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I was feeling cute, driving down for a day at the beach. I had it all planned out, well as far as you could plan out zero expectations and requirements.

Because this was my vacation and a well-needed vacation at that.

I don't like to think about it, but these last few weeks had been absolute hell. Every aspect of my life, personal and professional, had taken a serious nosedive and had led to nearly unending strife and trouble for me. It was one thing after another and I was looking forward to this break to get my head clear and come back to things with a new approach.

I needed an entirely new approach because the one I was working with until now obviously wasn't working for me.

In the beginning it was work, a job that had been stressful but enjoyable up until now but had of late pressed over the edge and was simply stressful. I think that people get used to a certain calm and steady every day with work, as much as we might gripe and moan about it and as many people as there are 'working for the weekend' we count on work to be a steady line forward in the seas ahead. Easy straight sailing and a means to meet common expectations.

As crazy as it might sound I think most people counted on work to be there for them and to maintain themselves. I think if a pile of money was dropped in the lap of the average person they would feel lost, they wouldn't know what to do with themselves.

Not to say that there isn't anyone out there who wouldn't be grateful for a big pile of life-changing money but still...

That was certainly the case for me. I liked my job even if it was a bit boring. Working in corporate communications meant that we hit the same events every year, we worked up the same releases and email blasts, we did the same things for each one and sent them out to the same people to remain unread in their inboxes. It was boring work, but it had been working for so long that no one thought to change things.

Then someone comes in and rocks the boat, and it's almost always a manager hired to come in from out of the company and shake things up. They're hungry for the chance to prove themselves and to show the company they made the right choice in bringing them in, and they know just the way to prove it.

Thing is, they never know the way to prove it.

What worked in Company A almost never works in Company B. Each entity is its own unique sort of entry and it responds in a different way. A well-meaning change can result in a drastic drop on all measures across the board and when someone is new they have to make a choice at that point.

Go back to what was working before, double down on what has been causing problems, or find a new path forward.

I'm going to go ahead and spoil the ending here, almost no one chooses option one or three.

I think on a big level it's because acknowledging that the strategy isn't working would take the blame on themselves, and I haven't met a single manager yet who is willing to take the blame for their own shortcomings.

No they double down, they always double down. They ride hard into a strategy that isn't working and when the results drop even more the blame turns to the people on my level who are just doing what they're told. Because evidently, we're not doing it properly. Because they'd rather be working with the people who they were working with at their old company who were more capable of doing the work.

No one has been fired, not yet at least, but the happiness has all but been drained out of my time spent at work. Instead of humming and going through a process that I'm familiar with I'm contending with new forms and new products, with my boss hanging over my shoulder and nagging at me every time I don't do something exactly the way they want.

I know that this made me an absolute horrorshow to hang around with outside of work. I know that the cause of my personal life suffering could be brought down to that and that alone.

Jimmy had been a great boyfriend for a while now. We'd been dating for about three years before my new boss came into the picture and everything had been going well. I'd even been putting money aside to cover the costs of a theoretically possible wedding in the future, so it was definitely on the table.

I was happy with him, even if we had reached a slowdown in our relationship pretty early on. It had been hot and heavy between us at first and while I'd never been the most sexually adventurous or experienced he still brought that out in me. I was excited to be around him at first, and I was willing to push the limits and try new things even if it was well outside of my comfort zone.

They hadn't all been successes, but we'd seen them through together. I remembered a session where he tied me up and blindfolded me and tickled me with feathers that had just led to giggling fits and both of us breaking down laughing. Even now that memory made me smile.

But it did slow down in time until by the time of our six-month anniversary sex had already become a special occasion sort of thing. The sort of event where you know it's coming a mile off and so you can primp and preen and shave and moisturize. The type where you lay out your clothing a week in advance and walk around in it to make sure that it was just that right degree of uncomfortable and sexy at the same time.

By year two we were barely having sex at all.

But we were happy and we were content. We kept separate houses and he had a roommate and he spent most nights at mine anyways. We'd cuddle up on the couch and watch movies together. I'd feel discontented and lonely at night when I didn't feel the weight of him lying next to me.

And Jimmy looked good on my arm. He was tall and handsome and dark featured and frankly gorgeous. He was a gentleman who looked good in a suit and when we dolled up together we both wished we had someplace proper to go out to, someplace with cocktails and crowds of people who all knew the steps to a proper dance.

In retrospect, things hadn't been great between us for a while. We were comfortable and comfort is the death of passion. We could cuddle next to each other and sleep in the same bed without even a thought of each others sexuality. Hell, I don't even remember the last time I gave a passing thought to my own sexuality.

He hadn't cheated on me, or at least I don't think he had. I hadn't cheated on him either, not even flirting with a work boyfriend. We were in shape and we were both attractive but the passion just wasn't there between us and we were both waiting for the right excuse to find an exit.

My boss just happened to be that excuse.

Coming home tired and frustrated. All of the bubbly energy drained out of me had led to a strain with him. We agreed that it was ridiculous to spend so much time at my place when he had his own and he started sleeping away and I stopped missing the weight of him in bed. I started enjoying the ability to stretch out and enjoy my cool clean sheets without the heat of him, and in my subconscious mind, I started looking for fights to pick.

About three days ago it had all come to a head. I came home exhausted and about two hours late to a date that we had set up. He had been waiting the whole time by my door and I didn't even apologize when I let him in because I honestly didn't remember that we had arranged to meet at all that night.

I was frustrated when it came up and I told him he was suffocating me. He was frustrated and told me that he couldn't suffocate someone he never saw. That kicked it all off and from there we ran through all of the dirty details, all of those little simmering resentments that don't actually mean a damn but that you keep track of all the same. We used them as weapons, striking at each other with them until we were exhausted and crying and it was done.

No sense running through the specifics now, not with my hands on the wheel anyways.

He had left in quiet, it always seems to end that way when it all comes to an end. You think it's going to be fire and explosions and it certainly starts off like that but at the end you're just tired and quiet and you can't bring yourself to cry anymore but you manage to all the same.

In the end, you're just exhausted and ready for it to be over.

It was over, about that I'm certain. There is no coming back from what we said to each other and even if we could I wouldn't want to. I truly believe it ending was for the best for both of us, that we'll both be better on our own.

But some of the things he said still wounded me.

Because his complaints weren't really about my absence. They couldn't be laid at the feet of my boss and excused away as a passing trend. They were core to my being, they were a part of me that I couldn't ignore and certainly couldn't deny if I wanted to make myself a better version of myself.

He called me boring, and I can't argue with that.

I was boring. I'd considered it an asset for so long but I was boring and that truth explained so very much about me.

It explained why I didn't respond to my new boss, why I was happy with the content and comfortable every day with my boyfriend, explained why I hadn't moved out of my first apartment out of college, and why I still had the same routine that I always had.

I was boring. I was a boring person and I had no idea when that happened.

In college I had a reputation, not that kind of reputation get your mind out of the gutter. I had a reputation as the girl with the different hair, every week it was a new color and every week it was a new style. I reinvented myself fully each month, hitting up thrift shops to find new outfits and putting care and attention into finding and exploring a different side of myself.

I jumped through a half a dozen majors throughout college. I hung out with new and different people and everyone knew my name and I really truly loved that about myself.

But college had to come to an end and when I graduated with good grades I was surprised as anyone. I had big plans for after that, wanted to try out a half a dozen different jobs when I got past school and I wanted to travel and I wanted to drink up every drop of experience in this world.

Adult life can be a shock to a kid just out of college. I really don't think we prepare people enough for the realities of it.

When you 'become an adult' you have to contend with two parallel forces that work in concert. On one hand there is the push of bills and rent and living expenses, the sheer cost of paying your own way is an absolute shock to someone who until that point only had to worry about where to scrape together enough cash to pay for beer or other partying supplies. Now all of a sudden your name was attached to these things that had monetary value and on the other end of it were companies that had the implicit threat of coming after you and absolutely ruining you if you didn't pay up.

That's where the pull of money comes in. You interview and get an offer and it's this shockingly high amount of cash. I mean realistically it's a pittance because you're just out of college and your ability to negotiate is negligible, but on the surface it looks like so much to someone who hasn't made real money before.

You mean if I agree to come here and work for eight hours a day you'll give me enough money to pay all my bills and my living expenses and still have so much left over for fun money afterward? Of course I'll sign up!

That's how they get you, that and the allure of two whole weeks of vacation when you used to have months. They get you to agree to a whole bunch of ridiculous aspects of the job that don't have any actual bearing on your ability to do the job and in the end, you agree because you have bills and wants and needs that the money this place is offering you can cover.

The change was actually drastically fast in my case. I had dyed my hair back to my natural color for interviews and because it hadn't been that way in a long time and all of a sudden I was in a sea of people who were buttoned down and presentable. All of them wearing variations on the same three outfits with variations on the same three hairstyles and nowhere were any of them expressing a real version of themselves that was unique and the real them.

Unless that version of themselves was the real them, which might be an even more depressing possibility to consider.

It was silent pressure that led me to drop my habit of reinventing myself. I bought a row of the same outfits from some big box store there and I did my hair up the same way every day and I got used to it. I got so goddamn used to it that I forgot how much I used to love expressing myself and I forgot how much I used to hate the version of me that was my baseline.

Plain brown hair. Soft makeup. Outfits that played down any unique aspects of my body and presented me as just another woman.

Jimmy calling me boring and Jimmy walking out the door had awoken something in me. It had caused a shift in my perspective and with it, I started to see glimmers of my old self through it. I found a box of clothing from college from a sort of rockabilly phase and I'd found that they still fit me. I looked good in them and they met all of the criteria of work in reality even if they didn't in spirit.

Because they weren't drab and grey and ordinary. They weren't the everyday attire of an office worker.

Day one I'd gone into work wearing them and that night I went and got my hair cut and dyed. Day two I'd gone into work wearing a new and even more vibrant outfit and my hair was shockingly black and cut short, bright red lipstick and dark eyeshadow making me look dangerous and in charge.

I felt it too. I felt more alive than I'd felt in years and I felt bound and determined to do something new, to do something for myself.

That was where day three and this weekend came in.

There is a stigma in society that there are things that are done in a group and there are things that are done in a couple and there are things that are done by yourself. Societal expectations say that these are clearly laid out and defined for us, they say that we shouldn't cross those lines and violate the unspoken code.

Solo people don't go out to the movies alone. We don't walk into a theater all by ourselves and sit down and watch a film in the dark and just enjoy the movie. It's weird to think that because we watch television and we watch movies alone at home all the time, but you just don't go out to a theater by yourself.

You don't go out to dinner by yourself either. You don't read a book in a bar. You don't go for a walk in the park by yourself and you don't go to the beach by yourself either.

Pardon my language but fuck that!

I don't have anyone to go with me so that means I can't do it by myself? All of a sudden this unspoken rule is going to keep me from enjoying a film by myself? From going and enjoying the sun and sunshine all by myself?

I don't think so.

It's funny to say it out loud, but breaking these little rules made me feel like a rebel. I mean I wasn't sticking up a bank or anything but I still felt a little like I was doing something wrong and that gave me a thrill. It made me feel like I was crossing a line that I wasn't meant to cross, and that excited me more than I had felt in a long time.

And it felt like I was giving a big middle finger to Jimmy and to my boss and to the old me. It felt like I was telling all of them to go to hell. That by accepting and embracing my own excitement I was letting myself find the real me, the me that I had kept hidden for so damn long.

So this morning I had woken up early and packed up my car with minimal supplies. A towel and some water and that was about it. I'd slipped into a two-piece bathing suit that I hadn't worn in years, a cute little pair of jean shorts, and a loose shirt overtop of it. I wrapped a bow around my hair and did my makeup up nice and not a little flashy and hit the open road.

And gained an appreciation for why so many songs were written about the open road.

It was freeing to be out here on it, to feel the wind blowing through my window and feeling like anything was possible. To relax on a long straight highway with cars on either side and the hot sun beating down on me. To drive with a half an eye on things and know that there wasn't anywhere for me to turn for a long time.

I had a few hours between here and my destination, a little seaside town that I'd only ever seen in pictures, and a vague plan to find a place to relax and keep myself busy for the few hours until sunset and then either find a place to stay or start driving home. I was excited that for the first time since I'd stepped out of college I didn't have a plan, and that meant that I had nothing but opportunities.

It was hot though. The sun had long since risen and it was beating down on my little old car. The AC had long since died in this beast and living in the city and it being broken down and rarely used I hadn't had any real compelling reason to shell out the no doubt astronomical amount of money to fix it.

So I had hit the road without any means to cool me except for the air rushing in through the window and while I was moving at a fair clip it wasn't really doing the trick anymore.

And it was a car and it was just a bathing suit, and though the old me wouldn't have even considered it there was no reason for me not to take this chance.

With my knees holding the wheel steady I unclipped my seatbelt and grabbed at my loose shirt. I tugged it up and over my head, tossing it recklessly into the back seat along with the rest of my stuff and immediately feeling a thousand times better.

My time spent so far had left a sheen of light sweat on my upper body and the feel of the rushing air kissing my skin was amazingly refreshing. It chilled the hot sweat and provided immediate relief, and after I'd reclipped in my seatbelt I took a glance down at my chest and saw that I was glistening.

It really did emphasize my considerable curves and I took in the sight of them standing out and impossible to ignore. My breasts were contained in the strapless bra but my cleavage was on full display, and the toned and trim belly beneath it that was a mark of pride for me just seemed to be emphasized and enhanced.

I was driving straight so it wasn't really much to adjust my mirror and get a second angle, get a full glimpse of my body and admire how I moved. My makeup was still perfectly done, and between the shock of my skin, the pale white of my bikini top, and the dark makeup and vibrant red lipstick I looked absolutely enduring and engaging.

That's why I can hardly blame him for staring, I mean I was definitely the most enticing view for miles around.

I could feel his eyes on me, his gaze eating me up. I could feel it and I knew it and I knew that he had been looking at me for a long time.

I mean here I was sitting in my car all alone, a beautiful woman with her long and toned thighs on full display beneath the hems of her cut off jean shorts. I was attractive and young and enticing, and he had probably been on the road for so long without anything to entice him that I was a sight for sore eyes.

I didn't notice him at first, just felt the presence of him in the car with me. I adjusted my rear view mirror back and looked around, trying to see what it was that was making me feel this way when my head finally turned to look out the window and see the imposing presence of the large truck beside me.

You drive all this way and you never really consider that the cars around you are also occupied. You get this sense of aloneness in a crowd like you're the only real person out here and every other car is just an entity to yourself and then you catch a glimpse and make eyes with someone else and your whole world view just breaks apart.

He was looking down on me from his high perch, his eyes steady and intense. Through the windows, I could see him staring down at me, rough and tumble and probably no more than a few years older than me.

His skin had a deep tan to it and his eyes had a steady weariness, an aggression to them that was just focused and fixated. He was watching me with single-minded purpose, no doubt memorizing the curves of my body for another long and lonely night on the road.

Shock hit me first, the idea that someone could have watched me undress right there. Even if I was still decent and indeed with the shorts on still wearing more than I would wear on the beach later today I still felt shockingly exposed.

Because he'd caught me in a private moment, and so my mind naturally went to even more private moments beyond that.

I had been living in my own little world before this, so there was really no telling how far I would have taken it. I could have taken off my top entirely, set the cruise control and shimmied out of these shorts. I could have stripped down completely and completely unaware that he was seeing all of me.

My perky little nipples, pink and tiny and hard. My pert little sex, contained and flush with the blush of embarrassment now that he had seen it all.

He could have seen me fully exposed, could have done with a little exposing of his own.

And entirely out of my control my mind played the scenario out.

How he would reach down and unzip his pants and unbuckle his belt, fishing out a cock that was thick and hard from the view. How he would have stroked it while watching me, staring down into my car with those hungry eyes while he drank in every detail.

How much farther would it have gone? How much more would I have done? Where would my limits be? What would the old me think about this?

Well, there was one question I could answer.

She would be appalled. This would be unthinkable.

This would be anything but boring.

A smile played off my lips and I found myself setting pace with the man in the truck beside me. We cruised along side by side and the open and empty road played out for miles around.

Not that another car would have stopped me, not that anything would have stopped me from making sure he had an unobstructed view as I set the cruise control on my car and glanced up at him through the sunroof, as I met his eyes and they widened a bit with an unspoken question of what exactly I was playing at.

I answered him by reaching behind me and unclipping the bra that contained and covered me.

If the rush of cold air on my skin before had been amazing this was something else. I could feel it kissing my breasts and I could feel my nipples harden immediately, which was something because those fantasies that I had even only idly played with had already made them achingly hard. I felt myself gasp at the feel of it, my hands gripping the steering wheel as I stared straight down the road ahead and struggled to contain the torrent rushing through me.

The confusion of exposure and my natural inclination to associate it with shame. The surge of adrenaline at breaking a rule and the knowledge that I had a witness.

A dark and handsome witness who was no doubt watching me now. Who was staring through the window at me and drinking in the skin of my bare breasts. Who was memorizing the curve of them and the perky way they sat on my chest.

Who was wondering what it would feel like to have them in his hands, what they felt like on his lips. What my skin tasted like and what heat there was running through my body as I gave myself over to him and his dark gaze.

I wanted to look at him, to make sure that he was seeing me but I couldn't bring myself to do it. Maybe he had been shocked and pulled away, slowed his truck down and pulled back. Maybe he wasn't interested and I had misread all of this, was on his radio telling someone what I was doing and the authorities were screaming into action and I'd see their lights in my mirror and watch them pulling me over.

My bikini top lay in my lap and my grip on the steering wheel tightened as my fantasies shifted, as I imagined him on the radio with a far different purpose.

Now he was telling all his fellow truckers about the luck that he had. He was describing the curves of my body in luscious detail and all of them were experiencing it alongside him. He was sharing and sharing me, and I was gaining a reputation.

That beautiful woman in the car who had exposed herself. Who had shown him his body and then shown him so much more. Who had so willingly given herself over to this like some sort of wanton woman. Who was probably willing to do so much more.

Where was my line? How far was I willing to go? Did I want to give this man a closer look and play with his expectations?

Could I take it?

It had to start with making sure he was still there, making sure my silent companion was watching me through his window. Making sure that I had his attention and that it wasn't in vain.

It took all of my courage to turn my head and look, and when I did I found his eyes hadn't left their reward.

He was staring at me, a cold and simmering intensity in his gaze. I could almost feel his thickening hardness as he watched my bare breasts rising and falling with my breath. I could almost feel his desire reach out and wrap me in it hot and heavy and intense.

My fingers crept down and took my bikini top where it had fallen in my lap. I chucked it into the back and gave the man a sultry smile and placed my hand back into my lap, and there it worked on the buttons of my shorts and unzipped them and dipped inside all on their own.

One eye on the road ahead I slipped down beneath my shorts and my bikini bottoms. I dove between my thighs and found my sex wet and hot and ready.

Slouching in my seat and letting him see me part my thighs I brought my knees up to keep control of my car. I let my other free hand find my breasts and play with them, squeezing and kneading them with an intensity as I stared at him and licked my lips.

I pressed in through the lips of my sex and filled myself with my fingers, fucking myself with them slowly as my other fingers found my nipple and pinched hard. Shuddering in my seat and letting waves of pleasure wash over me my eyes were on him watching him watch me, silent and still as the grave as he watched this strange woman pleasure herself for him and him alone.

I had no plan and no priorities, nothing other than showing off for him, nothing other than being anything but boring. I was flying by the seat of my pants and loving it, giving him quite the show as we passed the boring road together.

I noticed the sign first but I know that he noticed it as well. I could see his eyes tear themselves away from me as they read out the details of it and knew that it was a singular stop and moment of stillness on the long road ahead.

But just in case he had a different idea I achingly pulled my hands off of my body and sat up straight in my seat. I gripped the steering wheel giving a little grin at the slickness on the fingers that had just been inside of me and put my foot down to pull ahead of him and in front of him.

I set my blinker well in advance of it, to give him no question of my intentions. Weigh station ahead. I wanted him to follow.

I pulled off of the road, my pulse racing a mile a minute as I pulled around to a spot that was just out of the way of everything and just out of the way of him. I stopped my car still and waited and watched my mirror as I saw him pull off as well, and pull up right beside me.

He didn't cover my car. He didn't even park close to me. The open road was right there stretched out in front of me and cars would pass by occasionally but infrequently.

We had no privacy here but that didn't stop me from kicking open my door and leaning back, from pulling my key out of the ignition and tossing it into the passenger seat or from bending back my drivers side seat so it was leaning, slipping my hand back into my bikini bottoms, and watching him through veiled eyes filled with pleasure as he stalked his way over to me.

He was lean and powerful, moving through the space between us and owning it. The closer he came the more I could feel myself building, the hotter the feel of my fingers on my skin and the greater the intensity of the pleasure rocketing through my veins.

I plunged my fingers in and out of my wet and willing sex. I moaned and furrowed my brow as he came close, as he leaned against my car lean and long and watched me finish myself off.

I was close, I was so fucking shudderingly close and the passing of each car and the knowledge that this show was not for him and him alone just drove me closer to the edge of oblivion. I locked eyes with him and saw no kindness there, only a hungry desire and a want for this nameless stranger that he had had the fortune of finding on the road.

The thought that I didn't know his name, the thought that he was a complete stranger, the knowledge that at any point someone else could pull in and see everything drove me on and on.

As did the idea that the woman I was a mere four days ago would never have done this. She would have never found the courage. This would have been well over the line for her.

But fuck her. Fuck her and my entire boring life. Fuck everything but the pursuit of pleasure and the need of the moment as I tumbled over the edge and my climax rocked me to my core.

I cried out wordlessly and he watched. Patient and still he watched me cum and clench and mewl as the heat burned through my veins and under my skin. I took every single drop of it and took so much more. I took all of it and it left me gasping for more.

He moved so fast then, reaching in and grabbing me by the wrist he pulled me up out of the car with a growl. His grip on me was so tight it almost hurt me, digging into my skin like iron as he wrenched me up and slammed my back against the side of his car.

“Yes,” I moaned, the only word I'd spoken to him yet and the only word we needed.

His hand left my wrist and found my hips, holding me steady as he stepped in and kissed me. I moaned into his mouth and parted my lips and felt his hot tongue attacking me, spearing into me and dominating me as his hands ran up to roughly maul my breasts and then up to clench around my throat.

He used that point as leverage, pushing me down to the ground and I noticed for the first time that his jeans and zipper were undone. Had he been stroking his cock in the cabin of his truck. Had he been overcome watching the beautiful stranger that I was pleasuring myself for his entertainment.

With one hand he tugged himself out, his cock hard and angry in the light of day. He moved forward and pressed it past my lips, smearing my lipstick on his shaft as he grunted and took me with short and forceful strokes.

I felt used and I loved it, my eyes watering and rolling back into my head as my knees dusted themselves on the dirty ground. I let him fuck my face, holding me still with one hand while his cock pounded into me and filled me with him.

It was oppressive and more than I thought I could take, but it was so much better than I thought I could deserve, so much more pleasure than my body ever imagined.

This was good, giving myself over to this. Finding a pursuit of pleasure for the sake of pleasure alone and letting this man have me like this just made my body ache for more.

I could feel him, hot and pulsing and hard. I could feel his grip tensing and holding me, gripping me tight even though I didn't need it.

I began to respond to him, not a passive participant but an active one. One who was dedicated to his pleasure on the unspoken promise of pleasure in return, a pleasure that he was most certainly not going to leave me without.

He pulled back and tugged me to my feet. He practically dragged me around my car and bent me over my hot hood. I pressed my hands and my breasts into it, feeling the heat on my skin and knowing it was so many degrees cooler than my body already was. So hot but so much colder in comparison that it was like ice shocking me.

Tugging roughly at my shorts and my bottoms he bared me until I was standing there exposed and bared. His cock pressed at the entrance to me and I felt his hands holding me still and felt his body grumbling.

But still I pressed back on him, vain and desperate to feel him inside of me. Still he held out, teasing me with his cock until I gave him what he wanted.

“Please!” I cried out, so loud that my cries echoed in the open air and were no doubt heard by drivers for miles around, “FUCK ME!”

Pounding into me, hard and relentless. Filling me with every inch of himself until he made me numb with it. Made my hands shake and go tingly. Made my feet scrabble in the ground for purchase to fuck myself back on his forceful thrusts.

I could hear only the squeaking of my suspension and his grunts and breathy breaths. I could feel only pleasure suffusing my very being, making me tense and shake.

I took every inch of this hard and angry stranger, let him fuck me rough and ready and use my pussy for his pleasure. I could feel him pounding away in me, filling me fully with every stroke.

And it built a climax in me. Brick by brick and stroke by stroke he built an unshakable building and then toppled it over. He burst through it and made me cum, my voice screaming out wordlessly as I shuddered through a pleasure that made me see stars, made me alone in an expanse of light and heat and then pulled me back through into the world that I was in.

Again and again he made me cum, each one more powerful than the last. Again and again he thrust into me, his heat and stamina nearly more than I could take though I was well and truly up for the challenge.

I gave this strange man everything I had and he took it all, all of it until he was trembling on the edge of his own pleasure.

Pulsing inside of me. Pounding away at me. Throbbing and breaking and then he was out of me and he was pulling me roughly back to my knees and his cock was large and heavy in my line of sight and he was stroking it.

Watching him cum was a thing of beauty. His whole body tensing and his head thrown back in the air with a roar like a wolf. He erupted and it hit me, wave after wave and spurt after spurt of his cum.

On my lips and on my cheeks. In my hair and on my breasts. Covering me in it and getting past my lips and into my mouth where it stung and tasted on my tongue, salty and intense.

And on the ground and covered in his cum with more slapping onto my skin with each passing moment my hand played a frantic rhythm on my sex. I felt another climax rushing over me, alight with the pleasure and shame of the moment.

And when he was done he didn't say a word. He stepped forward and used his cock to scoop some of his cum and feed me with it and when he did I lashed out with my tongue to clean him fully.

He replaced himself into his pants and he zipped up and wordlessly turned, abandoning me there on the side of the road used and intense and shuddering from the experience.

It was so much. It was damn near more than I could take. It was well over the line of boring and I reveled in it.

And when I watched him pull away in his truck still I didn't move. And I didn't move when the next truck pulled in either, or the one after that.

By the time the third one pulled in that driver clued me in that the word had been going around.

There was a slut at the weigh station, wet and willing and down for anything. She was happy to give you any hole you wanted and she was wilder than any of them had ever seen before. If I stayed here all day I wouldn't run out of men willing to use me.

And how could a day at the beach compare to that?

END

Thanks for reading my story, I hope that you enjoyed it and keep scrolling for samples from some of my other work!


All of my work can be accessed through my full catalog.

Sign up to my mailing list and get access to a FREE and EXCLUSIVE story!

My mailing list is the best way to keep up-to-date with my latest releases. As a bonus you get access to a FREE and EXCLUSIVE story! This story is not available anywhere else, I wrote it special for subscribers to my mailing list!

Consider heading over to check out one of the other authors I work with to see if they have any work that you will enjoy:

KLARA SWIFT

JAIME THORNE

E.C. POST

SOPHIE PERT

Otherwise you can always access all of our work through our website:

REVE.ink

Thanks and enjoy these samples from some of my other work:


Whatever It Takes

I made a mistake, one that I could never take back. I lost my job and I put the blame on our finances on her. I told her to get a raise. I told her to do whatever it takes.

Lara is my wife, fierce and fearsome. She has an intensity and dominance that appealed to me. I’d never seen her as anything but controlling and in control.

She wasn’t like that with him.

Lara was working late, she worked late a lot these days. I went to see her because I hadn’t seen her in weeks and because in my gut I knew that something was wrong.

She was on her knees for him, her hot and handsome boss towering above her. He was making her his.

Every inch of her craved him, made her give herself over to him. She submitted to him body and soul, and he took all of it as his due.

I’m watching it happen. I watching him take her from me.

Click here to buy this story or to read an excerpt!


BARENAKED DELIVERY

I slipped and took a tumble. Caught in the branches of the tree it ripped and tore, pulling apart my dress and exposing everything.

With two more deliveries to go I have to see it through. Even with my dress pulled and open, even with everything on display.

No matter what I had to get this done.

And I can’t deny the appeal. I can’t say I don’t like the way they look at me. I can’t ignore the new feelings bubbling up inside.

I want to be seen, to have them witness everything. I want to be exposed and I want them to go further. I don’t need my tip in cash tonight.

I’ll take it in the pleasures of the body.

Click here to buy this story or to read an excerpt!


BARENAKED DINNER

I’m lying on the table. I’m fully exposed. I’m waiting for them to start. I’m waiting for them to begin the next course.

All my life I’ve been pushing to get ahead, pushing to find the next dollar or the next place to find my success and my wealth. So when I got the call promising me an inordinate amount of money for one nights work I had to see it through.

But I had no idea what I was in store for.

Ms. Elliot was sharp and severe and undeniably intriguing. She laid out a proposal for me, be a human table for a single dinner and make enough money to pay my rent many times over.

Of course it isn’t that simple. Of course there isn’t any expectation. But of course the dinner alone might not be the only course served tonight.

Lying there naked their touch is affecting me. With their hands on my body and their attentions on my skin, it isn’t enough for me. I want them to really touch me. I want them to really see me.

I want them to want me as much as I want this.

Click here to buy this story or to read an excerpt!
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