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CHAPTER ONE


It was another drizzling Saturday. As usual I sat alone and horny, looking out the window at the gloom. It was almost noon, but I still hadn't been able to summon the energy to dress.
Phil. Phil. I called his name to myself. Phil Manners. Mrs. Phil Manners.
That was me. Mrs. Phil Manners. Sherry Manners. God, when he'd popped the question, I'd said yes so fast that he hadn't been able to finish the sentence. I wanted that big hunk of handsome trucker all to myself. I thought all I had to do was get him to utter those wedding vows and I'd have him forever. We'd live happily ever after.
What I didn't realize at the time, of course, was that no matter how big and handsome he is, a trucker is a trucker. Nobody owns one of those guys. Including my Phil.
Don't get me wrong. Phil still loves me. And God knows how I love him. It's just that it's impassible for a trucker to stay in one place all the time. Which means he's exposed to a lot of temptation on the road. Even though I knew Phil loves me, I also know he probably fucks around some on the road. Especially over two years after our wedding. I try and tell myself that I should get used to the idea, but it still tears me up inside.
When Phil comes home, the first thing he wants to do is fuck. Naturally, I always spread my pussy open for him faster than you can say Jack Robinson. But, sometimes, when he pulls out his long stiff cock and gets ready to slip it inside my cunt, I wonder how many other women he's been feeding his prick to since I saw him last.
It's even worse when I give him a blow-job. I imagine that I can taste the lingering scent of other pussies. Or is it just my imagination? The doubt kills me so I just suck harder and harder so he'll come in my mouth right away and maybe I can forget my doubts in a hail of cock-juice.
But frequently when his jizz starts shooting out into my mouth, the doubt and jealousy get even worse. I wonder how many other women have swallowed a load of my man's sweet sperm since he went out on the road.
Right now, though, I was so horny that I would have endured any frustration or humiliation just to have Phil's beautiful cock in my mouth or pussy, no questions asked. But no dice. It would be at least a week until he came home from the road. Longer if he had any trouble.
In the meantime, what was I supposed to do with my itching pussy? I really was as horny as I could get.
And not only was I horny, but bored. Bored of sitting around in the house all day long, day after day, with nothing to do but think about how my husband was probably cheating on me, and how starved my pussy was.
Suddenly I knew that I had to get out of the prison of the house, even if it was mining outside. I walked over to the closet and got my raincoat. So intent was I to get out of the place that I just threw it on over the nightie I'd been wearing. When I buttoned it up, it was impossible to tell I was virtually naked underneath. I pulled a rainhat over my ears, stepped into knee-high red vinyl boots, and left. By the time I'd left the yard, I felt like I had just escaped from jail.
I didn't even think about taking the car. The freedom of walking in the rain was exhilarating.
Ten minutes later, standing at an intersection, I wondered if I would ever get across the street. Just a few hundred yards away stood the shopping center. But it might as well have been halfway across the city. Not only wouldn't the cars stop moving, they seemed to be coming from every direction at once. I'd been over this traffic exchange hundreds of times in the car and never gave it a second thought. But as a pedestrian it seemed the most complicated thing imaginable. So I just stood there in the rain and waited for a miracle, being splashed by every other car.
"Hey, lady, need a lift?" a masculine voice called down as a big rig pulled up in front of me. I looked up to the yellow truck-cab, and a friendly face repeated the offer.
He'd been stopped only seconds, but already a traffic jam had started, tires screeching in the rain. The honking almost drowned out his words as he said, "Come on and get in. If don't get going, I'll get a ticket. And if you keep standing here, you'll get pneumonia."
Responding to the common sense in his voice, I stepped off the curb and dashed around the cab to the passenger's side, telling myself that I really wasn't accepting a ride from a stranger because this guy was a trucker like my husband. I'd been around these rigs ever since meeting Phil, and expertly hoisted myself inside, slamming the door closed.
"Hi, I'm Ted," he said, putting the truck in gear and moving it forward. "You might've drowned out there if I hadn't come along."
"I'm Sherry. Thanks for the good deed," I said gratefully, looking across at his handsome face. I couldn't believe how good-looking he was. His hair was copper-colored and curly, his face chiseled beneath it. There was a sexy dimple right square in the center of his jutting chin. Big muscular arms bulged out of the skin-tight T-shirt he was wearing, flexing powerfully as he guided the truck across the intersection.
"Where you headed?" he asked, showing me a sexy lopsided grin.
"Well, actually, I was headed for the shopping center right across from where you picked me up," I said, noticing in the rear-view mirror that it was rapidly shrinking from view as Ted's truck rolled away from it.
"You mean the one back there?" he said.
"Yes," I said, suddenly feeling foolish. I should have turned down the ride. Now it looked like I was some nervy broad who expected him to do the impossible by flipping a U in rainy traffic with a trailer-truck just so I could go to the store. "Gee, I'm sorry. Maybe I should have said no," I apologized.
"Don't think anything about it," he said, still grinning. "I'll get you back there. It may take a little time with this traffic and weather, but I'm ahead of schedule anyway."
"Are you sure?" I said. "Because I could just get out here and walk back."
"Not on your life," he laughed. "A trucker never abandons a damsel in distress. That's the code of the highway. I'll just pull into the weight station up the road and we can cross there so I can take you back. I just hope you aren't in any hurry. That you don't have a husband at home waiting for lunch or something."
"No," I said, "he's out on the road. He's a trucker, too."
"No kidding. It's a small world, isn't it?" he said with a wink, expertly moving the huge truck along in traffic.
The weight station was about five miles up the road. We talked nonstop all the way. Then just when Ted pointed out where he intended to cross the road, the rain started coming down in buckets. We just made it into the weight station as the rain became so intense that we couldn't see out of the windshield, despite the wipers. Then, as Ted stopped the truck and leaned his head out of the cab so he could see, the damp air was filled with the sound of screeching tires and the crash of twisting metal.
"Goddamn fools," Ted snorted from outside the window. "Won't slow down even when it's raining."
"A wreck?"
"Right smack in front of us. If you want me to get you to that store, we'll have to wait until the rain slows down and then get some of the mess out of our way."
"Can we stay here?" I asked.
"Sure, why not?" he said, returning his handsome head to the inside of the cab. His hair was drenched and he looked adorable – like a little boy with his copper curls all wet and sopping. "These places are closed up on weekends. Nobody's here except you and me."
The click of the key turning off seemed to fill the cab as suddenly there was silence between us. Without the hum of the engine I could hear him breathing, almost panting as though he were nervously waiting for me to do or say something. I felt self-conscious and averted my gaze from his face, looking down in the direction of his lap.
He swung round to face me, parting his legs so I could look right up the chute of his thighs at the skin-tight crotch of his faded blue jeans. There was no doubt about it, this guy had a hard-on. Immediately I started to wonder whether he'd had it already when he picked me up, or if I'd given it to him.
Far the first time it occurred to me that I was all but nude under my raincoat. Suddenly I became aware of my tits scraping through my filmy nightie against the slick vinyl of the raincoat. My nipples were erect!
"How come you're blushing?" he said, his first wards since he'd turned off the engine. "If you're married to a trucker, you must have been alone in a cab with a guy before."
I nodded my head, unable to lift my gaze from his pulsing crotch.
"Was he a trucker when you were going together before you got hitched?"
I nodded my head again, watching the bulge between his thighs throb.
"Then you must have even fucked a trucker in the cab of his truck."
"What did you say?" I blurted, the shock from his statement forced me to jerk my head up to look him in the eye.
"Ain't no trucker I ever knew that didn't like to get his rocks off in his own truck," he said, "especially when he loves the girl. And there's never been a girl I knew that didn't like it. There's something about getting it on in the cab of a big semi that turns everybody on, romance or not."
He was right, of course. The first time Phil and I had ever fucked was in the cab of his truck. I'd been nineteen then. What a fuck that had been, maybe the best one I'd ever had. When I'd sat on the steering wheel and then slid down on Phil's standing cock, it had gone into my pussy so far that I'd thought it was going to come out my throat. We hadn't fucked in his truck like that since we'd been married.
Ted laughed. "I can tell by the way your legs are twitching that you've done it for sure."
I looked down, and, sure enough, my thighs were rubbing together. Their action had sent the bottom of my raincoat rumpling over the top of them, my bare legs hanging over the edge of the seat. For the first time I became aware that my pussy was sopping wet.
"Why don't you take your coat off?" he said. "You look hot."
"But it's raining," I protested weakly.
"Not in here."
He leaned forward, extending his fingers towards me as though he were going to take my raincoat off for me. His fingers moved to my chest, brushing roughly against me, feeling my nipples through the thin vinyl.
I looked down between his legs. The bulge in his jeans was throbbing so violently now that it looked like the seams might split. If he was turned on this much from just the idea of getting my raincoat off, imagine what would happen when he found out I was only wearing a see-through nightie underneath! I could imagine his prick bursting from his crotch at the sight of my naked body. There was no doubt about it. If he saw me nude, I wouldn't be able to hold him back. I mumbled… but in fear or anticipation?
"Here, let me do that," I said in a voice that seemed detached from the rest of me. My fingers pushed his out of the way as I started fiddling with the top button.
One button was undone in an instant. And then a second one. Another one and my loose tits would fall free, plunging into view and revealing my secret. He'd see that my nipples were hard and erect, aroused to the size and color of plums. I shuddered at the thought of what would happen once he saw my bare breasts. My pussy spasmed uncontrollably, depositing a load of goo all over the seat.
As though they were guided by an outside farce, my fingers dropped to the crucial third button. It was undone. There was, no way I could keep my unrestrained tits from sliding out, poking through the transparent fabric of my nightie. Now he knew that I had nothing on underneath. I held my breath, waiting for the inevitable to happen, not knowing whether I feared or was welcoming it.
His eyes bugged out at the sight of my tits and his mouth was shaped in an oval of surprise. His rough hands cupped them, holding them up for inspection like a housewife buying melons. My tits throbbed in his grip, pulsing excitedly against the feel of a strange man's hands.
He lifted my tits to his face and then threw his mouth on them, panting like a bull. I didn't know how to react until his tongue found my nipples. As his rough tongue swirled around the miniature spike protruding from the tip of my left jug, I suddenly convulsed from the maddening sensation, wiggling my ass from the excitement I couldn't control. Beneath me I could feel my buns squishing in the pussy-juice I had been oozing, my side of the seat a sopping mess.
While he continued sucking my tits, I made up my mind what to do. Or more accurately, I should say that my mind was made up for me. Suddenly, I was hopelessly dominated by the chafing tongue on my tits and the fire in my cunt. My over-two-year-old memories of getting fucked in a truck were still ingrained deeply enough within me to make my movements instinctive. Writhing under the slurping at my tits, I could imagine myself on top of the steering wheel, sliding down on the greased pole of a waiting prick. I knew I wouldn't be satisfied until Ted's cock was buried to the hilt inside my cunt.
My hands grappled anxiously with the remaining buttons. Within seconds the raincoat was undone and I was sliding out of it. I wriggled free, making myself all but naked, while Ted's rough tongue gloriously lapped my tits through the insignificant gauze of my nightie.
I spread my coat in back of me, reclining on it from the force of Ted's tit-slurping. When his body draped insistently over mine, I slid my hand between our crotches, excitedly ripping at his fly. The zipper screeched open and I thrust my hand inside, thrilled that he wasn't wearing any shorts and I could feel his bare skin instantly.
It wasn't hard to find his cock. In fact, it was impossible not to, it was so huge and swollen. Within a few seconds I had guided it to the opening of his jeans. It literally sprang out, surging erectly against my bare stomach.
When I felt his hard cock against my belly, I became delirious. All those days of being alone welled up inside me until I was trembling with unbelievable passion that begged far release. I knew the only answer to my unbearable frustration was sliding around on top of me – ten inches of hot, throbbing dick.
I clenched my fingers around his massive tool, marveling at its size. As I rubbed the foreskin back and forth over the knotty head, it felt like it would explode in my hands. I pushed it down my stomach, guiding it towards my starving pussy.
"Fuck me," I moaned shamelessly. "I can feel how big your cock is, and I want it inside me. Fill my pussy with your great big prick. Please, I can't wait."
His face found mine and our mouths sealed with a hot soul kiss. Down below, I spread my thighs to the maximum possible in the truck cab, throwing one leg over onto the dashboard, and hooking the other one over the back of the seat. Guiding his prick with my hands to an open target too juicy to miss, I brought his cock-head to my pussy-lips, brushing his meat sensually against mine.
When the head of his cock had penetrated the gaping slit of my cunt… my hands left his tool and clasped around his waist. With a lurch I pulled him towards me, feeling his prick surge up my gaping pussy to the hilt with one slurping thrust. The feel of his knotted, hairy balls against the bottom of my cunt drove me wild as he started grinding away in earnest the instant his cock was inside me.
The small cab was like an echo chamber. The squishing sound of his prick going in and out of my cunt filled the enclosure, resonating like the sound of an animal chewing flesh in his lair. Ted's cock was fantastically long, seeming to entirely pierce through my body and nail me to the seat.
Moving my hands down from his waist, I plunged my fingertips into the furrow of his ass. Sifting through the tangled wisps of sweaty hair, I found the pucker of his asshole, instantly sliding my finger inside. His asshole was gooey and hot and tight, steaming from a long day's bouncing up and down on the hard seat. I could feel his prostate bulge through the membrane, his pumping cock giving the throbbing sex gland a merciless workout.
Inside my cunt, his prick was surging to the ultimate. The knotty head brutalized the tender button of my cervix at the rear of my fuck-canal. Outside, the top of his pelvic bone pound away at my clit, turning my crotch into a blazing inferno of desire.
Before he came in me, I wanted, to go the whole route. I had been moping around the house for an eternity feeling sorry for myself because I didn't have a man to satisfy me. Now that I had one, I wasn't going to let a thing pass me by.
"Let me taste you," I begged, pulling away from his kiss. "Let me feel my lips on your cock before you come. Pull out of my pussy and fuck me in the mouth."
My filthy talk seemed to cast a spell over him. Like my slave, this big strong trucker pulled obediently out of my cunt as I wriggled out from under him. When I was kneeling on the floor, he flopped over, spreading his legs so that the full expanse of his sweaty, hairy crotch from the tip of his cock to the notch of his asshole was fully exposed.
My tongue dipped into the honey-pot of his ass, teasing him before I attacked his prick. While he reclined on the seat, I licked at his hot, sweaty asshole, reveling in the musky grime I lapped from it.
Now my tongue moved up the seam of his groin to his tightly compacted balls. They were throbbing uncontrollably, encased in their taut sac as they waited to eventually explode with their hot fuck-cream. First one, and then the other filled my mouth. Sucking them was like getting ahold of two hot embers, their heat seeming to blister the roof of my mouth.
Releasing his balls after a long, grasping suck, I started kissing my way up the shaft of his dick. It was so long and stiff it seemed like it took forever to reach the head, but when I got there, it was worth the wait. The sweetness of his cock-head overwhelmed me as I lapped my tongue over and around the contours of the heart-shaped flange. An anticipatory blob of sperm squeezing from the tip told me that it wouldn't be long before he came. I lapped it up as I worked my lips down his cock, jerking the exposed skin with my fingers while I sucked.
When I sensed he couldn't take another constriction of my lips without coming, I pulled off. When it was out of my mouth, I could see that his prick was rubbed raw, teased into a bright crimson from successively fucking my pussy and mouth. As it twitched in front of me, I got the feeling that his prick would instantaneously erupt with cum if I touched it too soon again.
Backing off, I moved against the door on the driver's side. Before he came, I wanted to be sure I could take him the way I wanted to. The whole thing was like a fantasy to me, and I wanted my rainy daydream to end just right.
Seeing me crawl over to the steering wheel, he started to sit up. By the time I'd hoisted myself up and was sitting on the plastic grips he was ready for what I had in mind. His cock loomed bigger than ever from his lap as he waited for my descent.
It was like skiing down a mountain as I slid down the plastic of the steering wheel. I felt the horn smear coolly against my pussy and heard it briefly honk while I moved towards the ten inches of destiny springing from Ted's crotch.
His mouth watered as I moved closer, the gaping crack of my snatch looming fatter and fatter in front of him until I could see it reflected in his bulging eyes. I quickly tamed a leg on either side of him, straddling his body so he couldn't move if he wanted to. As I slid down farther, my knees bent and pinned his thighs to the seat, leaving my cunt and his cock the only parts of our bodies still in play below our waists.
"Oh, Jesus, I can't stand it!" he howled, overcome by desire as I dangled my juicy honey-pot before him. "Oh, God, fuck me! Fuck me! Take me out of my misery! I'm going to come all over the seat if I don't get my cock inside your cunt! Quit teasing and fuck me!"
I was only too glad to. I took all of his dick up my snatch in one long move, sitting down on the engorging rod of his prick in an instantaneous foot-long descent. No sooner did I feel his cock-head splitting my pussy-lips than I felt his balls crashing hotly against the underside of my cunt. I lay back against the steering wheel and gyrated my hips, wiggling my ass to make sure his prick was buried completely within my hot fuck-hole.
Once his prick was inside me, he stopped begging, taking the initiative again. His cock pumped away within me, pushing my pussy walls apart to the ultimate. My cunt bathed his pumping dick with a continuing torrent of cream, giving it the lubrication to slide deeper and deeper.
Straddling him, I rocked back and forth, grooving my pelvis along with his fuck-motions. He was gasping for breath. His balls must have felt like they were going to turn me inside out as I clamped my pussy muscles around his prick for all I was worth, grinding downward to meet his thrusts.
When I felt his cock grow that tell-tale fraction of an inch inside my cunt, I knew the inevitable was about to occur.
"COME! Come in my cunt!" I cried. "Let me feel your jizz in my pussy!"
His prick exploded into a fountain of scalding sperm. Grabbing the cheeks of my ass, he pulled me to him. Ramming me to the hilt, his cock shot off into my convulsing fuck-tunnel, filling my pussy with a swamp of hot, steaming male cream.
The bucking of his hips was wild and uncontrollable as he spilled his seed, his pelvic thrusts seeming to propel the sperm from his body into mine. I gritted my teeth as the jism spurted into my box and his cock-head pound into the mouth of my womb.
"Keep fucking! Keep fucking me!" I begged. "Make me came! Make me come like I've never come before! Oh, fuck! FUCK MEEEE!"
He sent his cock higher and higher up my cunt, lifting his ass from the seat to drive his tool in farther. I could feel my eyeballs bulging and my teeth grinding as he fucked me to the hilt. The excess cum spewed from the hairy corners of my cunt while I bobbed in the air from his thrusts, totally at the mercy of his jizz-spewing prick.
His dick still pumping away, he felt my tits, my hot asshole, and then slapped my rump. With his hands running over my body, and his prick and cum filling my pussy, I felt the release I was searching for at last. "I'm coming! I'M COMING!" I screamed, suddenly feeling as though my body had shattered into a million pieces.
My pussy-crew drenched his surging prick, giving it as much of a bath with my female juices as his sperm had given the interior of my cunt. Our crotches were wedded in the slime of a melting goo, my pussy-flow mixing with his hot sperm to seal us together.
We took turns fucking each other, his dick remaining remarkably hard, while my cunt continued to gush. First he did the work, pumping upward with bone-rattling thrusts. Then, when he started to pant, I ground downward, totally swallowing his prick in the vise of my unceasingly constricting pussy-tunnel.
I was so excited that I couldn't stop coming. The orgasms followed each other's heels in such lipid succession that they finally overtook me in a cumulative wave of desire, racking my body in one long, nerve-scaring convulsion of lust. My frustrations fled from my body in the climactic release of fucking. I threw my arms around Ted and held on for dear life.
Incredibly his cock started to spurt again. I could feel new jets of hot sperm splashing against my pussy walls. The vise of my spasming cunt was so intense that it had triggered his coming mechanism all over again. We were both coming so hard I thought we'd never stop.
"God, I'm coming again! I don't believe it!" he gasped disbelievingly.
"And I've never stopped!" I answered, wildly bucking my hips for emphasis.
His sperm was so copious that my cunt couldn't hold anywhere near all of it. Slick torrents of it dribbled down the insides of my legs, drenching my thighs all the way down to my knees. The smell of my pussy made my nostrils flare, the smell of cum masking the air humid with lust. The enclosed cab reeked with the raw, low-down scent of fucking.
His coming finally stopped. One last burst sent his clenched balls shooting halfway up his shaft and then he relaxed inside me, his prick exhausted. Sperm and pussy-juice were everywhere.
I pulled his cock out of my pussy and slid down on the seat beside him. Leaning over, I took what was left of the stiffness of his prick in my mouth and licked up all the jizz. As his cock continued to wilt, I could take more and more of it in my mouth, until finally I was giving the whole thing a wet bath.
When I had licked his cock clean of the sperm and pussy-juice, I attacked his balls for the last load of sticky goodness. My tongue scooted aver them, the gooey slime of cunt-cream and sperm clinging to the roughness of my tastebuds and intoxicating my senses. All the way up to his tightly packed asshole I lapped the juice, and then back down to his nuts, sucking them in my mouth like they were pieces of juicy fruit.
When the cum was all gone, I just lay there with my head in his lap, grooving on the musky smell of his crotch. The combined aromas of sweat, grime, spit, sperm and pussy-cream were like a drug for me, reducing me to helpless drowsiness. Exhausted, I slumbered in his lap.
I suppose we could have stayed like that forever. But the knocking against the side of the truck woke us up quick.
"Hey, what's going on in there?" a voice from outside called. "You gotta get this thing outta the way. We got an accident and we have to divert the traffic through here."
"Oh, shit, a fucking cop." Ted grumbled, pushing my face away from his crotch and pulling up his pants. "Ali I need is a ticket for obstructing traffic."
"What about us?" I asked.
"Just get dressed," Ted hissed. "If he climbs up and looks in the cab, we'll get busted for indecent exposure. Then the company'll find out I've been picking up riders."
"You gonna get this thing movin' or what?" the voice from the outside said.
"Yeah, sure, sure, just give me a second," Ted called back, cinching his pants around his waist. The motor rumbled as he turned the key and stepped on the gas.
"What about me?" I said as he put his foot down on the clutch.
"Look, I gotta get out of here," he said brusquely. "I'll let you off at the next gas station. You can hitch a ride back. Look, it's even stopped raining."
I was stunned. It was like we had never fucked at all, like it had never happened. All the way to the filling station I just sat there in shock, unable to spent. I wondered if I had imagined it all. Maybe I was so horny I'd dreamed all of this. Maybe I was in bed at home and it was four in the morning.
But the service station Ted pulled into certainly looked real. I could smell the gas and the exhaust fumes.
And Ted's smile seemed genuine when he looked at me and said, "Thanks for the piece of ass, babe."



CHAPTER TWO


My head was still spinning from Ted's acknowledgement that we had indeed fucked as his truck pulled away. My pussy ached too much for this to be a dream, of that I was sure.
I checked my buttons to be sure my raincoat was securely closed. My nightie had been torn to shreds and discarded inside the truck, and now I was totally nude underneath. I started to panic as I saw myself somehow losing my coat and getting picked up for indecent exposure by a Highway Patrolmen on the interstate.
I looked around for a potential ride. There were three cars at the pumps, and none of them looked promising – a station wagon full of nuns, a Volkswagen with a middle-aged fat couple in it, and a pickup truck with a load of manure in the back.
Then my hopes increased when a fourth car pulled into the station. It was a long, sleek white convertible with the top down now that the rain had stopped and the sun was shining. The driver was a sexy-looking guy in sports clothes in his early thirties.
I waited around until he got his tank filled. When he had paid the attendant and was getting ready to leave, I dashed from around the side of the building like I had just come out of the restroom. "Mister," I called as I ran up to him. "Could you give me a lift?"
His blue eyes gave me the once-over. I guess he liked what he saw, because a grin split his face and he said, "Sure, hop on in."
The instant I was in my seat with the door slammed, he gunned us out onto the highway, accelerating quickly. "Where you headed?" he asked, showing me a flawless smile.
I started to give him an answer and then suddenly realized I didn't have one. I just sat there with my mouth open.
"What's the matter?" he said, pushing the car up past seventy.
There had been so much confusion with the rain, and the traffic, and the fucking, that I had lost my sense of direction. I didn't know where I was or where I was headed.
"Don't you know where you're going?" he said, as though it were a joke.
"No," I stated simply.
"Well, I'm going to Phoenix myself," he said, as though he encountered people like me every day. "Wanna come along?"
"That's 800 miles away," I said.
"Less than eleven hours in this machine," he said, pushing the speedometer past eighty. With the top down, the wind was blowing our hair straight out behind our heads. His hair was long and blond.
"But, really…" I weakly protested.
"Don't you know anybody in Phoenix?" he said, lifting an eyebrow. "Great town. I could introduce you around. You'd have a ball."
"But, actually, I was just going to the shopping center for a magazine."
"Don't worry, they've got plenty of shopping centers in Phoenix. The town is full of 'em."
"But, see," I explained, "then I was going to go home to read the magazine. Mid, well, I don't live in Phoenix, so I couldn't very well want to go there. If you know what I mean."
He was pushing ninety now. The other cars looked like they were standing still. The landscape was a blur. "Didn't you just tell me a minute ago," he said, "that you didn't know where you were going?"
"Well, yes," I said, "but I just meant I didn't know which direction. I got confused, you understand, and I don't know which direction it is to the Rodeo Shopping Center. You know, the Rodeo Shopping Center. Thrifty Drug Store. The Big Hunk Supermarket. The Colonel's. I was going to Thrifty's for a magazine."
"It's all Greek to me," he said amiably, his foot on the accelerator striving for a hundred. "I don't live around here so I don't know your shopping center from a hole in the pound. There must not be an adult bookstore there."
The expression on my face told him I didn't know what he was talking about.
"I'm an adult novelties salesman, see," he explained. "The only way I'd know your shopping center is if one of my clients has a store there. And since I've never heard of the Rodeo Shopping Center, I guess then isn't one."
"No, a Church of God got there first," I said. "They have drive-in services there. I guess the zoning laws or something don't allow an adult bookstore and a Church of God in the same shopping center. Do you mind if I ask you what adult novelties are?"
In the time it took me to ask that question, we were going so fast we must have driven almost a mile. And since we'd left the gas station, there was no telling how far we'd driven. Nothing looked familiar, so we must have been going the wrong way.
"Adult novelties," he said, "are what you might call sex aids. Only my company calls them adult novelties to avoid any lawsuits for practicing medicine without a license."
"Well, what are they?" I blurted, my anxiety over being lost surfacing in the way I asked the question.
"Rubber pricks. Plastic cunts. Like that," he said breezily like a plunging supplies dealer discussing his inventory. "Films and magazines of people screwing. Haven't you ever been inside an adult bookstore?"
"No," I confessed.
"They're a trip," he said brightly, his foot to the floor as the car did well over a hundred. We were shouting to be heard over the wind. And every word moved me a couple of hundred yards away from home. "Wanna see some?" he yelled.
If it would stop the car so I could get my bearings, I was for it. "Sure!" I shouted.
He handled the car like a race driver, braking down and sliding over from the fast lane until he was rolling on the side of the road, finally going off it. The dust kicked up in the air as we rumbled along, two tires on the pavement, two on the dirt, as he looked for a place to pull over.
Suddenly he lurched the car to the right and a big field loomed in front of us, bigger than five football stadiums. He drove all the way to the outer edge of it, the dust from the spinning tires filling the air like a plague of locusts. Then, as abruptly as he had turned into the field, he was standing on the brakes as we careened towards an infinity of six-feet-tall corn stalks. Just as I thought we were going to plow into the corn, the car slammed to a stop, the dust swirling around us like a tornado.
He jumped out of the car and ran around to the rear. Opening the trunk, he pulled out a valise. "Now, if you care to adjourn to the corn patch," he said with a big smile, "I'll show you my etchings."
Before I answered, I took stock of the situation. It had turned into a beautiful day. The sky was cloudless turquoise. The sun was shining gloriously. After day's and days of constant boredom and loneliness it seemed like it was the first time the sun had shined for me in ages. I couldn't help but think that back in the city it was probably still raining.
And the man I was with was gorgeous. Who needed to know his name? I'd never seen him before, and I would probably never see him again – but right now I had to admit that I was thrilled to be with him. Why worry about getting home to more frustration and loneliness when I felt so good! Home only meant heartache. Going into the corn patch with this dude and looking at his adult novelties meant… who knew?
"Well?"
"Sure," I said. "Lead the way."
His sample case swinging in his hand, he plowed a path through the corn patch. Dutifully I got out of the car and followed him, feeling the corn stalks snap against my body while I made my way through their gauntlet.
Finally we came to a clearing. Hidden from the mad and any nearby farmhouse by the surrounding corn, we sat down on the pound with only his sample case between us.
"What do you want to see first?" he asked.
"I don't understand what you mean."
"Well, I have things… you know, stuff… appliances you might say… and I have pictures. Samples of the latest adult magazines."
"What kind of magazines?" I asked. "Maybe I've read some of them. What are their titles?"
He grinned. "You sure you want to hear?"
I nodded my head yes.
He grinned again. "Cunt-Lapping is a popular one. Then there's High-Class Screwing. Twin Pussies. Rear-Entry Coming. Sweet Blow-Job. Animal Fucking."
I blushed.
"You were expecting Playboy and Penthouse?" he laughed. "My stuff makes them look like Little Golden Books. Let me show you."
Before I could say anything he had opened his sample case, pulling out a handful of brightly colored magazines.
"Now here's an interesting one," he said. "Farm Fucking. Look at this shot of the horse's cock splitting the woman's pussy. You can't believe the quality of the color they get in these pictures. Those Danes are geniuses with the camera." He thrust the magazine in my face so I had no choice but to look. What he said was true. Before my eyes was a two-page spread of the fleshy haunches of a nude woman, spread to the ultimate as photographed from the rear. Her hairy, glistening pussy was almost a foot high in the picture. Its pink lips were split apart, engorged by a long, black disembodied tube. The white milk of cum was drooling from her outer cunt-folds, its stickiness catching the rays of the sun in the camera's lens.
"Where's the horse?" I said.
"In her pussy, like I said."
"That could be anything."
"It could," he said, "but it's a horse." He flipped the glossy pages so I could see the smaller pictures of the home mounting the open-cunted woman, and before that pictures of her actually sucking the animal's erect prick.
I was shocked by the magazine. But, at the same time, although I knew I should be sick to my stomach with revulsion at the depiction of such an unnatural act, I felt oddly excited. I squirmed around on the ground, trying to get ahold of myself.
"How about this?" he said, flipping to the back of the book. I couldn't believe my eyes as they stared straight at a color picture of the same woman's pussy being split by the pink meat of an enormous hog's curlicued cock. She was kneeling on some hay and he was mounted over the back of her like he was fucking another pig. Rolls of his bristly fat slopped her sides, engulfing her in pinkish corpulence.
I wanted to show my distaste. But instead of an "ugh" emitting from my mouth, my tongue emerged, running wetly over my lips like I was hungry. Down below, without warning, I felt my pussy start to spasm.
"Turn you on?" the salesman grinned, moving around the sample case towards me.
"No, I think it's disgusting," I started to say. Then something forced me to change the last word to "interesting. It's very interesting," I repeated.
"What kind of people buy that sort of thing?"
"Horny people," he said.
"I hope you don't think that includes me," I said, fighting to stay in control of myself.
"Well, if you're not now, you will be when you see what else is in my case," he said confidently, reaching over to flip open its contents before my eyes.
I couldn't believe it. Never had I seen such a display of pure, unadulterated sex. Every picture in every magazine was utterly filthy, a battalion of cocks and pussies and assholes and tits staring me in the face.
But the dirty pictures were just the beginning. A forest of plastic and rubber devices poked out of the case. I didn't know what they were called, but I knew what they were supposed to represent. Latex cocks of various, sizes loomed out of the open case. Spongy artificial pussies grinned lewdly at me. In addition, there were other items which I couldn't identify, but which reeked of sex and perversion. When he told me what he did for a living, I hadn't been that shocked by it. But when I saw his wares, I was more than shocked. In spite of myself, I was hopelessly aroused! My pussy instantaneously bubbled.
Why deny it? I thought. Here I was on a beautiful day all by myself with a beautiful man and a suitcase full of goodies. At home it was probably still raining. There was no reason not to take advantage of being here unless I wanted to punish myself. Why should I worry about it? Besides, with this suitcase full of treasures in front of me, who knew, I might learn something.
"What's this?" I said, picking up something that looked like an egg.
"A Vibro-E," he said, then proceeded to give me what must have been his standard sales spiel. "It's based on a principle that Oriental women have been using to sexually satisfy themselves with for centuries. The sex-egg. See, you stick it up your pussy and then it gives your orgasms all day while you're walking around. Only this one is better because it's got a vibrator inside of it. Not only does it fit inside your cunt, it wiggles around in there. Put one of these babies up your snatch and you'll never forget it. How about an absolutely free sales demonstration? No obligation, ma'am. But I know you'll be completely satisfied. Plus, it comes with a ninety-day guarantee."
He was so persuasive I didn't see how I could say no. Besides, my curiosity was burning to try the Vibro-Egg out, not to mention my hot, sopping cunt.
"Okay," I agreed, my hands going to the buttons of my raincoat.
My salesman friend obviously thought he was a pretty slick character. But, believe me, his aplomb turned to wide-eyed gawking like you'd expect on the face of a kid when I unbuttoned my raincoat and stripped it, off, exposing my totally naked body. Somehow it made me feel better that I'd stunned him, and I emphasized the sensation by thrusting my chest out at him, making him gape at my jiggling jugs.
While he was still gawking, I arched the top of my body backward. Leaning back on my elbows, I thrust my legs out from the kneeling position, raising my flexed knees and parting my thighs. I thought his eyeballs would pop completely out of his head as he took in the sight of my hairy, open cunt. From his view my pussy must have been steaming.
"Shove it in," I said. "Let's see if it's as good as you say it is."
Through the V of my outstretched legs I could see his trembling hands grabbing for the Vibro-Egg. My drooling pussy burned in anticipation. As I lay back and waited hungrily for the insertion of the Vibro-Egg in my pussy, I looked up at the sun, wondering if I had temporarily found my place in it.
Something divinely special happened to me as suddenly my cunt was full of oval warmth. The Vibro-Egg was inside, pulling apart the meat of my pussy-lips, drawing the juice from the walls of my fuck-canal.
I could hear the clicking of him pressing the button. Suddenly the egg started moving within me, shaking my pussy like it was trying to jostle it from between my legs. And as startled as I was by the sudden movement, my hips lost no time in beginning to move with the stimulation, undulating as though I were being fucked.
"The ad says it will tickle your fancy," he said, recovering his composure. "But from the looks of what you didn't have on under your raincoat, I'd say you were about ready to let anything tickle your fancy today."
The vibrating inside my cunt was driving me crazy, the plastic egg moving around within me in all directions at once. "Eat my pussy," I begged, desiring similar stimulation for the outside of my cunt. "Suck my cunt while the egg is moving inside me."
He lost no time burying his head between my open thighs. His tongue immediately found my clit, twitting it back and forth until it was pebble-hard. The lips of his mouth nibbled greedily at the lips of my cunt, bringing forth a gusher of hot pussy-cream that lapped wetly against his face.
I closed my thighs around his head, trapping him at my cunt. His lancing tongue was the perfect complement to the vibrating egg in my pussy, repeatedly stabbing my clitoris while the interior of my cunt shimmied and shook. The stimulation of my love-button sent off a five-alarm fire of desire through out my body, the flames emanating from inside my pussy and scalding my entire being. "Your cock!" I cried. "Pull it out so I can suck it!"
He lost no time kicking off his pants and swinging around on top of me, his mouth swiveling against my puffy cunt. Within seconds we were in the sixty-nine position, with the added dimension of the Vibro-Egg inside my pussy. His prick stabbed mercilessly in my face, a long thick tool that was more like a bludgeon than a bodily organ.
My lips slid against his slick prick, desperately frying to snare it so I could gobble it up. Finally I was forced to grab the slippery rod with my hands, feeling in wonder as my fingers closed around the pulsing shaft.
His cock was huge, even bigger than Ted the truck driver's. I couldn't believe the luck I had had in stumbling onto two such monstrous cocks in a single day. Especially when I had gone almost two weeks without any sort of cock at all.
My clutching fingers brought the head of his prick to my open lips. Taking a deep breath, I closed my mouth over his cockhead, feeling it fill my oral cavity immediately. Savoring the sweetness, I ran my tongue over the heart-shaped knob at the end of his tool, thrilled to have a dick in my mouth.
Down below, his tongue was going crazy. It accompanied the vibrating of the egg in my pussy by lacing my clit with searing stabs and then traveling the ravine of my frothing cunt-lips, finally scooting all the way down to the bottom of my crotch. When the tip of his tongue reached my asshole, I shivered at his touch.
Mumbling around his mouth-fucking prick, I begged him to eat my ass, pleading with him to ass-fuck me with his tongue. He bathed my butt, wetting my shitter with his lips for lubrication just before he penetrated. Still kissing my bung-hole, he jabbed excitingly up my tight shitter, filling my second orifice with at least three inches of hot, throbbing meat.
Inside my cunt the Vibro-Egg was going crazy, shaking like it was going to fly apart within me. Seeking to maximize the sensation, I threw my hand down between my lets, twisting my fantastically erect clit between my fingers. My joy-button was at least an inch of hopelessly aroused gristle in my squeezing grasp, acting like a spigot that unleashed constant buckets of creamy goo from between my cunt-lips.
With my free hand I searched around for the sample case which was lying open right beside us. When my fingers reached the jumble of magazines and sex aids, they scrambled for something I could use to further enhance our slurping union, dying to push the thrills to the maximum.
Instinctively I knew what I was looking for. The slick skin-like latex of ten inches of dildo slid against my fingers and I reflexively grabbed, gripping it like I would a real prick.
I knew what I was going to do with the dildo all along. Its target had been staring me in the face while the salesman gruntingly squatted over my face and fucked my mouth deeper and deeper with his prick. He had an asshole that was golden from blond hair swirling around it, the pink anal ridges nestled under wispy yellow curls.
I pressed the cylindrical bulb at the end of the dildo between the cheeks of his ass. With wide eyes I watched my hand guide it to the opening of his asshole, rubbing against his bung in preparation for entry.
The head or the dildo was so big that I didn't see how it could fit into the tight hole of his ass. But I was determined to try it. "This is going to hurt you more than it's going to hurt me," I muttered under the handicap of his cock in my mouth.
I don't suppose he heard me, and if he did, I'm sure he didn't understand my cock-distorted words. However, what he could not ignore was the sudden thrust of a circumference of at least six inches suddenly penetrating his tight shit-pit. The bulbous head of the dildo pulled apart the narrow outer walls of his ass, stretching them within seconds to ten times their normal limits, turning his shitter into an engorged chasm.
Clinching the base of the dildo for a further thrust, my fingers bumped over the plastic shield at the bottom of the wondrous man-made cock. Something rose from the base, like a switch.
A switch. This was another vibrating sex tool, like the egg whining in my cunt. Except that this one was in the shape of a cock. My heart leaped from the possibilities it presented.
Flicking the switch, I heard the thick rod I was gripping start to hum. The flesh around the asshole at which I was gazing started to jiggle in a blur, the blond rectal hair flying out askew from the shock of the vibrating dildo. The vibrations made it easier to keep slipping the ingenious implement farther and farther in. Within a minute I was penetrating his asshole all the way up to my fist, the full expanse of the dildo fully engorged in his whip-sawing butt.
The electronic reaming of his asshole only served to drive his prick farther and farther into my mouth. The more I corn-holed him, the more his dick was shoved out from his groin. There was only so much space available inside his ass, and the distention caused by the dildo within the core of his body was pushing his dick farther and farther away from its normal place. The phenomenon served to artificially elongate his prick, providing it with perhaps an extra two inches of thrust, which I eagerly took down my throat.
As we writhed on the soft pound, the slurping of our genitals and mouths accompanied by the whirring of the appliances within us, I felt my desire increase by the second. Every step further we took in our automated coupling just made me want more. The farther I shoved the quivering dildo up his asshole, the hornier I got. The more he ate my pussy, the more twat-cream I produced. As the sizzling rattling of the egg within my cunt continued, the more my loins burned. Every fraction of an inch of his prick down my gullet just made me want more cock, my choking gags also pleas for more meat.
My accelerating desire must have been transmitted to him through my shuddering, lust drenched body, because his free hand fumbling around in the sample case showed that he knew I wanted more. I didn't know what he had found until I felt it pressing at my asshole. The cock-head of a second dildo pressed my anal ridges flat just as I had done to his.
I forced my legs apart even more than I had them, trying to achieve a split so radical that my asshole would open for the penetration I craved and it wouldn't tear me apart. But nothing I could have done could have prepared me for the surge up my asshole when it finally occurred. Without a smidgen of lubrication the dildo in his hand ripped up my ass, its knotty head bruising against my ultrasensitive buff walls. The pain racked my body and I loved it.
I heard a switch flick and the column in my ass started to vibrate. At the core of my body I could feel the dildo in my ass whirring against the thin membrane separating my shit-chute from my cunt, only the smallest amount of tissue dividing the vibrating of the dildo from the shaking egg in my pussy. Maddeningly they rubbed together, giving me a sensation I couldn't have imagined was possible within the confines of the human body.
Even though every hole was filled, I still craved more. Lusting for variations that would expand my thrills, I pulled the salesman's dick from my mouth. In the same motion I extracted the dildo from his asshole and thrust the stinking column between my lips, lapping away at his gooey shit, loving its unique taste.
Between my legs I could feel the salesman following my lead. He dug into my cunt and asshole simultaneously. Then, in a moment, the dildo was out of my ass and the Vibro-Egg out of my cunt. Still vibrating, they switched holes, the egg pressing hard against my now-gaping asshole, and the dildo pushing its way between my drooling, parted pussy-lips.
The Vibro-Egg felt even more fantastic within the relative tightness of my ass than it had in my cunt. The salesman's fingers pushed the sphere all the way inside until it was swallowed within me, rattling my intestinal tract like a locomotive steaming through a tunnel.
In my cunt, the dildo, slicked with copious amounts of ass-slime and pussy-flow, slid easily in to the hilt. The barbed end vibrated agonizingly against the delicate mouth of my cervix, devastating my womb with its battery-operated shuddering.
Now the salesman was moving his muscular body around, sliding the dildo out of my cunt as he moved his head from my crotch and positioned his loins directly on top of mine. For the first time I could feel his actual dick pressing against the flesh of my pussy. Dildos and Vibro-Eggs were turn-ons, but they still couldn't compare with the real thing.
He let his stiff cock slide provocatively over my slimy pussy-lips, rubbing my maddeningly aroused clit with the ridges of his prick-head. He was teasing me, putting his prick all over the outside of my cunt, stimulating me every which way with it except sticking it inside and fucking me to the hilt.
Finally I could take the teasing no longer, fantastically erotic as it was. "Fuck me!" I begged. "Stick your cock in my pussy and fuck me! Please, please!"
He worked his prick into my cunt slowly, letting ever inch of insertion have its own effect. By the time he was in up to his balls, the cumulative sensation of his penetration was unbearable. The ten inches of his cock in my cunt was an agonizing prod that I knew I couldn't endure without having an orgasm which would leave me on the brink of unconsciousness at the very least.
As he fucked me, within my ass the Vibro-Egg started to hum again. The bulbous end of his cock pushed through the thin membrane dividing my pussy and ass against the whirring sphere. The two of them combined to turn the sexual core of my body into bubbling erotic jelly.
My hand was still clutched around the dildo I'd previously had up his ass. It was no trick to slide it again up his shit-pit with one swoop, so lubricated was it with my spit. My thumb pressed against the vibrating switch and his ass came alive, bouncing and gyrating, the naked flesh quaking.
His prick surged deeper and deeper within me, my pussy walls clutching it like they would never let go. My clit was rubbed raw by the wire of his pubic bush and the thrusting bone of his pelvis, my entire cunt an inferno of passion. And every sensation was heightened by the shivering action of the Vibro-Egg on the other side of the thin membrane from my cunt in my ass. Hot shit bubbled in my colon from the whip-sawing action of the humming orb, stoking the flames that emanated like wildfire from my fuck-racked loins. "Come in me!" I pleaded. "Fill my pussy with jizz. Hot, hot jizz!"
"The first thing a salesman always learns," he panted as he shoved his prick farther into my pussy, "is to satisfy the customer."
He grunted, and then his prick expanded that extra fraction of an inch within me that the male organ always does just before it releases its syrupy treasure. The sperm poured from his cock, drenching my insides with sizzling stickiness.
With the first drop of his spurting sperm, I started to come along with him. It was not just in my cunt, but in my ass as well, the vibrating egg stimulating me to an incredible anal orgasm. Juices poured from the walk of both my fuck tunnels, creating a gooey froth between my thighs that drenched both of us.
The nameless salesman went wild as he came, humping on top of me like he was having a fit. His hands ran roughly over my tits, squeezing them and pinching my nipples. It seemed like his whole nervous system had gone haywire from coming and he couldn't stop himself. I knew my tits would be black and blue from his gouging and pawing, but I welcomed it, loving every second of his brutal fondling.
Down below, he rammed his cock like he was operating a jackhammer. The thrusts were so brutal and continuous he seemed to be trying to break me apart. The humming plastic egg accentuated his pumping ejaculations, unceasingly vibrating in my asshole, shaking me from stem to stem.
My orgasm dominated my entire body, gradually making me as wild as he was. Then, as the cum stopped spurting from his dick and he slowed down, I surpassed him, my intensity growing by the second. My cunt walls refused to release their viselike grip on his prick, wringing it for every last drop of precious fuck-juice. I knew I wouldn't be satisfied until his tightly packed balls were drained dry, sucked inside out.
I jammed the dildo so far up his ass that it disappeared, leaving the switch on so it vibrated all the way up into his bowels. I could hear the hot shit gurgling inside him, the fire within him forcing his cock to keep pumping through sheer physical impetus despite the fact that he was exhausted and probably wanted to collapse. But I wouldn't let him, determined to feel him pronging me to the hilt until I was finished coming.
Then, without warning, it was all over. However, it wasn't my sex-crazed body that gave out, but the appliances. First the dildo buried in his asshole stopped moving. Then, I felt a pop in my own bung-hole and the Vibro-Egg abruptly lay still. The interior of my ass felt singed like sparks had reamed it out. Puffs of blue smoke emitted from both of our assholes as a result of the burned-out appliances. An acrid smell filled the air before the wind blew it away.
"The batteries," he groaned. "The batteries and the wiring couldn't take any more. We burned out the transistors."
"I thought you said this stuff is all guaranteed," I said.
"With normal use," he sighed.



CHAPTER THREE


I didn't want to go to Phoenix, so I had the salesman drop me off at the first place we encountered where there were any signs of civilization. He let me off and then roared off, accelerating to his usual hundred m.p.h. before he disappeared over the horizon. I never had found out his name.
Looking around at the terrain, I saw that I was standing in a highway rest stop in the middle of nowhere. I wasn't familiar with the surrounding country, meaning that I was far, far away from home, perhaps well over a hundred miles the way the maniac salesman drove.
It was more like a desert than anything else. The arid, hard-baked land stretched in an infinite radius around me, the asphalt of the rest stop a black patch in a sandy void. The sun was beating down unmercifully, and there wasn't a cloud in the sky, making the raincoat I wore seem ridiculous. However I was stuck with it because I was as naked as ever underneath.
Not only was I inappropriately dressed, or undressed, but I still hadn't completely recaptured my sense of direction. However, I was navigator enough to know that Phoenix was in the opposite direction of where I wanted to go, and that it made sense for me to hitch a ride going the opposite way I had come with the salesman.
I looked across the road to see if there was a reststop on the other side for traffic going in the opposite direction. At first it was hard to make anything out, so distorted was my vision from vapors rising in squiggly columns from the hot asphalt. Then, squinting my eyes, I managed to make out a reststop about 500 yards away on the other side of the highway.
Before I crossed the road, I looked both ways, checking for traffic. The way seemed clear and I started walking across. But people drive fast out in the middle of nowhere. When I was smack-dab in the middle of the road, at the point of no return, the roaring of an approaching engine filled my ears, closing in on me from my right. I turned around just in time to see a huge black motorcycle bearing down on me, its driver looking like a man from outer space in his gleaming metallic helmet and sunglasses which wrapped around his face.
My reflexes took over. Intuitively I dropped to the ground, rolling away from the path of the cycle. As the roar of the engine filled my ears, I could feel the rough pavement of the road tearing into my flesh, my thin raincoat no protection for the tumbling I was taking.
I looked up expecting him to be gone. But here he came again, the identical image of his first assault. How had he turned around so fast? With no time to think, I buried my face in the pavement, my can exploding from the resonance of his tearing by as he narrowly missed me.
Finally I summoned the nerve to look up again. Good God, here he comes again! my terrified mind blurted. The same helmet, the same aviator glasses covering the same half of his face, the same unshaven grin.
Zowwww, he ripped by me. But this time I kept rolling after he missed me, willing to take the roughness of the pavement if I could reach safety off the road. I gritted my teeth, trying to fight the pain and dizziness, hoping a nice safe ditch was at the end of my journey.
Zooooooom, he went by me again.
Then again.
Again.
My mind boggled from the stress of my perilous journey across the highway and the incessant engine roar. Only when I at last toppled into the safety of a filthy ditch, practically kissing the dirt in gratitude, did my brain clear enough for me to think.
My ears sorted it out for me at first. The engine was still revving off in the background somewhere, but it was, so… like more than one. "TWO… three… four," I started counting them aloud, "five… six… seven… eight… nine… ten." Ten engines. Ten motorcycles.
Now my eyes started to focus. First they gazed down at their owner. I was a bruised, bleeding mess, with abrasions all over my breasts and belly and shoulders, legs and hips. I could see it all – my raincoat had been torn to useless ribbons in my rolling grind across the highway. I was all but naked.
When I was satisfied I wasn't seriously injured, and had gotten over the shock of my nudity, I looked beyond the vista of the ditch. To my absolute horror an entire motorcycle gang looked right back at me, bloodshot eyes boring holes in my naked body.
They were the Speed Freaks. I could see the name of their club on the back of one of their greasy jackets when one of them turned around to talk to the guy standing behind him.
From my vantage point it was impossible to tell one from the other. They all looked like images of the same person. It was as though my sight had become hopelessly thrown off from my trip across the pavement and I had five times double vision, seeing ten figures for every one that was actually there. Looking at the weathered, cruel, grimy, leering unshaven faces, I felt like I had been caught in a house of mirrors with a madman.
But it was no illusion. There were ten of them all right. I knew that because they all started fanning out around me, licking their chops at their good fortune of having run down a defenseless girl in the middle of nowhere.
Before they could completely encircle me, I forced myself up and started running into the arid expanse the highway intersected, trying to flee into desert infinity. As I ran, I shipped the remainder of my raincoat from my neck and shoulders, sprinting naked except for my red vinyl boots across the gritty sand and dirt.
I didn't hear them running after me, so after a few hundred yards I eased up, assuming they'd gotten discouraged in the hot sun. When I looked back towards the road, I saw them trooping up onto the highway, as though they had given up and were going to get back on their motorcycles and head to wherever they were going in the first place. Satisfied that I had gotten away, I stopped running and relaxed, walking away from the road so I could see what was going on.
They all mounted their choppers and revved their engines, filling the desert sky with the dark mist of burning petroleum. The one who was apparently their leader went to the head of the pack and then made a signal. With him leading the way, they moved single-file down the highway. I breathed a long sigh of relief, not even stopping yet to worry about being stranded in the middle of nowhere.
I should have saved my breath, because I was going to need it. They only continued a few hundred yards down the highway before the one in the lead abruptly veered left. He bumped off the wad and wheeled across the dirt towards me, the dust swirling in his wake looking like flames from hell and the driver like the devil.
The devil's angels followed their leader, forming a roaring snake of choppers veering towards me. The did filled the sky like a Kansas tornado as they fanned out, attempting to encircle me with their mean-looking machines.
On their choppers they moved so fast that there was no way out as when they'd been on foot. I ran this way, and then that, my legs pumping uselessly because there was no opening for escape. This time I was trapped.
There was no point in futilely running around in a circle any more, I realized. I slumped to the ground in exhaustion, giving up.
When I hit the dirt, my abused body completely gave. My legs shot out and spread on the ground. My back flopped against the sand. I was too spent to remember or even care that I was naked, my cunt probably staring at them like a bearded clam.
The next thing I knew the engines had stopped. The air was eerily silent. Then I picked up the breathing. Hard breathing. The hard breath of arousal.
I opened my eyes to see myself surrounded by ten of the greasiest human beings I'd ever seen in my life. But even though their faces were covered by grime and whiskers and aviator glasses, it wasn't hard to tell what was written on them. Lust!
I didn't have to have 100 per cent of my faculties to know that these guys had only one thing on their minds: gang-bang!
I wriggled, trying to go somewhere. A boot kicked me in the back, reminding me there was no place to go. My legs scrunched in front of me from the impact, splaying as my knees locked in the air. Even I could see the hairiness of my cum involuntarily flexing from between my tautly spread thighs.
"Look at that pussy," one of the gang drooled. "How'd you like to stick a tire-iron up that sweet little box?"
"Wonder what kinda traction it has," another said, rubbing the obvious bulge at the crotch of his dirty, skin-tight jeans.
I could do nothing but tremble. My every twitch just accentuated the gaping slit of my exposed pussy. In a moment the air was filled with a new sound – the sound of ten zippers screeching downward.
Their pricks all seemed to come out at once. They were all long and hard and angry-looking. It was a jungle of cocks, rough hands stroking and prodding them on to even stiffer erection.
I was hopelessly terrified. I lost control of my body, my heart leaping while my bowels gurgled and my bladder collapsed. Uncontrollably the hot urine came steaming out of my open box, drenching the ground below me. Steam from the scalding piss rose between my thighs, wafting into the desert sky.
"She's so scared of us she's pissin' in her pants," one barbarian said through a slobbering leer.
"'Cept she ain't wearin' no pants," another one snorted.
Now my bowels gave. I winced as a load of sizzling diarrhea surged from my asshole. The air was filled with the stench of fresh, terrified shit.
I was so scared I couldn't stop myself. Now the pee spurted again. Then more liquid shit poured out. My crotch was a sticky, smelly mess, awash in a gloppy, fetid mixture of shit and piss.
A group of normal people would have been appalled. But not the Speed Freaks. They loved it. I could tell by the way they licked their chops and whispered excitedly among themselves like a group of sex-crazed savages. And most of all, I could tell by the way they stroked their cocks, every prick in the bunch pointed straight at me.
"Who gets to eat lunch first?" one of them yelled.
A chorus of "me's" deafened me. Then the din abruptly stopped and the one who must have been the leader stepped forward. He had the biggest cock on him I'd ever seen in my life.
He immediately sensed that I was looking at his enormous tool. "Like it, don't ya?" he sneered. "Now that you've seen it, you don't feel so bad about gettin' fucked, do you, little lady?"
I hated myself. I couldn't take my eyes off his huge prick no matter how hard I tried. Although I was scared out of my wits, the message I couldn't stop giving him with my eyes was that he was right – I did want nothing so much as his hot, throbbing cock.
"Before you get it in your pussy, you're gonna have to give it a little bath," he snarled, arrogantly stroking his swollen joint. "I been ridin' all day and I wouldn't wanna put my greasy, grimy prick in nothin' until all the gunk's off. 'Specially when you got a mouth to clean it off with. Now swallow!"
He thrust his filthy cock in my face. The smell of stale sweat made my nostrils flare as he began cramming his prick-head against my lips.
When I refused to open my mouth, his fist suddenly loomed from nowhere and bashed into the center of my belly. As the breath whooshed from my mouth, he slammed his grungy cock down my throat, gagging me until I thought I'd turn blue.
The taste of his long dong on the seat of a motorcycle drenched his prick. Sucking his cock was so heady it was like wrapping my lips around the nozzle of a gas pump.
He turned around on top of me. Swiveling his cock in my mouth, he straddled my head with his knees while he faced in the direction, of my stinking, sloppy cunt.
I'd thought they were kidding, making fun of me, about eating my slime-encrusted box, but they weren't. I'd heard these motorcycle gangs had kinky tastes in sex, but this was kinkier than I had conceived possible for any member of the human race. While I was forced to suck his cock, the animal on top of me dipped his face between my thighs and began lapping the piss and shit from my aching pussy and ass.
The others cheered, saluting their leader as he orally soaked my two holes, eating me clean. I could feel the gloppy pee-diluted shit disappearing from my loins with each eager swipe of his tongue.
He moved his mouth expertly, as though he'd engaged in perverted acts like this many times before. Closing my eyes, I imagined what his face must look like, his whiskers having snagged brown globules of my loose shit, while yellow drops of piss trickled from the corners of his sucking mouth.
Inside my mouth his filthy cock reamed farther and farther down my throat. So deep within me was his dick that I could feel his balls crashing against my lips. They were incredibly hairy, and stunk of sweat and dirt. I cupped them with my fingers, trying somehow to control the thrusting of his vengeful cock by hanging onto them.
His balls were tight and churning in my grip. For the first time I became acutely aware of the cum that must be brewing within them, aching to be released in a sticky torrent. It occurred to me that soon his sperm would be shooting in my mouth. Within seconds I would be forced to swallow his greasy sperm.
Before I could prepare myself, it happened. Without warning his cock slammed an extra bit down my throat and then exploded. An avalanche of hot jizz blasted down my windpipe.
As his fuck-juice swamped me, down below his teeth caught the stiff nubbin of my clit. He actually bit me, gnashing away at my clit like he was trying to rip it in a bloody chunk from my cunt.
All this time I had been frying to convince myself that I hated this. Suddenly I realized I was a hypocrite.
Instead of attempting to scream because he was painfully devouring my pussy, I let out a long, throaty moan. Why hide it any longer? I loved what was happening to me!
A torrent of cream oozed instantaneously from the convulsing walls of my pussy. The ripping and sawing of my clit by his teeth sent fantastic orgasmic chills coursing through my body, the wrenching pain only an impetus toward coming. The spurting sperm gushing down my throat was like an aphrodisiac.
"Look, man, she digs it!" I heard a rough boozy voice enthuse. "Look at the way she's wigglin' her ass while Chino sinks his fangs into her pussy."
"Look at her asshole!" another one said excitedly. "Look how red it is. Look how it's sticking out. Somethin' must be pushin' hard inside her. She must be coming!"
In my mouth Chino's cum had finally stopped spurting, but my problems had just begun. He had deposited a load of juice to thick and too large for me to completely swallow. The sloppy goo infested my breathing passages, wetly clogging my fight for air. Fresh jizz dribbled from my nostrils onto my face, joining the rivulet's that escaped from my mouth. Within seconds, the whole front of my body was smeared with slick sperm all the way down to my tits. And feeling it cling to my bare flesh only made me come longer and harder.
The rest of the Speed Freaks were buzzing like a hive of bees in their excitement. They were too agitated to stand around and watch Chino get all the goodies. I mentally sensed this before I opened my eyes and confirmed the reality of my perception. In a greasy human knot they were closing in around me, slobbering to get their hooks in me. Again I tried to summon my horror… my disgust… my repulsion. But inside my heart leaped with wanton excitement. And between my legs my pussy kept coming, obviously hungrily wanting more… and more… and more.
The first of their cocks I felt was at my ass. Somebody with an enormous hard-on was battering away at my tightly clenched shitter. An unseen prick split the furrow of my ass, its hard head insistently nudging towards a penetration that I both feared and welcomed.
Rough fingers tore apart the sides of my ass. The head of the unseen prick was abruptly inside me, tearing apart my delicate tissues. I could feel the goo of arousal oozing down from my bowels, lubricating the plunging cock so it wouldn't kill me.
Even with the lubrication my supercharged shit-pit provided, however, his prick felt like it was going to split me in two. My connective fibers were stretching and stretching as the core of my being filled with hot, throbbing cock. Wriggling my ass and undulating my hips, I shot my pelvis upward, my asshole taking all of his prick to the hilt.
Chino's cock was hardening in the meantime for a new explosion in my mouth. But he never had a chance. His role as leader had been usurped by the animal lust of the rest of his gang. They poured onto us. His prick was torn from my mouth only to be replaced by one, two, and then three new ones fighting to jam down my throat, all of them nearly as long and thick as the original.
Down below, Chino's mouth was joined by a crowd of others, each of them eagerly gnashing and chomping to get a place at my cunt. Two finally achieved dominance over the others, each of them taking a side of my pussy. My cunt-lips were bathed by separate mouths, two sets of lips nibbling away at my honey-pot until I was ablaze with unparalleled desire, my cunt hotter than the desert sun.
Now two tongues plunged at once into the slit of my cunt. My fuck-canal was filled with the meatiest engorgement I had ever experienced. In my ass the cock still pumped, its head banging trough the connective membrane against the twin tongues orally fucking my pussy. I was coming so much I thought my bucking, spuming, dripping crotch would take off and fly in ecstasy, burning itself to pieces in its orgasmic glow.
The gang's pricks were stabbing wildly at me. Two slipped beneath my arms, filling my armpits with stiff meat like they were auxiliary cunts. I clamped down on them, giving them the pressure they needed to feel fucked, pounded at my body's adaptability.
All my fear and loathing had vanished by now. The only thing that I was aware of was coming. I hadn't stopped since Chino had first taken a bite out of my clit. Each new prick sliding against my writhing body accelerated the fantastic sensation of my prolonged orgasm. The climactic crescendo rose and rose, keeping my senses reeling until I had lost all track of reality.
Where I was… or even who I was… was no longer important as I writhed on the sand, impaled by a mob of long, hard cocks. Everything in my brain and my body told me that I was just a fuck-machine – a curvy, naked collection of wet holes, my only function to have cocks stuck in me. The three pricks in my face had all managed to stick their heads between my lips, giving me a mouthful of succulent meat. Cocks danced on my eyes, one each gouging into the sockets. I could feel at least one prick wrapping itself in my hair, its spongy head skidding along my scalp, trying to come on my head. The furrow of my ass was packed with extra cocks, at least two adjoining the one that was so exquisitely reaming out my butt-hole.
I could feel something gurgling in my chest, a tight feeling I couldn't ignore. At first I panicked, sure this was all too much for me and I was having a heart attack. Then I realized that the discomfort was from words, bottled up and trying to get loose. I pried the pricks from my mouth just enough to be able to speak, listening to myself as I instinctively blurted, "Come! Come! Come all over me! Come inside me! Cover me with jizz!"
God, how I wanted it! I was like some character from a horror story, a creature who lived on men's sperm. Spermula instead of Dracula. If I didn't have it, I would die. In my mouth. In my cunt. In my ass. All over my body. Matting my hair. Coating my stomach. Oh, God, I just had to have it!
"Come! Come! COME!" I screamed, insane from desire.
So spurred on were they by my wanton insanity, they seemed to be in a contest to see who could come first. A cock, searching for sure-fire stimulation, sent the tongues squishing out of my cunt as it barged in to the hilt in one shove. Its head scraped maddeningly against the end of my cunt, straining to explode.
In my ass a fresh gathering of shit squished hotly around the head of the prick crammed up my bung.
The pricks pumping in my armpits accelerated their movement, jiggling my tits with their vibrating intensity.
A cock slid madly between my cleavage, rough grimy hands compressing my tits so they could jack it off.
The three cock-heads resumed their battle in my mouth, each one trying to gain the advantage over the others by sliding down my throat and choking me.
Even in my belly-button someone was pumping away, using the indentation of my navel to stimulate the burning tip of his prick.
My body was wholly dominated by cocks. They stuck in me like pins. Except that they were the size of railroad spikes, bruising my flesh, tearing my tissues, ripping my body with pounding intensity. I writhed on the ground, it felt as though every square inch of my body was being fucked.
It was too much to expect that they would all come at on… But they did.
The explosion was monumental, unforgettable as buckets of steaming fuck-cream suddenly poured all over me, the special scent of male cum instantly filling the air. Even through I was lying on the hard crust of a barren desert, I felt like I was in some lush Garden of Eden. The smell of fresh sperm seemed like all the smells of all the lush foliage in the most fertile springtime in the midst of the lushest tropics in existence, intoxicating me with its reeking sexual perfume.
My body lost control of itself as it was bathed with a shower of thick fuck juice, both inside and outside. I writhed uncontrollably as sperm spurted into my asshole, mingling with the gurgling shit inside me. Cum drenched my pussy, flowing to places within me that I hadn't known could be reached by the male seed. My mouth filled with the stuff, refill after refill from the three simultaneously spurting cocks causing me to swallow so much jizz I thought I would burst if I didn't suffocate from it first.
On the outside my body was absolutely covered with the gloppy cream of jism. I could feel my nipples buried under swirls of sperm so thick it felt like someone had squirted Reddi-Whip on my tits. The furrow of my ass was slick with it. My thighs were glazed. I could feel it dripping down into my boots.
Their cocks jiggled within and against me until every drop of spunk had been sucked from their balls and shaken loose in me or on me. I was awash in cum, glazed like I was some sort of bizarre pastry covered with frosting.
Running my fingers in every direction, flailing my arms back and forth and sideways, I felt each of the pricks. They were slimy with their own goo, slackening in their mass erection as they finally stopped coming.
But my own coming was still going strong. I slithered in the nest of cocks and sperm, sensing each part of my body separately as they slid in the cocoon of male flesh and wetness. I begged for more, vainly trying to re-arouse their wilting pricks. God, I wanted it as much as ever! The feast of sperm had just made me that much more cum-hungry.
But it was no dice. They'd had it. Probably from all that beer they drank and dope they took, I recalled from the motorcycle movies Phil had taken me to at the drive-in in his truck when we started dating.
Phil! This was the first time I'd thought of him since the truck driver who'd picked me up back at the intersection.
And how long ago had that been? The sun was going down. Out in the desert that meant it was pretty late, maybe almost nine o'clock.
Who knew how far away from home I was. Phil was going to be back in a few days. What would happen if I wasn't there waiting for him like the good wife I wanted to be? I had to get home. I had to find my way back home.
But how?



CHAPTER FOUR


It was pretty easy to get away from the Speed Freaks. Instead of dope and beer, they were all zonked out of their minds on something a lot more powerful. Too much sex.
They were all immobilized from exhaustion, or just plain out cold. Their tired dicks stretched greasily out from between their legs like the tongues of some species of large reptile. You could've dropped a live hand-grenade in the middle of them and nobody would have moved an inch. I slid out from the spermy crush of their bodies and split, running across the sand until I couldn't see them any more.
I was looking for the highway, but the darkness of evening closed in before I could get my bearings. I didn't know where I was. I sat down and quietly panicked as I realized that I was lost in the middle of the desert with probably ten hours to go before daylight.
Maybe I would have lain down in the sand and tried to get some sleep under normal circumstances, but I knew that was ill-advised now. My naked body was still coated with the slime of congealing sperm. If any part of my body except the soles of my feet touched the sand, it would immediately be covered with gritty sand sticking to the cum. I grimaced just thinking about it getting inside my cunt and ass, corridors of sand leading to my womb and bowels.
So I hopelessly wandered through the night, vainly searching for the highway. With every step I took I didn't know whether I was getting closer or farther away from my objective. Right now I felt so lost that I started to think that maybe even the reappearance of the Speed Freaks would be welcome.
Staggering onward through the night, I became increasingly exhausted. Already spent from being gang-banged, my bumbling desert journey was taxing me to the limits. Increasingly I started to give myself arguments as to why I should just go ahead and drop. So what if I got sand all over myself? one voice would say. Then, just as I was ready to willingly fall, another one would keep me up for a few minutes until the next crisis, telling me I might as well be a piece of Shake 'n Bake in the oven if I fell in the sand. There was no water anywhere. If I got covered with sand sticking to the cum all over my naked body, I'd never get it off. Cum congeals harder than Elmer's Glue. I'd cook out here after the sun came up.
On the other hand, the voice of defeat countered, what difference did it make? If I didn't bake with sand all over my body, I'd burn to a crisp anyway. I was stark naked. My bare skin couldn't take the sun. The fact of the matter was that I had no chance here alone in the desert no matter what I did. I might as well give in now and get some sleep before I was incinerated.
Conceding utter defeat, I collapsed. The instant I fell I could feel the sand cling to my naked body as though my skin were coated with adhesive. The cum all over me seemed to suck the grains of sand to it like iron filings to a magnet, plastering them by the millions all over my body until my skin resembled sandpaper.
"What's the use?" I sighed as I lapsed into unconsciousness.
Ghastly dreams swirled around in my mind as I slept. The sand, scraping and pinching at every pore of my body, inspired infinite nightmares of torture.
In one horrible dream a forest off cocks fucked me, just like the Speed Freaks had done. But this time, instead of sperm, they ejaculated ground glass. That's why my body felt like it was being cut to ribbons. That's why my tits felt like they were scraped raw. My cunt like a giant wound. My asshole felt like someone was pulling a never-ending strand of barbed-wire from it.
Then, suddenly, the whole thrust of the dreams changed. One minute I was writhing in agony, my naked body being chewed to bits… and then in the next minute it was as though I had been hurled into Arctic waters. I opened my eyes, expecting to be face to face with a glacier.
Everything was a blur as the first thing I noticed outside of my nightmare was the sound of my own screaming. Then, suddenly, I realized that all the abrasion was gone from my body and I was immersed in fluid. Water. I could taste it. The blurriness was the water dripping in my eyes. I blinked and focused my eyes, realizing for the first time that I had just been dunked in a pool of water somewhere. I must be in heaven, I thought for an instant.
But when I focused my eyes, I saw that I wasn't. That is, not unless Saint Peter was a crusty old goat who rode around on a mule with its ears poking through a straw hat.
"Howdy, ma'am," the old goat who was not Saint Peter cackled from across the waterhole I was sitting in. "Looks like you got all the sand off you… if'n you know what I mean."
I certainly did know what he meant. He was looking straight at my bare tits, which were bobbing clearly up and down on the water. They were like buoys, my nipples their flags.
"I see you kin still blush," he drawled, sending a missile of tobacco juice sailing from between his teeth. I flinched as it landed in the water only inches from me. "Now, you tell me," he continued. "What's a nice place like this doin' with a gal like you in it? A nekked gal, I might add. Any kind of gal is unusual of course out here, but one as nekked as a homed toad? Can't tell you what a start you give me when I found you. I ain't seen a woman of no kind for three months… let alone a nekked one." He licked the tobacco flecks off his lips.
"You found me?" I said, realizing that despite his repulsiveness he had probably saved my life.
"Yep," he drawled, continuing to look directly at my floating tits. "Actually, my mule, Hector, found you. A mule don't like anything what's out of the ordinary. And you bein' nekked in the middle of this Godforsaken place ain't ordinary no way you look at it. Hector started brayin', refusin' to move. I thought it was a rattlesnake and got off to find the sonofabitch so I could kill it and get on my way. Goddamn, when I found you instead, I thought I'd shit."
"And you brought me here? To this waterhole?" I asked.
"Yep."
"Then you saved my life. How can I ever repay you?"
"Well, now that you mention it…"
"Anything," I assured him with total gratitude. "Anything."
"Anything?"
I nodded my head.
"Well, like I said," he drawled some more, "you'd be the first woman, nekked or otherwise, that ole Hector and I seed since past three months. Out here prospectin' in the desert, the only pussy you see, if you'll pardon the expression, is in mirages. And man nor mule can't fuck a mirage." Fuck! my mind warned me. The old goat wanted me to screw him out of gratitude. I almost retched at the thought.
"I see by the look on your face that you done anticipated me," he said, cocking his head and looking at me like I was a misbehaving child. "I also think you're considerin' welshin' out on your bargain."
"Which bargain?" I blurted.
"The I-save-your-life-in-return-far-anything-I-want bargain that you just promised me a few minutes ago, ma'am," he said with a sinister smile.
Suddenly my stammering protests were ended as his hand dropped to the side of his saddle, smacked leather, and then flew upward with a long, gleaming column of blue metal that pointed straight at inc. He was aiming a rifle right between the tits he had been ogling so fondly.
"Now, you still wanna welsh on our bargain, Missy?" he said, launching a black blur of tobacco juice that landed in the water right between my tits.
The gun looked enormous to me, even across the waterhole. The hole at the end of the barrel seemed so huge that I imagined something the size of a cannon ball must come out of it. I could just see my tits splattered all aver the surface of the waterhole that had saved my life, my murderer my temporary savior.
I didn't want to die. I wanted to get out of this mess and find my way back home. I wanted to be waiting for Phil when he came back off the wad – not dead, my guts deposited meaninglessly over some desert where nobody would ever find my body. I could see my corpse being devoured by vultures within hours after my life ended. It seemed such a waste. Especially when, despite everything, I still loved Phil and I was sure he loved me. Why waste it over a disagreement with an old desert prospector that I'd never see again?
"All right," I said wearily. "Anything. Anything. Anything you want, old timer."
"Prospectin' Charlie," he said. "That's what they call me. Prospectin' Charlie. I been working this desert and the mountains around it for nigh on to thirty years. It's a hard life." He waved the gun.
"Now get on out of that water so I kin see your Goddamn body. I wanna see your sweet little cunt without all that sand coverin' it up. I been dreamin' about cunt ever night for the last three months. And so had Hector. Mules is sterile, but that don't mean they don't like to fuck. He gets even hornier than I do. Goddamn beast's had a hard-on at least a month straight. I'd jack him off, but mule-cum stinks worse 'n a skunk. Nothin' gets that smell out."
Reflexively I looked toward the rear of the mule. Prospectin' Charlie was telling the truth.
Between the animal's haunches a huge, long, blackish tube swung, closely resembling the cock of the horse I'd seen in the salesman's dirty magazine. Instantly my mind recalled the pictures in the magazine, especially the centerfold, the one in which the close-up of the girl's cunt was split by the huge dark prick.
Could that be what Prospectin' Charlie had in mind? Did he want me to fuck his mule, like that poor, sick girl in the magazine?
No, no, I tried to tell myself. Maybe adult-book publishers were that perverse… but not prospectors wandering around in the middle of the desert. Everybody knew publishers were just out for the holy buck. But grizzled old prospectors? They were part of the American legend. Hardy individualists who broke away from the rat race and went out on their own, searching for a dream. The embodiment of the pioneer spirit. The kind of men who made our country great down through the years. The kind of men committed to principle, even though someone like Prospectin' Charlie could probably make more working in a car wash than prospecting.
"Get on out of that water and show me and Hector your pussy, bitch. We been waitin' a long time," Prospectin' Charlie said, shattering my illusions. "'Specially Hector."
I waded towards the shore, feeling my nakedness gradually exposed until I stood totally bare on the sand. I could feel the water dripping from my nipples, and the bush of my cunt trickling my heart pounded in my ears like a tom-tom drum.
"Land o' Goshen," he slurped, "lookit them tits 'n' ass, Hector. Yessiree bob, tits 'n' ass, tits 'n' ass." In his tattered trousers I could see a bulge the size of a softball. "Hector, you're gonna have yourself a high ole time."
"But what about you?" I asked desperately. "Don't you want to fuck me? I can see your hard-on."
"Maybe later," he said with a tobacco-stained grin, "after Hector gets through."
"But a mule," I gagged, trying through any means to change his mind. "Do you want to get in my cunt after a mule's come in it?"
"It's only fittin'," he maintained. "See, I got a confession to make to you. I ain't been totally chaste out here."
"You mean you've been jacking off?" I asked knowingly, trying to achieve some kind of intimacy between us so he would take pity on me.
"Better'n that," he leered. "I been fuckin' ole Hector in the ass."
"Uhg!" I spat some imaginary bile from my mouth.
"Don't knock it 'less you tried it," he winked. "Which a course you never could since you ain't got no dick between them pretty legs of yours. Fact of the matter is that a mule's ass is tighter'n a woman's cunt. Maybe not as sweet – I mean you wouldn't wanna eat it the way you do a woman's pussy – but plenty tight for good fuckin'. And I fucked Hector plenty the last three months. He's taken plenty of jizz up his old mule's ass."
"Unnnnhhh!" I gagged. "What's that got to do with me?" My pussy was spasming the same way my heart had been pounding when I'd thought he was going to shoot me.
"Well, if you'd let me finish before you made that disgusting sound, I'd a told you what I been doin' ain't fair on account a ale Hector ain't had a similar chance to get his rocks off. I mean, ain't no way I'm gonna let him fuck me in the ass! 'Specially not with that horse-cock of his 'n that he inherited from his daddy."
"But my pussy is fair game for him," I spat. "Is that what you're trying to say?"
"Say, I thought mebbe your brain might be affected by bein' broiled by the desert sun," he said with an obscene grin, "but I see you're thinkin' right good. Yep, right good. You got everything 100 per cent straight."
"Your mule's going to fuck me," I said fatalistically, "or you'll blow my brains out."
"Kee-rect," he said, spitting the second syllable out simultaneously with a wad of wet tobacco. "And I'm gonna watch… either way. With or without your head. Jes' so long as my aim is good enough to miss your cunt, you ain't got no chance with me and Hector. Now get over on your hands and knees like an animal so Hector can fuck you."
"And if I don't?" I bluffed.
The desert air shattered with the sound of a him cocking the barrel of the gun looked like it could swallow me. It was the deadliest thing I'd ever seen in my life. Was there anything I wouldn't do to avoid seeing it explode in my face?
To answer my own question I shifted my gaze again to the rear of the mule. Between its legs I could clearly see its hose-like cock suspended from its belly. It looked horrible… awful… huge… enormous… But as terrifying as it seemed, I knew one thing. It couldn't blow my head off. All it could do was fill me with cum.
"I'll count to three," she said. "And if by then I don't see you turned around on all fours and your sweet little cunt starin' me in the face, then, pow, your tits and brains are Jell-O. Maybe I forgot to tell you, but this here's a scatter gun."
I was in absolute panic. The thought of having the top half of my body reduced to hamburger by buckshot immobilized my brain. I couldn't think.
"One…" he started counting with an evil leer. Only my cunt saw me through. It was the only part of my body that seemed to be functioning. Even my heartbeat had seemed to stop. My breath was frozen as I stood paralyzed by fear. But my pussy… my cunt… throbbed electrically, as though it were pulsing a last-ditch message in Morse Code about what I should do.
Do it. Do it. Do it, my cunt seemed to be telling me. Save your life. Do it. Do it.
I flopped reflexively to the ground, feeling the sand grind instantaneously against my hands and knees. On "three", I swiveled my body around, presenting my ass to Prospectin' Charlie. Before he could get trigger-happy, I pulled apart my thighs and tipped my pelvis, shooting my open pussy straight at him from the rear.
"Oh, Jeeee-sus!" he moaned in obvious ecstasy at seeing my cunt. "Will you look at that, Hector? Bet you'd eat through ten pounds of shit fer that."
The mule whinnied at his owner's vulgarity, pawing on the ground with his hoof. I knew from the commotion that it was only a matter of moments until the inevitable.
It all happened so fast after that that it's still a blur in my mind. One second the mule was braying a few feet away from me… and the next he was braying in my ear, his hot breath reeking of oats.
Hot hooves clomped against my shoulders, the metal shoes pinching my bare flesh. The hair on his belly scraped against my back.
"Now stay on your hands and stand up," Prospectin' Charlie commanded from in front of me. When I looked up and saw that shotgun barrel in my face, I lost all will to resist.
When I was stretched up on my legs, I felt the giant animal-cock for the first time. With my thighs so far apart, my cunt must have been the easiest of targets… even for a dumb animal like a mule. The knob of his hard-on rubbed maddeningly against the lips of my pussy just like a man's erection. With one exception… it was twice as big!
"C'mon, Hector, stick it in," Prospectin' Charlie called to his mule. "If'n you don't hurry up and fuck her, you'll shoot your wad all over her ass without gettin none. Don't you want some of that sweet young pussy, ole boy?"
The mule brayed and whinnied excitedly. Then, abruptly it happened. I had expected the entry of his enormous cock to be excruciatingly painful, especially without any lubrication. But, to my astonishment, at least eight inches of mule-cock slid inside my cunt on the beast's first thrust with no trouble at all. As the squishing penetration filled my ears, I realized for the first time that my pussy was sopping wet!
God, you can't believe how immense his cock felt in my cunt! He quickly rammed it in another couple of inches. With its fantastic girth it plugged up my pussy like a torpedo. But despite its enormity, Hector's battering-ram was so thoroughly greased by the wetness of my cunt, it easily pumped in and out in classic fuck-motion.
I felt I should be ashamed of myself far being turned on by this sickening desert perversion.
However, the fact of the matter was that my pussy was wetter than it had ever been in my life. Somehow I had become hopelessly turned on. Everything was blotted from my mind but the sense of the hot, throbbing telephone pole stretching my sopping pussy to the limit. How could this have happened to me?
I tried to fight it, but what was the use? The feel of almost a foot of cock up my cunt was more than I could resist, regardless of its origin. My mind filled with the image of the picture of the salesman's magazine. I clucked in satisfaction as I compared it with the enormous feeling I had in my pussy. It didn't stack up. The mule's cock was bigger than the one in the picture. Longer… harder… thicker.
With the mule fucking me from the rear, the only way I could accentuate the action was by moving my ass. I twitched it around like I was trying to shake my buns off, whip-sawing the huge animal-prick. Surging every which way within my cunt from my wild action, Hector's cock went even farther within me. Its barbed tip jabbed against some buried pleasure-point I hadn't known existed.
But half of the excitement was knowing that no matter how deeply he buried his prick in my fuck-hole, Hector would always have extra meat to spare – that's how huge the animal's tool was. Noting this with satisfaction, I reached around my haunches with my hands, anxious to wrap my fingers around any exposed cock that I could grasp.
My fingers couldn't begin to close around the beast's shaft. It was so fat and hard that the part filling my box was stretching my cunt hopelessly out of shape. I could feel my pussy expanding so that the top seemed to be extending to my navel, and the bottom to my asshole. I was sure that in a minute I would have one simple bloody gash from my belly to my spine, every bit of it engorged by a hot throbbing prick bigger than anything I had ever contemplated on my horniest day.
"Oooooh, I kin see that you like it," I could hear Prospectin' Charlie crooning.
I opened my eyes and peered out from under my lids. I saw him drooling, salivating at the lewd fuck-action.
But Prospectin' Charlie's watering mouth wasn't all I saw. His pants were off and he stood in his boots fondling a long stiff dick that looked as pink and hard as the rest of him looked old and scroungy. The old guy had a cock on him that would give anyone else but his mule pangs of envy.
Suddenly I forgot about what a crusty old codger Prospectin' Charlie was when he had his pants on. With his cock out, he magically became young and virile insofar as I was concerned, his incongruously youthful hard-on making me drool.
Maybe it was the animal-cock bestially fucking me from behind like I was another animal that had made me lose all restraint, raping my mind as well my cunt. I don't know for sure what caused it, but it was clear that the sight of Prospectin' Charlie's twitching cock made it worse. My body had become totally dominated by sex, the take-over so rapid that I couldn't pinpoint the turning point.
All I cared for was to have the mule's glorious prick crammed as far up my cunt as it would go… and then farther… and farther… until it split me in two if necessary. And, in my mouth, I slobberingly craved Prospectin' Charlie's fantastic looking tool, my lips quivering to wrap themselves around it and give it a big, long suck.
Prospectin' Charlie lost no time in making my wish come true. His pants catching around his boots, he waddled up to me, sticking his big fat cock right under my nose.
My nostrils flared as the scent from day after day of riding in a hot saddle and not bathing hit me. Normally I would have thought he could gag a dog off a gut wagon. But in the incredible situation, my senses raging like wildfire, the stench of his hairy crotch was sheer perfume, an intoxicating fragrance that turned me on more than ever.
I couldn't wait to suck his cock, immediately covering it with my lips. My tongue did a thorough lapping job, cleansing him of the grime and stale sweat that coated every pore of his prick. As I licked, I could feel his cock-head throbbing like a beating heart in my craw. A noticeable blob of anticipatory sperm drooled off and slid down my grateful throat.
Form the rear, Hector the mule was fucking like mad, having buried almost a foot of his infinite cock in my pussy. I wriggled my ass like it was powered by a machine, twisting deliciously against Hector's hard animal-meat. My whole groin felt like it was going to explode from the passion raging within me.
Above, Prospectin' Charlie's balls tightened as I cupped and rubbed them while I continued to suck his cock. My index finger left his balls and tickled up under his ass. In a second I was massaging his crusty asshole, trying to work my way into the tightness of his bung. His odor enveloped me, a musky essence that reeked of the sheerest masculinity.
Prospectin' Charlie was no longer a grizzled old desert rat in the eye of my sex-crazed mind. His sweet cock had transformed him into a mighty frontiersman. Daniel Boone, Jeremiah Johnson and Davy Crockett all rolled into one. Looking like Robert Redford. And with a cock of Paul Bunyan! Christ, it was like sucking a legend's prick.
And Hector the mule wasn't a mangy carcass with an even mangier rider. He was like Trigger, a golden palomino with a long silver mane… and a long, thick cock.
In my excitement I clasped my hand around Prospectin' Charlie's back and pulled him towards me. His cock slammed into my throat the rest of the way to his nuts. Like rocks his balls bruised against my chin and lips. They sizzled with the sperm inside them that waited to be sucked out of his shaft by the cunt of my mouth and drained by my eager throat.
My other hand was now completely groping up the sweaty furrow of his ass, the underside of my forearm supporting his throbbing balls. I had two fingers up his sticky shit-pit, burying them to the third knuckles. One finger rotated clockwise and the other counter-clockwise, setting up a whip-saw motion within his spasming asshole. The more I reamed his ass, the farther his prick inched down my throat.
Behind me the mule was going crazy. Even if I hadn't sensed it from the way his monstrous prick was splitting me, I'd have known it from the deafening braying and whinnying which suddenly filled the air. His uncontrolled bleating sounded like an air-raid as the poor animal went insane from his exposure to the sophisticated world of human sex. My cunning pussy just wouldn't let go of him, twisting his prick like it was a piece of cable.
The mule was scared, frightened by the ferocity of my pussy. Straddling my shoulders I could feel his hooves pawing the pound. He was so frightened he was trying to pull his cock out of my cunt.
I could feel it frantically tugging. But I wouldn't let his cock go. I was determined to make him come in my pussy.
The more Hector tried to remove his prick from my cunt, the harder I tightened my pussy muscles. Everytime he moved, my cunt clamped his cock like a vise. My tight pussy jerked the skin the opposite way from his pulling meat, setting up what must have been maddening friction. The more he tried to get out, the closer he came to coming inside me.
Then, abruptly, the backward motion of his cock reversed. When I felt his prick surge anew, I knew only one thing could be happening. He was getting ready to come! My heart leaped as I braced myself for the onslaught.
Incredibly, it wasn't the wetness I noticed first when he shot off. It was the odor. I remembered what Prospectin' Charlie had said about mule-cum stinking worse than a skunk. Well, if this was the way skunks smelled, I was going to try and find one the next time I was horny and just get off on the scent alone. Maybe something about being sterile makes a mule's cum smell different. I don't know. What I do know was that inhaling it was like taking a whiff of horseradish, airplane glue and Chanel No. 5 all at once, a pungency that went whistling through my sinuses.
My senses reeling from Hector's cum-stench, the male wetness in my cunt made itself obvious and then started to overwhelm me. Maybe it's a good thing mules are sterile. The way they just keep on coming, if their sperm was any good, pretty soon the world would be populated by nothing but jackasses.
Spurt after spurt of thick mule-juice splatted against my engorged cunt-walls, swamping my insides. When my pussy could hold no more, the hot cream started oozing out of the tightness where the girth of his shaft pumped between my taut cunt-lips. Hot jizz streamed down the backs and insides of my legs. It bubbled all the way up my ass, and saturated my pussy hair, turning my crotch into a foaming mess.
I should have felt totally humiliated. So ashamed that I wanted to just crawl off in the desert and die. How could I have been so turned on in such a disgusting situation? But I was… Oh, God, was I!
I should have been wondering if I could ever face my husband again after what I'd done. But, instead, all I was wondering about was how long it was going to take Prospectin' Charlie to get his act together and start coming in my mouth. My belly ached for his fuck-juice.
Hopelessly degraded, I should have yearned for some miracle to put me out of my misery. But the only emotion I felt was pure, unadulterated greed… greed for a second load of hot, steaming cum.
I doubled my fingers in Prospectin' Charlie's ass, forming an abrasive knot that gouged his sensitive tissues. Twisting the knot, I applied the pressure, grinding through the tissue against his prostate gland so his balls could not resist turning themselves inside out and coming would be a blessed certainty.
When his cock jumped, I pulled my fingers out with a pop. It was like puffing the cork out of a bottle of warm champagne. The cum instantaneously shot from his prick. It gushed down my throat like I was sucking on a fire hose. Instantly my stomach was full of it, spurt after spurt flowing down my gullet.
In my cunt the mule had finally stopped spurting. His cock slid around in a swamp of its own goo. I reached behind me and grabbed his prick, pulling it out and letting it rest wetly in the furrow of my ass. The head dribbled sperm on my back. Moving up and down I could feel the loose foreskin rubbing back and forth, the cheeks of my ass pinching his shaft and gently jacking him off.
My gaping pussy unleashed a steady flow of fuck-cream to the sand beneath me. Most of it was Hector's cum, but a lot of it was my own musky flow. I was coming so hard that my pussy-mouth choked and spewed like it was throwing up. Except, instead of vomit, it was pouring forth the sticky goo of fucking.
Above, Prospectin' Charlie's cock finally gave out, blasting its last bolt of hot in and then collapsing from its noble effort. I gobbled all the way down on it one last time and then let it slide from my mouth, smacking my lips from the feast.
With both pricks out of me, my own coming passed its peak and gradually diminished. Bathed in the dreamy afterglow of fucking, I sat in the sand, feeling the wet mule-cock slide limply off me. The animal keeled over on his side and just lay there with his enormous brown eyes rolling, panting, his long red tongue lolling out of his mouth.
I could feel the sand sticking to the cum and grinding away at my ass and pussy again, but I didn't care. The hot sun beat down on my unprotected naked flesh, but that didn't bother me either. My sweat mingled with the sperm all over my body, making me feel like I was coated with slime. I felt dirty and sloppy and grimy and thoroughly and perfectly fucked.



CHAPTER FIVE


Gradually the afterglow of fucking wore off. After a nap, I woke up, completely coated between my legs and on one side of my body with sand. As I plunged my hand between my legs to quell the monstrous pussy-itch from the gritting grains of sand, I realized that the thrill was gone. No longer horny, I was just plain miserable.
And scared.
Just as lost as I ever was. And as fat away from home. I looked around at the desolate landscape. During my orgasmic excitement it had seemed like splendor. In the harsh light of fuckless reality it was a hot, unyielding desert, as forbidding as the terrain of an alien planet.
The dozing miner and his mule didn't improve the view. In the harsh light of reality, with his cock shrunken to a shriveled root, coated with sand, Prospectin' Charlie was just a scroungy old goat. Snoring into the sand, he looked like an old wino sleeping off a pint of Thunderbird. And Hector was a flea-bitten bag of guts, his cock buried in the sand.
I could have taken Hector, I suppose, and ridden him until I found the highway. But I was afraid he couldn't stand a rider, he seemed so exhausted from fucking me.
Besides, that would have condemned Prospectin' Charlie to certain death. I was young and strong and might be able to make it on my own. But, except for his cock, he was old and tired… and he couldn't walk out of the desert on his cock. Prospectin' Charlie had brutally taken advantage of me, but he had also saved my life. I owed him as much in return.
Instead I took his gun. This desert was a treacherous place. Then was no telling who or what I might run into out here. My paranoia was running wild after my experiences so far.
Also, I took a hat. The one off the mule's head. I figured he could survive easier without it than Prospectin' Charlie could without his. Hector's hat looked ridiculous on me with its two big holes for the animal's cars, but at least its brim kept the sun off my face and tits.
I trekked nakedly through the sand, using the rifle as a kind of crutch when the going got rough. I still didn't know which way I was going. Then I realized that I was heading east, purposely walking with the sun at my back so it wouldn't burn out my eyes. East. East. Was it leading any place?
The thought began to haunt me that I was headed the wrong way. The doubt burned into my brain as bitingly as the hot sun. I turned around 180 degrees and faced the way I had been coming. The sun dropping in the west blazed in my eyes like a fiery hole in the universe.
"No, no," I sobbed, "I can't go back! I just can't do it!"
I dropped to the ground, throwing the gun aside and beating the sand with my fists.
But when my tantrum was over, I was still in the same place, just as hot and miserable and lost as ever. Turning east again, I crawled forward, dragging the gun along behind me.
If I hadn't had the liquid from the waterhole and Prospectin' Charlie's cum, I'd have perished before the day was out. As it was, I was still moving forward by the time the sun went down. As darkness fell, I gave in to fatigue for the second time in twenty-four hours on the desert, sleeping once again in a bed of binding sand. This time there were no dreams, just the bleary fog of exhaustion.
I don't know how long I slept, but when I awoke, it was still dark. Night in the desert was even spookier than the daytime. You could see forever in the dark sky. The universe seemed expanded by a billion times when I saw it in the clear desert air, the black sky infinitely dotted by twinkling stars.
I lay on my back, looking up at the sky, trying to decide what to do next. The stars were mesmerizing, their attraction constantly riddling my thoughts so I got nowhere with my plans.
Finally, trying to force myself to think, I sat up and shook my head, pressing my fingers to function, but with no answers forthcoming, I was distracted again. This time it was the meeting of the horizon and the sky that caught my attention and held it.
Right at the point where the sand ended there were a pair of lights, twin stars hanging low in the sky. There were millions of stars in the sky, but these two were somehow different. Not only were they hugging the horizon, they seemed closer to earth than the others. Was it my imagination, or were they slowly but surely growing larger?
I turned away, trying not to be hypnotized through useless star-gazing. When no rational thought came, and I gave in to my curiosity and looked back, the twin stars seemed bigger than ever.
I shook my head trying to deny the apparent phenomenon. But when I looked once more, the two stars were even bigger.
Yes, I wasn't imagining it, they were getting bigger. The thought seized me that they were meteors, burning through space towards me. I'd wind up as ashes at the bottom of a crater. Some scientist would wind up looking at me through a microscope.
Scooting across the sand like a sand crab, I tried to avoid the apparent path of the racing stars. But wherever I threw myself, they were always heading straight at me. Finally I just gave up and lay in a heap, sobbing, "No, no, this can't be happening to me!" my rationality shot to pieces.
I don't know how long it took for the tears to stop. Like everything wpt my crying made the sand stick to me, and eventually I had to sit up and wipe my face off. As I did so, I couldn't help but see the twin stars gleaming in front of me, the biggest things in the sky.
But after a couple of minutes of continuous staring, I saw that they weren't in the sky at all! They were halfway down the horizon. Moving in a straight line across the sand.
They were the headlights of a car. I'd found the highway!
My hope renewing my energy, I clambered to my feet and used the shotgun to help me poke my way through the sand towards the direction of the advancing headlights. The highway turned out to be not more than fifty feet from where I'd been lying, invisible in the darkness. I'd have noticed it before, but there was no traffic at all. The headlights I saw must have belonged to the first car passing by in hours.
As the car got closer, suddenly panic hit me. How would the driver see me in the pitch black? He was probably going at least eighty or ninety miles an hour. He wouldn't notice me at all. If I ran out in front of him, he'd just run over me.
I propped myself up wearily on the shotgun and thought about what to do. Then, as my hand slipped from the stock onto the cool metal of the barrel, it came to me. The gun. I'd stop him by shooting one of his tires out. And pray he had a spare.
I dropped to the sand, lying at an angle from the road so the illumination of the advancing headlights would give me a brief light for my target. I figured I'd only get one shot, and it would have to be at close range because I was firing a shotgun.
Now the headlights were growing perceptibly by the second. When I'd first seen them, they must have been miles and miles away, visible from the horizon in the unpolluted desert sky. I could hear the whine of the engine. The dimensions of the car started to form. I could see a white top.
I cocked the hammer and trained the barrel towards the path of my growing target. Just when I could see the outline of the head of the driver and a passenger, the tires became visible below.
The barrel twitched in front of me as I squeezed the trigger. The night suddenly filled with the explosion of escaping buckshot.
I expected to hear the blam of a ruptured tire. But, instead, the air filled with the curdling screech of rubber skidding against the pavement. I saw the car swerving all over the road and shrieked, "Oh, my God, I've killed somebody!"
I expected the car to roll over and erupt into flames. Instead, it suddenly came to a squealing stop and doors slammed.
While I was still trying to figure out what was happening, another explosion filled the air and something whistled over my head. I screamed as I realized that it was another gunshot. Whoever had been driving the car was still alive and was answering my fire.
"All right, this is the Highway Patrol," a hard voice called across the sand. "Throw down your gun and come out. We know you're out there. You'll never get away. Tomorrow we'll be combing this area with helicopters."
I was frozen with fright. No matter what I did, it would be viewed as being wrong. If I took a false step, I'd probably be shot, and there didn't seem to be anything available but false steps.
The way it turned out, I didn't have time to make any decisions, which probably saved my life. If I had been anything but paralyzed and had moved a muscle, I might have been filled full of holes. As it was, the Highway Patrolman sneaking around in back of me didn't have an excuse to drill me and just shoved the cold nose of his revolver into one of my kidneys, telling me to drop the shotgun if I wanted to live.
"Well, well, Honeycutt," he called to the other one up on the road as he marched me towards the highway, "lookee what we got here. A Goddamn naked sniper." Then he leaned forward, jabbing the gun in farther, whispering hotly in my ear, "Tell me, little girl, how come you don't like the Highway Patrol? We're your friends. Seems like you went to a lot of trouble to come out here in the desert and try and kill us when the cities are crawling with regular cops you couldn't miss. Now what you got against us Smokies?"
By the time he'd prodded me to the road, I saw how dumb I'd been. If I'd waited just a second more, I surely would have seen that the white top of the car was coordinated with the tell-tale black bottom of a state patrol car, and that the occupants were wearing Smoky the Bear hats.
On the top of the patrol car the dome light was now swirling bluely. The gold badge painted on the side door glimmered eerily in the glowing light from above. Next to the car a tall Highway Patrolman stood gawking with a smoking pistol in his hand.
"Jesus Christ, Lambert," he said, "you didn't tell me it was a naked sniper with tits and a pussy. This must be a fuckin' mirage."
"Down, boy, down," the one behind me said to his partner. "Mirages are only in the daytime. Tits and pussy or not, this little bitch just tried to blow us sky-high. Now keep your dick down and help me frisk her."
"With pleasure," he said, holstering his gun and rubbing his hands together. "No telling what she might have hidden in the nooks and crannies of a body like that. A broad's body's got a lot of places to hide things."
"Yeah, yeah, I know. They taught us that in Highway Patrol academy," the one behind me said, pushing me towards the patrol car. I slammed into the side of it. My out thrust hands stopped me just short of clipping my teeth against the side-view mirror.
"That's right," the one who'd captured me said. "Arms out." He put a leg in front of my ankles and swiped backward. My legs splayed diagonally out in back of me. "Legs straight in back of you and parted so we can see everything."
"Who goes first?" the one who'd done the shooting said, practically panting.
"I do. I caught her," the one behind me said. "You keep the little bitch covered while I pat her down."
His gun barrel left my ribs. I could feel his hands running over my bare flesh. They stopped at my tits, the fingers gouging roughly over my nipples.
"Come on, Lambert," the other one laughed. "She doesn't have anything hidden in her tits. You're trying to cop a feel."
"Just following the book, Honeycutt," the one named Lambert huffed, squeezing my suddenly erect nipples between his strong fingers. "Just doing my job."
"Uh-huhhhh," Honeycutt drawled sarcastically. "I suppose you'd leave her tits alone," Lambert answered just as sarcastically.
"As a matter of fact, I would," Honeycutt replied.
"Sure, Honeycutt, sure," Lambert said, practically milking my tits. "I would, I sun would," Honeycutt insisted.
"Mainly because I'd head right to her pussy." At his words, my cunt started twitching uncontrollably. It was so vulnerable, so exposed, in the position in which they had me. The way I was spread, each of them could have stuck their hand up my pussy at once.
"You know the cunt is where these cuties always hide their stash," Honeycutt said to his partner, walking closer to us. "She might have a derringer up there. You'll be busy playing with her titties and then next thing you know she'll get her hand down between her legs somehow and blow your nuts right off."
"If you want to look at her cunt so bad, Honeycutt," Lambert hissed, "why don't you just go ahead and do it? If ft's booby-trapped, it's only be justice that you got your hand blown off."
"Well, that's the chance you've got to take in law enforcement," Honeycutt laughed lewdly, circling me and coming up behind me.
With Lambert still hunched over me, squeezing my tits, Honeycutt jabbed his gun in the small of my back. His breath was hot and musty even from inches any as he rasped, "Okay, bitch, now I'm going to check out your cunt. You move while I'm inside there and I'm gonna blow your fuckin' guts out all over the highway. We already have enough evidence on you to take any measure we deem necessary against you, so don't push your luck."
I winced as his fingers ran along the separation of my ass, sliding down until his hand covered my open pussy. I could feel my cunt-lips throbbing wildly against the palm of his hand, my heart seeming to beat between my legs.
"Now I'm going to stick my fingers inside here. Don't get any idea about moving around just because I have my fingers moving around in your pussy, because I'll blast you as sure as anything. It might even feel like I'm finger-fucking you, but like my partner always says, I'm just going by the book and doing my job. Don't get any wrong ideas and you'll stay breathing."
Two of his fingers slid inside my pussy, plunging up my tunnel all the way to the flat part of his hand. As he'd promised, he started moving them around, wiggling them within me so that the reflexive mechanisms in my cunt had no choice but to react by lubricating them. My box was suddenly, uncontrollably, sapping wet.
"Anything up there, Honeycutt, besides your hand?" Lambert said, still working on my tits.
"Yeah, as a matter of fact, there is," Honeycutt answered. "About a gallon of pussy-juice. I think she was planning to drown us with it."
"Whew," the one at my tits snorted. "Now I can smell it."
"Like tuna fish," Honeycutt laughed.
"Is she clean except for that?"
He pulled his fingers out of my cunt with a slurping pop. I could hear him sniffing.
Then I heard him drop to his knees on the ravel pavement. He rustled in his utility belt for something and then I heard a click. I stole a glance downward between my gapingly parted legs and saw a beam of light. He was looking up my cunt with a flashlight, bathing my loins with light so he could see everything.
I felt his free hand puffing apart my pussy lips as the light shone up my cunt. His hot breath lapped my thighs while he squatted beneath me and looked straight up my pussy, not concealing the sound of his smacking lips.
"Wow, Lambert, you should see this," he drooled. "Her cunt is so hot it's steaming. I've never seen so much juice in a pussy."
"Maybe it's a trick."
"Only one way to find out," he said. "Naturally, I volunteer for the job, being senior man."
Something throbbing and stiff suddenly slid up my open cunt, bringing almost as much wetness with it as I already had inside me. I stole another look through the arc of my elongated legs. To my astonishment I saw Honeycutt's face disappearing into the bush of my pussy. Incredibly, he had stuck his tongue inside my cunt and was reaming me out with it.
"I know what you're doing," the one at my tits called down.
"So?" Honeycutt gurgled into my pussy.
"You haven't even read her her rights yet."
"She ain't got no rights," Honeycutt said, moving back just enough from my aunt to be understood. "Not when she tries to blow us off the road. Especially when she's wearing her birthday suit and she picks a night when I'm horny as well. Highway Patrolmen are human, too. Now excuse me while I do a little muff-diving."
"But we have to interrogate her," Lambert protested with a squeeze of my tits.
"Interrogate her tits," Honeycutt laughed and then slammed his watering mouth against my spasming pussy. His tongue shot inside at least three inches.
Lambert hesitated a moment, trying to decide what to do. He was apparently the junior man and straight-arrow of this team, but it was clear that the combined temptation of my naked body on a lonely isolated desert night and his goading partner were testing him. When I felt his cheek slide against my tits and his tongue slide down my flesh, swirling against one of my nipples, I knew he'd lost the moral struggle.
All semblance of official procedure was shattered as they licked me from both ends. My nipples, already teased into involuntary erection by Lambert's compressing fingers, became even harder as he sucked them with his mouth. He pulled one and then the other between his teeth, goading them into aroused hardness.
Between my parted legs, Honeycutt did the same thing with my clit, sucking it until it stuck straight out, and then batting it with his tongue. Then his tongue slid back inside me. Pumping me like a miniature cock, it turned the interior of my pussy into a cauldron of foaming goo.
I didn't want to be aroused, but in fact I was. Hopelessly. There was no way I could ignore the stimuli at my tits and cunt.
Each tongue seemed to be trying to outdo the other one. My body went into a tingling frenzy through the simultaneous assault on my two most erogenous zones.
Before I'd been too scared to resist. Now I was too aroused to do anything but give in. Manifesting themselves with a few spasmodic twitches at first, my natural impulses eventually took over until I was uncontrollably wiggling my ass. My pussy ground in Honeycutt's face. My throbbing tits squashed against Lambert's face, cramming one of my erect nipples halfway down his throat.
Catching Honeycutt's face between the cheeks of my ass, I jiggled it in my moist crack. The rest of my body writhed from the soles of my feet on the pavement to the tips of my fingers pushing against the side of the squad car. My tits were like glowing orbs on my chest, shimmering in Lambert's kneading hands. Pussy-juice was running down my legs.
Then, abruptly, I could feel Honeycutt's hot tongue pulling out of my cunt, his face leaving my ass. Instantaneously, my shimmying and wiggling stopped from the shock of his withdrawal. I anticipated the worst. Fear paralyzed me as something hard and round jabbed my backside. He had his gun out, I was sure. The games were over now. Honeycutt was a cop again.
I expected the stiff barrel to inch higher until it was plunked just under my ribs as before. But instead it moved downward, startling me when it unexpectedly began to slide down my ass. My God, was he planning to blow my cunt out of my body?
But there was something different about his gun. It wasn't as cold and impersonal as previously. It seemed warm. And it was bigger.
When it had traveled all the way down the ravine of my ass to the lips of my pussy, and nudgingly lingered there, it suddenly occurred to me that he wasn't pointing his gun at me at all. The blunt instrument that was now working its head inside my slobbering cunt was his stiff, throbbing cock!
"Oh, God, fuck me!" I cried out in relief, overjoyed at being screwed instead of being wasted. "Fill my cunt with your prick!"
"How do you know she hasn't got a booby-trap in there, Honeycutt?" Lambert chided from the vantage point of my tits. "This could be a trap after what she tried to do to us on the highway."
"If there's anything up there, I'll find it," Honeycutt panted. "I had dick-sensitivity training at the Highway Patrol academy."
For all intents and purposes Honeycutt might have been telling the truth about his educated cock. As he clasped my buns with his hands for support, he drove his prick to the limits of my cunt in one fell swoop. Incredibly, with the very first thrust, he gouged a pleasure point near the mouth of my cervix which sent my pussy fluttering. My body trembled from the stimulation of the most sensitive spot within my cunt.
"Oh, God, kill me… kill me…" I moaned uncontrollably, oblivious of the irony in my cock-induced whimpering. "Fuck me with your cock until it kills me!"
He answered by withdrawing his thick prick a few inches, and then ramming it back up my cunt to the hilt. The excess pussy-juice sprayed from my crotch as his balls slammed against my cunt-mouth. I met his second descent with twisting hips, wringing his hot, throbbing tool to its roots in my tight cunt.
Above, my tits were no longer enough for Lambert. I could feel his hot breath and hear him panting as he released my swollen jup and threw his hands to his fly. In a moment his Highway Patrol khakis were crumpled down to his Wellington boots, and almost ten inches of fiery hard-on was staring me in the face.
I expected his cock in my mouth momentarily, licking my lips in anticipation of its salty taste. But, instead, Lambert disappeared from view.
I couldn't imagine what was going on. Then, suddenly, behind me, there was a second probe added to the hilted one engorging my cunt. Lambert was pushing the head of his prick at my asshole. The ridged anal pucker flattened as he tried to get his prick inside. I could hear him snorting.
The two Highway Patrolmen had apparently done this before to stranded pedestrians, because they worked like the partners they were; I could feel the cock angling in my pussy, moving from left to right, as Honeycutt made room for Lambert. Coming in from the other side, Lambert's prick lanced at my asshole, the head moving under the lip of my asshole and chafing against the beginning of my delicate interior tissues.
Lambert's cock was so hard that with his hand guiding it, there was no way even the extreme tightness of my ass could deny its entry. Gradually his prick-head stretched my bung and worked its way inside me. The more it got in, the more I helped him, wiggling my ass in increasing excitement from every fractional inch of his penetration.
Within me the tunnel of my ass started to stretch out around Lambert's cock, and it slid like greased lightning up my ass-chute. All of a sudden two cocks were pumping inside me, divided only by a thin membrane, their pumping shafts rubbing hotly together within my fuck-racked body.
So pillaged by the two surging pricks was I that I lifted my head in the air and screamed. The exquisite agony of being double-fucked overwhelmed me. Orgasms were broiling inside me, charring the area from my navel all the way around between my thighs and up to my spine into sexual cinders.
Their pumping was unceasingly synchronized. First they stroked in perfect tandem. Then they tricked up the act, one of them partially withdrawing while the other plunged in to the hilt. When one hilted cock started to slide out, the other one took its turn in the maw of one of my gooey fuck-tunnels, slamming into the gushing core of my being.
Then Honeycutt's prick jerkingly missed a beat. The cum spurted like a gusher, swamping my pussy. Its hotness scalded my tissues. His sperm bubbled like molten lava. He buried his prick in me to the hilt and stayed there, spewing spurt after spurt of hot, sticky sperm into the furthest reaches of my convulsing cunt.
"Come in my ass," I begged Lambert greedily. "Now! Now! NOW!"
My ass sphincter desperately closed to its tightest around Lambert's prick, doing everything to make it explode. His cock began throbbing more than ever. Its girth bloated an extra inch in circumference, swollen with his impending wad.
Lambert pulled back just enough to be able to slam back into me with full force. As he charged his body back against my ass, I experienced one of the greatest thrills of my life. My butt muscles suctioned the sizzling cream from his prick into my asshole.
The raw excitement made me come and come and come, my body burning up inside. I grew increasingly dizzy, my senses reeling until my consciousness started to rapidly fade.
I dropped towards the pavement. My body was no longer under my control, only the twin cocks in my ass and cunt holding me up. But as their pricks stopped ejaculating and lost that extra fraction of total hardness, they started to slide out. My body slid loose and fell to the asphalt.
When I regained my senses, Honeycutt was straddling my chest. His ass rested on my squashed tits as he held his cock against my lips. When I opened my mouth, he pissed down my throat. Astonished at first, within a moment I couldn't believe how hot and sweet his piss was.
Between my forcibly spread legs Lambert was eating my cunt, lapping up his partner's sperm. As he licked away, my pussy heated up all over again, nowhere near satisfied yet.
My coming picked up where it had left off before I had passed out. Greedily I grabbed for Honeycutt's dribbling cock, lapping away the last drops of his hot piss while I worked my lips over the head. I seized his ass, pulling him closer.
My fingers seized his balls, vigorously pumping them for more cum. His piss had been sweet, but not half as succulent as I knew a load of his fuck-juice down my throat would be.
Before his prick had time to wilt, my mouth was sliding over it like a cunt, leaving Honeycutt no control over the use of his meat. His balls came alive in my kneading grip, gurgling with renewed vigor, the manufacture of fresh sperm churning them.
Between my legs, Lambert removed his face. He shifted his body so his cock slid into the well of my thighs. On top of me in the standard fucking position, he guided his prick into my waiting cunt. His face rested on my squashed, throbbing tits, licking my nipples while he looked straight at his partner's dick going in and out of my mouth.
Honeycutt and Lambert were just as good at fucking my mouth and pussy in tandem as they had been in their prior holes. I was oblivious to the rough pavement scraping my back as I writhed on the highway, the willing prisoner of the two fuck sticks within me.
Wrapping my legs around Lambert's waist, I brought him even closer to me. His loins slammed against me as we fucked.
Above, Honeycutt's groin smothered me. I reveled in the tangle of his bristly cock hair and musky crotch scent.
The moans and ales and squishing of our fucking filled the night. With the patrol car and our three bodies, we were spread practically across the entire width of the highway. If anyone had come along unexpectedly, the result would have been catastrophic. However, out in the middle of nowhere, with two stiff pricks up me to the hilt, it was impossible for me to conceive that there was anybody else in the universe except us three.
I wasn't interested in survival, anyway. I was interested in being totally, thoroughly and humiliatingly fucked. The more they brutally pinned me to the rough pavement with their pricks, the more I loved it. The erogenous sense of degradation that overwhelmed me was just as arousing and stimulating as the penetration of their two thick, pumping cocks.
My cunt, already wet from one load of male cream, squeezed Lambert's cock for more. When he came, it was even more exciting than when his partner had drenched my pussy.
Lambert's flow was somehow increased by this being his second orgasm within mere minutes. He choked my cunt with his thick rich cream. Singing against my pussy-mouth, his balls turned themselves inside out to spew forth their load.
His cum rolled within me. What didn't flood my womb slid back out of my pussy in excess, slopping against the cheeks of my ass and my upraised thighs. My asshole was quickly covered with it, the entire underside of my body a slick, sticky mess.
The sexual impact rolled my eyeballs back in my head so I could see the flashing blue light on top of the patrol car. It circled the sky like a beacon, its indigo beam eerie in the dark and limitless desert night. Then it turned red… yellow… green… orange… exploding in colors as my coming distorted my last perceptions of reality. The still desert sky suddenly became a Fourth of July fireworks display as I came and came and came.
Honeycutt answered my release, unleashing a hot, sticky load of sperm in my mouth. Like Lambert he was more potent the second time than the first. His cum filled my throat and clogged my breathing passages, gagging me with adhesive ecstasy.
When Honeycutt finally came in my mouth, my bodily defenses mercilessly took me out of it. A new orgasmic thrust struck me like I'd been hit with a flying brick and I abruptly passed out, Honeycutt's dick sliding from the smile on my lips.
This time when I fell into unconsciousness, it was certain that I was going to stay there awhile.
My body just couldn't take any more.



CHAPTER SIX


I woke up in the back seat of a car. Looking down at my body, I saw I was no longer bare. Somebody had covered me with a blanket.
I looked forward, trying to see who was sitting in front. But I couldn't get a clear look. It was like there was a mesh between us. I squinted my eyes and shook my head, but it did no good. Then, when I reached out and touched it, I realized the mesh was no visual distortion at all. There was a grid between the front and back seats. I was sitting in the prisoner's portion of the Highway Patrol car.
"Lambert, Honeycutt… is that you up there?"
I called, remembering their names, hoping they had some fond memories of what had gone on back in the desert.
"Shut up, bitch!" I recognized Honeycutt's voice. "With that stuff you pulled back there after we apprehended you, we've got enough shit on you to put you away until your pussy's old and gray. Don't make it any worse on yourself by giving us any of your guff."
"Then you're taking me in?" I shouted incredulously. "Why?"
"Because we didn't want to shoot you," Honeycutt guffawed.
"Yeah, we're nice guys," Lambert laughed. "Just like Starsky and Hutch."
"But I don't want to go to jail!" I wailed.
"Don't worry," Honeycutt laughed. "You'll have a lot of nice company. The jailers, the deputies… maybe even a couple of local politicians."
I gagged with disgust.
"Maybe if you show you're real cooperative," Honeycutt leered, "we'll drop the charges and let you go on good behavior. After a couple of days in the slammer, of course. You know, the mayor in the town where we're taking you has been waiting for something like you ever since a little hippie girl we busted on a pot charge a couple of months ago. That's a long wait for somebody as horny and kinky as His Honor."
"Now, you might think it'll get a little cramped in that cell, what with all those visitors you're going to be having," Lambert said. "But, believe me, those cots are just the right size for fucking. I got a piece off that little hippie girl Honeycutt was just telling you about, and never missed a stroke."
I was about ready to vomit. I felt helpless to do anything. Throwing my head into my hands, I began to uncontrollably cry.
"Good idea, bitch," Honeycutt, who was driving, leaned over his shoulder and called back. "Get it all out of you. Nobody likes to fuck a weeper."
"Hey… hey, Honeycutt," Lambert said urgently, "get your eyes back on your driving. Something's up ahead. Slow down."
"I'll do better than that," Honeycutt said, switching on the spotlight and turning on the siren. "I'll freeze the assholes in their fucking tracks."
Suddenly all the appliances on the police car illuminated the desert in a fifty-foot radius. The barren emptiness was filled with the wail of the siren.
Just ahead of us, on the side of the road, was a parked VW van. The headlights of the patrol car had picked up the reflection of the taillights and orange safety tape on the rear bumper.
"What do you make of it, Honeycutt?" Lambert asked.
"Hippies. Goddamn hippies. Only longhairs ride around in those vans. They must be stoned or they'd have heard our siren and already be bitching at us about their Goddamn civil rights." He switched off the siren with a snort of disgust.
"Maybe they're out in the desert," Lambert said. "You know, camping, trying to cheat on motel bills. Maybe they just parked their bus here."
"Well, I ain't gonna go looking for 'em," Honeycutt said. "I've had enough action for one night. If those damn hippies want to hassle with us, they're gonna have to meet us halfway. Otherwise, fuck 'em, they're just like everybody else."
"Don't you want to just take a look?" Lambert said. "Might be somebody fucking inside. Maybe that's why they're lying low. He's got his cock inside her cunt and doesn't want to pull out before he comes."
"Yeeeaaaahhhh," Honeycutt agreed with guttural approval. "It'd be terrific police procedure to bust a hippie out of coming for fornicating in a public place. All right, I'm with you."
They both got out and ambled over to the VW van. Seeing my chance, I lunged for the door, hoping they'd been so cocky they hadn't taken the trouble to lock it. Miraculously it sprang open. My impetus carried me sailing out the door. Landing, I turned a somersault and came up on my feet. Shedding the cumbersome blanket, I began running, not worrying where I was going as long as it was away from Lambert and Honeycutt.
"Jesus, Lambert, the bitch got away!" I heard Honeycutt shout. "Didn't you lock the door?"
"I thought you did."
"Idiot!" Honeycutt screamed.
As they argued, I got farther and farther away from them, concealed by the dead of night. By the time I had to stop to get my breath, their voices were mere whispers to my cars because of the distance I had put between me and them.
I couldn't make out exactly what they were saying, but it sounded subdued and resigned. Like they were giving up. God, I dreaded the fate of the next attractive woman they picked up. They'd be twice as rough on her because of the humiliation of me getting away.
But I was free. The only question was free for what. As I heard the patrol car roar away, I realized that I was once again hopelessly lost.
Gradually I worked my way back towards the VW van. I was grateful it was there, even if it seemed abandoned. It gave me a key to the elusive highway and eventual escape from the desert.
Sliding up to it, I took a look inside. It was blank with darkness. There was no way I could tell whether anyone was in there or not. I was sure they'd had car trouble and had hitched a ride to get help. At least they'd been smart enough not to wait for the Highway Patrol.
I started to turn away, when I heard something. A long slurping sound. I looking down to me feet in horror, expecting to see a snake. But there was nothing but pavement.
When I heard it again, I looked up at the VW. That's where it seemed to be coming from.
I looked in the back panel again, but everything was still black. But the noise was becoming more frequent now, and was eventually joined by the muffled sound of hard breathing. Somebody… or something… was definitely inside. So wet and guttural had the noises become that I wondered if it wasn't a something. Some vicious animal kept by these peace-loving hippies to rip the guts out of anyone trying to rip off their van.
But Dobermans don't moan. And somebody was moaning inside the van. I was sure of it. It was a girl's voice.
But it was just whimpering and groaning, then it gradually achieved dimension. I thought I could begin to distinguish words. Unmindful, of the invasion of privacy I was committing, I cupped my ear and pressed against the window. Abruptly the words came to me clearly.
"Oh, my God!" the girl inside cried. "You're killing me!"
I flinched in terror. The desert seemed to have more sadistic men in it than the bowels of the city.
What should I do? My instinct told me to split and worry about getting a ride from somebody else. But my conscience told me I had to do something. A girl was getting murdered in there.
"You want it, bitch," the deep voice of a guy abruptly filled the air. "You know you want it."
"Yes, yes, I do!" she astonishingly replied. "Deeper! Twist it in deeper!"
God, was it a suicide pact I'd stumbled onto? I was never traveling by desert again.
I couldn't take the time to decide what was going on. All I knew was that there was a possibility that another human being's life was in danger, and it was my moral duty to do something about it. I ran around to the side door and prepared to claw my way in.
It was locked. Grappling furiously with it, I suddenly stopped, the resumption of their voices stilling my hand.
"Oh, Jesus, I love your big cock inside me," the girl moaned. "Come in me… come in me while you're all the way in my cunt to your balls."
"I'm coming… I'm coming!" he cried.
"Come in me… come in me! Fill my cunt with your cum!" she answered as if they were calling to each other across a canyon.
The cops were right. Somebody was fucking in there!
"Yeeeeoooow!" he screamed primally and I could just see the explosion of hot jizz spurting from the end of his cock.
"Unh! Unnhh! Unnnnhhhhh!" She came along with him, moaning orgasmically as I heard their bodies bump on the floor boards.
When they were finally finished and silence returned, I realized what I had been doing. Even though I'd actually see nothing, I was the same as a Peeping Tom, a disgusting voyeur.
Burning with instant shame, I turned and walked away from the VW. I'd sit and watch from a distance, and when they came out, I'd ask them for a ride. And I felt ashamed about going even that far after what I had done.
Sitting on a dune about, twenty-five feet from the van, I tried to forget about what I'd heard.
However, the more I tried to forget, the more I wondered what had riveted me to the van after I knew what was going on. What perverse force inside me had made me do such a disgusting thing?
Unfortunately, the more I heaped on the guilt, the more vivid the memory of the sounds inside the van became. Gradually they seemed to fill the night. Incongruously, my ears perceived the desert air as resonating with the slurpings of a cock going in and out of a cunt and the moans of people fucking.
I hadn't been able to see a thing when the incident had actually occurred. But now my imagination was taking over where my eyes had failed. Images of people fucking began to eclipse the terrain of reality. The desert was temporarily gone as a vision of a hairy cunt being split by an enormous pink cock swamped my perceptions.
At the sides of the immense phantom cock, bubbles of thick moisture oozed from its juicy sealing with the pussy. Thick cunt-lips pulled in and out with the sliding dick. Firm thighs quivered.
"Unh! Unnhh! Unnnnhhh!" I could hear a woman coming all over again.
Only this time the sound was coming from my own throat.
As I felt spasms of excruciating delight sweep through my body, I looked instinctively between my legs. Incredibly, my hand was buried inside my cunt, all my fingers swallowed by my pussy-lips.
I'd turned myself on so much that I'd made myself come without even realizing what I was doing. My cunt was like a hemorrhaging wound.
What was wrong with me? I shook my head and forced myself to think. I had to get a grip on myself. I'd had so much sex in the couple of days since I'd left home that I couldn't seem to concentrate on anything else. I had to cut it out or I'd never get back home and into Phil's arms.
But what was I going to do about my sopping pussy in the meantime? For starters I pulled away my hand.
It was dripping. The slime of pussy-juice disfigured every finger. My hand looked like it was melting.
I wanted to shake it off. But I couldn't make myself do it. Flinging my arm out to shake off the pussy-juice, suddenly my mouth seemed to act like a magnet on my fingers.
My hand flew to my mouth. I abruptly satisfied my unquenchable hunger for my own juices, lapping the succulent pussy-flow off my fingers as though I were dying of thirst. It gurgled down my throat as soft and sweet as liquid velvet.
Intoxicated by the taste of my own pussy, all my inhibitions crumbled. Both hands were at my cunt now. Ten fingers fought each other for the honor of slipping inside my sucking pussy.
But however many of them wriggled in there, my fingers weren't enough to satisfy my smoldering cunt. Finger-fucking myself with as many digits as I could stuff in, I waddled drippingly towards the VW. I knew the only thing that could satisfy me was inside that van.
Voices had started inside again. I listened hornily as I gouged my cunt.
"Come! Came!" one of them way saying. "Fill me up with your hot jizz."
A girl.
"Harder! Deeper! Come, come, come!"
But was it the same girl?
"Stick your finger in my asshole," a guy said. "Ream me out and I'll come."
The same guy? How could he be coming again so soon?
"No, no! Pull out and come in my mouth. I've been left out so far."
Another's girl's voice!
"Don't worry Marsha, I'll give you something," a girl said. It was the first girl. The first voice. There were three of them in there. And two guys. An orgy!
"Yes, yes, eat my pussy!" Marsha said, accepting the other girl's offer.
I could just visualize the one girl licking the other's cunt. And beside them, a cock reaming out somebody else's pussy. Another guy lying exhausted, his spent cock dribbling sobs of residual cum from having already fucked.
"Oh, that feels so good!" the one who was now getting her cunt lapped groaned. "Stick your tongue on my clit. Tease me, Gloria. Tease me!"
Slurp, slurp, slurp.
"Oh, God, Gloria, your tongue is better than any cock! Eat me down to the core. Sink your teeth into my cunt!"
Chomp. Lick. Gurgle.
"My finger's in your ass!" the girl getting fucked screamed. "Now come, you sonofabitchin, come! Fill my pussy with your hot jizz until it runs out!"
"God, I'm trying," her partner moaned. "My cock feels like it's going to burst. Stick another finger in my ass. Keep finger-fucking me in the ass until I come."
"What's happening?" the recognizable voice of the guy who'd come when I'd listened the first time said.
What was happening was that I was sensually berserk. Even my tightly clenched fist pumping in and out of my cunt wasn't enough to satisfy the fire within me. I felt like the girl inside who'd complained she'd been left out. She got a pussy-licking out of it… and in my crazed lust I expected a lot more.
The strength generated by my sensuality was overpowering. The lock on the door snapped like a rusty pin under my twisting grip. Throwing the door open, my eyes bugged out at what I saw, my mouth watering and my pussy burning.
It was just like I'd counted on. There were two guys' and three girls… all of them naked, and all of them beautiful. They were all big and firm, not an ounce of fat on them. I couldn't get a good glimpse of the pricks at first, but I could see that the three cunts were absolutely gorgeous.
Never before had I been so struck by the thrilling beauty of a cunt. Even through the darkness I could see their wet… and redness… and hairiness. They were each drooling. One with a hot, stiff ejaculating dick crammed up it. Another with a lancing tongue licking it. The third, spread and open, dripping the milky sperm that had been shot into it.
My own pussy blazed like an ember between my legs. Responding to my first concrete stimulus, all of a sudden my only desire in the world was to have my cunt pressed against another woman's crotch. I wanted to feel our pussy-lips rubbing together. Our clits jabbing maddeningly together. Our cunt-flow mixing. Our pussy hair intertwining.
Cunt! Cunt! Cunt! my brain screamed. I dove into the mass of naked humanity in the van, drooling at both ends.
My lunge threw me between the two lovemaking girls. Slipping between them like a piece of lunchmeat in a sandwich, I suddenly felt the mouth that must have been licking the cunt of the girl below me now lapping mine. Underneath me, a pussy matted against my ass, tickling up my crack. Tits squashed against my shoulder blades.
There was no shock. It was as though they expected me. As an acrid smell filled my nostrils, I recognized marijuana smoke. They were all stoned out of their minds.
The mouth at my cunt bathed my box with hot drooling spit. The tongue explored every nook and cranny. From the top of my cunt to the rim of my asshole I was licked, my body transformed into a quivering mass.
The girl beneath me began to get in on the action also, to my total joy. Putting her hand between our bodies, she spread the cheeks of my ass, snuggling her cunt flush to my bung-hole. First her pussy hair tickled my sensitive ass ridges, and then I could feel the warmth and wetness of her cunt-lips. They sucked at my ass, like we were sharing a deep kiss.
She kept moving, working her cunt deeper and deeper into the furrow of my ass. Her pussy-lips slid back and forth against my pulsing shitter, setting up a delicious friction that drove me wild. Her cunt-juice slicked my ass until I was soaking wet underneath.
The she maneuvered down enough to do the impossible. Incredibly her stiff little clit penetrated my asshole, sticking inside at least an inch. I clenched my butt sphincter, seizing the tiny spike so I would never have to let it go. It chafed maddeningly inside the tight mouth of my delicate rosebud.
At my cunt, the tongue had now also penetrated. When it was three inches within me, I went wild with coming. Rolling my arms and moaning, I blindly groped for any further turn-on.
I was rewarded when my fingers grasped the cock that had been going in and out of the third girl's pussy all this time.
"Ooooh!" the girl was moaning, obviously coming. Her partner was still pumping, still having failed to shoot his wad.
"Come! Come, you bastard!" the girl screamed as I fondled the union of his cock with her cunt.
I could feel the prick tense in my grip and knew what was next. In the split-second before it could erupt I impulsively tugged it from the cunt it was fucking. Before I knew it, I miraculously had it in my mouth, and it was spurting an ocean of sperm down my throat.
I threw my hand over the cunt I had been forced to deny. It was like putting my fingers on fire. The girl was coming like mad. She had to have something push the final buttons in her pussy or she'd never stop.
I eagerly grasped the puffy folds of her pussy, marveling at its wetness. It was like sticking my hand into a pot of honey that had been simmering on the stove.
Her pussy was so open from the fucking it had been taking that it easily accepted as many fingers as I wanted to cram into it. First two… then… four… my whole hand, knotted into a fist. Surging inward like the merciless head of an enormous vengeful cock.
"Oh, God, this is better!" the girl I was fist-fucking cried. "This is better than any cock! Fist fuck me, fist-fuck me, whoever you are! I'm coming, coming, cooommiinnggg!"
And so was I. My heart was beating a mile a minute. My tits were throbbing. My cunt was on fire.
The dick in my mouth had stopped spurting now, but there was still plenty of jizz to swallow. I gagged it down, loving every syrupy glob. Sperm coated my stomach.
Although it had stopped coming, I couldn't stop licking the mystery prick. It had a huge heart-shaped head with a hard flange that twisted like the end of an enormous drill.
Cupped in my fingers, his balls were huge and hairy. After he'd finished coming, they tried to go slack, but I wouldn't let them. Squeezing them harder and harder I tried to pump them up for an impossible second load of sperm within minutes.
"Hey, man, what's happening?" the voice of the guy I'd first heard outside said sleepily.
"We're fucking, fucking, fucking," the chick underneath me answered.
"And sucking, sucking, sucking," the one between my legs moaned up from my cunt.
"And coming, coming, coming," the girl I was fist-fucking crooned.
"I can hear, believe me, I can hear," the guy said. "But I think I hear an extra slurp. An extra chick, maybe."
"You do," the girl beneath me said.
"Right on," the guy said, accepting my unexplained presence just like that. "Just shows you what good things'll happen to you if you just smoke enough grass. Mind if I go through the line again for seconds?"
He didn't even ask who I was, whether I had a name, or anything. He accepted me without question. It was a groovy, warm feeling.
I'd put down hippies as much as anybody else, but now I saw how wrong I'd been. With all the animals roaming around these days, they were a revelation. I felt overwhelmed by their warmth and kindness. By the sheer love they generated. Naturally I wanted to return their kindness by fucking and sucking all five of them to the hilt.
I could see now that both the guys were long-haired and bearded, their nude bodies slim and muscular. Their dicks were both huge.
The girls all had hair down to their waists, athletic slim bodies, and high firm tits. They had over-all tans. And between their legs they had the hairiest, juiciest, openest pussies I'd ever seen.
We were in a free-for-all. The first guy jumped onto the human pile and it collapsed. All of a sudden, wet pussies and stiff dicks were flying around everyplace, my tits being battered by the two super-firm hard-ons. The stink of sex filled the van, the scent of steaming cunt-juice blending intoxicatingly with the musk of spent cum and sweaty crotches and balls.
When I stopped tumbling, I wound up pinned on my back by one of the guys. I couldn't tell which one he was. They both looked alike to me with their long hair and beards – like the Smith Bros on the cough-drop boxes.
As if I cared. In company like I was in, a stiff cock was a stiff cock – and I had one of the stiffest rubbing its head against my rubbery cunt-lips.
"Fuck me, fuck me!" I begged. "Shove it in to your balls!"
He immediately obliged. His cock-head ripped through my pussy-lips, surging eight inches up my greasy fuck-canal in one thrust.
His dick felt fantastic inside me, so naturally I wanted even more. I wiggled my ass, expertly screwing my cunt on his cock until his meat was packed in to the absolute hilt.
Squashing tightly against the bottom of my pussy, his balls churned with a new load of sperm. I couldn't wait.
I cupped my hands around his balls, doing everything I could to speed the coming process. One finger straightened and tickled the hair on the way to his asshole. Finally, I reached up to touch the puckered rosebud, feeling his bung bulge against my fingertip.
Now, at my face, a gooey pussy slowly slid down my forehead. It left a trail like a giant snail a it oozed down towards my mouth, filling my nostrils with its lush scent.
The twat hair tickled in my nose as at last she reached my open lips. My mouth sealed her sopping cunt with a deep soul-kiss, my tongue shooting into juicy crack all the way to the root.
"Oh, God," she moaned in a voice that could have been any one of the three girls, "suck my pussy. Suck it, suck it, suck it! Suck it until I can't come any more!"
I swished my shooting tongue around in her cunt in a wide arc, tenderly scraping her pussy-walls. By the way she spasmed, I knew I was biting all the right spots.
The shadow of another beard blotted out whatever light the moon was providing through the half-open door. The second guy straddled me, sitting on my stomach. In a second he had his long, stiff cock lying between my tits, looking like a big, fat sausage between two billowy rolls.
I didn't have any doubt about what to do. I grabbed my tits and compressed them around his dick. When he started moving his prick in the classic fuck-motion, it must have seemed like heaven was jerking him off, my tits softer than any cunt.
I turned my nipples inward. They caught maddeningly at the sides of his dick, prickling at the indentation between the flange of his cock-head and his shaft.
Some pre-cum trickled from his knob, smearing itself along the path of his cock so the ride would be free and easy, as I marveled at the capacity of my body to adjust to any form of sex.
Now the guy whomping away between my legs was really going to town. Operating his cock like a jackhammer, he tore down the defenses of my cunt until I was coming like a whirlwind.
"Come in me!" I screamed. "Let me feel your jizz in my pussy!"
But before he could come, he was forced to adjust his fucking posture, missing several crucial strokes. That was because he was suddenly joined between my legs by two mouths, the licking tongues of the two other girls. They had somehow worked their faces in the space between his balls and the floor. Leaning over my parted legs, they draped themselves over my thighs and began eating.
Their target was my throbbing asshole. It must have been incredibly sweet-tasting with all the fresh pussy-juice that had been spilling in the area.
When they had licked my crack clean, they moved in on the gooey opening between my buns. The tips of both their tongues vied for the honor, with one persevering until she was inside my shitter, wiggling the tip of her tongue like a fish about to go upstream.
As the tongue inched up my ass, the other one slid to my cock-packed cunt. The girl agonizingly licked the union of the cock in my pussy, sending sparks shooting through my loins. When she worked her way up and around to my clit, I went wild, coming so much that the prick in my cunt was temporarily in danger of sliding out from so much orgasmic wetness.
Between my compressed tits the pumping cock was getting redder and redder. It was so hot it seemed to glow in the dark. I couldn't believe how alive my tits felt with a cock between them. It was almost as though I'd been blessed with an external, second cunt.
The cunt on my mouth swamped me with its flow. As its lips pressed hairily against the lips of my mouth, its juice spilled steadily down my throat, joining the male cum in the pit of my stomach.
At my mouth. At my tits. At my asshole. At my cunt. None of them ever stopped moving.
The cock in my cunt pumped like a piston, inexorably working up toward coming. It seemed bigger by the second.
In my asshole, the tongue had gouged at least two inches. Expanding itself, it filled my ass like the head of a cock.
My tits were being rubbed in by the prick between them. I was being fucked there as basically as if I were taking the cock in one of my standard holes.
The cunt sealing my mouth swamped me with female juice. Its steaming odor made me drunk with passion. Hips ground unceasingly in my face, the pussy movement never stopping.
"Oh, Jesus, I can't stand it!" I yelled. "Somebody come! Somebody come now! I've got to have jizz!"
The guy between my tits immediately accommodated me. His prick lurched and then it exploded. Cum spattered like rain on my tits. They were quickly covered with his milky slime.
I pressed my tits harder and harder against his dick, agitating the last drop of heavenly juice from its swollen tip. Spurt after spurt had drenched me. When he finally stopped, I was soaking wet from the neck down.
Just as the guy between my tits stopped creaming, the one filling my cunt with his dick let loose. A long steady stream of jizz blasted against the rear of my pussy. By the time he was through, it was spilling out between my legs, my cunt unable to hold it all.
The girl who'd been licking our fucking now began lapping up its results. I could hear her lips smacking as she wolfed the cum down. I closed my eyes and imagined how divine it must taste to her.
By now the whole van was filled with moaning and shrieking. The three other girls and I had been coming continually all along. With the two guys joining us there were six people getting their rocks off at once, every one of them connected to someone else.
The juices were flowing. The cocks were dribbling. The cunts were throbbing. The mouths were sucking. The tits were burning. The assholes were pulsing. "Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!" somebody screamed. "Suck! Suck! Suck!" somebody answered. "Coooooommmmmme!" somebody cried between my thighs.
"Cock!"
"Cunt!"
"Tits!"
My God, we were going crazy, screaming every dirty thing we could think of as we came and came and came all aver the place.
"Jizz!"
"Pussy!"
"Prick!"
The whole universe seemed to be reduced to a jungle of cocks and pussies, sucking mouths, and squeezing tits. Six assholes pulsed in unison. Cum coated everything. Wetness was everywhere.
I slipped into unconsciousness like I was sliding down a greased pole into a pit of heavenly darkness, certain that the pole was actually just another long hard cock.



CHAPTER SEVEN


Gloria, Marsha, Sabrina, Mark and Kevin turned out to be a small commune going west to join up with a larger commune.
"Oh, the little fish getting swallowed up by the bigger fish," I joked as the van moved towards the city and home. We were out of the desert, moving towards the suburbs.
"Well, sort of," Mark said. "But it's a necessity."
"Why?" I asked.
"Strength in numbers," Gloria said.
"I don't understand," I said.
"The establishment," Kevin said from behind the wheel.
"Like the cops?" I said, remembering how Lambert and Honeycutt had wanted to bust them just because they were hippies.
"Right on," Marsha said.
"They bust us every chance they get. We've gotten so we just expect it," Sabrina said.
"Wow, that must bug you," I sympathized. "It does," Kevin said. "That's why we're joining up with the bigger commune. The cops'll be less likely to bust us if there're a lot of us. I just hope we can make it there without being hassled."
I was thinking about whether to tell them how close they'd come last night, when I saw that it would be anticlimactic. In the rear-view mirror was a flashing blue light, joined within seconds by another.
"Aw, shit," Kevin hissed, "the fuckin' pigs. They'll tie us up for hours."
I shuddered at the thought of being manhandled by the Highway Patrol again. I was clothed now, in a granny dress one of the girls had loaned me, and we were on the outskirts of civilization, but I still dreaded it.
My rescuers must have noticed my nervousness. After a pause, Mark said, "Listen, Sherry, there's no use for you to be hassled along with us."
"No… that's all right," I said unconvincingly.
"No, we can see it's bugging you," Marsha said.
"Listen," Kevin said, "there's a truck stop a few hundred yards ahead. I'll speed up and pull in there and you can get out before the cops catch up with us. You jump out when we get there. If they ask, we'll tell them you went to the john."
"Go in the cafe," Mark said, "and you'll be able to get another ride."
"All right," I agreed as Kevin speeded up the van, racing towards the truck stop.
When we turned the corner, momentarily shielded from the cops, the van lurched to a stop. One of them opened the door and I scrambled out.
As they accelerated again, trying to leave me in safety behind a truck, I called, "What about the dress?"
"It's yours," Gloria's voice called back. "Peace."
I couldn't bear to watch them hassled by the cops. As I heard the Highway Patrol car bullying its way into the parking lot, I ran towards the cafe, ducking inside just as I heard their doors slam.
The diet thing I noticed inside the cafe was the sound of a jukebox blaring. It was some country tune, all about a girl doing some guy wrong.
From the counter you would have suspected that the only nourishment truck drivers take is beer. Bottles fined the counter like soldiers at attention. The room was full of burly guys in windbreakers and T-shirts. Anybody could tell from their unshaven faces and rumpled, grimy clothes that they were men's men. The legion of trucks parked outside meant they were truckers.
The masculine aroma of their sweat filled the air. Mixed with the odor of stale beer, the room was intoxicating with an incredibly macho scent.
In the hippie granny dress I stood out like a sore thumb in the place. However, nobody noticed me, because half a minute after I came into the place a circle of light illuminated a tiny stage in a far corner and a nearly nude woman emerged from between makeshift curtains.
I'd heard a few things but this was the first time I'd seen the new liberality in truck stops with my own eyes. The last time I'd been in one was back when Phil and I had been dating. A few years ago they were still dreary greasy spoons, with nothing stronger served than red-eye gravy. Now there was beer and girls.
I winced, thinking of my Phil hanging out in this kind of place. Pangs of jealousy shivered through me as I focused in on the dancer, noting that she had a flawless body, covered only by a flimsy halter and a pair of see-through bikini panties.
Even from my distance I could see the patch of hairy blackness at her crotch. It was even clearer when she thrust her pelvis forward and began socking her crotch towards the audience in time with the primitive rock 'n' roll that was suddenly blaring from the jukebox.
The heavy thudding beat of gut-level r 'n' r seemed to power her loins. Working her way to the edge of the small stage, she brushed the noses of a couple of truckers sitting at an adjacent table with her thrusting gyrating pussy.
The light that followed her showed that the crotch of her panties had turned shiny, glistening from a growing circle of wetness. There was no doubt about it. She was creaming in her panties from slinging her meat at these horny truckers.
The atmosphere of the place became electrified as the dancer became more and more suggestive with her movements. One lunging pelvic oomph sent a spray of pussy-juice bathing the guys at a nearby table.
While the record changed on the jukebox, guys in the audience started to yell for her to take it off.
The clanging of beer bottles beating up and down on linoleum filled the room, the truckers way of giving applause.
The next record was even raunchier than the last one. It was low-down and dirty, and the dancer became even lower-down and dirtier. She untied her halter and sent it fluttering like toy parachutes to the floor. Her tits were fantastic, miraculously holding their melon shape firmly out in midair.
Her nipples looked like they had been drawn on her by some horny adolescent. That's how big they were. And red. Dark-red. Like plums. Unable to take my eyes off them, I realized that I was licking my lips.
I was so boggled by the sensuality she radiated that I had to sit down. I plopped down on a chair, not even bothering to notice whether there was anybody else sitting at the same table. I watched the show goggle-eyed.
The dancer was using the beat now to accentuate the agonizingly slow removal of her sopping bikini panties. She rolled them down her hips, bumping and grinding her ass and hips in time the groin-pulsing r 'n' r. The spotlight highlighted the pussy-juice running down her inner thighs. It glistened.
Finally her panties were down to her knees and there was the first good view of her pussy. It had shiny black hair, dripping with juice. Massive cunt-lips, fatter than I'd known a woman could have, drooped pendulously between her thighs.
When she lifted her leg to pull the panties all the way off, I got a perfect shot up her long pink crack. Her open pussy was like a red sucking mouth, slurping between her legs. I licked my lips some more.
Completely naked, the dancer continued dancing to the crotch-popping music. She was letting herself go now, throwing her tits and ass all over the stage.
As I watched her, my own body started to move. The gut-level rock and her uninhibited dancing sent out contagious vibes.
Closing my eyes, I could imagine I was the one up there throwing my pussy around on stage, stark naked in front of a bunch of horny truckers. God, my own husband could even be one of them. I wondered if he'd dig me bottomless on stage as much as I was sure he'd dig the girl who was really doing the dancing.
When I opened my eyes again, she was down on her knees and a third record was on. This one was so raw it made the previous two seem like classical music. The beat reached all the way back to the jungles of Africa.
Like a human sacrifice the dancer arched her back until the back of her head touched the floor. In the process her knees slid as far apart as they could go. Her open cunt shone between her legs like a gaping wound. I was drooling.
Now she was pretending to be sucking a cock. She used her clenched hand to guide an imaginary hard-on into her open mouth. Her slurping noises filed the air.
With her pussy she pretended like she was getting fucked. I could almost see the phantom prick materialize, engorging her dripping cunt. Her bucking hips and raising thighs made the illusion complete, as I sat breathless, awaiting an imaginary explosion of hot cum all over the stage.
But of course it never came. Instead there was a click and the record was over. As silence filled the air, the dancer gathered herself up and abruptly disappeared from the stage. By the time everybody realized what had happened, the jukebox was a third of the way into a country song about some guy's bride being run over by a tractor on their honeymoon.
You could have cut the horniness in the place with a knife. You couldn't turn a bunch of guys like that who were hard off the road on and off like horniness was tap water. I knew from experience that when a trucker gets it up, it stays up.
Thinking of truckers' dicks naturally set me to thinking of Phil's sweet piece of meat. God, how long had it been since I'd seen it… and felt it and wrapped my mouth around… then wrapped my pussy-lips around it? Jesus, what a sweet dick my man had!
A kaleidoscope of memories whirled through my pulsing mind. I pantingly recalled all the times I'd sucked Phil's sweet prick… and fucked it… and had it fed up my asshole. Oh, Jesus, if I didn't stop this, I was going to cream all over the chair.
It was too late, I already had. The pussy-juice made the bottom of the sopping granny dress cling to my skin as my flow dripped from my cunt to the chair. Instinctively I threw my hand to my lap, pressing down the cloth to stop the flow of my gushing pussy.
"Is there somethin' wrong, honey?" a masculine voice from behind me startled me.
By this time somebody had been sitting at the table with me, watching me. Suddenly I was mortified with embarrassment. Maybe he thought I was a hooker, trying to take advantage of horny truckers after the floor show had turned them on.
My hand flew from my crotch to my face to hide my blush. My nostrils flared from the abrupt reek of fresh pussy-juice.
"Look…" I said uncertainly, turning around to try to explain to him that things were not what he might think they were.
But I was the one who looked. At the enormous bulge in his jeans. The guy had a hard-on that was going to bust his seams if he didn't do something about it.
"Why're you licking your lips?" he grinned. "You thirsty? Wanna beer?"
I shook my head no.
"Coke?" Another shake.
"Then there's only one thing that could make you lick you chops like at… This!" He pointed right down to the throbbing bulge between his thighs that I hadn't been able to take my eyes off since I'd first noticed it.
This time I nodded my head yes.
In seconds it was out. His dick sprang from his fly like a blade out of a switchblade. My mouth had been merely watering before. Now I drooled… at both ends of my quivering body.
"It's a beauty, ain't it?" he grinned, showcasing his prick with his hands. "Eleven and a quarter inches."
"What do you want me to do with it?" I sighed dreamily.
"I'll stick it under the table where nobody can see what we're doing. You get under and suck."
My eyes lit up. "Of course." I peeled off from the chair and slid under the table, licking my chops.
While he sat at the table as though he were just quietly drinking his beer, underneath I went down an him. I took it slow, savoring the salty tang of his three-inch cock-head.
My tongue played lewd games with his vertical smile, reaming the inside of his cum-slit until his prick shuddered. Then I ran the tip of my tongue along the ridges of his flange, thrilling him so he increasingly stiffened between my nibbling lips.
"Jack me off while you're sucking me," he whispered down.
I was only too glad to, seizing his huge shaft with both hands, my fingers not beginning to go around. Tugging the loose skin, my fingers rode up and down his gristly rod. The veins throbbed against my hands, as thick as ballpoint pens.
"Suck harder," he hissed. "Make me come."
I couldn't have been trying any harder. God knew, I wanted to taste his jizz as much or more as he wanted to let it go. I suctioned my lips on his cock-head, pulling the sperm towards me through sheer pressure.
"Ooooooh!" he groaned as he bucked his hips convulsively and the cum suddenly shot like a rocket out of his dick.
It filled my mouth instantaneously, the corners of my lips tearing to let the excess dribble onto my face. I pumped his cock like I was wringing out a washrag, desperately trying to get every last drop.
The more I pumped the more he came. Hot sperm gushed down my throat, intoxicating my senses with its divine flavor.
However, the more I swallowed, the more there was to replace it. Dribbling out of my mouth was not enough drainage and now sperm started to back up in my breathing passages. Within seconds my nose was full of jizz, gobs spilling runnily out of my nostrils.
After he stopped coming, I still had to keep sucking and licking for two or three minutes to get all of his jizz.
"I hope you swallowed," he said, pulling his cock out from my mouth. "Because if you didn't, you'll be eighty-sixed from this place." He got up and left, slamming a ten-dollar bill on the table.
He did think I was a hooker! I blushed again, but this time it would have been impossible to notice it because my face was covered with own.
I came out from under the table and slid down in a chair, feeling about two feet tall. I sipped on my departed customer's beer, washing the taste of sperm from my mouth and wondering why I couldn't control myself lately when it came to sex.
Abruptly, my ears filled with the gutsy rumble of rock 'n' roll again. Guitars and drums and sax were bleating from the jukebox, and another dancer, was strutting her stuff on the stage in the corner. This one really wasn't fooling around. She was completely nude the first time she came out. When I saw her, my pussy lurched between my legs, triggered again by the magnetic lure of raw sex.
"Hey, hey, hey," some guy yelled, "show us more!"
Hey, hey, hey, yourself, I thought, cuddling my foaming pussy between my squeezing thighs.
"Hey, baby," a voice out of nowhere said.
I looked up and saw a strange guy standing over me, trucker written all over him.
"I seen what you done to that other guy. How about a hand-job for five bucks?"
I gulped. But then I looked straight ahead at the immense bulge in his pants and wound up grinning. I could just see it looming out of his fly.
I had no choice but to nod my head in the affirmative.
He sat down in a chair and slid his knees beneath the table, concealing his lap. "Under there, baby," he hissed, "where nobody can see. They'll think we're just talking while you beat my meat."
It was sheer pleasure to wrap my fingers around his big cock. It wasn't as long as the last guy's, but what it didn't have in length it made up in girth. God, it was a brutal tool!
I lovingly stroked it, feeling the foreskin slide tantalizingly over his knotty cock-head and then lurch down in my grip halfway to his balls. His cock-skin was electric in my grasp, pulsing with the excitement that only an impending delivery of molten jizz could generate.
When his cock bucked in my fist, I knew the lime had come. "Two more bucks if you go down on it and swallow my load," he whispered urgently in my ear.
Hell, didn't the bastard know I would have paid him for the privilege? I ducked eagerly under the table.
My lips instantly caressed the prolonged knot of his prick-head, getting there just in time for the first onslaught of cum. It bolted down my throat. After the third spurt I started gagging, choking on liquid joy.
"Swallow, baby, swallow," he said, "it's the rule of the house."
I gurgled my assent with tradition, choking down a scalding mass of sperm.
After he had stopped shooting, I kept lapping, licking his dick squeaky clean. I knew he felt he'd gotten more than his money's worth the way he moaned. When he finally got up and left, he slammed a ten on the table – the fee he'd set and a three-dollar tip.
The three-dollar tip really excited me. I'd never before realized my cock-sucking skill was of such high quality. Phil's had been the only prick I'd ever sucked before I'd left home three days ago to get a magazine. Phil'd always told me that I sucked a mean cock, but it had never occurred to me that he might be stacking me up against other women.
Well, apparently from the money in my tight fist, I stacked up pretty well against other women. Twenty bucks more and I could call a taxi to take me all the way home.
While I was waiting for more action, I looked up on the stage. The naked dancer was slithering like a serpent on the stage, giving the audience a rear view of her shiny pussy. Her performance was getting dirtier and dirtier, her sopping cunt seeming to take over her whole body. The dripping sight of it mesmerized the audience. Me included.
I was so horny I couldn't wait to be asked. I got up and waked right over to a guy sitting at a nearby table. His eyes were riveted to the dancer's flexing cunt so I couldn't see what he looked like in the darkness.
I grabbed his hand and shoved it between my legs, catching it between my thighs and the wet fabric of my dress. "How'd you like to feel my cunt while I give you a hand-job?" I whispered torchily.
"How much?" he said into his beer, his eyes riveted on the obscenely gyrating dancer.
"Ten," I breathed into his ear.
"Start earning your money," he said, keeping his head turned from me. But it was so dark in there that it didn't make any difference if I saw his face or not. Besides, it wasn't his face that I was interested in.
My hand slid under the table, groping for his cock. I found it throbbing under his denim pants, nestling about eight inches along the inside of his leg. It pulsed under my cares, obviously swelling larger by the second. I bet myself that it would be just a shade over ten inches long when it was swollen to maximum hardness. The exact same sic as my darling Phil's.
Only the zipper on his fly separated me from his dick. It screeched under the table as I pulled it down, my fingers trembling at being so close to touching his cock.
Just as I reached in to claim my treasure, his hand slipped into my lap. His fingers wiggled towards my cunt through the sopping dress.
"Under the dress," I whispered. "I haven't got anything on underneath. My pussy's bare. And wet. I'll pull up the hem for you."
His fingers found my dripping cunt and my hand his hot, throbbing cock at exactly the same time. I clamped my thighs around his hand, sealing it to my horny cunt. Simultaneously my fingers encircled his uncoiling prick, pulling it out along with a set of hairy balls from my mystery man's pants.
I loved giving hand-jobs. I loved the way the cock-shaft felt so strong and sturdy in my hand. So smooth. Like I was stroking some piece of priceless art sculpted from marble.
The veins pulsed against my hand like they would burst at any moment. They throbbed with the blood rushing to the quivering, swollen cock-head.
I stroked all the way down to his churning balls and back up again, loving the feel of every inch of his cock. And I'd been absolutely right. My fingers told me it was just a shade over ten inches. The perfect length as far as I was concerned.
Between my legs, his hand was working up a storm on my cunt. Two fingers penetrated me as he gave me a double-pronged finger-fuck. He sent each finger in an opposite direction, spreading the interior of my cunt to the ultimate. My pussy-juice wouldn't stop flowing.
Above the table we both watched the floorshow as though it were the only thing going on. Actually, the steamy entertainment was part of what was going on below our waists. Every move the naked dancer made turned each of us on even more. I could sense it in the way the guy's cock jumped when she did something really filthy… and the way my cunt spasmed.
Low-down from the first moment she walked on stage, by the third record, this dancer was like an animal in heat. Her cunt seemed to blaze all the way across the room at us. Looking at it was like an invitation to terminal horniness. There was nobody in the world who could have looked at her hairy, dripping, constantly split pussy and not be turned on.
And her tits were just as fantastic. They were glistening because she had smeared her own cunt-juice all over them. Globs of twat-cream soaked her strawberry nipples.
"Are you thinking what I'm thinking?" I whispered in the guy's ear, steadily stroking his long, thick prick.
"You mean the number?" he said, using a favorite expression of Phil's.
"Yes," I chuckled. "Or if you'd like me to spell it out for you, F-U-C-K."
"R-I-G-H-T O-N," he said, grabbing his cock and stuffing it back inside his pants.
"Where? We can't do it here."
"In the back of my truck. I'm hauling a load of furniture. Except for the fact it's pitch black inside, it'll be just like home."
"I can dig it," I panted eagerly. "Which truck is it?"
"I'll go first and open up. Then you follow a few minutes later. It's right outside this place, parked second from the left. You can't miss it."



CHAPTER EIGHT


Waiting those five minutes before I followed him was almost more than I could bear. Watching the dancer to fill the time, I got hornier and hornier. I was afraid that I was going to get so turned on I'd start masturbating and never get out the door. It was a good thing that a woman can come indefinitely or I'd have already shot my load for the day.
When I couldn't wait any longer, I split. Making my way out to the parking lot, I felt my thighs sticking to each other with every step, so thick was my constant pussy discharge.
There it was. Second truck from the left. It would have caught my eye under any circumstances. It looked just like Phil's.
I ran up to it and knocked on the corrugated back panel of the rig. "Hurry up and get on in," he hissed as he raised the door. "We haven't got much time. I'm already behind schedule. I want to get home by this evening."
"Wife?" I said understandingly as I crawled into the darkness.
"Yep," he said, pulling the door down before I had a chance to make out his features.
"Why aren't you saving it for her?" I asked.
"I'd planned to. But you made me an offer I couldn't refuse."
"No kidding," I said with surprise, pleased I was so alluring.
"Right on. Now get that silly hippie dress off and let's fuck."
"Are you already stripped?" I asked breathlessly, thrilled at the prospect of his total nudity.
"Feel."
He grabbed my hand and placed it to his bare belly. Then he moved it down until my fingers were intertwined in his pubic hair. At last I felt his twitching dick and throbbing balls.
After that introduction to his naked body, I lost no time in presenting him mine. Out of my loose-fitting dress in an instant, I hurled myself at him, my bare tits squashing against his hairy chest.
"Mmmmmmm," he moaned, "you've got fantastic tits. I can feel the nipples rubbing against me."
"Better than the dancers?"
"Which one?" he laughed.
"Both."
"You better believe it," he said, leaning down so he could start nibbling at my jugs.
I leaned back to accommodate his licking and fell onto a long broad couch. In an instant I had a leg hooked over the back, the other one splaying in the opposite direction with my foot anchored to the floor. My cunt was as open as it could possibly be.
He fell on me like I had planned. His hips fit right into the slot of my open thighs, his cock jabbing instantaneously against the mouth of my pussy.
Continuing to suck my tits as though his life depended on it, he pushed a hand between us and slid it down to his throbbing dick. Grasping his shaft, he guided his erect tool inside my cunt, spreading the lips with its insistent head.
"Fuck me, fuck me!" I screamed. "I can't wait any longer. All the way to your balls!"
My breath was taken away as I got what I asked for. With one lunge his prick slid all the way to the hilt inside my cunt.
I wrapped my legs around his waist while my ass wriggled with delight. Shoving my crotch at him with limitless sexual energy, I met his plunge, fucking back as good as I took.
"God, you can fuck," the guy said after we had started to grind away in earnest. "I've only ever had one as good."
"Who?" I answered with mock jealousy.
"My old lady."
"You mean your wife?"
"That's what my husband calls me," I said without thinking.
"You married?" he said incredulously. "Does your husband know what you do in your spare time?"
"He's a trucker, too," I confessed. "He's gone a lot, and I…"
"Say no more," he said understandingly. "I'm gone so much myself sometimes I think I wouldn't blame my wife if she…"
"Played around?"
"Yeah," he said sheepishly. "Now let's stop all this family talk and just shut up and do what we came here to do. Fuck!"
I was only too glad to oblige. His surging cock up my cunt made further conversation impossible, anyway, as he began fucking me with a fury. I replied with equal passion, swallowing his full prick with my sucking cunt.
While we fucked, my hands grappled with everything I could get them on between his legs. His balls were slick with sweat and his ass was even stickier, steaming with the passion of animalistic sex after a long hot day on the road.
I plunged my finger into his tight asshole, thrilling as the strong muscles closed around my knuckle.
"Stick it further in my ass," he groaned. "Finger-fuck me until you can feel shit. Then pull out when I come."
I knew just what he was talking about. That was just what Phil liked when we were fucking at home. I knew all about the prostate gland inside a man's ass, and how if I jabbed and tickled it enough, his balls would produce twice as much precious sperm.
"Ahhhh, that's it," he sighed as I slid not one, but two fingers up his bunghole to the limit. I started finger-fucking him, feeling the chunks of shit at the end of his rectum brushing against my fingertips.
In my cunt his cock was tilling me to the pit of my stomach, it seemed. It felt as though he would continue tearing through my body until the head of his prick rubbed against my spine.
My two fingers angled downward in his ass, feeling the pulsing stone of his prostate throb back at them. Through the thin membrane I kneaded the essence of his masculinity until I thought it would melt his flesh.
"Oh, God," I whimpered, "when you finally come, it's going to drown me. I can feel your cock ready to explode."
"SO can I," he grunted.
When his cock lurched that tell-tale fractional inch within me, I screamed, "Explode! Explode! Explode!"
He did. The cum gushed from his prick, instantly filling my pussy.
As he ejaculated, I pulled my fingers abruptly from his ass, bending them at the knuckles as I did so. The two-pronged claw popped juicily out of his asshole, followed by a long, loud, sweet-smelling fart and another spurt of hot rich jizz in my cunt.
While he came, he nibbled on my tits like a starving rat. I felt like raw meat lying in the middle of the jungle, fair game for any hungry animal.
Coming uncontrollably, I met his every spurt or jizz with a pelvic thrust and a new discharge of pussy-juice. There was no doubt about it, my cunt was wetter than it had ever been in my life with the combination of our two flows.
My thighs were coated with male and female fuck-juice. Both patches of pubic hair were covered with it. To make sure nothing would be left out, I smeared a glob all the way up to his ass, working it into his bung.
When he'd stopped spurting, I begged, "Nil out and let me lick off the rest."
As he did, I slid out from under him. Kneeling on the floor of the truck, I went down on him. I licked the cum off his dick. Then his balls. The sweaty seam between his balls and asshole. His asshole itself. Sweat and cum and pussy-juice intoxicated my senses. I thought I would never stop coming from it all.
Then, at last, we were finished, too exhausted to carry on. Even I had had enough. I nestled my face in his reeking, stopping crotch and closed my eyes, my tongue lolling limply over his wilting cock.
We must have rested about fifteen minutes. Finally he brake the silence.
"How much do I owe you?" he said, sitting up on the couch.
"Forget it. I'd feel cheap accepting money for something so beautiful," I said. I felt all the payment I could possibly want still swamping my pussy and pooling in the pit of my stomach.
"There must be some way I can repay you," he insisted.
"Are you going into town?"
"Sure. That's the end of the line for me," he said. "That's where I live."
"Great," I said. "How about a lift? That's where I live, too."
"Fantastic," he said, obviously pleased to honor what he felt was an obligation to me. "Get your dress on and go around and jump in the cab. I'll meet you there in a second. I've got to straighten up this cargo."
In the cab I decided to have a cigarette while I was waiting. There was a pack on the dash. Marlboros – the same kind Phil smokes.
In fact, almost everything about the truck was familiar. Blue interior. Plaid seatcovers. A radio with a knob missing.
When the guy came around from the back and started to get in, I saw why.
"Phil!" I blurted as he hoisted himself inside, the door still dangling open.
"Sherry!" His face was like he'd seen a ghost. He shuddered, swaying precariously between the cab and the open door.
"Phil, be careful, you're going to fall out."
"What are you doing here?" he said between tight lips. "What were you doing in that club hustling guys?"
I thought about it a minute. I racked my brain for a logical reason. Then I realized what the only psychologically sound answer was. "Maybe I was looking for you," I said matter of factly.
I watched his face as the content of the conversation we'd had while fucking in the dark came back to him. It was obvious, from what we'd both said, that in a yew real way we had both been looking for each other.
My heart stopped pounding as a grin suddenly split across Phil's handsome face. "I see what you mean, honey," he said, getting inside and slamming the door. "Let's go home."
"And…" I asked coyly.
"Fuck," he said with an obscene leer.
"Are you sure…"
"It's forty miles. By the time we get home, I'll be as horny as I was when I picked you up in that bar. Just from looking at you. And remembering."
"Home sweet home," I sighed and leaned back and smiled like the cat who'd just swallowed the canary, anxious to start all over again.
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