
        
            
                
            
        

    
Table of Contents

From the Authors 

On fantasy vs. reality

Shared on the Scenic Route

Also From Kumquat Publishing

About Raven Merlot


Copyright © 2025 by Kumquat Publishing

All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the publisher except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

Printed in the United States of America

Kumquat Publishing 

PO Box 350457

Westminster CO 80035-0457


From the Authors

On fantasy vs. reality

Hello friends! Thank you so much for downloading this book. We had so much fun writing it. 

In our blogs and newsletters we make clear that the Kumquat Publishing writers are actual kinky perverts. However, we want it to be known that the stories which follow aren't instruction manuals on how to have a BDSM relationship or experience. 

In our stories people deceive each other, they drink alcohol before engaging in kink activities, they don't always make their expectations clear, they don't have safe sex, and sometimes don't consent to every activity that occurs. We write the stories this way because we think it makes them more interesting. These stories are for fun. In healthy relationships communication, consent, and trust are paramount. 

We would love for you to get inspired by the stories and have wonderful and safe adventures of your own, but please make sure you are conducting yourselves honestly, transparently, and with the full consent of everyone involved. Please look up concepts like Risk Aware Consensual Kink (RACK) or Safe, Sane, and Consensual (SSC) or consider attending live classes before engaging in risky behaviors.


Shared on the Scenic Route

By Raven Merlot and Christi Cabernet

“It feels like it goes on forever out here, huh?” Charlie glanced sideways at his wife, Lori, who had her feet up on the dashboard and her focus out the window. “I love how everything stretches on, and you can see for miles, but I don’t think I could ever live anywhere so flat.”

Lori shrugged. “I’m not particularly interested in mountains, but anything would be better than all this farmland.”

Charlie smiled in a way that made her think he was about to reach over and grab her breasts, saying something about her ample mountains, or some other juvenile shit like that. Instead, he kept both hands on the wheel and both eyes on the road. She knew he was thinking it, but maybe he had taken her suggestion into consideration. The other day, she had told him to stop being so immature, to stop acting like a teenager who couldn’t control himself. They were already doing everything he wanted to do—taking a road trip through the heartland, spending ten days crammed into a car with Charlie repeating, “it’s the journey, not the destination, that matters.”

Lori didn’t care about the journey. What she wanted was to be somewhere, anywhere. In one place. She was the first person to admit she was a homebody, or at the least someone who didn’t understand the appeal of trying to stay on the road until the wee hours of the morning then hoping there was an open room available at the many seedy motels they passed on I-80. Once she was able to convince Charlie to stop for dinner, she would start in on the crazy idea of them getting off the interstate and finding a nice place to stay, a place with a pool and room service and maybe a jacuzzi tub that was deep enough for her to submerge herself up to her eyes like a hippopotamus sinking into mud.

But Charlie always had the same answer, a variation on a theme tweaked to fit the current day’s trek. “I was hoping to get a few more hours under our belts before we stopped for the night,” or her favorite one, “We can’t stop yet. It’s hardly even dark.”

The only upside was that Lori didn’t have to drive. She wasn’t a lover of driving the way Charlie was. It wasn’t that it made her nervous or that she was uncomfortable piloting a vehicle as powerful as their affordable, Japanese engineered sedan; she just saw driving as a chore rather than a diversion. She would have had the same reaction if Charlie told her they were going to spend their vacation doing laundry.

So, Charlie drove, and she napped and read and stared out the window, increasingly angry that Charlie hadn’t had the decency to plan a road trip through winding mountains, across the scenic rippling coastline, into swamps and forests that sat in the shadows of metropolises. He had to pick the straight line of I-80, a slash of black tar that ran from one boring spot to another with the promise of landing in California. Not that they were even going as far as that. Not that they were going to see anything other than cornfields and spires of mountains in the distance. She still wouldn’t have cared about the journey over the destination, but at least the journey would have some visual panache to it. She was beginning to suspect that Charlie liked the hypnotic quality of the long stretches of open road.

They sped forever without having to think of turning, slowing down, making any decisions. It was open and clear for as far as they both could see. If nothing else, that was the part of this that Lori understood. She didn’t want to have to make decisions, either. That was why she wanted to be in one spot, with everything she would possibly need right within her reach. Charlie sometimes called her a hedonist, which was a label that never fit her well. Not in her opinion, at least. She was satiated too fast to be a hedonist. Wanting everything at her fingertips didn’t necessarily mean she wanted all of it all the time.

“I wish you had picked a place that had more to look at than corn,” Lori complained. She wriggled in her seat, the pins and needles sensation of numbness starting to spread up her back and down her legs. “Maybe a coastal drive. Somewhere pretty.”

Charlie smirked for the millionth time that day. “Look who cares about the journey now.”

Lori contained herself from rolling her eyes. It was a known fact between them that they could both be immature in their own ways. For Lori, it was her tendency to get sulky and snotty, like a teenager who was recently told no. When Charlie acted like he was the adult one in the relationship, Lori had a bad habit of proving him right.

“I still don’t care about the journey,” she said, crossing and uncrossing her legs in a desperate bid to get comfortable. “I’d prefer something interesting to look at, is all.”

She regretted that she had talked Charlie out of camping in the desert or white water rafting through the rambunctious rapids of Tennessee. At the time, a road trip through the heartland with the promise of ending in California sounded like it required the least amount of effort on her part. Now she wished she was terrified of drowning, dying of heat stroke, any other mishap that could possibly end this all in one fell stroke. Boredom never bothered her quite the way it did when the only thing she could do was sit in one spot and stare.

“How about this for a compromise?” Charlie asked without taking his eyes off the road. “We’ll find a nice place to stay tonight. Have a full fancy dinner and take our time tomorrow morning.”

“God, tell me you mean it.”

“I do. That’s the whole point of a road trip: no schedule and no plans.”

Charlie spoke often of the childhood road trips that he had taken with his family, so Lori knew full well that that had not been the case. Back then, they had to cover a certain amount of miles in a day, and they had a list of sites they were going to see. She thanked her lucky stars that, whatever flaws Charlie did have, being insufferable about timing on a road trip was not one of them.

He got off of I-80, the signs along the interstate beginning to show a town name accompanied by all the little symbols that Lori had begun to look to like the north star. A place to sleep, a place to eat, a toilet to use that didn’t have a key attached to a hunk of wood as the way to get into it. She only hoped that Charlie’s idea of somewhere nice would match up with her own, though she was prepared to pitch a fit if it wasn’t. She had no illusions of being any more mature than her husband by that point.

“I want to take a long hot shower, and then maybe a long hot bath, and then sleep until I’m dead,” Lori muttered as they coasted along the surface road just off the interstate and turned onto the street that would lead them into town.

“Well, you certainly get points for the melodrama.”

It wasn’t quite dark yet, the late twilight of peak summer turning the days deep and endless. Lori usually loved how long it stayed light during the season, but the last few days were testing her. At least, if it was getting dark by six in the evening, she could convince Charlie that it was too late to still be on the road, and she might be able to get more time in bed. She was getting cramped and tired of sleeping in the car as Charlie sped through the blackness and raved about this being the perfect hour for driving. They had been seeing sunsets from the interstate since this trip had started. Seeing one blooming over a small town in a kaleidoscope of back-lit clouds brightened Lori’s sour mood.

“This entire place looks so pretty,” she said softly as they slowed down to enter the town limits. “It’s glowing.”

“See? That’s the beauty of a road trip—you never know where you’re going to end up.”

One of the largest buildings on the main street of the town was a big brick construction with an old-fashioned sign reading “Lanford Hotel.” The sign looked to Lori like something that had been put up a million years back when the place had been brand new and considered exceptionally fancy. Clearly, it’s halcyon days were behind it, and the sign had fallen into a bit of disrepair. There were large gaps on most of the letters where the panels had dropped off and never been fixed. Still, Lori could see linen curtains in the windows and the well-lit lobby furnished in dark wood and leather.

“Now this is my speed,” she said as they parked in the mostly empty parking lot alongside the building and started toward the lobby.

“Yeah, plus it’s got way more character than a Motel 6.”

Lori rolled her eyes and hoped she was facing enough away from her husband that he didn’t see her do it. The only thing that could yank Charlie off his ferocious driving schedule was the promise of character. And local color. He was fast to use silly old idioms when they were in small towns. Lori told him it made him seem like a weirdo, but he thought it was charming. In the end, they agreed to disagree.

The lobby was even more impressive in person. Lori was struck by its tasteful decorating and classic design. Whenever and whomever had built this place had a perfectly executed vision in mind, a trait Lori admired. Even better than the wonderful look of it was the sleepy-eyed pretty boy working behind the counter. He was reading when they walked in, his head snapping up at the sound of the bell hanging over the door.

“Welcome to the Lanford Hotel,” he said, his customer service smile slapped into place the moment he was on duty. “My name’s Mike. What can I do for you folks?”

“We’d like a room, Mike,” Lori told him before Charlie could jump in and start asking about bars and restaurants and what they absolutely needed to see before they left town.

“You don’t have a reservation, right?”

Lori sighed, pressing her lips together. “No, we don’t. Is that going to be a problem? We’re on a road trip and never really sure—”

“Where we’re going to end up,” Charlie finished for her.

“Not a problem at all. We’re pretty empty here right now.” Mike laughed. “Force of habit to ask about reservations.”

He grabbed a set of keys then led them to an old elevator, rickety and metal. All three of them fit too snugly into it, and Lori found herself pressed closer to Mike than she would have expected. He acted like he didn’t notice, talking politely about the history of the building and how it changed the flow of tourism in the area. Lori had thought it an area that didn’t command much tourism, and after listening to Mike, she realized she was right.

“When people first started with long car trips though”—Mike affectionately tapped the side of the elevator—“this was the place to be.”

They got out at the top floor and walked down the long, plush hallway to a door at the far end. Mike turned the key to expose the massive room to them, huge windows gazing out over the town and that glowing sunset just reaching its curtain call.

“Are all the rooms this big?” Lori asked, standing breathless in front of the view.

“No, I upgraded you two to the honeymoon suite.” He shrugged with a laugh. “In case you wanted to have a night of romance.”

Lori wasn’t sure what possessed her to do what she did next. Maybe it was the relief of finally being somewhere fancy or maybe it was a spurt of stimulation after days of boredom. Maybe she just had a thing for polite, sleepy-eyed men. Whatever it was, she crossed to where Mike was, threw her arms around his neck, and kissed him hard on the mouth. To her surprise, Mike kissed back for a long moment then yanked away and raised his hand as if in apology.

Charlie cleared his throat; Lori heard him swallow. “Um, Lori? What—”

“I have no idea,” she answered quietly. “I truly don’t know.”

Mike closed the door and stood in front of it, staring at her as his eyes turned to wide, curious pools.

Lori shifted her attention to Charlie, who looked more surprised than anything else.

He took a trembling seat on the bed then leaned forward on his knees. “Are you interested in him?” Charlie asked, his eyebrows furrowing together as if he was studying the scenario rather than being part of it.

“I mean, he’s very handsome. I think most people would be.”

“You’re quite lovely yourself, miss,” Mike told her, and Lori felt heat burning through her cheekbones and flushed lips.

“Is this something you want?” Charlie asked.

Lori found herself nodding, struggling to wrap her head around what she was agreeing to. Was Charlie really giving her permission for this or was he shocked and appalled at the fact that this thought was even in his wife’s head?

“If Mike is interested,” she started, glancing over at him standing with his back to the door, “then I’m interested.”

Mike came toward her fast, plunging his hands into her hair and pressing his mouth to hers. Charlie moved to the high backed armchair by the window, alternating his focus from the beautiful spreading blue-black of night and to the near stranger pulling his wife’s shirt over her head.

They were naked rapidly, Mike’s erection starting to take shape between his legs. Lori’s back arched as he sucked her nipples into his mouth, tonguing them gently as his hands parted the folds of her cunt. He pushed her to the bed, pulled her legs apart, and dove headfirst into her, licking and fingering with the care and concern of a giving lover. Lori laughed to herself that he was still in customer service mode, trying to make everyone happy regardless of what they needed.

Mike made her come with his fingers and tongue then climbed on top of her, the head of his cock moving around her dripping hole. When he entered her, Lori gave a tiny sigh as if he was so large that he was stretching her open. He was perfectly average sized, and Lori had no complaints as he pounded into her and played with her nipples until the moment he stiffened up, pressing his open mouth to her throat.

“Oh my God,” he whispered, rolling off her. “I didn’t even realize how much I needed that.”

***

The next day, when they were back on the road, Lori offered to drive, and Charlie, in a more relaxed state than either of them would have thought, agreed. Despite only one of them getting laid the night before, they both had an afterglow.

“I liked seeing you like that,” Charlie told her as she drove along the endless sea of corn and brown fields. “Watching him fuck you was probably the sexiest moment of my life.”

“Should we try it again?” Lori asked, grinning puckishly.

“Maybe find a bigger man. I’d love to see you get railed by a man with a dick the size of a forearm.”

“I don’t know if I could handle that!” Lori squealed, but between her legs, she leaked happily. The size of a forearm, an appendage that big breaking her open … She shivered at the thought of it.

Lori was more inclined to stop at rest areas along the way. She pulled into one that had a small cafe with the intention of getting some coffee for them. A row of squat buildings offered showers and toilets for anyone who needed those particular facilities.

On her way to the cafe, she saw a well-built young man whose jeans supported a sizable bulge. She struck up a casual conversation as they waited for their coffees and found out that the man was driving alone to pick up a dog on the outer edges of the state.

“People get these big, expensive animals they can’t take care of,” he explained, adjusting himself unconsciously as they spoke. “Fortunately, these guys were smart enough to find someone who could.”

Lori stepped in front of him and paid for his coffee, asking him what his schedule was like as she did. The man seemed to understand what she was saying, though he balked at the sight of Charlie, the wax and paper cup in his hand crinkling as his body fought back against his fist being formed.

“We’re not freaks or anything,” Lori promised him.

Charlie nodded.

“In fact, we just found out that we like this sort of thing.”

All three of them ducked into the privacy of the nearby showers, locking the door to their little haven and hoping that no one saw them come in. Lori thought that this sort of thing had to happen often enough that, aside from being chased away, there wouldn’t be any real consequence. She had no intention of testing that theory, though. Even when she dropped to her knees to pull the man’s package from his fly. It unfurled nicely, thicker and meatier than Mike’s from the night before. She took him down her throat as Charlie had a seat on the small wooden bench situated out of the spray zone of the shower. Clothes piled up next to him.

Lori felt the water splash over her face as it ran down the man’s well-built chest and shoulders.

“You’re telling me you don’t do this all the time?” he asked, fucking Lori’s mouth gently then roughly until she gagged. “You expect me to believe that?”

“Honest to God,” Charlie said in lieu of Lori answering.

The man helped Lori to her feet then turned her around and pressed her against the wall. Their bodies slipped against each other, steam from the hot water puddling around their feet, then climbing the slick tiles where Lori’s hands pushed her weight back into his. She felt the size of him spread her open, his fingers rubbing her clit as his cock penetrated her.

“You seem really comfortable with this,” he whispered, his hips thrusting into her. “Seems like you’ve spent a lot of time getting fucked.”

Lori made eye contact with Charlie, who smiled at her. “Not fucked like this.”

Later, the water in her hair and the heat trapped in her skin turned the air inside the car humid as she sucked Charlie off. They hadn’t even bothered to move the car somewhere more private. In fact, for the first few moments of it, Charlie had told her that the man from the shower had watched it happen.

“I don’t know if I can keep it in next time,” Charlie said as he slid behind the wheel, and Lori sunk into the passenger seat with her legs splayed wide. “I hardly made it to the car without jerking it a little this time.”

“So jerk it next time.”

Lori’s whole body felt relaxed, like she was melting into the seat. She didn’t even mention to Charlie that they should stop for the night the way she normally did. By that point, she was made of liquid and passing in and out of sleep casually.

When they did stop, it was at a basic, cheap-looking motel that had a burned-out vacancy sign and a clear parking lot. A few trucks were spaced apart on the blacktop, and both of them noticed the big black guy standing next to his. He stood tall, even when leaning. His shoulders were broad and gave birth to two muscled arms.

“Holy shit, I’d love to see that,” Charlie breathed as he parked not too far away. They both wanted to get an eyeful of what this guy had to offer. “You interested?”

“How could I not be?”

Charlie went into the fluorescent lit office to get them a room while Lori chatted up the man who introduced himself as Tom.

“I stop at this place a lot,” he told her as they crossed the parking lot together. “It’s nothing special, but it’s clean and it’s cheap. Lot of truckers stay here, so sometimes we’ll have ourselves a little party. Get a pizza, some beer, play cards. Nothing special, but a good time.”

Lori briefly pictured herself at such a party, Charlie in the corner and a hoard of rough-handed men waiting their turn to lick her and toy with her and bring her to shuddering orgasm. Considering how cavalier Tom was about Lori’s invitation, she had a feeling truckers saw a thing or two in their time on the road.

“You betta close those blinds,” Tom told Charlie as he folded his shirt and pants, placing them neatly on the dresser. “What people do behind closed doors is their business, and I don’t need someone seeing what I’m up to.”

His cock was even bigger than the man in the showers, but he fucked more carefully, handling Lori’s body more lovingly. He stuck his tongue deep into her then licked along the crack of her ass, sliding the tip of his finger into her tight pucker.

“I don’t think you could fit up there,” Charlie said.

“How about it, Lori?” Tom asked, licking her asshole until it softened and smoothed. “Want to give it a shot?”

Lori got on her knees, and Tom pressed the head of his giant cock against her back hole. He pushed gently, his finger playing on her clit. Lori inhaled deeply then exhaled. She was trying not to tense up as he entered her, but it was hard not to fight the reflex. When he was halfway in, she made a whimpering noise, and Tom retracted.

“I’m sorry,” she said, still on all fours. “You’re just too big.”

“Don’t apologize for that,” Tom said, moving that slab of meat he was packing into her eager cunt. “I love fucking pussy as much as I love fucking ass.”

He was so much larger than her in general, and Charlie loved the sight of it. Tom’s big arms around Lori’s slender shoulders, his huge hands gripping and playing with her tits. He explored every inch of her body, pounded and licked her until she was beading sweat, twitching from the aftershock of each climax. When he came, he spent himself across her chest and stomach, and Lori watched in fascination as the phallus hovering over her began to shrink down. She loved how different cocks looked between hard and soft; how they went from gods of sex and dominance to little boys. Tom’s hung a bit larger than most soft ones she had seen, but nothing like it had been when they were trying to fit it inside of the tightest hole on her body.

Charlie finished onto Lori before she had the wherewithal to get to her feet. Tom was putting his clothes on as it happened, taking the moment to watch Charlie add to his mess before bidding them good night and heading out the door.

***

“We just crossed into California,” Charlie announced as they coasted past the welcoming sign. “Let’s say we get you fucked one last time before we hit our destination.”

“We hardly have a destination, Charlie,” Lori replied, but she was well onboard for the idea. They passed a forest ranger’s station and exchanged glances with each other. “I’m indifferent to a man in uniform.”

“No man’s indifferent to you, though.”

Charlie did a U-turn, and they headed back to the small cabin so close to the side of the road. Inside was only one guy. At the sight of him, Lori’s cunt soaked itself. He was about the same build as Tom, maybe a little smaller, but the shape they could see through his not so tight jeans was the biggest Lori had ever laid eyes on.

“What can I do ya for?” the park ranger asked, and Charlie went on about their road trip and the journey over the destination. The ranger nodded, welcoming them to California, as Lori came closer to the desk and leaned over it.

“How many of you guys are here?” She rested her eyes on his bulge. “Probably a couple, right?”

“Nah, just me,” the ranger said.

“Just you?”

“Yeah. Hell, I was surprised to see people come in here at all. Usually, it’s pretty boring until I need to go out and do my rounds.”

Lori and Charlie made eye contact. “Well then,” Lori said, pulling her shirt over her head. “Let’s give you something fun to do.” She had stopped putting a bra on, which Charlie loved because he could grab her tits anytime he wanted to.

The ranger’s mouth hung as wide as his eyes as she stood topless before him, inviting him to touch her if he wanted to.

“If this is what you two normally get up to,” he said as Lori came around the desk, and he cupped both her tits in his hands, “then you’re gonna fit in great in California.”

Charlie had a seat to watch as the ranger bent Lori over the desk, lifted her skirt, and eased her panties down to her knees. He licked her as he masturbated, his hand barely big enough to wrap around his shaft.

Lori was desperate to see it, to taste it, to feel it stretch her from the inside out. When she finally turned around and got a glimpse of it, she gasped audibly. “I think that might be the biggest dick I’ve ever seen.”

The ranger shrugged. “I’m pretty proud of it. Not that I had much to do with it.”

Lori got to her knees and fit the massive cock into her mouth as well as she could. She couldn’t get it down her throat like she could with the others, so she licked it a lot, dragged her tongue along the shaft, and looked up at the ranger as she did.

“I’ll bet it feels wonderful,” she said, her tongue darting into the hole at the tip. “I want to sit on that thing.”

The ranger took a seat in his desk chair, and Lori straddled his lap. Once the whole unit was inside of her, she felt it deep in her stomach, like there wasn’t enough room in her body for it. She raised and lowered onto it, her breasts bouncing in the ranger’s face. His hands supported the cheeks of her ass, squeezing them as she fucked him harder and harder and harder.

“I want to take you from behind,” he told her as she slammed down onto him.

“Then do it.”

The ranger stood up and folded Lori over the desk like he had before. He pounded into her, and her body tremored. Charlie had his erection in his fist, stroking calmly as Lori’s face contorted with pleasure.

“Your pussy feels so good,” the ranger told her, slackening his pace as he noticed her quaking. “I can tell how much it likes this. It’s just sucking me in.”

“It’s a greedy little hole, that’s for sure.”

The ranger humped once, twice, three more times, and then yanked himself out and came all down the back of Lori’s legs. Charlie came at the sight of that—his wife bent over and freshly fucked, splatters of spunk littering her thighs.

The three of them sat in heavy breathing silence for a long moment until Lori straightened up and asked if there were any paper towels around.

“Of course,” the ranger said, jumping to his feet. He knelt behind her and wiped up the mess he had made. “You two have really brightened up my day. I didn’t expect anything like this when I got up in the morning.”

“But you hoped for it, right?” Lori asked with a smirk.

The ranger smirked back at her. “I’m always hoping for this.” He tossed the paper towels to Charlie, who cleaned himself up the best he could.

Lori felt like she needed a shower, her cunt still leaking and messy from getting hammered. She considered asking the ranger if there was a truck stop with bathing facilities nearby but then decided against it. After what they had just done, he would probably assume they were heading there to get yet another man into her.

In the car, Lori got behind the wheel, and Charlie sank into the seat like she so often did.

“Ya know what I need?” he asked, his legs splayed like hers.

“What?” Lori asked, hoping he would say a shower.

“Something to eat.”

“I can get on-board with that.” She squirmed in her seat. “And a shower. I really need a shower.”

“Let’s find a place to stop for the day,” Charlie said. “Get cleaned up and have a rest. I think we’ve earned it, don’t you?”

Lori snorted as she put on the blinker and pulled off the shoulder of the road. “I guess so, but, gee, Charlie, I think I’m starting to get it.”

“Get it?”

“Yeah,” Lori said, coasting down the open road to whatever cock was up next. “The destination isn’t important to me anymore. I’m finally beginning to love the journey.”
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