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Bright red cop cherries flashed in the rearview, and Mike cursed his wife Millie. “I told you, Millie. I told you, I told you.”

Millie said under her breath, “We’re supposed to be having fun,” pulling down her top and dropping back into the passenger seat, tangled mane falling back around her shoulders.

“Legal fun, Millie,” Mike said, digging his fingers into his brow, indicating a right turn and pulling over at the side of the quiet road, the cop car nosing in behind him, staying back a safe distance in case the occupants had more weapons than the ones the cop had seen Millie brandishing.

“I don’t even know why that’s illegal,” Millie said, defiant, but still intimidated by the situation. They weren’t a couple of outlaws or bad hombres. Neither of them had a single bad mark on their record.

“It’s the damn patriarchy,” he muttered, rolling his eyes.

“Took the words out of my mouth,” Millie said, adjusting her shirt and shooting a nervous look over her shoulder, seeing the cop get out of his cruiser.

“It’s not funny, Millie,” Mike said.

“Who’s laughing?”

Mike scoffed, muttering, “The patriarchy,” and rolling his eyes again. This time Millie caught him.

“Wouldn’t be a problem if you did it, now would it, Mike?”

“Millie, come on,” he said, trying to be the voice of reason. “Don’t start in with the cop about the patriarchy or some shit.”

“I don’t want to hear any value judgments, that’s all.”

“You’re not even wearing a seatbelt, Millie.”

Millie shot him a dirty look. “You were laughing it up a second ago, man. What happened to that guy?”

Mike checked the side mirror. “That guy just got pulled over by a state trooper in the American South. That’s what happened.” The cop got out of his cruiser and put on his state trooper hat. White guy, not that tall. Short, maybe. Still, the man carried the weight of legal authority—and Millie and Mike were far from home where anyone could vouch for them.

Mike prepared himself, facing forward again, hands gripping the steering wheel too tight. Millie told him to relax.

“I’m relaxed. Okay? Just let me do the talking.”

Millie smiled, and when Mike looked to the right, he saw—though she smiled—a warm apology in her eyes. He couldn’t help smiling too. “You really did it this time, Millie.”

“I never do anything,” she said and chuckled. “The one time I do something, look what happens.”

The cop’s footsteps approached the driver's side door from behind, and the cop said good morning. Mike turned to regard the cop, but the cop didn’t look at Mike. Or at Millie. He admired their convertible, looking it up and down, from nose to tail, brows bowed in an admiring tent.

“Nice car,” the cop said.

Mike said, “Thank you.”

“What year is it?”

“Um, a ’71.”

“Hemi?”

The car had ‘HEMI’ emblazoned down the side in big letters, jet black against the bright citron yella. “Uh, yes, sir.”

The man shook his head, still lost in appreciation of the old Barracuda. “Amazing condition. It’s mint.”

“Yeah. Thanks. All the, uh, the numbers match and everything.”

“Wow. A real show car.”

“Yes, sir. Was I going too fast?”

The cop stood up straight, cocked his head and smiled—not friendly, but in that oh-come-on way those in power used. “That’s not why I pulled you over, and you know it.”

“Oh, okay.”

“License and registration, please.”

Mike pursed his lips and sighed, resigned to the dark shadow this morning would now cast on the rest of the day. “Yes, sir.”

Mike asked Millie for the registration from the glove compartment, leaning to one side to liberate his wallet from his jeans pocket. The cop asked Millie for her ID, and Mike groaned.

Sure enough, Millie said, “I don’t need to produce ID. I’m not the driver.”

Mike passed the trooper his driver’s license. “She’s Millie Seabrook. She’s my wife.”

The state trooper took Mike’s license and checked it out. Millie passed over the Barracuda’s registration, smirking. Mike handed it to the trooper.

“Okay, Mike,” the trooper said, a young guy, around their tender age of twenty-eight. He leaned an elbow on the door and leveled his eyes at Millie. “I know you’re not from around here, but I’m sure you know what you were doing isn’t allowed.”

“We were the only ones on the road,” Mike said, before Millie had a chance to say anything. “We didn’t, uh, didn’t think it would be a big deal. No one saw or anything.”

The cop said, “She wasn’t wearing a seatbelt,” eyes on Millie.

“I know,” Mike said. “I warned her.”

He chanced a look over at his wife. Millie wasn’t venomous or angry; she smiled at the cop, her bright eyes turned up. Trying to flirt, trying to get out of trouble using her feminine wiles. Mike turned back to the cop, and the cop resisted Millie, but his eyes lingered on her. The cop—wherever he’d been hiding—had seen them blast past doing seventy, Millie standing up in the convertible and lifting her top, her breasts bared to the sunshine and wind, hooting and hollering with her fists raised to the sky. And Millie was a stunner. Tall, lean, beautiful. And perfect tits. Absolutely amazing. He’d always been a lucky guy with the ladies, but once he’d met Millie, all he could think about was making her his wife and settling down with her. And what great luck that had been, too.

The cop nodded his chin toward Millie. “Where are you headed?”

Millie said, “The Hedonista. You know, the resort in Florida?” She wound a long auburn lock around her index finger.

Mike winced and bowed his head. She could have left the resort name out.

The cop looked at her for a long moment, showing no expression. “I know it,” he said. And there was a glimmer of recognition that sparkled in the cop’s eyes. Yes, he knew the Hedonista and knew what kind of swingin’ resort it was and therefore what kind of degenerates he’d just pulled over in their fancy yellow muscle car.

“We sure want to get there,” Millie said, practically pouting her pillowy lips, showing the cop that wishful little-girl expression. “If there were only some way we could get out of this problem. I really am sorry. What can we do to make this right?”

Mike’s scalp prickled, and he swore to God his heart just stopped. The moment after he heard his wife sexually proposition a state trooper dragged on forever, and heavy dread pushed down on him like an anvil. Propositioning a cop could get you in jail. They’d need a lawyer. Their road trip was off to a hell of a start.

The cop stood there forever, and when Mike looked up to see what he thought, his neck creaked like it needed a quart of oil. The cop was stone-cold expressionless. His jaw muscles flexed. He didn’t look pleased. At last the cop cleared his throat and said, “Hang tight.” He returned to his cruiser with Mike’s ID and registration.

Mike sank down in the driver’s seat, groaning like he suffered a mortal injury. He squeezed his eyes shut and wished he could teleport to a different location. He hissed, “What are you doing?”

Millie asked him what, like she didn’t even know.

“What do you mean, what?” He sat up again, incensed. “We’re going to jail now. You know that, right? First week into our road trip and you’re committing crime after crime, flashing your boobs and now this..”

Millie smirked. “We’re like Bonnie and Clyde.”

“You know how they ended up, right?” He leaned close, locking eyes with her. “Me and my brother saw their car at the Smithsonian. A thousand bullet holes, Millie. Like ten thousand maybe.”

“They went out in a blaze of glory.”

Mike checked over his shoulder to make sure the cop was still gone. “You propositioned him,” he whispered with fierce intent.

“No, I didn’t,” she said, tsking at him. “Well, I hardly did.”

“Wish there was some way out of this. And making that sexy face.”

“Aw, you think my face was sexy?”

He shook his head and looked at her. He couldn’t help but smile. She sat in his passenger seat looking like a million dollars—jeez, maybe a hundred million—her long, wind-tossed hair full of bounce and heft, hanging over her creamy shoulders; her big breasts loose and braless under her tank top (she’d snapped off her bra before she decided she would do her topless hood ornament impersonation, and the bra lay on the back seat floor), and the shortest pair of jean cut-off shorts that showed off her long, bare legs.

When he met her eyes again, Millie said, “I didn’t proposition him, baby. Come on. Anything I said is just hopeful. The language wasn’t seductive.”

“You’re just lucky they don’t allow impersonations in court.” Then he imitated some Georgia district attorney imitating her before the jury, batting his eyes like he had long beautiful lashes like Millie did, saying high and breathy, “I just wish there was some way we could make this better.”

“You’re out of order,” she said and bopped a fist against his shoulder. She gripped his collar and looked at him with affection.

The humor left his face. “Are you, though? Are you making an offer?”

They regarded each other for a long while, and then Millie’s smile began to show, her plump lips stretching off to one sly side. “That’s what we’re here for, isn’t it?”

“But not like this, Millie,” he said, taking her hand from his shoulder and kissing the backs of her fingers, kissing the huge diamond he’d gifted her with, replacing the first diamond he’d bought her when he proposed.

She said, “Why not?”

“We’re going to end up in jail.”

Millie chuckled. “I don’t think you have the constitution for this.”

“My constitution’s fine.”

“Look at you. You’re green and sweating.”

He scoffed and gave her hand back, leaning away from her. “I’m either going to jail or watch you do something with a cop. I’m not ready for either.”

“It’s too late now. And that’s what we’re here for. That’s what the trip’s about.”

He sat straight again and faced her. “Under controlled circumstances, Millie. Not like this.”

“Maybe this way is more fun,” she said, and looked at him devilishly.

“Oh my god. Are you doing this to me on purpose? Are you serious? This guy, this cop?”

“He’s really cute,” she said, casting another look back at the cruiser. “Oh shit, he’s coming back.” She sat facing forward again, adjusting her hair.

“This will be the first time. You want the first time like this?”

“It’s just working out this way, Mike. Do you not want me to?”

He rubbed his cheeks and pulled down on them until he felt the breeze touch the soft pink flesh behind his stretched eyeholes. “I don’t want to get in trouble. I don’t want to go to jail.”

Then it was too late to work out any kind of plan. The cop was there, standing door-side and handing Mike back his ID and registration. “Here you go, sir.”

Mike thanked him, gave Millie the registration and tossed his license in the console on top of his wallet. He looked up at the cop, wondering what he would do to them for the illegal offer. And, yeah, maybe a woman like Millie would think the cop was cute. Young, good features, a strong nose, expressive green eyes.

The cop sucked his teeth for a second, like he was preparing his thoughts to deliver the official judgment. He leaned his hip against the door, looking at both of them at the same time.

“All right, folks, look . . . I’m not giving you a ticket. Just a warning.”

Millie, bright and cheery, said, “Really?”

“Really. The state of Georgia, Mrs. Seabrook, looks down on that kind of spring break energy, but seeing how the road was empty, I think I can let it go. You’re not in the habit of doing it, are you?”

Millie vigorously shook her head no.

“You’re free to go,” the cop said, but now he leaned on the door sill again, face lowering to them, eyes on Millie. “But you’re also free to take the next exit, turn right soon as you get off; there’s a long gravel road there…”

“Okay,” Mike said, unsure.

“That’s a good, quiet spot I usually take my break at.”

Mike nodded, looked at Millie, and Millie nodded too.

The cop stood up again, patted the door sill—pat-pat. “Anyway, you’re free to go. Have a nice day.” He left them and walked back to the cruiser.

They sat in silence for a while, then the cop turned off his cop lights and drove out onto the roadway again, waving to them as he passed.

“Wow,” Millie said.

“I thought we were in so much trouble.”

“You worry too much.”

“Maybe,” Mike said and started the powerful Hemi, sitting there and listening to the V8 rumble.

Millie said, “Are we, uh, are we getting off at the next exit?”
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The exit ramp raced closer and closer, and she said it one more time, hoping Mike would respond: “Are we turning? Mike, are we turning?”

“Yes—no, I don’t know . . . Maybe . . .” Even his hands were hesitant, jiggling the steering wheel like he would turn off the highway but too fearful to commit.

“This is the point of the trip,” she said to herself, shaking clawed hands in her lap.

“So you want to?”

She whipped around to look at Mike’s anxious profile. “No! No, right? I mean . . .”

Mike shrugged his shoulders up higher than she’d ever seen him shrug them—and the man was an accomplished shrugger. His eyes were as wide and wild as if they weren’t hurtling along a sunny stretch of lonely highway but instead through a rain-black night, straight into the headlights of a loaded logging truck, whammo.

She said, “We shouldn’t, right?” Instead of shrugging her shoulders, she lowered her head like she was in a WWI trench with machine gunfire zipping above. It was the same effect: two kooky, married idiots freed from the world’s chains to do whatever they wanted, and here it was presented, and they were both like, nah, we shouldn’t, with their shoulders on their ears.

“It would be crazy,” Mike hissed toward the windshield. The exit was seconds away.

“We wanna be crazy,” she said and grabbed Mike’s forearm. Mike yanked the wheel, and the convertible screeched to the right, tires chirping on the sun-hot pavement. The rumbly old muscle car swooped the looping exit-way, and she sat back in the passenger’s seat, looking out the window, wide-eyed and panting. “We are crazy,” she whispered.

“We sure are,” Mike said, quiet and dry-mouthed, coming around the loop and onto the main drag, an obvious right turn up ahead, a gravel road heading into a grassy field and disappearing around a raised mound. The place where the cop took his break.

Mike slowed the muscle car, looked aside at Millie, who said nothing, indicated right, then pulled off the main drag onto the gravel road. He stopped on the road, looking ahead, the road heading straight before veering off to the right. The grass was maintained here at the road, but longer about a half mile beyond. There was a treeline on the horizon, the grassy hill on the left. Mike said, “We’re just going to check it out, is all.”

Millie agreed. “Right? We’re not committing to anything. We’ll just see what’s up with him. Talk, you know, maybe, whatever.”

“Yeah, whatever. Whatever happens, well, it happens.” He let his foot off the brake, and the tires crunched on the gravel, rolling into the unknown.

“Nothing’s going to happen,” Millie said assuredly.

“No. Nothing’s going to happen. We’re just making friends.”

“Everyone needs friends, Mike.”

“That’s right, Millie. And a friend in law enforcement could be a valuable thing.”

“Oh, you’re right about that,” Millie said. “We could be in trouble sometime, maybe need some legal advice, or . . .”

“Right, or, or like muscle. You know, like I could call him up and say some guys are bugging us, and you know . .”

“It’s good to have friends.”

“Better than enemies, Millie,” he said, harrumphing.

They both busted up laughing, then Millie flinched as they rounded the road’s bend. “Oh shoot, there’s his car.”

“Guy’s on his break, Millie. He’s just chilling.”

“We like chilling.”

“Who doesn’t like a good chill?”
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The cop cruiser sat at the treeline’s edge, sun glinting off the windshield. The road ended here in a circular patch of beaten-down grass and earth. Mike drove to the cruiser, saw the cop with his hat off, copper head of hair brushed back from his face, nodding to acknowledge their arrival.

Millie covered her face with both hands and breathed into them, sighing, “Oh my God.”

“We’re just chilling with a new friend, Millie,” Mike said, eyes wide and buggy, trying to stay calm.

“That’s right,” Millie whispered, then checked her reflection in the mirror behind the sun visor.

“You look fantastic,” he told her.

“Thanks, baby.”

Mike shut off the car and faced Millie. “You ready?”

Millie nodded. “Willing and able.”

They both showed timid smiles to each other.
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The cop said, “Didn’t think you guys would show up.”

Mike said, “Think we’re chicken?” He and Millie stood outside the cop’s cruiser door.

“No. Just thought since I let you off the hook you would hightail it out of here before I changed my mind.”

“You can still change your mind?”

“No,” the cop said, shaking his head. “You’re off the hook, like I told you. And I’m on my break now.”

“Yeah,” Millie said, rocking on her feet, her ankles rolled so the soles turned up and inward. Her large breasts swayed against the soft cotton shirt she wore, her hands tucked into the back pockets of her jean shorts. Her nipples raised in humps under the shirt’s palm tree artwork. She looked around at the landscape —the sun-baked grass on one side, the forest on the other side of the cruiser. “Nice spot to take a break.”

“Yup,” the cop said.

Millie looked at Mike, biting her lip. Mike said to the cop, “You like that Barracuda, huh? You should come take a look at it.”

The cop nodded. “Yeah, I could do that.”

Mike led the way, waiting for the cop to catch up, Millie trotting alongside and grabbing his arm. She whispered, “Is he into this or not?”

“It’s just chill time, babe. Remember? Whatever happens⁠—”

“Happens,” she said, letting go of his arm, then turning to extend a hand to the following cop, saying, “Hurry up.”

The cop laughed and trotted a step or two, put out his hand and took Millie’s. Mike’s heart beat harder. One thing was for sure: Millie was horny right now. The prospect of some crazy, lurid scenario playing out had got her in the mood. She said, “The car was Mike’s idea. I wanted a truck or something safe, but I really like the convertible. It’s great having your top off.”

The cop laughed at that, and then Millie acted like she hadn’t said it that way on purpose, playing up her ditzy act and covering a hand over her mouth and acting embarrassed. It got Mike hard.

“That’s not what I meant,” she said, opening the Barracuda’s door, then bending, showing off her butt in her too-short jean cut-offs, levering the driver’s seat forward. She extended a long leg into the backseat and scurried over to the far side of the white vinyl bench, inviting the cop to come sit with her, patting the empty spot with her wedding-ring hand. “What’s your name?”

“Pete,” the cop said, stepping into the back seat, careful not to scratch the paint with all the gear and accoutrements on his big cop utility belt.

Mike paused at the open door, saying, “Your body cam’s off?”

The cop nodded. Mike got into the driver’s seat facing backward on his knees, closed the door behind him, then leaned his elbows on the headrest.

Now all three of them were in the Barracuda, engine off, top down, sunshine on their skin and making them squint. Millie and Pete the cop sat together on the rear bench, Mike hovering above them on the front seat. The cop looked at Millie, afraid to meet her eyes, then looked up at Mike, not knowing what to say. He looked back at Millie again. “You guys are swingers?”

“Not really,” Mike said.

“Not yet, anyway,” Millie said. “You’d be the first.”

“Huh,” the cop said, nodding, eyes turned down to Millie’s knees. “And you’re heading to the swinger’s resort to kick it off?”

“That was the plan,” Millie said and shifted to sit closer to the cop, their hips touching. When their hips touched, the cop’s expression slackened, and his eyes went heavy. He stared at Millie’s chest now like in a daze. Ten minutes ago, the guy had been half asleep, probably at the end of an overnight shift, just dozing in his cruiser, and then he sees this convertible hot rod zip past with a beautiful woman and her naked tits out. Guy must think he’s still dreaming.
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Pete had beautiful eyes when he looked at you. They were green and wistful, soulful even. His eyes darted from her eyes to her lips. Quiet, he said, “And your husband watches?”

“Yeah,” she whispered, cocking her head, showing him a softer smile. Then, before he dwelled too long on Mike watching, she eased her mouth closer to his, closing her eyes as they drew near enough to touch. Pete smelled of an old-style cologne, like a bay rum or something. His uniform smelled like synthetic fabric, so the bay rum was a nice distraction.

Their lips connected; they mushed together, gentle, tentative, but Pete trembled with the effort to control himself, wanting more likely to lay her back and go to town on her, stick his tongue in her mouth and fuck her.

But they didn’t have condoms. They didn’t have condoms, and Mike was right: this wasn’t the way they’d planned this. It was supposed to be controlled, with lots of parameters and agreements. But something about the way this opportunity presented itself made her decide she wanted to go ahead on a green light.

Her hand went to Pete’s neck, traced a finger along his stubbly jaw to his chin. She bet he was at the end of a long shift and probably thought this was all a dream. She smiled and eased back from him. His eyes were heavy and hooded; his lips plumped and full of blood. She bet it wasn’t the only part of him engorged right now.

With a quick look around making sure they were still alone, she crossed arms and lifted her top over her head and showed the cop up close what her naked breasts looked like. His eyes went to them like they were magnetized. That hoodedness left, and they widened. She asked him if he liked them. Pete nodded, his eyes not losing track of her bounty.

She said, “You can touch them if you want.”

Pete brightened, remembering that he wasn’t a voyeur in the back seat; he was a participant. Mike was the kinky voyeur around here. Everyone had to know their part. Pete lifted a hand to her chest, hefted her right breast, handled it, rubbed his thumb over the nipple. Her nipples were fluffed right up and eager for an unknown highway cop to suck on them.

Mike had never watched her with another man. Not for real. This was his fantasy, and she raised her eyes to his, Mike clutching the back of the driver’s seat, looking like an owl or something the way he looked down on her and the cop with his expressionless face and his round eyes. She reclined on the bench, leaning back into the corner, pulling Pete along to follow, encouraging him to suckle. Her eyes met Mike’s, and she raised her eyebrows and showed him a cute grimace. Can you believe this is really happening? Mike couldn’t believe it. His cheeks hollowed and his face oscillated to follow Pete as he got over top of her and put his mouth over her nipple. She gasped and bit her lip. Mike clutched his heart and smiled.
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This highway cop sucked on Millie’s tits. It put the strangest feeling in Mike’s belly. The look on Millie’s face sealed the deal. All fun and pleasure, making eyes at him, sharing how wild it was to have a strange man suck on your nipple while your husband watched. It looked like Millie liked it. Watching them kiss had been a wild ride too.

Yes, one night not too long ago—before the money came—there had been a night where he and she and an old friend had too much to drink, and at Mike’s unexpected prompting, Millie kissed said old friend. All playful, all passed off as “getting a little crazy.” No one had taken her top off; no one had sucked her nipples.

Somehow seeing Pete the cop kissing Millie put his sex drive in high gear. It was the knowing. That night she’d kissed Patrick, well, nothing more would happen. But right now it seemed like the road to much more happening post-kissing was freshly paved and showed zero potholes. The kissing today was the spark of a match, and the backseat of his pristine Barracuda was filled with sexy tinder.

Millie guided Pete up from her breasts to look at her. Mike fixated on Millie’s blushed nipple, shining with another man’s saliva. Millie said, “Let’s make some ground rules, okay?”

“Yeah,” the cop agreed, nodding, eyes hazy, his hand taking over where his mouth left off, thumbing Millie’s hard, rubbery nipple. “Good idea.”

Millie kissed the cop’s mouth again, and an unstoppable groan creaked in Mike’s throat. It was the most delightful dread he could ever feel. The cop kissed her back. His hand swept from Millie’s big soft melon onto her trim tummy. Stroking her skin. Feeling what she felt like without a shirt. The man’s hand slipped under her shorts waistband by a pinky finger, but Millie stopped him, putting her hand over his. She didn’t tell him no, only guided his hand between her open legs and onto her crotch—not under her shorts, but on top. Pete gripped a handful of Millie’s denim crotch, and Millie gasped and turned her face up to the sky. The cop’s four fingers rubbed hard on where her pussy hid behind the fabric, and Millie’s thighs trembled and her breath caught in her throat.

Mike exhaled a long, shaky breath, watching this lurid sight that spiked his adrenaline and made his dick hard as a rock. Millie sunk into the black vinyl bench, like her body lost its strength, and as Pete rubbed, Millie humped her pussy against his touch, squeaking and gasping with extreme pleasure that Mike knew she wasn’t faking. Millie was a bona fide nymphomaniac.
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Pete the cop had strong fingers and worked a fantastic pussy-rubbing motion. Hard and direct and circular. It felt so fucking good. It felt so fucking good, and it was such a turn-on knowing Mike was watching her and enjoying it so much she knew his rod would be stiff as a bar and leaking like a shoddy faucet.

Soft, breathy grunts emitted from her parted lips, and she gasped an instruction to Pete: “Don’t stop, don’t stop.” She swore to God she was going to come already. Mike watching a cop give her heavy petting backseat pleasure was just about the hottest thing she could imagine. This had been fantasy, but now it was made real. This was the kind of thing she and Mike would dirty talk in bed about.

“Oh God,” she squeaked, losing control of her mind for a second, her knees widening, legs parting further, to the point of vulgarity, humping hard against Pete’s manual pressure.

Pete’s eyes went stone serious, and the intense look on his face was hot as fuck. And with her legs spread like this and her husband watching this other man rub her pussy, she succumbed to the intense passion of the moment. Both men watched her breasts heave and sway with her heavy breathing, watched her hump her eager pussy against the cop’s fingers, watched now as her hands came up to squeeze and coddle her breasts and pinch her own nipples. She squeaked when she came. Squeaked and moaned and bit her lip. Her body shuddered and trembled, and she flinched from Pete’s touch on her sensitive pussy. Pete kept up the pressure, and she had to squeeze his hand with her closing thighs to stop the overwhelming silvery tickle of his touch. She panted and gasped, catching her breath, Pete’s hand trapped between her thighs.

Pete couldn’t believe it. “Did you just come?”

“Yeah,” she panted. “So?”

Mike laughed. He said to Pete, “Millie loves sex. She gets so horny sometimes. I can’t even keep up with her.”

“It’s true,” she said, gulping air. “Mike passes out and I, huh, I have to hump the bedpost.” She tugged a finger hooked under Pete’s epaulet and shot him a cute but enervated look.

“That doesn’t seem fair,” Pete said.

“Once I get going, it’s hard for me to stop. I don’t wanna stop.”

“She can come all night long,” Mike said.

Pete looked intimidated, his scared eyes dancing all over her naked chest and down to her tummy.

“Open your legs, Millie,” Mike said.

She chuckled weakly, and let her legs fall open.

Mike told Pete: “Tug her crotch away for a second.”

She tsked and snickered, but didn’t close her legs. Pete was uncertain, hesitating for a moment, then leaning forward and looking between her legs. She touched her chin to her chest, looking down as well. The front of her cutoffs showed a dark lobulated foxing where her pussy’s wet had soaked the denim.

She made a ticklish giggle as Pete touched the slick flesh of her inner thigh, slipping a curled index finger under the cutoffs’ frayed hem. Pete tugged the crotch, and she felt the back of the cop’s finger touch her sex membranes. Her hands went into fists, and she writhed on the bench, muttering a series of vowels as sexual overwhelm claimed her again.

Through cottony hearing she heard Pete say, “She’s so wet,” and Mike tell the cop to, “Show me her pussy.”

She opened her legs wider, her left knee pushing against the inside of the Barracuda’s door frame. She lifted her hips to show Mike what a bad, bad girl his wife was. Pete pulled hard enough on her crotch that the leg hole pinched under her butt cheek. She could see her own bared mound now, shaved, and shining with pussy juice. If one of them touched it right now, she would go off like fireworks. But no one did, and Pete let the crotch go to cover her up once more. She was on Pete right away, sitting up, leaning into him and kissing his mouth and chin. Pete grabbed her breasts and squeezed.

Mike said, “Ground rules, Millie. Don’t forget.”

She kept an arm around Pete’s shoulder but broke the kiss, leaning back and licking her lower lip. She squeezed Pete’s thigh, high up, close to his manhood, which she was aching to get her hands on.
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Millie bit her lip, thinking about ground rules, regarding Pete. She said, “We don’t have condoms. And even if we did, Mike and I had other plans on how we would do this.”

“So, hands only,” Pete said.

“Oh no,” Millie said, smiling, happy to give him the good news: “I’m going to suck your cock.”

Pete’s eyes widened to the roundness of a man on a rollercoaster reaching the track’s apex and glimpsing the impossibly wild ride ahead.

“But you can’t come in my mouth. You understand?”

“Yeah, I do.”

“Promise me you won’t come in my mouth.”

“I promise,” the cop said, and crossed his heart over his cop badge.

“I’m trusting you,” Millie said, leaning in to kiss Pete again, Pete receptive, eager mouth sucking on hers. Millie’s hands went between Pete’s legs and grabbed a handful of whatever the man packed down there. It looked to Mike like a good piece of fruit, because Millie’s hand stayed stretched over a large polyester bulge. Mike watched her coddle Pete’s package through his pants while she kissed him, grabbing, pleasuring, exploring what shapes were under the polyester; what was cock, what was a ball.

She broke off her kiss and licked her lips, looking into mesmerized Pete’s eyes. She said, “There, I told you mine.”

Mike said, “What about you, Pete?”

Pete said, “Ground rules? Not much. First, we gotta be quick. Second, I keep my gear on. Gun stays on me. Gun stays in the holster. No one touches it.”

“Fine by me,” Millie said. “That’s not the pistol I’m interested in.”
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Pete exhaled, regarding her, one hand on a breast. “You’re so hot.”

She snuffled a small laugh. “You’re cute,” she said. The guy had little game or experience, it seemed. She intimidated him, and he would try to be the big man in this situation, but it wasn’t his nature. Which was weird for a cop. But also kind of nice at the same time. Pete, cute as he was, maybe wasn’t the most experienced man in the bedroom arts. She hoped her quick orgasm would give him some confidence.

She kissed him again, and he thumbed her nipple. Her pussy ached for sex, and Mike would have to fuck her after this since Pete wouldn’t be doing it. She needed cock. Her hand slipped over the inch distance on Pete’s thigh and closed on his bulge again. Pete had more than a handful of manhood under the fabric. She squeezed and massaged the ample meat, and Pete rumbled with pleasure.

“Wow,” she whispered, breaking their kiss. “That’s a generous package you’ve got.”

“It is?”

Her hand coddled his bountiful crotch flesh over his polyester uniform pants. “Yeah. You’re hiding something in there.”

His eyebrows rose, and his breath quickened, but he had little to say.

She said, “Can I take a look?”

Pete the cop nodded, and his Adam’s apple went up and down as he gulped a dry swallow.

She unhooked the arm around him, brought her hands together at Pete’s crotch, found his zipper’s tug, and opened his fly.

“Remember, I have to keep my belt on,” Pete said.

His cop belt was a different belt than his pants belt, and she worked the pants belt undone, opened his fly wide and Pete eased his butt up so she could pull down his pants and underwear. She got them down to the tops of his thighs, a half-hard normal-sized cock bouncing between his legs, above the biggest set of balls she’d seen.

She had them in her grip right away, before he’d even set his butt back down. “Your balls are massive,” she said.

“Are they?”

She looked to Mike, brows raised, Pete’s balls in her hand, honest to God, bigger than hard-boiled eggs. Mike’s face showed delight in the pleasure she got from holding this stranger’s oversized testicles.

She squeezed them again, one squishing out of her grip as she kissed Pete once more, this time slipping her tongue into his mouth. Pete’s cock grew stiffer, growing against the underside of her forearm as she played with his balls.

“Big balls turn me on,” she said, pulling back, meeting Pete’s gaze.

With their eyes connected, her fingers began to explore the shape of his growing cock. Circumcised, growing bigger than she’d thought it would. He leaked pre-cum against her finger, and she slipped finger pads through it and began to stroke his cock head.

“Do you want me to suck it?”

Pete nodded.

“Are you going to come in my mouth?”

Pete shook his head no.

“You better not,” she said, smiling. “I mean it.”

“I swear I won’t,” Pete said. His cock continued to grow. She slipped her grip over it, found it to be squishy still, not all the way hard, but longer than her fist and very thick.

She said, “You’re a grower.”

Pete nodded.

“I’m going to suck it now.”

Pete nodded again, color flooding his cheeks.

She looked down into his lap at her hand closed around a thick reddish-brown dick with a flared head, his urethra streaming clear excitement. She said, “Your dick looks so fucking hot with your cop belt on.” She pressed Pete’s cock back so the skin touched the black leather. The sexy sight got butterflies lighting up in her tummy. The urge to fuck blasted into her conscience again like a freight train. Pete’s cock would give her a good fucking. And he wasn’t even hard yet. “What a beautiful cock,” she sighed, and lowered her face into his lap.
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Mike’s hands clenched the headrest as he watched his wife lower her mouth over another man’s cock. Pete looked like he had a pretty good-sized hog. Not the biggest thing right out of the package, but once Millie got on it, the thing shot right up. He was thick, Millie’s hand forming a loose grip on his shaft, down where his huge balls hung.

Millie pressed her lips to the cock head, kissed the tip, pecked and played around the sensitive tip, then sunk it into her mouth. Pete’s girth stretched out Millie’s mouth, but Millie gave great head, and she worked Pete’s cock deep into her mouth before bobbing up and down in purposeful strokes. Pete’s eyes rolled up, and his head fell back.

Millie’s hand stroked up and down, Pete’s big balls shining and bouncing, Millie’s mouth slipping up and down, her lips stretched to a thin ring around Pete’s thick cock. Pete’s cock skin was darker than his Georgia-tanned arms. It shone with Millie’s spit. And Pete’s pre-cum. Millie not only sucked another man’s cock, she tasted his semen too. It was so wrong. So bad. So taboo. So forbidden. The sexual excitement he felt was like nothing he’d felt before. He wanted it to be worse; to be more debauched than it already was. He’d love for Pete to “accidentally” blow a load in Millie’s mouth. To blast off into her sucking mouth, empty those giant goat balls, to see his semen spurt out Millie’s nose. Or to turn Millie over, push the crotch of her cutoffs aside again and slam home his thick brown cock, big-balls deep into her flooded pussy. God, the sounds Millie would make! Soon, though. Soon it would happen for them, and it would be incredible when the moment was right.


four


When Millie drew her lips to the point of Pete’s cock and then slipped off, she backhanded wet from her lips, her other hand thumb-levering downward Pete’s fully erect member so she could admire it. Her eyes roamed all over the man’s cock. Eyes still on the impressive member, she said to Pete, “I haven’t sucked another cock in the longest time. Just my Mike’s.”

Millie’s lurid words had Pete fully engaged, looking down his uniform chest and at his own proud and fat member sticking upright, Millie’s thumb pressing it out. “Is it good?”

“Like, do I like it?—fuck, yeah, Pete. It’s really big. Way bigger than Mike—and Mike doesn’t have a little thumb down there or anything. Mike’s is perfect. But, God, this is a beauty.”

Mike had to admit Pete’s cock grew to a pretty impressive size. And it was really fat. Right from the base to the tip, the head a full and plump helmet that matched the shaft’s beefy girth. He said, “Millie’s kind of a cock expert. A coxpert, if you will.”

Pete nodded and said dumbly, “Like a cock-spurt.”

“Ew, no,” Millie said. “Don’t be gross.”

“That’s not gross,” Pete said, eyes wide and fearful, defending his sense of humor. “I meant it like a compliment.”

Millie smiled and looked down at her hand, stroking a slow slide up and down Pete’s impressive member. She said, “You’re not married. I don’t see a wedding ring. You have a girlfriend?”

“I had one, but we broke up last year. She moved to Oregon, and I got this job here. It’s my dream job.”

“I see why,” Millie said. “Stopping beautiful women so you can show off your massive beauty.”

Pete shook his head no. “I’ve never done anything like this before.”

Mike smiled. The guy was a hunky cop with a big dick, but he was still a good boy with manners. Probably came from a good home and just missed out on fucking chicks when he was younger. And Millie was like a sex therapist, one hand on the guy’s dick, sweet-talking the truth out of him. She’d be good at sex therapy if there weren’t rules about fucking your clients.

Millie looked into Pete’s eyes now, stroking his dick, saying, “You’re a hot guy. You’ve got a beefy body, all this cop muscle, and a big thick cock and massive balls. Most guys like you would be such a fucking asshole. How come you’re so sweet?”

“I’m not so sweet,” Pete lamented, and without having to say it, both he and Millie—exchanging looks—knew what he meant: look at me now in the back seat with some nomad rich kids who were speeding and flashing tits, and my dick’s out.

Millie plunked her chin down on Pete’s shoulder, looking up at him all sweet and innocent. “Nothing to be ashamed of, Pete. We all want the same thing here. I’m not doing this to get out of a ticket, and hey, man, you’re on your break.”

Pete nodded, and before he could lament his way out of this fun, Millie lowered her head into his lap again and put her mouth around his cock, her blonde head bobbing up and down, slurping sounds muffled. Pete’s head went back to the headrest, and Mike watched all the lamentation evaporate up into the hot sky.
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Pete’s cock was made for fucking, not for sucking. She loved sucking cock, loved knowing the pleasure she delivered, and loved the feel of a hard cock in her mouth. Or a soft one, too. But a hard cock ripened to bursting was a beautiful thing. Right on the edge of orgasm, the salty stream flowing from his balls. And Pete had huge balls that felt amazing in her hand. Pete was a huge turn on as hard as his girth made him to suck. They should fuck. Pete would be a great first fuck on their road trip across America. She slipped her mouth off Pete’s cock and stroked it, looking at Mike. “We should get condoms,” she said.

Mike laughed at her and rocked his head forward. Mike was a buzzkill but also the voice of reason she needed. She said, “What?”

Mike didn’t even respond to her, saying instead to Pete: “You see what I mean? Millie loves sex. Once she starts . . . ”

But Pete agreed with her. “We should get condoms.”

She smiled at him, big and wide and with teeth, nodding in theatrical wags.

Mike shook his head no, the two of them working at odds. He looked at Pete wearily. “Millie goes crazy for big dicks.”

She squeezed Pete’s cock and the head bloated and reddened as she shook it at Mike like a weapon.
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Mike raised his brows and said to Pete, “You see what I mean?”

Pete looked from him to Millie like they both might be crazy people. Maybe dangerous even. He was in the back of an old muscle car from a different era, and Millie in this situation might come across like a wild hippie from the Manson Family.

But any fear washed away as Millie stroked a tight squeeze from the base to tip and watched a clear bead of seminal fluid blossom in Pete’s urethral cup. Pete groaned, and his head fell back again.

Millie fingered the fluid and painted a glossier sheen on the shape of Pete’s fat cockhead, saying, “I love little dicks, too. I can have a lot of fun with a little dick. But big dicks turn me on so fucking bad.”

Mike said, “If she sees a big dick, she disappears for a half hour, masturbating in the bathroom. I’ll turn around and be like, ‘Where’s Millie?’”

“I do not,” she squealed.

“Yeah, you do, Millie.”

“Whatever,” she said and rolled her eyes. “It was like one time.”

“It’s more than one time.”

Millie scoffed and shook her head, surrendering the fight but still believing she was right. But Mike was right. It was four times. He remembered each one with clear distinction.

He smiled at his lovely and kinky and endlessly horny wife, sitting in the back of his dream car and getting what she wanted. “We don’t have time to go get condoms, Millie, baby. We have to get to the resort and check in. We don’t want to miss the dinner. Pete’s on his break. He’s obviously going to pop in about a minute and⁠—”

“He’d be such a good fuck, Mike. God.” She pushed Pete’s wet cock up again against his cop belt. “A big, fat cock on black leather.” She squirmed in her seat. “I need it so bad right now. My stomach aches.”

“I’m going to take care of you, Millie. Don’t worry.”

“I know you will,” she sighed, her sexual need showing right now in everything she did. Her head lowered again and bobbed on Pete’s cock, her hand seen through her shaggy mane with a good coddling grip on Pete’s huge balls.

Mike watched for a while, knowing Millie’s insides were squeezing right now. When she got horny, she was a devil. It took a lot of effort to douse the fire that built inside her. One Saturday off together they’d fucked seven times, and he was shooting water by the end. Millie was still horny, so he went down on her, fingered her and used her favorite dildo right up until midnight. Then she slept for twelve hours and was an absolute angel on Sunday.

His hand went to the back of her warm head, riding up and down while her head bobbed, Pete’s cock in her mouth. Millie’s sex drive was his biggest turn-on.

He said, “Pete’s going to come, Millie, slow down a little.”

Pete’s chest was heaving as Millie’s headwork boiled those big balls to an overflow. He’d never seen Millie with another man before. But he knew what she could be like. If he didn’t stop her, she might suck Pete the cop until he blasted off down her throat even though she’d warned Pete he better not. Truth was, as Mike saw it, she could warn him not to, but Millie probably thought it would be the hottest thing ever if Pete came in her mouth.

“Millie, come on,” he said soothingly, her head not slowing, knowing Pete was going to come and wanting the dirtiest thing possible to happen—the thing that shouldn’t happen. He said to Pete, “Millie’s as hot as this Barracuda, but goddamn she doesn’t have any brakes.”

At last, Millie raised her head, snuffling laughter and wiping her mouth. His sense of humor was what won him such a hot, sex-loving prize as Millie.

Pete groaned as if in pain and overcome with grief as his orgasm had been teetering on the edge. His cock twitched in his lap, looking inflated to its max.

Millie rose to her knees, one long pretty hand going to the crotch of her short-shorts and rubbing her pussy through the denim. She bit her lower lip and looked at Mike, then to the rear of the Hemi and out to the police cruiser. She looked at Mike again. “Let’s take him outside.”
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She had a horny and devious image in mind; one that turned her on. She pushed Pete toward the back of the Barracuda, Pete struggling to hold his pants up while his fat cock bounced and wagged. She patted the back of the Hemi’s trunk. “Put it there,” she told him.

He didn’t know what she meant and stood there waiting for more instruction. Of all the studly highway cops in the world, she and Mike got pulled over by the most sexually naïve. She gripped his cock and pulled him so his knees touched the bumper. He had to go up a bit on his toes to get his cock to lie on the bed.

“It’s hot,” he complained, but she began fanning her hand in quick flashes up and down his shaft, her thumb pad circling the supple flesh around his spit-slick pee hole. He groaned again, eyes closing, supporting his weight on his hands, curled on the edge of the Barracuda’s trunk. “I want to see you come,” she told him. It had been a long time since she’d been with a real live man besides Mike and watched them come. There was a sense of sexual victory and accomplishment making a man come. A profound and fundamental feeling that set a lot of crooked things in her psyche straight and aligned. Her other hand was squished between her thighs while she squeezed her little lady and tried getting those silvery lines that traced right through her heart and flashed light behind her eyes as it brought her close to her own orgasm. Within seconds of playing with Pete’s gorgeous cock—that should be shoved deep inside her right now if it were up to her—and squeezing her pussy she felt the edge of another orgasm racing up from her core. Her legs started to shake, and she began squeaking and gasping. Pete began roaring, hearing her come sounds. His balls were ready to burst.

And just when she thought she was right where she wanted to be and things couldn’t get any better, Mike was close behind her, his hot naked cock sliding on her inner thigh. His finger hooked through the teeny crotch of her shorts and tugged them to the side. She went on her toes and shoved her ass back. Mike’s fingers slid through her hot gash, and the orgasm began in slow waves. She began to warble sexual cries thick with the hunger for dick.

Mike’s dick slid into her all the way, and the orgasmic fireworks began. Her pussy overflowed, and her hot juice trickled down her inner thighs. She went knock-kneed and weak and whimpered as the orgasm rumbled through her.


five


Now this was the official kickoff of their road trip adventure. Sun shining down hot and bright, they were outdoors. They’d lured a cop into sin. Mike’s cock was balls deep into Millie’s gushing snatch, and good God she had a tight grip on him. He pounded her from behind. Pete was going to pop at any second, Millie’s fingers slip-fanning up and down his cock’s topside, her thumb teasing the tip. Pete was humping the back of the Hemi while Millie pleasured him. The old Barracuda was rocking, leaf springs creaking, the hydraulic shocks swaying the car’s rump like an eager girl who wanted it and was getting it real good. Just like his Millie. Coming already. Making her sex sounds, her squeaks and cries and breathy encouragement. She was right, though. It turned out Pete would have been a great first fuck. He was a nice guy, cute and with a good body. Not very tall, and Millie liked tall men, but Pete had a beefy dick that Millie was going gaga over. They should have traveled with condoms in the car. They’d thought they’d get what they were looking for, kicking off their adventure in Florida at The Hedonista, but Pete caught them off guard and unprepared. They’d still make the best of it.

Pete began an animal grunting, and even though Millie was mid-orgasm, she was tuned in to Pete, and her hand went faster, and she urged Pete, saying, “Come, come, I want to see you come.”

Pete’s fat cock was leaving a sheen on the back of the ‘Cuda. Millie’s hand was slick and shiny with her saliva and Pete’s lubrication. Mike drove deep into Millie and lifted her ass, pinning her thighs and hips to the rocking car. Millie loved it and cried out a wonderful sound. He curled over her back so he could get close to her ear, saying, “We’re really doing it, baby, we’re really doing it.” He humped his buried cock, could feel her backstop cervix bumping his cock tip the way she’d bent and hunched like this. And Millie mewled sounds of affirmation, acknowledging they were indeed doing the exact thing they’d fantasized about.

“We’re going to christen the Barracuda,” he grunted.

Millie gasped and squeaked, nodding, eyes glued to the tip of Pete’s penis, waiting with excitement to see Pete spew his seed. “Yeah, oh yeah, Mike, mm, ah . . . ”

“I’m going to pop my champagne deep inside you,” he growled.

Millie swooned at his dirty words, another orgasm rolling through her. When she came, she came a lot. She went in and out of orgasms like a person suffering from some undiagnosed syndrome; she succumbed to them, passed out from them sometimes, sometimes rode out a mild orgasm for fifteen minutes straight. She was a lucky woman.

Pete’s animal sounds became a fierce rumbling roar from his barrel chest. He humped hard int the back of the ‘Cuda, stabbing his cock forward under Millie’s feathering fingers. Millie didn’t stop the slick fanning, but cleared her thumb from Pete’s tight porthole so she wouldn’t stop his semen’s path. Millie loved ejaculations. She’d masturbate to porn reels that were just scene after scene of men jerking off and ejaculating, working her tender pussy over for a half hour.

At last, Pete erupted. His sound was loud and guttural, and when he ejaculated, Millie’s tight pussy clamped down hard on Mike’s member, her whole body tightening like it was her shooting off. Pete had a saved load with tremendous volume. He shot line after line of white ropes up the trunk lid and even sent some into the back seat of the convertible. Millie cooed and sighed and groaned at the lurid sight of this stranger to them blowing his load under her administration. Each forceful jet came with a roar, the roar ebbing in volume in sync with the ebbing volume of his spurts. Millie fanned and pleasured Pete’s cock while he orgasmed. Pete’s face had gone as red and bloated as his fat cock. The veins stood out in his temples and neck as this hot woman made him come. She’d sucked him and fondled him, brought him to an overwhelming orgasm that had him sagging against the Barracuda now as vitality drained from him.

The scene was absolute degenerate heaven. This was their dirty talk come to life. Their darkest spoken fantasies materialized right before their eyes. It was like a dream. He was leaking inside her. And she was overflowing. Millie gripped Pete’s cock and squeezed it, watching semen drool from the tip. She hissed, “I want his cock so bad. I want him to fuck me, baby.”

“Next time, huh, Millie,” he panted, feeling the tingle that signaled semen engagement. Blastoff was imminent.

“I want this cock, baby, God, look at it. Let him put it in me. Let him slide it in.”

“No way, huh, hah, lol-lollipop.”

“Ooh baby, Pete’s fat cock would feel so, so good.” Pete’s glazed eyes rolled back as Millie tried to stroke some new life into his flagging sausage.

And now with Millie’s dirtiest of words in his ears and the thought of allowing this man to step in and ram home his fat semen-covered cock into Millie’s juicy snatch set Mike off. He stabbed deep into her as he began shooting. He sent rope after rope into her, and Millie reacted to each one with delight. As much as she loved watching semen shoot out, she also loved getting a big load ejaculated inside her. And Mike flooded her with the same volume produced from Pete’s giant bollocks—at least it felt like it.

But just as he thought he’d hit the highest peak, he saw Millie’s free hand tracing fingertips through the semen Pete had blasted up the trunk. Millie’s finger pads tracing lines and swirls through another man’s pearly sexual product. Mike roared like Pete, and his cock swelled inside Millie as he began twitching and ejaculating more and more.

Their kickoff had been even greater than he could even imagine. He’d been so anxious about what they’d find at The Hedonista, but this scenario just fell into their lap. He lay panting on his horny wife’s back, his breaths fluffing up tendrils of stray Millie mane, her blonde locks bouncing with his heaving huffs. Millie shivered and jolted, still coming herself—or maybe right on the edge and needing more encouragement. He pulled his cock out of her and brought his hands to her front, going to her tummy and unbuttoning her jean shorts. He stumbled back, taking her shorts and pulling them down her bare ass. He called for Pete, and Pete looked up heavy-lidded, the rosy bloom beginning to fade from his face.

“Come see,” Mike said. There was a strong urge for someone else to witness the amazing sight he saw. Pete pulled his cock away from Millie’s grip, shuffling rearward, his deflated cock hanging heavy between his thighs, as big as when he was hard and upright and ready, but now sagging and shining. It looked massive. Millie watched it, too. Her lips parted.

Exhibitionism was another of Millie’s kinks. One they hadn’t explored too much. Sometimes she wore loose shorts when they had company and went without underwear, hoping one of his buddies might get a flash of her pussy.

As Pete came around with a strange look of concern, not knowing what could be back here that Mike needed him to see. Mike showed him.

“Look at her pussy. Look how sweet it is.” Millie made wicked sounds of sweet excitement in her throat. Watching over her shoulder, with her thumb she’d used to stroke Pete’s cock head running over the line of her lower teeth. The sight tightened Mike’s belly.

Pete looked. Pete saw. Pete the cop got to see Millie’s most secret part. Her pussy was waxed bald. A perfectly smooth mound and a pale pink gash with bright and shining labia in a tender ruffle. His huge load seeped from her vagina, a long trail rolling out and pulled to the hot ground by gravity. Drip, drip, drip.

Pete looked at Millie, and Mike could sense her sex drive ramming the stick shift through to the next gear. She went higher on her toes, her calves flexing, her ass rising, her cheeks spreading wider.

Pete said, “I’ve never seen one in sunlight.”

“Yeah? Have you ever seen a prettier one?”

Pete shook his head no, dumbfounded. There was no way he’d ever seen a hotter snatch than Millie Seabrook’s. Millie’s thighs trembled. Mike smiled. He said to Pete, “She’d come if you spanked her right now.” Millie gasped and bit her lips, then swayed her bottom while his semen still slithered from her insides and dripped into her pulled-down shorts.

Pete was still come-woozy, not sure of himself but still turned on. Mike urged him again, telling him, “Spank her ass, Pete. Spank her ass and her pussy.”

Millie heard him and drew in a sharp intake of air, then groaned with extreme sexual frustration.

“Spank her, Pete. I swear you’ll make her come.” He drew with the tip of his index finger a circle on his wife’s turned-up rump, right around her cheeks, the counterpoint being her soaking wet pussy and her tiny squeaky-clean butthole. At his touch, Millie mewled again, and her legs quivered.

Pete drew his hand back and brought it across Millie’s bottom and pussy with a gentleman’s slap. Millie squealed and arched her back. Mike told him to do it harder, and the next time Pete brought his hand back further, then swatted Millie’s bottom and snatch with a loud wet smack. Millie squealed, and her knees slapped together as her torso twisted on the Hemi’s trunk.

Mike said, “Look at that, she’s coming again. My wife’s like a cat in heat.” He right-faced Pete. “Finger her.”

“Yeah?”

“Two fingers, Pete. Fuck my hot-ass wife with two fingers. She’ll fucking love it.”

Pete’s jaw trembled. Mike looked down to see that fat hog lifting up again. Millie had that effect. He got into place but hesitated to touch her pussy even though Millie needed it so bad.

“Do it, Pete. Fuck her with two fingers. Get my wife off, please. She needs it right now.”

When Pete’s fingers slipped over Millie’s pussy, Millie almost collapsed. Her body went lifeless for a fraction of a second before she steadied herself again. She was still in orgasm, but you could always take her a little higher. Pete slipped his two big fingers along her opening, teasing her pussy’s opening. He said, “Are you sure?”

Millie begged him. “Oh please, yes, please, please . . . ” Her ass lifted higher.

Pete said, “You didn’t want me to earlier.”

“That was earlier,” Millie gasped, pushing her pussy toward Pete’s touch. “Please, please, oh god, please.”

Pete sunk his two middle fingers into Millie, and she moaned a long sound of exquisite relief. Her pussy gripped Pete’s fingers, her aperture shining with wet and a good fucking and Mike’s own draining load. Pete eased them in and out and watched Millie react. Watched her head thrash, her long hair slashing the yellow paint, her back arching, making sounds of female pleasure no other woman could make. Pete’s cock was upright again, hard and thick and only a few inches from Millie’s pussy.

Mike’s cock also went upright again in a few heartbeats seeing another man’s manhood so close to his wife’s entry.


six


While Pete ravaged Millie with two middle fingers, he also began pressing the belly of his naked erection against Millie’s butt cheek. Millie felt it and loved it. She pushed herself back against it. She begged for it. She rationalized, and she pleaded with Mike, but Mike stayed firm.

He said, “You can’t have it, Millie.”

And she said, “But I want it.”

And he said, “We need condoms.”

And Millie said, “Mike, I need it. I need it so, so bad, baby.”

And when he denied her again, she mewled and complained.

Mike said to Pete, “Faster.” As Pete fingered Millie faster, Mike said, “Harder.”

At least this got Millie distracted for a minute. She flattened her chest on the trunk lid, her chin and cheek very near where Pete had sent his load. Her pussy squelched and gushed as Mike fingered her. She shook and quivered and bucked, like going over orgasmic speed bumps at a high rate of speed. But Mike saw Pete’s frustration grow. His cheeks had reddened again, and his suntanned skin shone with sweat. And that fat thing of his still poked Millie in the butt cheek hard as it was a few minutes ago.

Then Pete buckled, like his sex drive had become entwined with Millie’s, which was always a great problem. Mike knew the feeling. Millie’s sex drive was a massive dynamo, and once you got it going, it was hard to get it to stop until she was satiated. But seeing her in such distress and need spiraled your own sex drive up to where you hadn’t anticipated. It could overpower you.

Pete had slowed, gritting his teeth and lurching forward like he was fighting the urge to fuck Millie. And boy, if he wanted to start doing it, what could Mike really do to stop it? This guy was an officer of the law, a bona fide state trooper, and Mike couldn’t do a thing to prevent it from happening.

Pete humped his cock against Millie’s butt cheek, and in the diminished sexual thrusting, Millie responded by shoving her butt back, grinding Pete’s cock up into Pete’s belly. She told him to put it inside her. “Fuck me with it.”

Mike said to Pete, “You gotta get her off, man.”

And Pete hissed, “I’m trying,” through those gritted teeth.

Millie slipped her arms behind her back, crisscrossing her wrists above her tailbone. “Cuff me,” she said. “Handcuff me and fuck me with that thick cock.”

Pete growled, zipped his fingers up and down Millie’s opening, swirling them around her clitoris and getting Millie shaking again. She demanded once more to be cuffed.

“I can’t,” Pete grunted. “It’s against protocol.”

Millie shouted to the sky, “What do I have to do to get cuffed?”

Pete grabbed Millie’s hips and pulled her to his with sudden force.

Mike drew a sharp intake of breath, thinking Pete had shoved his beefy member inside Millie—but he hadn’t. He’d only humped the belly up her wet pink stripe. The fat cock-head pointed up above her ass.

Millie began to twerk, jerking her ass up and down, humping her pussy on the belly of Pete’s cock. She begged him again to cuff her. “I’m so bad,” she said. “Can’t you see how bad I am?”

Mike grabbed his own erection and squeezed it, feeling like the whole scene was getting out of hand and his heart was going to burst right out of his chest. He’d never been more sexually aroused.

Millie had turned both of them, Mike and this stranger cop, into sex devils. Wound up their greasy motors so their revs were in the red zone.

He leaned against the Barracuda’s tail, watching as Pete humped his cock against Millie’s pussy and Millie begged him again and again to put it in her. Her arms still crossed at her back, wanting this man to handcuff her and pound the shit out of her pussy with his thick member.

The Barracuda was rocking again, and this time when Pete came, the volume was less than half of the first time, just a few spurts that splattered on Millie’s wrists and on the tops of her ass cheeks. Millie felt it and loved it, cooing and writhing, mashing her pussy into Pete’s extra-large balls, while Pete screwed the belly of his cock as hard as he could into that slick space between Millie’s thighs.

But now, as Pete slowed, Millie grew more frustrated, not getting what she needed, uncrossing her wrists and bracing her weight against the Hemi, pushing herself back into Pete’s hips, saying, “Please, please do it. I need it.”

Pete staggered back, his pants around his ankles, his holster sagging on his hip, cock wagging side to side and flinging strings of semen to the sun-baked gravel.

Mike stepped in again and took Millie from behind the way she’d wanted Pete to do it, getting his off-the-rack rod inside her wet pussy and pounding and pounding into her while Pete watched dumbly.
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It would have to do.

Millie wasn’t sated, but she was subdued. She’d made both of them come twice, and it still wasn’t enough for her sex drive. But the begging had ceased, and the pleading had stopped.

While she was still bent on the trunk, Mike stooped and grabbed her shorts that had fallen to her ankles, drew them up her long legs, and shimmied them into place. He reached around her front and snapped the button closed and drew up the zipper.

Millie pressed her butt back into him, and Mike said in her ear, “That’s all I got, baby.” He was exhausted. Millie reached back and patted his cheek. Mike flinched, fearing Pete’s semen was on her hands, and Millie laughed.

She turned around and put her elbows on the trunk lid and regarded him with her steeliest gaze, sultry and hot, but still flinty, defiant and bratty. She said, “I guess it’ll have to do.”

Pete still leaned on the side of the Hemi, watching Millie, watching this sex-crazed supermodel with some kind of awe. Yes, Millie was a rare breed.

And she was all Mike’s. He had the ring on her finger to prove it.

Mike said, “It’ll have to do till we get to Florida,” stepped closer to her and grabbed between her legs over her denim short-shorts.

Millie’s eyes rolled back, and her knees went soft for a second. She sagged against his touch, and with his hand on her crotch, he lifted her back to stand. She folded against him, and he rubbed two fingers where her clitoris should be. “I think you should get in the car,” he said.

Millie climbed her way back up his body to look in his eyes. She said aside to Pete, “How long is your break?”

Pete was pulling up his pants now, trying to get his half-hard hog into his underwear and his trooper pants zipped up. He said, “I’m probably already fired.”

Millie was concerned, and she looked at him with sympathy. “What do you mean?”

Pete stood up straighter. “I’m kidding, but I turned my radio off. I shouldn’t have done that.” He switched the radio dial over and listened to some chatter for a second, then shrugged. “I really have to get back to work,” he said.

Millie looked down at the fat hump of his sideways dick pressing out the front of his pants, slunk against him and ran her hand along its columnar shape. “Maybe we’ll see you later,” she said, biting her lower lip, rubbing one knee against the other, totally trying to convince Pete to whip it out again so she could try to trick him into putting it inside her.

Mike put a hand between them. “That’s enough, Millie, Pete—we don’t want to get you in trouble.”

Pete stepped away from Millie, adjusting the front of his pants. There was a magnetic pull between them, driven by strong sexual forces. Millie had that effect.

Pete drew a deep breath and let it out. He said, “If you’re coming back through here, you don’t have to go topless to get my attention.” He put two fingers in his pocket and produced a business card. He said, “Text me. Don’t write anything dirty, just tell me you’re coming through.”

Millie took the card and read it, almost purring. She said, “We’ll text you for sure.”

Pete said, “And I’ll have condoms.”

Millie bit her lower lip again, and Mike had to put his arm around her waist to stop her from slinking over to Pete and trying to seduce him once more.

“Next time, Millie,” Mike said. “Next time.”

They all stared at each other for a weird and awkward moment, Millie smiling, still aroused, still horny as hell. Pete looked uneasy. If Mike let go of Millie, he was sure Millie would convince Pete to hop in the backseat with her, maybe even convince him to cuff her and put her in the back of the cruiser, bend her over and give her that big thing she wanted.

“Take care, Pete,” he said.

Millie said, “Maybe we’ll see you again.”

Pete nodded, smiled at Millie, then shook his head with some comical disbelief. He turned and headed back to his cruiser.

Mike went to the back of the Barracuda and popped the trunk. He fished through their suitcases and found a clean towel, rolled like a sleeping bag. He shook it out and guided Millie to turn around. She still was standing topless with just her shorts and canvas sneakers on. He wiped the semen off the small of her back, then took her wrists behind her and cleaned them as well. Millie was compliant, but still zipped with sexual energy, bouncing on her toes. He thought about getting one of her toys out of the trunk so she could play with herself while they drove into Florida, but then thought about getting pulled over again and how embarrassing that would be, his wife with a blue dildo the size of her forearm. He tossed the towel in the trunk and closed it again, then ran his fingers where Pete’s cop belt and equipment had left black marks on the Hemi’s yellow paint. He scratched with a thumbnail, relieved that it would come off with some buffing.

They’d have to get a car wash, though, to get rid of the semen streaks and sex-greased fingerprints.

Millie darted off from the Barracuda in a hurry, and Mike tried to grab her but missed. She turned as she skipped backwards, saying, “I’m not gonna do anything, I’m not gonna do anything,” showing Mike her hands like he was the cop and he had her at gunpoint.

Behind Millie, he saw that Pete the cop hadn’t gone all the way to his cruiser. He was standing off in the bushes by the cruiser’s grille, and it looked like he was urinating.
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Pete had his back to her, lost in thought, under the shade of the thicket by the edge of the gravel clearing where he took his break. On kitty-cat feet, she trotted the rest of the way without Pete hearing her, his urine splashing the ground and the rocks between his legs.

She hunched low, snaked her arm to Pete’s side and grabbed his pistol.


seven


Pete jumped, and Millie laughed while his half-hard penis scattered urine in a wild zigzag, spraying up in the air and left and right.

“You scared the shit out of me,” he said, relaxing.

“You don’t mind if I hold it while you tinkle?”

Pete said he didn’t, and she explained, “I hold Mike’s all the time if we’re in the bathroom together, and he needs to pee. I can feel the urine rumbling through it.”

“Yeah?”

“Don’t you feel it when you hold it?”

“I guess,” Pete said, eyes turned down to watch this crazy girl’s pretty hand cradling his hefty dong.

She said, “I just like holding a man’s dick while he pees. Especially after sex, when it’s still all beefed up like yours is.” She held Pete’s penis cradled in two fingers, thumb up top. He wasn’t soft yet, and a dick like that was fun to play with. She wiggled it and waggled it, making the pee spritz and dance. Then she said, “You’re getting thicker.”

“You’re holding it for me.”

She said, “Think of baseball or something. This isn’t for you; it’s for me.” His cock looked sexy hanging out the front of his uniform pants. “Or if Mike isn’t looking, maybe you and I’ll run into the bushes for some more fun.”

“You really never stop?”

She laughed and watched his urine stream begin to fade. She said, “Why stop when you’re having so much fun?”

“Sometimes you gotta rest, I guess.”

“Not me,” she said. “I guess a guy can run out of juice, if you know what I’m saying.”

Pete closed his eyes and drew a deep inhale while she squeezed the last drops out of his pecker, working from base to glans in squeezing stretches. When she figured he was dry, she shook it around and beat it side to side against his pants, then pushed it back through his fly, tucked it into his underwear, snugged it up, then drew the zipper closed. She patted his bulge. “You ran out of juice?”

“If I wasn’t on my break, I could do a lot better.”

She chuckled and stepped back, crossing her arms and admiring this short cop with the nice eyes and the hefty dick; a nice guy in a wild position today.

She said, “With those big balls I thought for sure you were going to shoot a half gallon all over the Barracuda.”

“Sometimes I do,” he said and chuckled in a way that made her think of high school.

“Oh, I see,” she said. “So, sometimes you shoot a firehose load. Were you jerking off in your cruiser overnight?”

“No. No, I wasn’t.”

“You can tell me. There’s no shame.”

Pete grunted. “I’d tell you if it was true.”

“Well, if you were going to jerk it, now you don’t need to.”

“You certainly took care of me.”

She smiled. “I’m good at what I do.”

Pete’s smile matched hers, and it was a nice moment. Until Mike’s smile faded. She asked him what was wrong.

“Do you have a, uh, a syndrome or something?”

“What do you mean? Because of my sex drive? How rude.” She put on a cute mask of meanness to let him know she was only kidding.

“It’s just Mike made it sound like this is an ongoing problem or something.”

“Mike exaggerates. It’s not a problem. There’s nothing wrong with me. Now, my daddy would say otherwise, and that’s why I left home, but . . . ”

Mike regarded her more seriously. “I don’t think there’s a single thing wrong with you.”

“Thanks, Pete. I just like sex. A lot. It feels so amazing. It’s fun. I think my lady parts were made a little extra-sensitive, is all.”

“Mike’s not enough for you?”

“Mike’s my world, Officer Pete. He’s everything.”

“He’s a lucky guy.”

“Believe me, Mike knows it. But I’m lucky, too.”

Pete looked at his cruiser. “I gotta get back on the road, Millie, but . . . you let me know you’re coming through again, and I’ll make sure I show you what I can do.”

“I bet you would,” she said, narrowing her eyes and swaying her hips.

“We don’t have to do it out in the open. I’ve got a house . . . “

“With a bedroom,” she said and winked.

He started toward his cruiser, knowing he didn’t have the best game when it came to dirty talk. He was timid and unsure of himself—though he didn’t need to be. It was kind of a sweet combination. He turned back and looked at her, then over at the Barracuda, and at Mike getting into the driver’s seat, Mike relieved he didn’t have to trot over and escort his wife back to the car and leave this poor cop’s dick alone. It was like Pete was memorializing this strange event that had occurred in his life, the best thing that ever happened to him coming out of the blue.

He said, “You guys just a couple of rich kids out enjoying the road?”

“We’re not rich kids, Officer Pete. But we did come into some money.”

“Oh wow,” Pete said, raising his brows. “Like an inheritance?”

“It’s a long story. Maybe I’ll tell it to you if we come through this part of your lovely state again.”
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The Hemi grumbled to life, heat-soaked and irritated, the starter dragging for two slow cranks before the engine caught with a thick, chest-deep whomp. The idle settled into that heavy lope now, warmed through, smelling of fuel vapor and hot oil. Heat shimmered off the shaker hood. Even the shifter was warm when he wrapped his hand around the pistol grip. A warm Hemi was sharper, meaner. Dangerous. Southern summer sun only made it angrier. He’d woken it from a nap it was enjoying. The passenger door opened, and Millie hopped in, plunked herself down on the hot vinyl seat next to him.

He said, “You all good?”

She gave him a surly (but cute) look, meaning he knew very well she wasn’t good. She lifted her drink from where she’d squeezed the plastic bottle in between the seat and the console. She twisted off the cap and took a long swig of her peach Nehi, swished it around and leaned out the gap in the open door and spat it out. She sat back, closed the door and this time when she tipped it up and drank, she swallowed.

He drew the shifter into neutral and gave the throttle a quick snap. The engine snarled a hard, metallic bark that rolled the whole chassis on its mounts. The shaker hood twitched sideways, then settled, vibrating in place like it was straining against a leash.

Millie’s head thrashed forward, and she covered her mouth like she was going to spurt Nehi everywhere. She showed him her wild eyes, shot wide.

He goosed the pedal again, and the motor roared.

Millie swallowed what she had in her mouth and arched her back, forcing her pussy into the rumbling vinyl seat.

He gave her some gas. She loved it.

Each stab of the gas twisted the car slightly to the right, the torque yanking the frame, making the driver’s door creak just a little on its hinge. The mirrors blurred with thunderous vibration. The steering wheel trembled under his hand. The rearview quivered.

Millie’s long thighs bowed in and out as she got off on the car’s thundering power, her laughing face turned up to the sky.

The idle fell back into that heavy, uneven lope—but the whole car was awake now, shuddering with the leftover pulses. He gave it one more rev—longer this time. Held it at two, maybe three grand. The vibration deepened, thrumming up through the seats, into his own spine, a bone-level buzz that felt like standing near a freight train.

Millie’s lips parted as she reveled in what the Barracuda could do to her. Hot exhaust kicked against the pavement behind them, coughing out a sharp fuel smell. Millie rocked and laughed, riding out the good feelings.

He let the throttle drop. The engine fell back to its lumpy idle, shaking with that slow, angry heartbeat.

“Oh my god, I love this car,” Millie laughed in a long exhale.

Mike moved his hand from the Hurst onto Millie’s knee. She jumped at his touch as if she were ticklish. He stroked the flesh of her inner thigh, and she looked like she would faint.

He put his hand back on the shifter, laughing to himself at his wife’s sexual agony. Millie brought her legs together and flexed them, her whole body tightening, biting her own lips and snuffling laughter through her nostrils.

He said, “You’re just going to edge yourself until we get to the resort.”

Millie groaned, stretching her back, trying to relax. Her legs parted, and she cupped a hand over her crotch, squeezing herself through the cut-offs. “How far?”

“About four hours,” he said.

She groaned. Then something occurred to her. She said, “We have to stop for condoms, okay?”

“I don’t plan on getting pulled over again, Millie,” he said.

“We’re stopping for condoms, though.”

“Yeah-yeah. When we get gas.”

He watched in the rearview as Pete’s cruiser pulled forward, looped around to head out. He lifted his hand to wave. Millie turned in her seat and showed a theatrical farewell that Mike was sure Pete loved. She sat back down, her hand going between her thighs again. She said, “He wanted to know where we got the money.”

“What did you tell him?”

“Nothing.”

He smiled at her profile, and she turned her beautiful face to regard him. “What?”

“Did you have fun?”

She didn’t look away, stayed connected. She blubbered her lips, exhaling. “Yeah. Did you?”

“Best thing I’ve ever seen.”

They just smiled at each other. Nothing had to be said. He didn’t regret their choice. He loved it, wild as it might seem. Watching Millie get down with another man sparked little jealousy. Nothing he couldn’t handle. He loved watching her. He loved watching her get what she needed. Today was the first step in their sexual journey, and they’d come out of it pretty good. Millie got crazy, and Mike kept her in bounds for her own safety. They’d had great sex with a pretty good guy.

He said, “I’ll stop for condoms before we get gas.”

She cupped his cheek and told him she loved him, and he told her the same back.

Then he wrenched the stubborn wheel left, hard, and mashed the clutch, snapping the shifter into second before the tires even finished thinking about grip. The back end let go—exactly the way he wanted it to—gravel exploding in a white arc as the big Hemi roared awake. The car swung around in a perfect, stupid, glorious 180, the nose pointing the opposite way in the space of a heartbeat. Dust rose around them like smoke.

Millie’s gasp—God, he felt that in his chest. Felt the thrill run through her, and then into him.

Before the dust even settled, he feathered the throttle, then gave the engine a real push. The Barracuda leapt forward, all torque and fury, the collapsed top rattling behind them as the rear tires clawed for traction. A spray of gravel chased them down Officer Pete’s secret break road. The steering wheel trembled under his hands, alive, eager, dangerous. Millie grabbed his arm and cheered.

He kept on the throttle a second longer than he should’ve, just to hear Millie squeal again.
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