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The Truck Stop




∞∞∞

My wife lets the men surround me as she stands in front of the cab of my truck.

“Come let the little sissy slut suck you dry! She loves nothing more than being covered in come.”

And she’s not wrong.

I’m in heels, a pleated leather skirt, and a crop top that says ‘cumslut’.

And I’m having the time of my life.

“She’s a fucking whore.” One of the punters says as he brings his cock towards my mouth and I gobble it up willingly. “Did you teach her this.”

“Believe it or not, she didn’t need much teaching.” My wife replies, and she isn’t wrong. The moment I put my first ever bit of women’s clothing on I was away to the races, I guess it was just always part of me somehow.

I feel the cock in my right hand stiffen and a moan coming from its owner, the sensation of hot cum shooting the side of my face hits and I moan in my own right, satisfied with the satisfaction of another man, another cum shot, warm and sticky, dedicated to the desire of me, a truck driving sissy slut, whore of the truck stops.

I look to my wife with a cock in my sissy mouth, She’s in strong black knee-high boots, a matching pleated leather skirt, a crop-top and a leather jacket. She looks unmistakably powerful and sexy. But all the men know exactly who the whore is here, who to cum for their cock sucked, who to cum to have their balls emptied. It wouldn’t surprise me if word wasn’t travelling right now to the next truck stop that we’re about.

It wasn’t always like this though.

* * *

It started at home. Me and Claire were always a loose couple. We had known each other since we were just 15, and that formed a bond between us that many simply don’t have. We knew we were always by each other’s sides, and little could make us lose that. So why not diversify our sex lives?

It started off with the odd threesomes, maybe a four-way with another couple that were similarly minded. Sometimes we would experiment further with categories we saw in porn and apply them to real life.

But whatever we did, our sex was good, and it was fun.

Porn and exploration can be a funny thing though, sometimes you find something that lights a fire inside of you, and you can’t be sure why just yet. But you click, and you discover, and you watch, and you read, and suddenly it’s like a new way of being reveals itself through the prism of sexuality.

For me that vision through the looking glass was the world of crossdressing, traps, sissies, transgender, femboys. It was so alluring, it still is, to me, a truck driver, to be able to explore the world of femininity that never seemed to be an open door to me, until that first click opened my eyes.

My screen became a place of addiction for weeks on end in my truck at night with the curtains closed. I became obsessed with this new world I never knew. A refuge away from the dirt, grime and hard work that went with truck drivers and working life in America.

At first, I wanted to fuck them, those feminized little traps with their waxed legs spread, their little cock bouncing under their skirt with every thrust. I wanted the trans models who were the epitome of femininity to ride my cock so I could listen to their whimpers, and watch their tits bounce as I gently held their cock in my hand to stroke as they rode. I wanted the best of both worlds. I wanted men to be little whores, I wanted trans women to make me second guess preferring pussy. It made my cock throb to watch in my truck cab every night, stroking and stroking, having to be up early in the morning but being unable to pull away from the ecstatic edging whilst watching the screen.

That’s how it started, but like all things, it didn’t end there.

Always transforming, morphing, developing, discovering.

After a while my desire started changing, or maybe I just started to realize what my TRUE desire was the whole time.

I begun to no longer want to fuck femboys, traps, sissies, and trans women. I wanted to be a femboy, a trap, a sissy. I wanted to know what it felt like to slither on that skirt, to ush my ass back against a cock, to get on my knees and look up with doll eyes like a good girl.

It went on for weeks, and I just couldn’t take it anymore, I had to buy some women’s clothes, just to try, just to see if the uniform fit. I knew what I wanted, I wanted some short little denim shorts, I wanted a shirt like Daisy Duke, I wanted some heels, I wanted to be the woman that I perved on at every day at the stops and the diners. Just me in my cab, exploring, I thought.

The benefits of being a truck driver meant it was easy to keep secrets. I never kept any dark secrets from Claire, I had never been the kind to cheat on the road with truck stop prostitutes, or to stash empty bottles of liquor in the passenger side dashboard. But I did order ahead to towns I was going to, it’s not uncommon to get delivers to the centers you deliver to on regular occasions, they become like second homes; there’s truck stop diners across the state that know my orders by heart. This was always handy for Claire’s birthday presents, and small secrets like that, and using that knowledge and experience, I ordered one evening a collection of women’s clothing that were definitely not her size to a town I was heading too with a large load.

I felt filthily inconspicuous picking my clothes up as I delivered tons of building materials. Here I was in, in my blue jeans, hoody, steel toe capped boots, and trucker hat, picking up a delivery of women’s clothing, for myself. It got me wondering, as I walked back to my truck from their offices, having signed the paperwork of delivery, how many more truck drivers out there had filthy little secrets like this? More than I could imagine, I suspected. All that time alone in our trucks to contemplate our every thought, you investigate the nooks and crannies of our desires, and the road can be a long time without a woman sometimes, it leads to thoughts that amongst the more traditionally minded truck drivers might be considered unholy. But there’s still plenty of us willing to explore those thoughts, don’t think all truck drivers are on the straight and narrow.

The feeling of getting back into my cab and parking up besides a mostly unused road to tear open in secret the package of women’s clothing is a thrill that I could never forget. I knew it was dirty, I knew it was naughty. Pull out those short blue Daisy Duke shorts and holding them up, looking at them and imagining myself parading around in them like the filthy crossdressers and femboys I had seen online, imagining myself transforming from somebody explorative, but stuck in my male mind, to somebody who had the chance to put the costume on of someone else, and to become my own desires.

Throughout the day I got honked at more times than I think I ever have been in my entire life put together. I mean I knew us truck drivers could be dirty perverts, but we really like a woman truck driver it turned out.

Every time a truck pulled up beside me at a light, or passed me on the side of the road, and they caught a look at me, inevitably I got a big horn from the drivers in the other cabs. And every time it sent a rush through me, from my feet on the pedals up through my bare legs, my cock tingling in my Daisy Duke shorts and crop-top-tied shirt. The feeling was an exhilarating experience of being wanted sexually by these stranger men. I imagined myself signaling to them to pull over, getting in their cab, and leaning over to suck them dry before saying goodbye, getting back into my cab, and driving off in our separate ways to carry on with our jobs. The thought filled my day.

Until I pulled up for the evening at a truck stop, ready to wash, shower and go to bed. I grabbed my small wash bag that had just some soap, toothbrush, toothpaste, and a razor, then went to grab my travel bag.

Oh fuck.

I had left my duffel bag at a previous stop; it had all my clothes for the trip. I sat there in my cab, looking at all the trucks parked around the stop. Some had their curtains shut for privacy, maybe an early bedtime, or maybe they were watching porn, or perhaps they were just private people. Some had their legs up on the dashboard and were openly thumbing through hardcore pornography magazines, some were napping, some staring into space. Would anyone notice if I go to the showers dressed like this? Maybe I can get across the lot without bringing any attention to myself.

I searched the cab for any other clothes that I may have left around the place, under the passenger seat or in the luggage container underneath my bed, but I had nothing. If it weren’t mid-summer then I would always have a large coat in the cab I could have put on.

Fucking hell Andy, I thought, if you don’t have your clothes, because they’re in your bag, then you don’t have your towel either.

So, a shower was out of the option. Not that it was massively important, but eventually I would have to go to the toilet, and I didn’t bring any food so I needed to buy something to eat. Fucking hell, I didn’t even have any coffee in the cab, so what was I supposed to do? It wasn’t even a 24/7 diner at the truck stop, shut at 10. So I would have to go in there eventually, and 10 o’clock in the summer wasn’t dark enough to not be seen by the drivers, and even if I got across the parking lot without being seen, I’d still have to go in the diner.

Or just not wash, eat, or drink.

I rolled my eyes at myself. C’mon Andy, you’ve been letting drivers look you up and down all day as they drive past. Not like you’ll see these fellas again, they’re just strangers at the truck stop.

I ran my hands down my bare legs, felt the skin between my rolled up shirt and shorts, and exhaled deeply.

Just do it.

I grabbed my washbag and climbed out the cab, I was going to shower whether or not I had a towel. After a hot day in the cab mid-summer, there’s nothing worse than going to bed sticky. Some truckers have no such sense of hygiene, but I wasn’t that kind of cat.

I stood by my cab, ready to climb back in, but instead I took a deep breath and said fuck it. I took my first step with a wobble and realized that I had bigger problems than crossing the parking lot dressed as a woman, because I couldn’t even walk in these things. How stupid could I have been? It was hard enough being able to drive in them, and it was only with the open empty roads and cruise control that I did so with relative ease, now I had to walk in them!

I got myself round to the back of my truck. I was parked against the fence, but there was enough space for me to go back and forth, and in the space of five minutes, gave myself a crash course in heels. If I was going to be seen in them, then I won’t be seen falling in them and looking like an amateur!

Gathering myself I considered the moment that I’d put myself in. Behind my truck, at a stop, dressed like a slut, learning to walk on my heels. I laughed at myself and remembered that I can just avoid this stop in future. So I walked out from behind my truck and go to cross the lot, wash bag in hand.

One, two, three, four, five, six, trucks facing the walk across I counted, not counting the ones parked around and about, scattered.

One leg forward and then the other I started to cross the parking lot, feeling powerful in my heels and shorts, a feeling I wasn’t expecting. It was as though this was entirely natural for me, like the clothes were controlling me, and not the other way around.

Nevertheless, I tried to cross the parking lot as quickly as I can. But as I stepped into the center a call came out from a truck.

“Look fine down there!”

I go to be embarrassed, the feeling I imagined would happen, but instead I blushed and a rush swept through me, I turned to the shouter. He’s a late twenties guy in a plaid shirt, well groomed stubble and tidy haircut.

“Thank you.” I replied, softening my voice in a way that again seemed oh so natural to me, as though I had done this before. I waved towards him with a smile and continued my strut towards the showers, wash bag in hand. My legs carried themselves and I noticed just how long they are, something I’d never noted before putting on these slutty little shorts.

“You need some company in the showers?” He shouts out his truck window as I walked past.

I swung around and looked at him, a smile spanning ear to ear. Not sure what’s going to come out of my mouth, and to my surprise, I told him that if he wants to follow me, he can. And I turned around and with a swagger in my hips, feeling my waist revealed and the strength in my heels, I made my way to the communal showers.

There was no one in the showers when I walk in, and to my surprise, they weren’t the dirtiest or grimiest truck stop toilets I’d ever stepped foot.

“Must’ve gone into the ladies.” I joked to myself out loud as I turned a shower on and took my soap out of the bag, placing it on the holder.

Standing and humming to myself, I was suddenly surprised by the opening of the shower door, only for a deep grumbling voice very apologetically say, “Apologies ma’am, I had no idea you were in here.” As they then closed the door again.

I laughed out loud, I couldn’t help myself. Was I really passing so much that at first glance I’m a ma’am?

Seeing the water steam I went to take my heels off as the door opened again, it’s the young man who shouted out his truck window.

“Am I okay?” He asks, making sure that he wasn’t overstepping the line.

I thought to myself for a moment. Is he okay? Is this okay? What about Claire at home? Well, she’s probably got a bull balls deep right now, so why can’t I have my fun? Besides, I felt like a different person in these shorts, and for sure no ma’am is married to Claire!

“Come in.” I replied. “Do you like my outfit?”

“I do.” He said, looking me up and down and teetering into the showers with a towel and a washbag. He was nervous once confronted with the very situation he hollered for, I could tell.

“It’s new.” I replied, unsure of what to say myself, new to this situation. But as I say it I found myself doing a half twirl on my left toe. I’m sure I’d never made such a move in my life, it’s like I was really becoming the sluts I’d been watching in porn for weeks on end.

I noticed he has a bulge in his trousers.

“Can I feel that?” I asked, deciding to go gung-ho on being a sissy slut.

“You can feel anything you want.” He replied. “Want to watch me shower?”

“I do.” He stepped towards me and I noticed then that he towers over me by a good 4 inches, he must be about 6 foot 2, broad shouldered, and handsome, a real man.

That’s who should be doing the fucking, I think to myself as I put my hands on his chest and feel his large pecs, moving my hands down towards the bulge in his trousers, it’s massive.

“Do you want my shower? It’s warm already.” I ask, batting my eye lids and looking up just as my wife does when she wants something from me. I never realized how much femininity I had consumed and stored into myself until this moment in the showers. The clothes, the movements, the words leaving my mouth, it’s like we all have the ability in us to leave the constrains of masculinity and be a sissy slut. It’s a freeing feeling, and I revel in it as my body surges with adrenaline. “Here, I’ll help.”

I get on my knees, my bare skin on the hard floor like an everyday public restroom street whore. I could feel my semi trying to fight it’s way down the small amount of leg that my jean shorts had on them, the tip of my cock hunting for an exit to make itself known.

I unbutton and unzip his jeans to find no underwear beneath, his cock whips out and it’s as big as it felt in his jeans, like something my wife’s bulls would have. Only difference is, I get to have fun with this one. And as I hold it in my hands and slap it against my little sissy face I think back to all the men I’ve watched fuck my wife, all the threesomes, foursomes, the parties, how through it all I never held a cock, sucked a cock, felt the weight of one, slapped it against my face, felt it in my ass, I never had that opportunity.

And it was never that she denies it from me, this whole time I had been denying from myself. If only I asked her, I know she would be happy with me involving myself with the men too. It turns out I just needed to dress like a slut to become a slut.

“It’s fucking massive.” I tell him. “Impressive.”

He pulls his shirt off over his bed to reveal his torso. “Thank you.” He then replied as though he had been told it was big plenty of time.

I looked up to a 6-packs and pecs, my eyes widen with awe that this is my first cock as a woman.

“Oh my God.” Is all I mustered out of my mouth as my cock tries again to grow its way out of my short shorts.

I ran my hands up as far as I can reach over the crevices of his abs the back down along his hips and his Adonis belt leading to the base of his cock where I ran my hands along and lead it into my mouth where I start sucking with aggressive enthusiasm.

“Oh shit. Oh fuck.” Is all he could say. As he leaned back with pleasure, almost struggling to stay on his feet. “Do you do this often?” He asked.

“First time.” I tried to reply with muffled voice as my mouth is full of cock.

“Well I’ll be damned.” He said with surprise. “You suck like a pro.”

I take the compliment and keep on going. I could feel my ass bouncing up and on my heels as though on an invisible cock in desperate horniness, my knees rubbing against the floor but I can’t give a fuck. I’m being a slut.

“Do I suck your cock good?” I asked him, knowing that the throbbing hardness in my mouth was already a clear indicator. He moaned in response and I kept sucking him off in the truck stop showers.

I spit all over the strangers’ cock, dribble precum down myself and close my eyes as I settle in to explore his cock as much as I can with my mouth like the slutty dog I am on my knees.

When I opened my eyes there were two more men in the showers. One is tentatively watching as he undresses to use the shower, the other is undressed, standing by the first stranger, his cock out, hard, wanking it, looking at me, running his eyes over my body, my slutty little outfit.

“Well hello boys.” I said. “I will be your truck stop attendant today, and what do you need seeing to?” The words fly right out of my mouth, I couldn’t believe what I was saying.

My body was aching with the need to be fucked as the second man brings his cock towards me and I took it in my mouth whilst jerking the first stranger’s.

The first time you do anything is always extra exhilarating, and this was no different.

I made eye contact with the third guy in the showers who was now naked and jerking whilst watching too, I beckoned him over with my eyes and told him to get behind me. He pulled down my shorts so my asshole was free but my balls and cock were tucked away like the good girl I am.

“Oh God, please fuck me.” I moaned, my asshole aching to be entered. Finally all my fantasies being answered, my asshole that I had toyed and fingered in the cab of my truck to sissy porn so many times finally feeling a real cock.

And it was a lot warmer than any toys. It was warm, thick, and penetrated me with a gasp-worthy push just jolted me forward to gag on the cock I was sucking.

“Fucking hell fuck me like the filthy slut I am.” I moaned, cock of the first stranger in my mouth as I jerked the second and the third fucked me.

The second stranger came, the one who I was jerking. He came all over my face without any warning I don’t know if he even knew he was going to cum, but he let out an enormous moan as he did so. The cum was invitingly hot, it stuck to my face, and I felt like it was a tribute to my newfound femininity.

The stranger behind me was fucking me gently, not with speed but with satisfying thrusts in and out, each meeting my ass with a slap which pushed me forward. He slapped my ass and called me a slut, I fucking loved it.

“Fucking cum in me.” I told him. Something I’d never told anyone before.

And he did. Gripping my ass hard his cock expanded and throbbed inside of me, I could feel it shoot out spurts of cum inside my as I pushed my ass back against them, wanting them as deep as possible.

“And you. Cum in my mouth.” I then said, between gasps of airy moans. I couldn’t believe what was becoming of me in the moment, but I was in Rome and I was sure as fuck going to dress and act like Caesar, a filthy, slutty, sissy Caesar.

And he did, he gripped the back of my head and pushed his cock to the back of my throat and shot cum straight down it, tears dripping down my eyes from the gagging, I was filled with cum from both ends.

And that was my first experience.

From there, it was an addiction.

* * *

Claire grabs my chin and makes me look her in the eye with my face covered in cum.

“You’re a filthy little sissy slut, aren’t you?” She asks.

“Yes.” I reply, simply. Yes I am.

“She pushed my head underneath her skirt and rubs her pussy against my face, the cum rubbing off me onto her as I stick my tongue and let her dripping wet pussy transfer its juices all over me so I’m sticky and wet with pussy juices all over me.

I hear the moans off the men around me as we put on our show.

“You like that do you boys?” She asks to a chorus of yesses and affirmatives.

“You two are dirty fucks, we need more of you around.” One says, to which my wife laughs and agrees.

“Wish my wife was like you.” Says one of the truckers, whilst my wife plays with her H-cup tits and rubs her pussy against my face, one leg up on the front of my truck.

She invites them round to cum on my face whilst she’s riding it, combining all our fluids together. Two men jizz on me, then a third. Their loads covering me, I moan in ecstasy as they do.

“Good girl. Good slutty girl.” My wife moans too as she nears climax, her clit and my tongue dancing in furious unison. “Good girl, make mommy cum, you’re going to make mommy cum so hard.” She throws her head back and grinds against me feverishly, faster and faster until she glides across my face with one final slippery grind and transform into a shaking shuddering mess. “Fuck me I’m cumming.”

She pulls away and sticks three fingers in herself, pumping away as she cums to make herself squirt, which she does so like a waterfall all over me, as the cocks surround, watching and jerking.

Such an assortment of cum and juices. All for my hot wife and me, the desirable sissy slut. These evenings have become the highlights of my months since we started, and I’m so fortunate that she was supportive and accepting when I told her of my first experience.

My gratitude is telling when I look her in the eye, the love and smile on my face, my ass poking out of my little slutty leather skirt.

She cups my face by the chin.

“You’re a good little girl.” She tells me. “We’re going to make you the whore of America.”

For a moment it’s as though we weren’t surrounded by men, doggers, swingers, desperate opportunists, lonely travelers, the backbone of America. We got lost looking at each other, dressed like matching whores in front of my truck, the symbol of American masculinity. Covered in cum, cumming for those watching and ourselves.

And just then in that moment a spotlight shone on us, and a voice came over a speakerphone from a recently pulled up car.

“That’s it. Break it up. Move on. We’ve had reports and we don’t want any more of it.”

The men around us scarpered back to their trucks, terrified of being caught by the police. Claire and I looked at each other and laughed. It wasn’t the first time the police had been tipped off to us at truck stops and broke up the crowd, and from experience we knew there was a 50/50 chance that we would be about to be sucking off a duo of boys in blue.

Just another evening as a truck stop sissy.

Did you make it to the end? Thank you!


More to Come




But for the time being, why not follow me on Amazon? That way you won’t miss the next installment!

I hope you enjoyed reding, if you did then please leave a review! It has always been a goal to be able to at least go full-time with writing, and every review will help with that goal!
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Your Own Lucy Bloom Story
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I also do commissions!

Prices range depending on length, and no I don’t mean your cock!
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