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Book Description for Truck Stop Sissy: A Forced Femme Story of Forced Bisexual Submission

"Tammy" finds herself delivered to a truck stop by her Mistress, Bianca, to turn her first trick. The humiliated cuckold has been trained so hard and so long by her wife and her girlfriend that she's turning into a real girl -- with one little "extra." 

Bianca's found her slave a nice, big, hairy, well-hung and extremely masculine trucker named Mitch. He wants to give it good and hard to a girl just like Tammy... one with a hard little cock. And he's willing to pay the humiliated but willing little slut $100 for a taste of both her hot holes.

When Tammy climbs into the back of Mitch's sleeper cab, she realizes how much she wants this hot, hairy he-man. She might not want to admit what she needs, but by the time Mitch is finished with her, Tammy will realize that the become a real sissy... and a real whore!

Truck Stop Sissy is an explicit 6,100-word erotic story intended only for an adult audience. It includes female and male domination, feminized male sissy submission, forced bisexuality, erotic humiliation, male bisexuality, tease and denial, and other forms of sexual variation. Do not sample, buy or read it if you might find such themes offensive.


Truck Stop Sissy by Kylie Cooper

Bianca pulled around the back of the Big Stop Travel Plaza and went through the rickety, rusted old gate that said TRUCKS ONLY.

The lot beyond the gate had a long row of big-rigs, loosely packed; there were probably only twelve or fifteen of them parked on an enormous lot that could have held fifty or more. The cabs were all sleepers. Some were dark. Others had lights on.

It was almost midnight. Bianca checked her phone and said, absently, "Berth 523," as if talking to herself -- like I wasn't even there. She didn't even look over to see me pouting. 

Bianca was dressed for the chilly night; I was not. She had her jeans and boots on, plus a sweatshirt and vest and a T-shirt beneath them, whereas I... did not. I had plenty of flesh exposed to the night air, and the low setting she'd put the heater on only blew out a whisper of lukewarm air. It wasn't cutting it. I had goosebumps.

I wasn't wearing much. Bianca had dressed me to "work." My legs and arms were exposed, as was much of my back and my belly and shoulders and much of my cleavage. My nipples were hard as rocks. They were so hard they hurt. Ever since I'd grown tits, they'd been so fucking sensitive -- not just to cold, but to everything. The white stockings I had on did not help keep me warm either, especially since they left an inch between their lace tops and the hem of my skirt. 

Bianca found Berth #248 and pulled into one of the long spots beside it. She checked her phone once more, looked at me, smiled, and said, "Right on time. Ready to party, baby?" 

Now she could see me pouting, even though it was pretty dark.

I didn't say, "Yes, Mistress," like I usually would -- to anything Bianca says, about anything, almost.

Instead, I was pouty and petulant, nervous and scared, a little bit pissed. She was making me turn my first trick.

I was so cold I shivered, and I did not want to get out of the car and climb into that cab.

But I knew that I would.

The big-rig in Berth #523 was an eighteen-wheeler -- huge. It had a sleeper cab, like most of the others. There was a small window open in back, lighted up a little, dimly, with colored light, as if by a lava lamp or something. The window was cracked just a little, as was the vent at the top. From those slim holes wafted trucker-rock music -- southern-rock, country-western, gross Nashville bullshit. I pouted at that, too. I was pouting at everything. 

Bianca laughed at my unhappiness.

She said, "Go on, baby... git. Do your job. I'll pick you up in an hour."

Distantly, again as if speaking to herself, she peered out at the gate toward the diner we'd past and said, "Maybe I'll go have a piece of pie and a nice cup of hot coffee. You want me to get you some take-out? Maybe a salad?"

She sneered that last part, sarcastically, taking a certain pleasure in driving home the answer. No, I would not be having any truck-stop take-out. Bianca had been restricting my caloric intake just like she'd been restricting everything. Just like she'd been restricting my access to her pussy. I no longer fucked it -- but I licked it eagerly when she pushed my head down there, because I knew what happened if I didn't.

She also controlled my exercise regimen, no longer having to use a cattle prod like she did in the early weeks of the "process."

Now, I was too well-conditioned. When she told me it was time to sweat on the treadmill, I didn't dare argue.

Just like I didn't argue when she told me to climb into a sleeper cab at a truck stop and... do business.

Whatever my complaints, I certainly couldn't argue with the result. Since things started, I had dropped more than fifty pounds. I was now down to one-twenty, pretty surprising at five-four. But that's why, even with the hormones and everything, Bianca had me get tits... she just didn't think the B-cups I grew from the hormones were big enough. After my surgery three months ago, as I'd lost even more weight, my D-cups looked even bigger on my narrow frame. With the push-up bra I wore tonight, the low-cut neckline and the cold, they looked huge. With my nips so hard and my cleavage all goose-bumped, my pushed-up D-cups hung halfway out of my tight top. If I walked down the street like this I'd be whistled at and probably groped.

Lucky for me, I wouldn't have to go anywhere with much lighting. 

Just into that cab, and on my back. Or maybe all fours.

"Go, baby! Go turn that trick." Bianca said.

"Yes, Mistress.

I got out of the car. 

#

The lot, like I said, only had a dozen trucks there with sleeper cabs, even though it was a large lot. Thank heaven for small mercies; the last thing I wanted just then was to walk my way around the truck's cab with a bunch of other truckers watching me. As it was, the only one watching me was my wife, and while she took pleasure in what a hot piece of ass I was, I'd gotten used to that. I was far more concerned about the cold; I was shivering like crazy. 

I climbed up on the running-board of the truck cab and knocked on the window. A moment later, a guy crawled from the sleeper back into the driver's seat. He popped the driver's side door open. 

I caught my breath, getting my first look at the client. He was an older, mustachioed guy, probably fifty but in pretty amazing shape. Sure, he was almost twice my age, but he clearly worked out... and I guess in a way he was kind of cute. He had a big bushy moustache, which I hate. I couldn't say for sure, but it wouldn't surprise me if Bianca went out of her way to find me a trick with a mustache just to fuck with me. Under that bushy thing, he was good-looking enough, though. 

I turned on my flirty charm automatically, feeling the girly behavior well up inside me and bubble out as I flashed him my tits, arching my back so the hard nipples poked through the thin dress of my top. 

"Hi, honey, you must be Mitch! Want some company?" 

"Do I ever," said Mitch, his eyes feasting on my tits. "You must be Tammy." 

"I sure am," I said, my voice giggly and bubbly. I couldn't believe how girly it sounded since Bianca had me get that work done. I barely even had to try anymore to make it sound feminine. I guess I still made a conscious effort to keep my diction female and stuff, but after the long months of training Bianca had given me, even that came naturally. 

"Come right in, baby," Mitch said. I climbed in the cab. "Damn," he said. "You are one hot piece of ass. I can't wait to get you alone." My face felt hot even in the chill. The truck cab was warm. I climbed over the driver's seat as Mitch crawled his way into the back. 

The sleeper cabin was not very big, and there wasn't much there in the way of luxury. But Mitch had made it seem homey... not least by firing up a healthy dose of marijuana. The air of the cabin was heavy with it. 

The "bed" of the sleeper was only made for one person, and Mitch was a big guy. So once I climbed through the little opening, I was pressed up against him, almost on top of him. Or maybe he was almost on top of me. Things were so tight in there that I could hardly tell who was where; all I knew is that his hands were all over me. He took me in his arms and started to feel me up -- ass first, then thighs, tits, hair, hips, belly, neck... and then before I knew it, Mitch was kissing me, shoving his tongue in my mouth. 

I didn't want to react to this stranger the way that I did. But you've got to understand... my wife's done plenty of work on me. 

I'm not going to pretend it hasn't been effective. I would be lying if I said I wasn't enjoying myself. I mean, I hate moustaches, because they look gross and the totally tickle, but... under it, Mitch was a pretty cute guy. And his body against mine, all tight and hard, muscled and manly, hairy and rough -- well, it did something to me. Something that I couldn't hide. I felt my cock getting hard in my panties. My cock doesn't even get hard anymore when I watch my wife fucking another man. When she does that, she usually ties me up, on my knees, ball-gag in my mouth and butt-plug up my ass. About half the time, I'll get hard and my little dick will stand straight up and sometimes Bianca will look over and make fun of it, which only makes it harder. Sometimes she jerks me off at the end, although usually not. It had been more than a month at that point since she gave me a handy. 

So maybe that's why I got so hard so fast... so hard, in fact, that my dick popped out of my panties and poked its way out, forming a tent in my skirt. Mitch reached for it, but I intercepted his hand and guided it away while I squirmed and stuffed my hard little dick back down between my legs, pushing my smooth thighs together.

I said, "I'm sorry, baby, I do want to party... but I need to ask for the money first." 

Mitch didn't miss a beat. He grinned and said, "Sure, baby. Right here."

He reached over into the dark at the edge of the sleeper cab and came back holding a small, folded-over sheaf of twenties. I fanned them, counted them: $120. It made my stomach do flip-flops to see it, not because I needed the money... but because I didn't. My wife certainly didn't need it, either. We were more than fine with my generous trust fund. That's what made it so fucking hot and degrading to have my wife sell me for $100. 

"There's a little extra there," Mitch said with pride. "It's a tip." 

It was a boneheaded thing to say; of course it was a tip. It was an insultingly low tip. But then, my wife had sold me for an insultingly low price, because it made her pussy wet to degrade me like this. And yeah, okay... it made my dick hard, too. That's how this whole thing started. Now it was way out of control, okay? But I didn't care. I wanted it.

So I reacted just like I knew whores like me should react to a client paying them.

I mewled and purred and said, "Thank you, baby, that's so sweet, I'm going to be so worth it..." 

I tucked the money away in my little white purse and pushed myself against Mitch, climbing on top of him. My dick popped back out, and this time I didn't even try to stop it. It just poked out the leg of my panties and lifted my skirt... but Mitch was already lifting it, anyway. He let me straddle him as I straightened up, my stockinged knees planted on either side of him on the messy mattress. 

It was dark in the cab. The only light came from a little laptop over in the corner where there was a porn movie playing. Some little petite blonde was getting her holes stretched by a big crew of really huge black men. It was muted, the better to hear the crooning country-western music that piped from cheap speakers somewhere.

I didn't give the porn movie more than a passing glance, and tried to ignore the cheesy strains of the country music, as I lifted my little dress over my head, unhitched my front-clasp push-up bra, and wiggled my way back down onto Mitch. By then, he'd pulled his t-shirt over his head and was now wearing nothing but boxer-briefs. He had big shoulders and a hard-muscled chest, all of it dusted faintly with hair. There wasn't much light, so I couldn't tell for sure, but I thought some of the hair was grey. 

That reminded me that this guy I was about to fuck really was twice my age. 

I remembered how grossed out I'd been the first time Bianca brought home a hairy guy and made me go down on him. "Fluffing," she called it, but after the second time he'd fucked my wife, the guy let me go beyond the "fluffing," and came in my mouth. Bianca still hadn't been satisfied. She wanted me to rim his hairy asshole, and I guess by then she'd trained me well enough that I knew not to refuse or complain. I could still remember how my stomach had turned to feel his hair up against my body, the hair of his ass up against my face while I let my tongue seethe into his dirty hole. 

That seemed so long ago, now. 

Mitch's hairy body was something entirely different. It seemed hot. It seemed sexy. I guess it seemed... beautiful. 

I lunged forward and kissed him again, this time taking the lead as my pierced tongue slithered into his mouth. Then I started to kiss my way down his hard chest, taking pleasure at how soft and silky his chest-hair was. I licked my way down to one of his hard nipples and started to suck on it; he answered me with a moan and a grab at my ass. I bit lightly; he grabbed my ass harder, kneading my cheeks.

 "You like that?" I asked him. He grinned as he pushed me down further, his hand on the top of my head. 

"I like this better," he said, forcing me toward his cock as I let my wet tongue slide down his "pleasure trail" -- the landing strip of hair that ran down from his lower chest to his crotch.

I was down to my high-heeled stockings and boots, with my dress and my bra gone. I felt so exquisitely nude against Mitch's hard body. My nipples get so erect now that my oversized implants put pressure on them. The slightest brush against Mitch's leg-hair made me shiver. He had very hairy legs. To my surprise, I found myself liking that.

Mitch wore a pair of white boxer-briefs and a ribbed white tank top. His cock was exquisitely hard and thick, so hard it stretched his boxer-briefs conspicuously.

I pulled down the waistband of his white cotton boxer-briefs; it was until then that I got a sense of just how colossally huge Mitch's cock was.

He was already quite fully erect, thank goodness, because if that thing got any bigger I think I would have fainted just to look at it... let alone trying to take it inside me. I mean, we're talking huge. 

It wasn't just that it was so big... it was also exquisitely hard. It was too dark to see if Mitch's face was bright red from the little blue pill, but to tell you the truth, I wouldn't have cared if it was.

I wouldn't have given a damn if he'd taken drugs to get hard any more than I cared if he got stoned before he fucked me. All I cared about was that huge cock. 

I know I do all of this whining and pouting at Bianca, telling her how I'm not into the slut thing, like, all the time and everything, trying to talk her out of making me do things. But the truth is, my wife knows me better than I know myself. Once I was down there with my face in Mitch's crotch, I just let instinct take over. Pretty soon, I was completely lost in the task of servicing this gorgeous, masculine, muscular, hairy, sweaty, stoned, drunk, well-hung and much older man. 

I took his cock in my mouth and began to make love to it, bobbing up and down wetly as my lipsticked mouth glided up and down the thick shaft. I let my tongue slip out and caress his shaft as I lowered myself onto it. I looked up and made eye contact with him; he looked down at me with a stoned smile on his face. I felt a rush; the warmth of the cabin was banished for a moment and chills ran through me as my skin goose-bumped. I was really doing this. I was turning a trick. 

It got me so hot that I wanted to give him more. That's why I put my hot little as way up high in the air and shook it for him while I arched my back, tugged his cock down until it jutted out at exactly the right angle to swallow all the way down to the base. 

Then I took a good, deep breath and just let nature take its course... allowing my near-naked body to undulate all over while I pushed myself face-first onto his dick. 

To my surprise, I barely felt my gag-reflex kick in. It took only the slightest effort to overcome it. Soon I could feel the stretch of Mitch's huge dick all the way down my throat, feeling like it was reaching into my guts. I had my red lips down around the base. My fingertips gently caressed Mitch's balls at first; then. But I stayed down on him all the way even after my lungs started to burn. I pushed my tongue out and caressed his glorious nuts for a long time before I finally came up for air, gasping. His cock popped free of my mouth. I rubbed it all over my face. I licked my way down and started to worship his balls, my tongue slipping around them and gradually licking their way further back. 

I still don't know if I, like, meant to do what I did. It just came naturally... like the part about deep-throating him. I guess while I went to town on his dick and his balls, rubbing him all over my face and my tits, me and Mitch kind of, like, worked together to get his white boxer-briefs down. 

Then he was naked -- gloriously naked. He was gorgeously, beautifully, lusciously hairy and naked and hard with his dick in my face. I sucked his cock some, pushing it down my throat two or three more times between eager sessions of rubbing it urgently all over my face.

But I kept returning to Mitch's balls, probably because I wanted to go all the way. 

I guess, like I said, nature took its course. I guess maybe it's true what Bianca says. Certain things are built into my sissy nature. 

Like eating a real man's asshole. 

Before I knew it, Mitch had his legs lifted all the way up, spread, his feet propped against the roof of the cab and his big, heavy, powerful hand on my head. He wouldn't have had to push me down there to get me to start licking his asshole, but I guess I liked the fact that he did. Something about the weight of his hand on my head got me so fucking hot. It's like he was ordering me, and I guess even though it had kind of been my idea, it felt good to do as I was told.

I shoved my tongue into Mitch's tight, hairy asshole. He was clean enough, but he was a big guy and a trucker and all that and I guess he'd had a shower and stuff but that didn't stop his hairy asshole from tasting all musky and ripe. I guess I kind of liked that. I felt my face reddening as I made a complete and total sissy whore of myself, licking this much older stranger's ass as if it was the yummiest thing in the world. I kept stroking his cock, and I wanted so badly to stroke my own -- which was jutting out hard, bouncing with every jiggle and sway of my hot little ass as ripples of pleasure rolled through my body with every deep thrust of my tongue into Mitch's dirty asshole. 

Mitch was so big compared to me, and had such long arms, that even with his legs up he could still reach down just barely reach my ass. 

He reached down and grabbed it once or twice while I rimmed the hell out of him. 

And when I showed I liked that by moaning and wiggling my butt in his grasp, he took it a step further. 

He started to spank me. 

I liked that even more than I liked having Mitch grab me. 

He smacked my ass hard while I made love to his filthy hole. 

He spanked each of my cheeks twenty, thirty times while I was down worshipping his hairy butt. The combined humiliation of eating his ass and being spanked got me seriously hot. 

I could feel the pain building as Mitch spanked me more roughly. It spurred me to greater depths of submission. I went deeper into Mitch's tight hole with my tongue the more he spanked me. I licked him with increasing urgency, stroking his cock with my hand as I ate his ass.

I guess Mitch liked what I did to his ass and his cock, both, because he grabbed my wrist and pulled my hand away from the latter.

I giggled and said, "Don't you like it?" 

He growled fiercely, "What I don't like is popping my load all over your pretty face, bitch, before I can get a chance to fuck that tight ass of yours." 

I felt a hungry rush of desire. "Oh, yeah?" I asked him, wiggling my butt against his spanking blows. "You wanna fuck my tight ass? You wanna stick your big huge fucking dick up my tight ass, baby?" 

"You know I do," he said. He brought his legs down and put his left hand in my hair, snaking his fingers through my curly blonde locks and pulling me forcefully onto him, so my face was up close to his muscled chest. That way he could reach my ass better. He spat on his hand and reached down and shoved his hand into my crack, pushing one finger under my panties and up my tight hole. 

His spit wasn't very much lube, and I felt incredibly tight. It had been a long time since Bianca gave it to me the way she used to. To my surprise, as I felt the hard sting of Mitch's finger violating my ass, I realized I had missed it. So help me, I guess I was pretty hot for this trucker's big cock. 

I moaned crazily and pushed my tits together, spitting on my firm, fake tits to slick them up so I could push them together and slide up and down on Mitch's cock. He moaned; he said, "Oh, yeah, bitch, you like to tit-fuck? You hot little whore!" He added a second finger to the first one and stretched out my ass painfully. I whimpered in pain but kept wiggling my butt back and forth invitingly. That's how I wanted it. Rough and tight and a little bit painful. Mitch sure as hell knew how to give that to me. 

His hands were big. He pulled my hair as he fingered my asshole roughly. Just two fingers were more than enough to stretch me painfully, but he added a third. I cried out, pushing my tits together more firmly and spitting some more to lube his dick up so the undulations of my body gave him more pleasure. But Mitch felt he'd given my ass enough warmup... and before I knew it, he'd pulled me up by the hair, slid out from under me, and pushed me back down while he got behind me. He pulled my hair hard and shoved my face into his pillow. I took a deep breath of his sweat; it sent a wave of arousal through my body. Mitch's big hands were all over me, grabbing me, squeezing me, moving me, forcibly positioning me just how he wanted me: face-down, ass-up. I let my arms rest inert, down between my spread thighs, while Mitch forcibly lifted my ass, spread my knees wider, and parted my cheeks.

From somewhere, Mitch must have produced some lube. I had my face buried in the pillow, half-wanting but half-dreading the stretch of his giant cock in my asshole. He was much bigger than any of the silicone strap-on cocks that Bianca used to fuck me with. I knew that I'd have a hell of a time taking that huge dick up in me. It scared me... but at this point I knew it was inevitable. 

Mitch was completely in control of me. He owned me. He owned my ass. 

And I guess I realized that's how I liked it. I liked knowing that I couldn't get out of getting my ass fucked by that huge thing even if I had second thoughts. 

It was too late for that. 

I was Mitch's bitch now. 

I felt the cold drizzle of lube on my crack; Mitch's thumb pushed its way in my asshole, stretching it. Then there was more lube, and two fingers... Three fingers... Four, pushed together in a duck-shape. I squealed like a girl as he stretched me with four fingers up to the knuckles... but even that wasn't as big as his cock would be, and I knew it. I heard the rip and the rustle of a condom wrapper; Mitch fitted the rubber onto his dick and unrolled it.

Then he worked his huge cockhead up and down in my crack, teasing me open as I whimpered fearfully against the impending intrusion. 

Mitch knew to give it to me kind of slow... but not too slow. Just slow enough to give my tight hole time to accept his shaft rather than fighting it... but fast enough that I felt his complete and utter dominance of me as he violated my hole. 

I cried out with each surge of his dick against my at-first unwilling entrance... but each time he pushed against me, I pushed back, wanting him in me. When his huge rubber-sheathed cockhead finally breached my snug entrance, I let out more than a squeal. I swear, I must have screamed at the top of my lungs. 

But Mitch didn't care. He was in me, and moaning himself, almost as loud as the country-western music. Once his big cockhead was in me, every inch after that went much more easily.

And I wanted it. I pushed myself back onto him, working my hips eagerly from side to side as I sought to force all of his huge shaft inside me. It took a few minutes of exquisitely painful stretching, but soon I could feel his big balls pressing up against mine. Mitch held my hips tight and began to fuck me. I squealed and moaned as alternate shudders of pain and pleasure rolled through my tight body. I started to fuck myself violently onto him, coaxing him into more aggressive thrusts. My hard cock bounced against my smooth lower belly as Mitch pounded into me. 

Before long, all the pain and anxiety had vanished, and all I felt was the intense pleasure of being fucked to my core. I loved being impaled on this big stranger's giant trucker cock; I wanted it more than I'd ever wanted anything in my life. Somewhere inside, I still rebelled, telling myself that I was only doing this because Bianca had insisted... because she'd pimped me out to this trucker. But I knew that wasn't true. I thanked my lucky stars that my wife wasn't there to see me behaving like such a shameless slut. I don't think the few remaining shreds of my pride could have handled that.

I won't pretend that I actually climaxed with Mitch inside me.

I mean, that's like, anatomically impossible, right?

I mean, a girl like me can't have a female orgasm... can she?

I guess it's just that I was so overwhelmed by the feeling of being so feminine, so female, that I imagined myself having feminine orgasms. I did feel a few little spurts from my cock, but it's not like I actually came. It was more like some kind of deep, deep interior pleasure began to glow through me as I fucked myself harder and rougher onto Mitch's cock. When he finally pulled out, I let out a keening wail of loneliness, feeling all empty inside.

I heard the snap of the condom as Mitch pulled it off. His big hand came down and smacked my ass.

"Turn over, bitch. Show me those pretty tits." 

I did as I was told, rolling onto my back and pushing my titties together as Mitch came up and straddled me. He aimed his dick at my tits, jacking off furiously. It didn't take long. Huge streams blasted out of his dick and covered my titties and face.

Mitch and I were both bathed in sweat. I was exhausted. My little cock was still rock-hard, but like I said, I felt as if I'd had an orgasm -- or orgasms. More than one. Multiple orgasms, right? I mean, like, spiritual ones. I felt like I'd had a bunch of them with Mitch inside me. I know it sounds silly, but... I felt like I'd gotten everything I need out of what Mitch had just given me. After so many weeks being locked up in chastity, I was surprised to find that I didn't seem to want a, you know, a "boy-orgasm," nearly as much as I thought I would.

But my dick was still rock-hard. And Mitch, dripping sweat, had a guilty look on his face as he slumped down on top of me, panting, and started to kiss my big tits. He licked his own jizz off of them, sucked my nipples... Rubbed his face all over them. 

Every second or so he would look up at me with this guilty look on his face, and I didn't quite get what he wanted. 

So I reassured him. 

"That was great, baby," I said.

Then, deciding that "great" didn't nearly describe it, I said, "That was fucking great. So fucking great! Where the hell did you learn to fuck like that, baby? Your cock is so fucking good...maybe next time I should pay you..."

Mitch didn't answer me. He licked his way down my smooth belly, looking up guiltily at me while his giant hand closed around my hard little cock. 

I was so tiny compared to Mitch's big hand that he could cover the whole thing and still have his fingers splayed down to caress my swollen balls. They felt painfully tender -- overfull from long weeks of tease-and-denial by Bianca.

But Mitch's hand felt good on them. Even when he squeezed my balls a little, the pain was gratifying. I felt this weird rush of submission, like having his hand on my balls, squeezing and kneading them when they felt so full, swollen and tender, was another way of reminding me that Mitch was a real man and I wasn't. He could get off any time that he wanted. I, on the other hand, couldn't. 

Maybe that's why it didn't feel like I was anything more or less than exquisitely submissive to Mitch even after his warm mouth engulfed my small cock. I moaned crazily, arching my back and pumping my hips up against the thrust of his mouth. His tongue slurped its way up and down on my little shaft while he bobbed up and down, his lips tightening around the base of my cock. There was no chance that he'd deep-throat me, naturally; my whole cock was inside his mouth already, with the tip still quite a distance from the back of Mitch's throat. But his mouth felt exquisite. 

I was so turned on, it didn't take long. I came wildly, thrusting my hips up against Mitch's sucking motions. My hands clawed at the dirty sheets. I took great deep heaving breaths of the pot-laced air and heard the country music, distantly, knowing it did next to nothing to drown out whatever howls of pleasure were making it outside, into the lot. The other truckers parked there could probably hear everything.

It was my first real orgasm in quite a long time. Aftershocks were still rippling through me for quite a long time.

But Mitch was done with me right after he'd finished swallowing my load. Mitch got up on his knees, grabbed my dress and bra, thrust it at me. 

"Sorry, baby. I guess we ran over the hour." He chuckled and sneered. "I guess that's what the tip's for." 

I felt my face reddening. I felt like I'd just had a, well, almost a spiritual experience.... and I was being dismissed. It was the most deeply humiliating thing that had happened to me that evening. 

But Bianca had trained me better than to argue with a real man.

I didn't wipe up. I don't know why I didn't... I just didn't. I left Mitch's congealed jizz on my tits as I shrugged my bra on and fastened it, shoving my oversized tits into the tight grasp of the push-up bra. 

Then I wiggled into the tiny dress and clutched my little white purse to my cummy cleavage. 

By then, Mitch had kicked back and was totally ignoring me. He stretched out, naked and glorious. 

I looked at him for a moment, feeling very ignored and emotionally desperate for his attention. Maybe it's true what Bianca says. Maybe she really has turned me into a girl.

Mitch's huge, hairy, hard, muscled body was beautiful. I wanted to climb onto him and cuddle him.

But I didn't. That was clearly not what he wanted, and the customer's always right... right?

Sissy slut whores like me don't get cuddled. 

We get fucked.

I'd been fucked; I could go now, and I knew it. 

I should go now. Bianca would be waiting for me... if I was lucky.

Mitch fired up a joint. He didn't offer me any.

As I got ready to crawl out of the sleeper cab, I said meekly: 

"Call me again sometime, Mitch?"

Mitch shrugged. "I don't come through here that much." 

My face felt hot. My eyes started stinging.

I said, "Sure, Mitch. Thanks for the... Good time."

He grunted.

I said, far more emphatically:

"Mitch, It was really good. Really, really good. I really liked it. I mean, really enjoyed myself."

Mitch said mildly, "Yeah, it was great, Tammy. Nice time. Have a good night." 

I crawled out of the cab, feeling stunned.

#

Mitch had been right; we'd gone over time, by almost twenty minutes.

Bianca was there to pick me up already. 

She sat in her little red sports car, beaming at me proudly as I crawled down out of the truck cab and stumbled toward the car. 

I guess I was walking funny. Mitch had really given it to me good.

When I got in the car, Bianca couldn't resist teasing me a little bit.

"You really howled like a bitch in there, baby. He must have stuck you but good. I bet you didn't really like it, right? Because you're such a straight boy, like you keep on telling me. You don't like dick at all... you poor thing, you probably didn't enjoy yourself at all, huh? You just pretended to like it, for his benefit. Is that it?"

I wanted to know how much she had heard of my howling and moaning in pleasure... but I knew better than to ask her.

Blushing like crazy, I said, "Yes, Mistress. I put on a really good act for you, Mistress. I was a good girl."

"Let's see if you're that good a girl with your next twenty clients, baby." She smirked at me happily. "You're a whore now. You're just getting started, Tammy."

My heart raced. My throat felt tight.

I said, "Yes, Mistress. I know I am. I'll be a good girl for... all of them, Mistress."

Bianca laughed. "Hell yes, you will. Or else."

Bianca grinned as she started the car, put it in gear, and drove toward the exit.
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