Transforming Love: A Movable Feast – The Pit Stop

by

Rex Haltier

Copyright 2025 HSB and Tall Tale Depot

All rights reserved.

Published by Tall Tale Depot, Inc.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

All persons depicted in this fiction are consenting adults over the age of eighteen, as required by federal law.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Chapter 1: Finishing the Job

Chapter 2: Loving Her

Chapter 3: Rolling With It

Also By Rex Haltier

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1: Finishing the Job
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After that abbreviated oral pleasure, Hannah and I sat in silence. She drove the van. I stared at the road ahead. What did this mean? After such pleasures as I had experienced in the last couple of hours, I did not want to go back. My now ex was just that – my ex. These women accepted me as I was, not as they would have me be. And they were the kind of women I had always dreamed of, even if I never knew the true nature of those dreams. I had sucked cock for the first time in my life, and loved it. I wanted more especially of Hannah's amazing princess wand. Even as I glanced at her, the lovely features of her face lit by the glow of the dashboard lights, I remembered the taste of her member and wanted more. Even then, I could see its sleeping form bulging in her panties.

Life had been transformed. And I was very happy about it. I just hoped that this was the beginning and not just an interlude.

I was startled to find that I had nodded off when Hannah slowed suddenly and zipped down an exit ramp. “What'd I miss?” I blurted.

“Well, sleeping beauty,” she said, with a grin, “I think I need a break from all this driving. And whatnot. There is a hotel ahead with a reservation with my name on it. I intend to take a nice, hot shower and head for bed.”

She looked at me. “What about you?”

I looked her square in the eye. “Sounds about right,” I said.

She nodded and her smile softened to something that made my heart skip a beat or two. “Why don't you wake the dynamic duo, back there,” she said. “I'm sure they need the same.”

I nodded and spun my seat sideways. Jia Li sill had her head on Susie's shoulder. She snored softly. Susie's head canted the other way, arms draped down her sides. Her skirt still bunched up around her waist, as it had since our play a while ago. I noticed that her dick was hard and strained at the flimsy fabric of her panties. I could not help it. I kept staring at it when I shook her knee to wake her.

She noticed. 

“Like the view, Travis?” She grasped the waistband and yanked it down to show me. Her dick sprang up and bobbed in the low light of the cabin. “I know you like the taste.”

“Not now, Susie,” laughed Hannah. “If you're a good girl, I might share.”

“O ho!” said Susie. “So this is what you do when I'm asleep? Steal away the boy?”

Out of no where, Jia Li slipped down and stuffed Susie's rigid cock into her mouth.

Susie gasped.

“You'll be alright,” said Hannah with a grin. 

Jia Li pushed herself up again, leaving Susie wet and hard. “Sorry,” she said. “Not sorry.”

Susie patted her cheek. “You can finish that later.”

The van bounced a little as it left the access road and turned into the parking lot of a fairly famous motel chain. “Okay, kiddos,” said Hannah, “make yourselves presentable enough to make it to the rooms.”

They both laughed. Me? I just thought about how lucky I was to run into these women. I had not idea what was going to happen next, but I knew that it would all be good. And it turned out that I was right.

It took Hannah only a few minutes to square her reservation away. The motel was by no means full, and I booked my own room, next to theirs. Then I helped them with their bags, though these were fairly light and we all made it up to the second floor, and the rooms, in one trip. 

Hannah unlocked their room with the key-card and let Susie and Jia Li in. Then she turned to me with a smile. “It's been a lovely time so far, Travis,” she said. For the first time, I saw that she was the same height as me, which gave me a bit of a thrill. She put her hand on my cheek, leaned in and kissed me. I kissed back. I felt her tongue slip through and touch my lips. I opened and we kissed deep for a few timeless moments. When she broke away, she looked into my eyes. “See you later?”

I nodded, a little dazed. Then she was gone, the door to her room automatically locking with a click. “Later,” I whispered to the night. Then I turned to my own room and went in.

The room was spartan, but clean. It would do. I checked my phone. No messages from Tammy, for which I was glad. I checked my bank account. All was good. I thought a moment, then changed the password. I never gave Tammy the login info on my accounts, but one never knew. Certainly, if she knew where I was, and with whom, who knew what might happen?

Certainly, our last argument had been just that: our last. That relationship was over: of that I was certain. Even if I never saw the trio from the van again, I was never going back to my old life.

And with that thought, I took care of myself. I stripped. I hung up my coat, my jeans, and my shirt. I took my underwear and socks into the bathroom and washed them in the sink, with the hand soap they give you, I smiled at the cum-stains in my briefs – what an adventure! I wrung them out and much as I could, then hung them on individual hangers to dry. Only then, did I get in the shower.

The water was hot and luxurious. I stayed in there for a while, forgetting everything for a time. I emerged warm, and relaxed. I dried off and discovered that the management of the motel did provide a tiny perk for their traveling guests – there was a cheap, personal grooming kit with toothpaste, brush, a shaving kit, and a travel size deodorant. I used these, then padded into the other room, naked but for a towel around my waist. I sat in the room's easy chair and relished the stillness and quiet for a time.

The knock, when it came – as I more than half expected to come – it startled me out of a doze. I got to my feet and padded to the door and the knock repeated. I looked through the peephole and smiled. It was Hannah, dressed in sweats and slippers. Gladly, I undid the chain and opened the door. “Hi!”

She stepped just past me as I shut the door again. Before I could say another word, she took me in her arms and pressed her lips against mine and we kissed. We stood there, by the door for quite a while – how long? Who knows. Lips opened against each others, our tongues waltzed between our mouths. We held each other close. My cock bounce up to full size in a second. Her flat belly was soft against my firm rod. And hers pressed hot and hard against me. The sensation felt right that I should have a woman against me, and feel her cock hard against my stomach.

When we broke, her eyes glittered and her smile sparkled. She looked down and saw my towel tented up. “I see you're happy to see me,” she said with a laugh.

“I am,” I said. Deliberately, I undid the towel and let it drop to the floor.

“Mmmm,” murmured Hannah. “That is nice.”

“And are you happy to see me?”

She grinned. Then she pulled her sweatshirt up and over her head. She wore nothing beneath it. Her tits were as gorgeous in real life as I had imagined them to be on the ride. She then pushed her sweatpants down. She bent over, her long hair cascading down like a curtain, as she pulled her feet free, one-by-one from the pants. When she stood, it was obvious how she felt. “Now,” she said, “I believe you have something to finish.”

I looked at her cock, long and with a dark pink head bobbing with the rhythm of her heart. At the tip, there was a single droplet of clear precum waiting. I remembered its taste, there in the dark of the van. Gladly, I sank to my knees in front of her. I looked up and saw her eager face looking down at me. I smiled as I grasped the root of her rod. It throbbed in my hand, the flesh hot and firm. Her pubic hair was soft against the edge of my hand. Gently I stroked her, something that had been clumsy in the tight confines of the van, I could do much more easily here. It felt good to do. It felt more than good. It felt like I was home at last.

Then it struck me. This was right. This was natural. This was who I had always been. Suddenly, I felt happier than I had ever felt before. I would never go back to the person I had been when the night began.

And with that thought, I leaned forward a bit and kissed the tip of Hannah's dick. I rubbed it against my lips. The precum lubricated it and it skated easily back and forth, from one side of my mouth to the other.

Far away, Hannah gasped.

I licked the precum off and swallowed it. Glad to have shaved, I rubbed the head against my cheeks and chin. The silky skin of her glans felt warm and sensual against my freshly shaven face. Hannah's rod throbbed in my palm. I felt a bit of hot wetness smear on my cheek as more precum oozed out of her urethra.

“That feels nice,” she murmured.

I said nothing. Instead, I kissed the tip again, then let my lips open and slowly engulf the head of her dick. I ran my tongue around it. I opened my mouth wider and let my lips sink partway down the length of her. Her cock was wide and hot in my mouth. The fresh, clean taste of her skin was lovely. The smell of her, drifting up from her bush filled my nose – so like other women I had gone down on, yet intriguingly different. I let my jaw muscles get used to the stretch for a






















d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





