's like for men on the road all the time. It's nice to have some fun to break up the monotony, and easier to have a familiar face rather than sit in the hotel bar all night hoping to get lucky. Most of the girls at the cafe have relationships like that, but the man always goes home to his wife or sweetheart in the end. I don't mind. I can be that girl whenever you swing by this way."

"You really shouldn't jump to conclusions about people like that. I do know exactly what you mean, though. I know plenty of men like that, but I'm not one of them. I don't have a wife or a sweetheart that I go home to. I'm no saint and I'll admit that I've slept with plenty of women, but if I tell someone that they're special it's not just my usual pickup line," he said very sincerely.

I felt my heart jump up into my throat. I had assumed that he was just another horny bastard banging some tail wherever he could get it, and hoped that was the case, since it would simplify things for me. Hearing him get all serious and romantic, especially when I was in such a vulnerable condition, made me wonder whether I should call the whole thing off right there.

Of course I couldn't do that because I was enjoying his attention too much. Fuck, I'm only human...sort of. Yes it was totally weird to be on the other end of a romantic encounter with someone, but the emotional feeling was basically the same. There was no point in going on this damn trip with him if we were just going to have a quickie every now and then when he finished his pie. He wanted to get more intimate with me, and I must have wanted the same thing, although I had tried hard to fight it.

"You're right. I shouldn't have lumped you in with all of those other guys. Honestly, you're not like most men, and I mean that in the best way possible. Believe me, I've seen plenty of the worst. I'm too mixed up right now to know what I can really give you, but while we're here on this trip I want to give myself to you in every way I can."

We kissed, and I felt a tear rolling down my cheek. Then I felt my top being untied and my boobs popping out and everything went back to normal. It's just sex, I kept trying to tell myself. I've done it more than 50 times and I've got 950 more times to go...but man his chest is so firm and toned...and I feel so secure in his arms...and that cock...oh, my God, I loved that cock of his! At first I was jealous of it, but now I was jealous of letting any other woman ever have it.

"Make love to me, darling," I purred softly as I lay on my back and waited for him to enter me.

I had certainly never said that to a man before. Never even crossed my mind. It took a little fumbling with some straps to work his way to my snatch but it was worth the wait when I felt his hot, hard, manly, cock sliding deep into my waiting gash. I could make love to a man if I wanted to, I figured. I was off the clock now and on my own time.


CHAPTER 16:

"You know I still don't know anything about you," said Randall as we lay happily in the afterglow.

"You know I don't like to go skinny dipping in freezing water," I reminded him.

"Yes, I learned that the hard way. But I don't know how old you are, for example."

"25," I replied truthfully.

"I'm 32, in case you were wondering," he told me.

"I do wonder about you. I just don't know if getting into a lot of details is such a good idea. I think you're awesome. And I think you're gorgeous. And I love the way you make me feel when you put your big cock inside me. Isn't that enough to know?"

"I'll bet you say that to all the boys."

"Nope. I can promise you that. I've never said anything remotely like that to anyone before, and I probably shouldn't have said it now but I'm too happy to care," I said as I sat up and stretched out my arms before resting my head back on his chest.

"I can't figure you out," said Randall.

"Maybe you're not supposed to. Maybe you're just supposed to fuck my brains out and fill me with your yummy almond-flavored cum."

"My what?"

"Never mind. I'm just saying stupid shit," I chuckled. "But you know what kind of a slut I am. You saw for yourself what happened when you picked me up hitchhiking. It's the only reason we're in this room right now. I'm probably not the kind of girl you want to take home to meet your mother."

"Well my mother died some time ago and I think she hated every girl I ever went out with so I don't waste much time worrying about her approval when it comes to choosing a partner. As for me, I don't care about any of that," Randall insisted.

"Easy to say now, but you have no idea what I've done."

"It doesn't matter."

"Well, there are other things that make this a very complicated situation so maybe we better just try to enjoy the moment whenever we have a chance," I suggested.

You'd think the novelty would have worn off after the first few goes but the sexual chemistry between us was just off the charts. When I got in the shower he was right behind me, and I mean right behind me, drilling me while I clung to the showerhead for dear life. Whenever we got in the car to go somewhere we always seemed to have to do a little necking first, and then did it some more before we got out of the car after reaching our destination. He even fingered me in the movies while I reached into his pants and jacked him off, and it wasn't even a remotely sexy movie.

We never had trouble agreeing on where to eat, or what to do, or what to watch on TV. Neither one of us seemed too pushy or demanding, even if Randall did still try to probe me for a little information whenever he could. He didn't seem to have any annoying habits or weird quirks, at least none that were revealed to me on this trip. I really adored him and wished that I could give him what he obviously wanted, which was a normal relationship with a normal woman, but that was out of the question.

The time flew by way too fast and we were back on the road headed for home. Even then I gave him the BJ that I had planned to give him the first time I got in his car. He managed to do an admirable job of keeping his concentration on the road while I lay on his lap slurping his love pump, but we did give a truck driver quite an eyeful, I'm sure, as he probably had a pretty good view from his elevated cab. It would probably make a good story to tell his buddies at the next truck stop.

Naturally I was expected to spill the beans in graphic detail the next time the girls and I went out for drinks. I think I may have shocked them a little, both from the explicit language I used, and from the extremely sordid details that I spelled out for them with calm casualness.

"We've created a monster," said Beverly.

"You guys were right. Sex is really fun," I said cheerfully, as if I really had been a virgin up to that point.

"It's always the shy ones, isn't it?" June chuckled as she swigged her beer. "God, just hearing about it makes me feel like I just watched a really dirty porno."

"And he's so good-looking too...and filthy rich. I think I hate you?" said Angie.

"Rich?"

"Don't act like you had no idea," Angie teased. "Randall Packard. Packard Industries. You know, the company that employs half the people in this valley and who knows how many others across the country? His great, great, something-or-other owned the first railroad out here. You must have seen all the Packard trucks on the highway."

"Yeah, but I never put two and two together," I said, genuinely dismayed.

"Well if you're lucky you'll put one and one together and become Mrs. Packard as soon as you can," June chimed in with a laugh. "It beats the hell out of slinging hash all day."

I knew Packard Industries by reputation. My company had no specific dealings with them but I knew they were a large and multi-faceted corporation with branch offices all over the country, and probably all over the world as well. I had even thought about putting a resume in with them once, but never got around to it. Randall never said anything about it or tried to brag about being rich, but he never bragged about how big his cock was either. He didn't have to.

It didn't change anything but it did show me how little we actually knew about each other, despite having just spent a whole weekend together in the most intimate situations possible. I just took note of whatever I saw in front of me. I couldn't tell him very much about myself so I didn't feel right hitting him up with a lot of questions.

I had deep feelings for the man, I couldn't deny that. And it wasn't just when I was having an orgasm. As a man I'd never really found the "right girl" for me but Randall felt like the right man. I certainly dated, and fooled around, and had a few fairly serious romances in the past, but nothing that really took root. I think I felt closer to Randall after only a few encounters than I did with most other people I had ever met in my life. I wanted to be able to love him so badly but my life was so fucked up. How could I love a man while I was out fucking 950 others just so that I could be a man myself again? It was a doomed proposition from the start.

Consequently I put aside my fear of being assaulted again and took to the road. gathering as much cum as I could as quickly as possible. The sooner I had my old cock back the sooner I'd stop wanting Randall's.

I got up to 58 pretty quickly but I couldn't dodge Randall forever. I had given him my phone number, for some stupid reason, and I knew that I had to call him back soon or he'd find me at the cafe eventually. Not that I had any desire in my heart to avoid him but I needed to get to work if I was ever going to get to my goal.

Finally he found me again just as he had found me the first time. Walking along the side of the road, dressed in almost nothing, sticking my thumb out and trying to look sexy. My heart sank into my comfortable shoes as he pulled up alongside me and rolled down the window.

"Man, you sure have a lot of car trouble," he joked.

I didn't say anything. I just sadly put my head down and got in the passenger seat.


CHAPTER 17:

"So is this hitchhiking thing like a hobby, or an addiction, or do you manage to make money off of it somehow?" Randall asked pleasantly as we drove along.

"I never ask for money but I have been paid," I confessed gloomily. "People seem to assume that I'm a prostitute so sometimes I just let them go right on assuming."

"Look, if you ever need money..."

"I don't do it for the money. I make enough to get by at the cafe and I live about the most meager life you can imagine. I'm probably the lowest maintenance girl you've ever met."

"So it's all a sexual thing? Some kind of kink, or fetish?" he asked, again with no malice or judgment in his voice.

"No. I hate the sex part of it. Well, I did, until I met you that is."

"So I feel like I must be missing something here. If it's not money and it's not sex what's the attraction?"

"There is no attraction," I snapped, a little more testily than I had meant to. "It's just something that I have to do. You wouldn't understand if I tried to explain it."

"Give it a shot. What have you got to lose? I think I'm pretty open-minded."

I just laughed. I didn't know what else to do. I figured I might as well tell him the truth. It would end things one way or the other.

"A few months ago I was a man named Mark Patterson. Here's my old driver's license," I said as I fished it out of my purse and handed it to him.

He glanced at it but as he was driving at the time he couldn't very well study it in detail.

"I've got more proof back in my room if you really want to see it. Birth certificate, college diploma, that sort of stuff."

"Really? What college did you graduate from?"

"Shit, does it matter? I just told you I used to be a man."

"I'm sorry. Please continue."

"I was a regional sales manager for Brandt and Watson. We sold electrical components, mainly. Relays, switches, that kind of thing. I was on the road on my way to a sales call when I saw this smoking hot female hitchhiker on the side of the road. Being the gentleman that I was, or the horny gentleman at any rate, I pulled over and gave her a lift. Within a couple of minutes she had my dick out and was sucking it like a porn star. Best damn blowjob I ever had...but a costly one. As soon as she finished I felt my body starting to go crazy and before I knew what hit me it had reshaped itself into the lovely image you see before you now."

"Maybe I'm a pervert but hearing you talk about getting your dick sucked by some hot chick is kind of turning me on," Randal commented.

"It's gets juicier," I said with another laugh. "The girl who changed me, Candy was her name, or the name she had chosen to use as a female, told me all about the weird business and what I had to do to turn back into a man. She assured me that she had no control over who changed and who didn't, and after she explained everything I couldn't really blame her. She was the only friend I had. So we checked into a motel and had torrid lesbian sex all night."

"God, now I really am horny."

"Well, don't get too excited you haven't heard the worst part. You see, once you get changed there's only one way back. You have to let 1,000 different men cum inside you while you're hitchhiking. Candy was up to 329, but she had been doing it for quite a while."

"I'll probably regret asking this but what are you up to?" Randall inquired.

"Seriously? Fuck, you are a pervert. I'm at 58. You were number 23."

"58 guys. Man, that's a lot. I thought I had a pretty steamy past, now I don't feel so guilty."

"So that's the story. That's why I didn't want to talk about my past or make any plans for the future. I'm crazy about you, but as you can see, I'm right back out on the road looking for 942 more cocks."

"This may be a dumb question but what happens if you just stop hitchhiking?"

"Then I stay this way forever."

"Is there anything in the rules that says how hard you have to work at it?"

"Not that I know of," I replied with a shrug of my shoulders.

"Well...why don't you just stop and stay the way you are? Is being a man all that important to you?"

"I'm surprised you'd have to ask that. How would you like it if you suddenly turned into a woman? Oh, my God! It just hit me. I could have turned you into a woman. I've never changed anybody but it's just a matter of time. Holy fuck that would have been awful."

"I don't know. Maybe we would have become hot lesbian lovers like you and your friend Candy," Randall suggested.

"But baby I love your cock so much I don't want to think about you not being the stud you are."

"Has it been terrible being a woman, aside from the hitchhiking?"

"No, not at all. I got used to it surprisingly fast. I've made some good friends. My job is nothing special but it's all right and not too stressful. Then I met you and sex went from being a burden to a joy. But you kind of messed all of that up by being so adorable and making me want to love you."

"Sorry about that. I didn't know that would be a problem."

"You know you're just making me adore you even more," I said with a slight chuckle.

"Is that the end of the world? Is there something so fantastic waiting for you back in your old world?"

"I doubt if there's anything left of my old world."

"Then forget about it. Start living like this is the way it's always been. I don't care what you used to be or how many guys you've had sex with. I don't care whether some of them gave you money, or not. I'm madly in love with you and I want to be with you all the time. I'd prefer it if you didn't go off and fuck strange men on the highway but if you feel like that's something that you need to do I'm not going to try and stop you. I just think it would be better not to bring it up at a PTA meeting or anything."

"You're insane. You're totally insane, aren't you?"

"I don't know. I'm not the one claiming that some supernatural hitchhiker gave me a magic blowjob and turned me into a woman," Randall pointed out.

"You've got a point there," I conceded.

"Why don't we at least give it a trial run? Move in together, or something. We don't have to get a ring right away, unless you want to. Give it some time to sink in and see how it feels. Love is kind of special and I don't think the whole gender thing matters much at all. If two people find each other who cares how or why it happened? I'm rather wealthy, you know."

"So I've heard."

"Not that I'm implying that the money would be any sort of an influence, but it could make things easier if we have to do some legal fence jumping to get your documents in order. You're going to need a valid passport if we want to go to Europe for our honeymoon, or anything like that."

"There's a motel about half a mile from here. It's kind of crappy but it's got a bed. Pull over and get us a room. I want to fuck you so bad right now it's making my head spin."

"We could just do it in the car again," suggested Randall.

"No, I'm going to try to get that whole fucking in a car thing out of my system. I'm not interested in those 942 cocks. There's only one cock I want and you've got it mister, so step on it! I'm going to suck your dick like the unholy creature of sin that I am."


CHAPTER 18:

We were all over each other from the moment we were in the room. We didn't even notice that we hadn't closed the door until I had my top off and Randall was clutching my boobs from behind me as a maid slowly pushed a cart by without even turning her head our way. I imagine they've seen worse than that working at this kind of a motel. Even so I managed to stick my foot out and shove the door closed before I was bent over the dresser and my skirt was flipped out of the way.

"Oh, yes, baby...make a real woman out of me...make me your woman! Oh...oh...yeah...yeah...fuck me with that big cock...fuck me so hard I can't see straight!"

"I'm trying. Believe me I'm trying," Randall grunted.

His balls were slapping against my ass any my tits were jumping around like a bowl of Jell-O in an earthquake. The lamp fell over and the drawers in the dresser were starting to work their way out. I don't know how that cheap old piece of furniture survived the pounding it was getting but it was a testament to the quality of the craftsmen who built it long ago. I don't know how I survived the pounding I was getting, but I was pretty delirious at the time and I'm not sure I even noticed how savagely we were going at it.

When he started to cum in my pussy I jumped off his dick like I had been shot out of a cannon and put my mouth on the tip of his cock as if I was drinking a thick malt through a straw. His almond shake was the most delicious thing I had ever tasted, even though it kind of tasted like olives this time. I didn't care. I planned on drinking at that particular fountain many times from now on.

People always talk about fucking someone's brains out but I think it really kind of happens sometimes. At some points my mind was kind of wandering and drifting off in weird directions and then suddenly I was laser-focused on what was happening. That man had the ability to drive me wild, and I hoped that I did the same for him sometimes.

Now I'm not actually as dumb as I may seem sometimes. I had definitely considered the idea of giving up hitchhiking for good and accepting my fate as a woman. I had thought about it a few times even before I met Randall. Some days I would think about how low my total was and I'd just kind of stare at the clothes I had laid out and dread the thought of going out there another time. Or I'd be having a really good time with the girls, maybe shooting some pool, or just hanging out at the bar, and they'd be sizing up all the men in the place and saying the lewdest, filthiest, things, the way only a drunk woman can say them. I wanted to join in. I wanted to be one of them.

Other than the jerks I had met on the road most people had treated me really well since I had become female. People seemed helpful. I'm sure some of the guys who thought I had really run out of gas were actually stopping to lend a hand and had no idea what my secret plan was, no matter how sexy I was dressed. Even the desk clerk who thought I was a whore gave me pointers on where I might have some luck turning tricks. It was so much easier to adapt to the female lifestyle than I had ever imagined it would be.

But I had been raised with so much stigma about gender. At school the effeminate boys were always bullied. When a new guy came to work at my company, and the rumor went around that he was gay, he was an endless source of ridicule and jokes behind his back. He was a good employee but he didn't stay long. I'm guessing some of the ridicule wasn't as much behind his back as I thought.

With some of those guys I knew who cheated on their wives I'm not sure how much they really did it for the sex as much as for the bragging rights. In my line of work the more pussy you supposedly nailed the more of a man you were. It was something you needed to prove over and over again.

I would never have had sex with Randall if I was still a man. He was the same guy. Just as attractive. I simply never would have put myself in any situation where that could even be a remote possibility. Even if he was the gayest man in the world and he whipped out that insanely hot cock and tried to seduce me I would have been mortally offended. Offended more by the idea that he would think that I might actually be interested, than by the proposition itself. A man should be so straight that there was never any doubt in anyone's mind.

As I said before I have no idea how much of my brain may have changed along with my body, but I know that I kept enough of it for my brain to keep nagging at me with every female step I took. It wasn't enough to want to be one of the girls to make me realize what I should do. I needed to fall in love with a man. Totally, blindly, and madly in love. It didn't matter now whether I ever got my cock back. Randall's cock was more than enough to keep me happy for years to come.

When I had milked him of all his cream we both just sat on the floor, breathing hard, too spent to muster the energy to get up and go over to the bed. I just grinned at him from ear to ear, and I'm sure he thought I was a complete lunatic. I wondered how much of my story he really believed, if any of it. He had taken it a little too calmly, like someone trying to gently talk someone else off of a ledge. You're not supposed to question someone's hallucination because they might snap and do something dangerous. He probably thought that I just had a very active imagination and that I was trying to come up with some excuse for why I was whoring myself out on the public roads of America. I don't know how he explained my male driver's license, but he never did get a very good look at it.

It didn't matter now. He didn't care if I used to be a man or a whore or a Martian or whatever. He wanted me, Wendy Patterson, the waitress who served him pie and coffee. Whatever I had done, or whatever I had been he was willing to put behind us as long as we moved forward together. That was a pretty damn sweet attitude. No wonder I loved him so much. Plus he was rich. I would have loved him if he was a truck driver or a dish washer at the cafe...but a little money never hurt. Hell, I had done some pretty nasty things for 50 bucks. If he wanted to take me to Paris or something I wasn't going to complain.

"What are you thinking about right now?" Randall suddenly asked out of the blue.

"I was thinking that it's pretty cool that you're rich," I replied, not mentioning the bit about doing nasty things for money. "Just how rich are you, anyway?"

"I don't know. Pretty rich. Since my dad's gone into semi-retirement my brother and I have pretty much taken over running the company on a day-to-day basis. I have a nice salary, and I own a lot of stock, and someday I'll inherit half of my dad's holdings. Why? What did you want to buy?"

"Are you rich enough to hire a private investigator?" I inquired.

"Sure. Who or what do you want privately investigated?"

"I'd like to find my friend Candy. I want to invite her to the wedding," I replied.

"Is there going to be a wedding?"

"Of course. Do you think I'm going to live in sin? What kind of a girl do you take me for? I have a reputation to uphold you know."

"My apologies. It's just me being a cad again," he said jokingly.

"What are you thinking right now?" I asked.

"I'm thinking you're the strangest woman I've ever met. And I was thinking that I love the way your nipples stick out when they're erect."

"They do kind of stick out, don't they?" I said as I looked down at my bosom and tweaked both of my hard nipples between my thumbs and my index fingers.

"So are we going to have kids?"

"I suppose we have to since you've already signed us up for the PTA. But not too soon. I want you to have these nipples all to yourself for a long, long, time," I said as I crawled over to where he was sitting and stuck my tits in his face.

He went to town on my boobs, as I assumed that he would, and in no time at all I was sitting on his cock, which had miraculously stiffened up again, riding him madly as he grunted and I said silly profane things that I can't possibly remember now.


CHAPTER 19:

Though I'm sure Randall hired the best people in the business they were never able to track down Candy. I wasn't really all that surprised. I only knew her by that name. I had no idea what she used to be called, or where she came from, or much of anything. She did say that she had been married, but without a name that information was useless. All I could give is a basic physical description, but even that wasn't terribly detailed. I knew the basic area that she had planned to hitchhike around when we parted, but that could have changed radically in the time since.

I really wanted to just tell her that everything had worked out fine with me and that she shouldn't have any bad feelings about having turned me into a woman. I was grateful to her now. I suppose I was also a little curious to see if she had any interest in doing as I had done and giving up the road for good, but she had more at stake in her male world.

As it was I had no trouble assembling a nice group of bride's maids from my friends at work, all of whom were green with envy, but genuinely happy for me, too. They all wanted to take credit for having finally pushed me into the dating pool, and to a large extent that was true. I wanted to get their approval and to share the excitement and happiness that they seemed to get from relationships with men. I suppose it probably seemed like kind of a fairytale to them. The shy little waitress gets swept off her feet by the handsome millionaire. In a way my story was a fairytale, but not quite in the way they thought of it. It had started out more like a horror story, but in true fairytale fashion it seemed to have a happy ending.

Of course who knows what the ending is? As I know, better than anyone, life has a way of playing some weird tricks on you. You think you've got a handle on things and suddenly a mysterious stranger turns your world upside down. Sometimes that's bad and sometimes it's good.

Fortunately the lawyers Randall hired had more success than the detectives and before too long I had all my documents in order. If anybody had bothered to look it up they would have found that Mark Patterson had transitioned and changed his name and his gender identity. Once that was cleared up I changed my name again to Mrs. Wendy Packard. At least the initials were still the same.

With a valid passport in hand we finally took our somewhat delayed honeymoon to Paris, where I probably over indulged in shopping, even if I was the wife of a rich man. My taste in clothing was a little more respectable now that I was a married woman, but my lingerie was just as wicked as ever. I wasn't going to give up all of my slutty ways, only now when I dressed like a tramp it was for my husband's eyes only.

So gentlemen, if you ever see a hot female hitchhiker flashing her boobs on the side of the road make your decision carefully about whether to open that door or not. You might get some incredible sex, or you might get the shock of your life...or you might even become a happily married woman, like me!


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

This story sprang entirely from a short porn video I happened to stumble across. It was kind of the usual damsel-in-distress, hot hitchhiker thing that have been a staple of porn for ages. What I really liked was the girl in the video and the way she wore a jacket over her bare top. The way she kind of casually flicked the jacket open from time-to-time was very sexy, and of course as soon as she was in the car she was sucking the guy's cock. I thought that was a very wicked fantasy and tried to think of some way that such a thing might actually happen.

I suppose I failed in that since I doubt that there are any magical transformations going on that require a certain amount of sex in order to turn back to a man, but it got me thinking about hitchhikers and the random nature of jumping into a car with a stranger and ending up having sex with them.

I certainly wouldn't recommend hitchhiking in general. There was a time when it was a perfectly normal way for people to go across the country but these days it seems like it might be a little too risky. Like a crazy porn video it's probably best left in the realm of fantasy.
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